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FOR MY SECOND YEAR at university, I moved out of residence dorms and into a townhouse near campus.  The newspaper listing had said “basement apartment,” but that wasn’t entirely accurate, since my “apartment” didn’t have a bathroom in it.  Really, I was renting a bedroom with a microwave.  To use the bathroom, I had to climb two flights of stairs and share with my landlord’s daughter Emma.

I never felt comfortable going upstairs in the middle of the night.  Usually, I was up late studying or writing papers, and I hated the idea of disturbing the family.  They were nice people.  I didn’t want to bother them by turning on lights and flushing toilets at two in the morning.

One day, not long after I’d moved in, I was moving furniture around when I accidentally flipped up the carpet in my room.  There was no subflooring.  They’d put the broadloom down on bare concrete, and right near the corner there was a drain.  A drain!  It was a circle about three or four inches across, with a metal grate over it.  Even after I’d covered it back up, I kept thinking about it.

Later that night, after two cups of tea and a bottle of water, I felt that heaviness in my pelvis.  I needed to pee.  The family had obviously gone to bed—there were no footsteps or TV sounds coming from upstairs—and that drain under the carpet was looking pretty appealing.  What difference did it make if I peed in the floor?  A drain was a drain, right?  Those pipes all went to the same place.

So I lifted the carpet and pushed down my pyjama pants, kicking them across the room.  All I had to do was squat.  The drain was in the perfect position for me to press my back against the wall, so I knew I wouldn’t fall over.  I spread my legs wide, staring down at the drain.  I’d never had to aim my stream before.  I didn’t know if I could pull it off.  Hopefully I wouldn’t spritz all over the carpet.

It took a couple seconds before I could let loose.  The feeling of peeing without being on a toilet was really strange at first, but also exhilarating.  I felt kind of dirty, kind of naughty, like I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing.  And I guess I was.  I don’t think the family would appreciate it if they knew I was peeing on their floor.

The drain became my late-night secret place.  Every day I looked forward to using it the same way I used to look forward to getting myself off with my vibrator or my fingers.

Sometimes after my stream died down, I would flick my clit, rub it around a little, bring myself to orgasm in no time.  I have no idea what turned me on about crouching in the corner of my bedroom to pee, but my pussy was always super-wet by the time I’d finished.  Often, if I fucked myself with my fingers, I could get myself to squirt even more liquid.  It would spray all over my palm and drip down from my hand.  I wondered if I was the only girl in the world who did things like this.  I couldn’t imagine it was common.

One night I guess I was playing my music a little too loudly, because as I crouched by the wall my door opened up.  There was a lock, but I hardly ever used it.  No one usually came down to the basement.

When I looked up, my landlord’s daughter Emma was standing in the doorway wearing nothing but a cotton nightgown.  She was four years older than me and finished school, but she hadn’t found a job yet and still lived at home.  If anyone in the family had to walk in on me, at least it was her.

Emma’s eyes flew open and her jaw dropped. She turned away and I’m sure I saw her smile.  She said she was sorry, she didn’t mean to interrupt, but my music had woken her up.  Her long blond hair fell in a straggly side-ponytail across her shoulder and down her chest.  It drew my gaze to her nipples, which were hard and pink enough to see right through her white nightie.  She caught me staring and crossed her arms over her chest.

I should have been ashamed that she’d walked in on me half naked, but I really wasn’t.  That said, I would have pulled up my pyjama pants if I hadn’t kicked them across the room.  Emma stepped into my room and closed the door, heading to my stereo while I stayed crouched against the wall.  She turned down the volume, then shifted closer to me and kneeled over the drain in the floor.

It was like a dream.  This pretty girl, this girl who slept two floors above me, pulled her nightie up just above her waist.  She wasn’t wearing any panties.  Emma’s pubic hair was thick and golden, totally natural.  I loved the way those lovely hairs curled like ringlets on a doll’s porcelain head.  She had the prettiest pussy I’d ever seen.

“Go,” she said, looking up at me with eyes like aquamarine jewels.  

“Go?” I asked.  She couldn’t possibly mean what I thought she meant.  “Go as in... pee?”

Emma nodded solemnly, like this was a very serious matter to her.  She said, “Go on me.”

My breath stuck like a fishbone in my throat.  I didn’t think I could do it.  As much as I wanted to, I was really nervous.  It seemed too surreal and strange.  And then Emma lifted her nightgown all the way up and held the hem under her chin. The moment I got a good look at her little naked breasts with their sweet pink buds, my legs turned to jelly.  

I pressed my shoulders back against the wall and let go, spraying a concentrated stream into Emma’s pubic hair.  It soaked her skin, running down her pussy lips and into the drain.  I’d never seen anything so beautiful in all my life.  The way my piss clung to her pretty blonde hairs like little drops of rain really put me over the top.  I couldn’t ask for anything more.

When I was finished peeing, I asked if she had to go, although I wasn’t quite sure if I was hoping for a yes or a no.  Sure Emma looked amazing with droplets of my piss clinging to her pubic hair, but that didn’t necessarily mean I wanted to be peed on too.  On the other hand, fair is fair.  Tit for tat.

She said she didn’t have to pee, not at the moment, and she let her cotton nightie fall down to cover her nakedness.  Her nightgown wasn’t long.  It only went down to her thighs, and didn’t even reach her knees.  Covered in my piss, she stood up and walked across the room.  Then she was gone.  Just like that.

I stayed in position, back against the wall, for a good long time.  Maybe I did want to be peed on after all.  Or maybe I just wanted her to hang around.  Hard to say.

Eventually, I got up, put on my pyjama pants, and went back to work.  There was always work to do.  Always.  So I immersed myself in my studies, trying to forget about everything that had happened.  I couldn’t, of course.  I missed Emma and I wanted her back.

It wasn’t uncommon that I fell asleep with my head on my desk, so it was a bolt from the blue when Emma tapped me on the shoulder.  I shot up and gasped, because I wasn’t sure if I was dreaming or awake.  She still had on that same white cotton nightie, and I really liked her in it.  It was sexy without trying.  She was the kind of girl who didn’t have to try.  All she had to do was say something like, “I need to pee.”

I gulped, which made me feel really stupid, but she laughed and that put me at ease.  I asked where she wanted to do it, which was a dumb question.  She lifted up the corner of the carpet to expose the drain and she told me get ready.  Little did she know I’d been ready since the moment she walked out that door!

This time, I stripped bare.  I took off my pyjama pants and my T-shirt and tossed them across the room.  The way she looked at me made me a little uneasy, not because of the sheer fiery lust in her eyes, but because of the fear that she might be judging me.  My body wasn’t as lean and lithe as hers, and I wondered what she thought of my pubic hair.  It was dark, almost black, and trimmed neatly but not quite shaved.  I just hoped she liked it. 

My turn to kneel.  I took up the position Emma had held last time, and she in turn squatted against the wall.  My nipples went hard in the cool night air, and I saw that she noticed.  Mine were much darker than hers—not really pink, more of a cherry-brown.  They pursed into sharp little pebbles until they were so staunchly erect they almost hurt.

She told me to touch them.  “Squeeze your tits while I piss on you.”  That’s what she said.  I remember the exact words because they turned me on so bad I could have come right then and there.

Opening her legs, she lifted her nightgown and gave me a good look at her pussy as those pink lips splayed gently.  Poetic people talk about pussy lips opening like flowers, and as much as I hate clichés, Emma’s really did look that way—soft, gorgeous petals parting so I could see the pinkest part of her.  Her pussy was pretty small, but man was she ever wet.  I could see the glisten of her juices as she held her lips open with two fingers.

“Squeeze your tits,” she said again, because I hadn’t done it yet.  She was watching me intently
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