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‘I have to say, Gina, you’ve trained him well,’ Val said with a wink, as Michael walked into the lounge balancing the three small plates between his hands.  The two ladies were curled up on the couch, each holding a glass of wine, the flickering of the fire illuminating the room.  The lights on the tree were on, and the television, on some festive music station, cast a soft glow, but the fire was the real centrepiece on this Christmas Day evening, as they chatted in a post-dinner slump.

Michael smiled at Val as he handed them their desserts.  Chocolate log cake, homemade: light sponge, a sauce made from rich chocolate, a splash of cherry brandy in the cream filling for good measure. Val smiled back, meeting his gaze with that brazen confidence of hers.  She worked in finance: Michael could only imagine she was a formidable presence in the office.

‘Thank you, baby,’ Gina said softly as he handed a plate to her.  Michael went and sat in the armchair.

‘So you really don’t mind doing all the food, Michael?’ Val asked, not exactly sneeringly, but certainly incredulously.  She’d already exclaimed, numerous times over dinner, that the only time she seemed to go into her kitchen was to fetch more wine from the chiller.

‘I enjoy it,’ Michael began, digging a fork into the goopy sponge.

‘Enjoy it,’ Val repeated, chewing her own piece of cake.

‘Really enjoy it,’ Michael grinned.  ‘I never used to.  It used to terrify me.  But there’s something therapeutic about just, switching off, and going through everything, step by step.’

In truth, it hadn’t been much of a strenuous meal to prepare.  It had only been the three of them.  Gina didn’t like turkey, so he’d roasted pork instead, and had served it up with lashings of vegetables and cranberry sauce and Yorkshire puddings.  Sprouts, of course.  It was Christmas after all.

Michael was never sure what to make of Val.  She was Gina’s oldest friend – not saying much, admittedly, as Gina had few friends – and so Michael had met her on numerous occasions.  She was the complete opposite of Gina: whereas his wife was quiet, polite, eager to please and easily shocked, Val was brashy, loud, demanding, and with an often fairly filthy sense of humour.  She was in her mid-forties, perhaps ten years older than Gina and Michael.  Dark hair streaking with silver that she wore well.  He kind of liked her, in a vulgar kind of way.  

Michael had always been curious about her friendship with Gina.  Gina always seemed vaguely uncomfortable when the three of them were together: but then again, Gina was never truly comfortable in groups.  This always seemed a little different, however, as if she were worried Val would say something not meant for Michael’s ears.

More than once, Val had drunkenly let slip that she’d had lesbian encounters in the past.  Gina would always blush furiously.  Michael had tried bringing it up in private, playfully and gently, but Gina would shut him down immediately.  Still, he wondered whether she’d had drunken fumblings with her friend in their past.  It was an exciting thought.  Val clearly had some draw over Gina, otherwise Gina wouldn’t have stuck with her over the years.  Hell, she wouldn’t have asked Michael if it was okay to have her round for Christmas dinner had she not.

The three of them continued chatting, Val still playfully baiting and poking her hosts regardless of topic.  She and Gina, as usual, were hitting the wine hard.  Drunkenness tended to make Val even more of an extrovert and Gina even quieter.  Michael knew from experience not to try and keep pace.

Michael’s mind wandered.  He wasn’t sure what topic they were on now, when Val’s voice cut through the post-food haze.

‘I mean, bless the two of you, taking in an old lady for Christmas day…’

He looked over at her, and laughed.  Gina was laughing too.  She playfully slapped her friend.  They all knew, even as the oldest, Val was the most glamorous of the three of them by far.

‘Pleasure’s all ours,’ Gina said quietly, sounding like she meant it.  She glanced over at Michael for support.  ‘Of course,’ he smiled, raising his glass.

They made a toast, to good friends.

The wine, and the warmth of the fire, was definitely going to Michael’s head.  His eyelids began to grow heavy.

He began to nod off in his chair, comfortingly lapsing in and out of pockets of sleep.

Fragments of conversation between the two ladies emerged from his sleepy fuzz.  He would open his eyes every once in a while, doze back off.  Time grew stretchy: he could have been nodding off for minutes, or hours.  

Gina and Val seemed to pay him little heed.

‘…work is just so full on: there’s so little time to actually meet people that I’m not paid to be around…’

‘…Michael and I prefer staying in these days… We don’t really go out much…’

‘…no interest in spending my time off with those racist old bastards that are my parents…’

‘…we keep thinking of having the bathroom done up…’

All very bland, all very uninteresting to him.

Back under.

Satisfaction and warmth and soft lighting.

‘…someone to properly dominate…  Someone to really use…’

‘Val – not here –’

‘Oh, he’s out of it, look at him.  Plus, I hardly think he’d mind hearing about you getting trussed up, would he –’

Eh?

‘Val…’

Ironically, had Michael been more awake, he would have pretended to have been asleep for longer, to try and hear where that conversation went.  He wasn’t thinking straight, when the suggestive comments got his heart-rate speeding and his eyes flickering open.

He looked over at them.  They were still curled up, with their glasses of wine, gazing at him, as if frozen, caught.

‘What was that..?’ he muttered, still-fuzzy head clearing with every passing moment.

Had Val really said..?

‘Oh, nothing,’ Gina was saying, a bit too hurriedly.  ‘You must have been dreaming something, go back to sleep –’

Michael was leaning forward now.  His heart was beating at a good rate.  He tried to smile, casually, playfully.  ‘Did I just hear..?’

Gina and Val seemed to talk at the same time.  Val was guffawing, hollering something like ‘I told you he’d love it!,’ and Gina was actually shouting over the top of her, an incredible rarity for her, simply shouting ‘Val!  That’s enough, Val!’

Silence.  Val smirking, looking between Gina and Michael, Gina looking down at her wine glass.  Michael flummoxed, and pretty excited, hoping he’d heard what he thought he’d heard.

He pointed to Val.  ‘Did I hear you say something about…’  He glanced at Gina.  ‘…You tying Gina up…?’

Val made a zipping motion across her mouth.  ‘My lips are sealed.  What happened a long time ago is in the past, right?’ she said, elbowing Gina softly.  Gina looked furious and mortified.

‘That’s –’  Michael wasn’t sure what to say.  This was fantastic, but totally out of his area of expertise: anything he said would make him sound like a prude, he was certain.  ‘That’s cool,’ was all he could think of to say.

Val glanced across at Gina again.  ‘See.  All guys love that stuff.’

Gina gulped her wine, reached for the open bottle on the floor, poured herself some more.

Michael was thinking.  They were both well lubricated by the booze: this could be the only time they’d be prepared to tell him if anything had happened between the two of them in the past.

‘So,’ he began cautiously.  ‘You two..?’

More smirks from Val.  Gina still wouldn’t look at him.

‘It was a long time ago,’ Gina said, finally, to Michael’s surprise.  She knocked back the wine in one go.  Poured more.

Michael could feel his lips growing dry with excitement.  He wasn’t sure how to play this.  He remained polite, and interested, trying not to sound desperate or pushy.

He smiled.  ‘Girls experimenting with each other, eh.’

Val laughed out loud.  ‘You could say that.  Eh, Gina?  You reckon what we got up to was, ah, ‘experimental?’’

Gina was blushing furiously, her mouth pursed.  Michael watched her carefully.  He didn’t want to push her too far, for fear of the grief that he’d receive later.  But his suspicions definitely seemed to be bearing fruit, that Gina – his prim, proper Gina – had a side that even he hadn’t seen.

‘I don’t think there’s anything to be embarrassed about with that,’ he said, pretending to sip his own wine.

‘My thoughts exactly,’ Val replied, raising her glass in an imaginary toast. 

‘Was it, ah,’ Michael said, beginning to stammer.  Excitement was definitely getting to him, his cock throbbing uncomfortably in his trousers.  He wondered whether he could get them to make out with one another in front of him.  Merry Christmas alright!  ‘Was it just a, ah, drunken thing, one night?’

The look on Val’s face – smiling, wicked, serious – told him that had been far from the case.

Gina finally spoke.  Her voice was quiet, her eyes on her glass.  She sounded far away, deep in thought, her voice slightly more high-pitched and floaty than usual from the alcohol.

‘It’s how we met, isn’t it,’ she started.  Val, quietly impressed that she was opening up, let her speak uninterrupted.  ‘It was years ago, back when I was in college still.  I didn’t know much about myself, and wanted to… find out.  I felt like life was passing me by.  I’d heard about a bar where people into kinky and naughty things met on a certain night of the week…  I decided to go down there.  See for myself.  All very respectful in there, of course, it was just people drinking and chatting, but it’s how…’  She finally glanced up, at Val: ‘It’s how Val and I met.’

Michael was enraptured.  The image of Gina and Val in their younger years, meeting in, what, a fetish club?  Incredible.  Difficult to believe.

‘Go on,’ he said, his voice far shakier than he’d intended.

Gina seemed to snap out of her reverie a touch.  She sipped her wine.  ‘Friendship ended up mattering more between us than the other things,’ she said simply.  ‘I realised I wasn’t too comfortable with being… what Val wanted me to be.’

Michael’s breathing was shallow, he was so excited.  ‘And what… what was that?’ he asked.

The room was silent, but for the cracking and spitting of the fire, yet seeming to buzz with electricity and energy.  Val, quiet for a change, flit her wide, playful eyes from Gina sitting next to her, to Michael across the room.

Gina looked up at him, and met her husband’s gaze full on.

‘I was her slave for a while,’ she said simply, without a trace of the hesitation or shame he would have expected of her.  ‘I learned a lot of things about myself.  But I wasn’t able to continue doing some of the things Val enjoyed doing to me.’

Michael’s head felt like it was spinning.  He felt slightly sick, he was so turned on.  Jesus, what were they talking about?  Gina always seemed so vanilla in her lovemaking.  Fisting?  Eating one another out?  What?

He heard himself asking.  

‘Jesus,’ he was whispering.  ‘Jesus, Gina.  What did you let her do?’

Gina turned back to her glass.  She traced the rim with her finger.  She didn’t seem to be playing with him, more, genuinely deep in thought, but he certainly felt toyed with.

‘Please,’ he pleaded.

‘You’d look at me differently,’ she said.

‘Tell him,’ Val said almost at the same time.  He looked at her: a grim seriousness had darkened her face.  It took Michael a baffled moment to realise Val was as turned on as he was.  

‘I can’t.’

‘Gina.’  He was pleading.

‘Then show him.’  Val’s voice was firm, commanding.  ‘Look at him.  Acting like a worm.  Let’s show him, he wants to know so much.’

Gina’s silence was endless, and agony.  Michael stared at them both, wide-eyed, unable to quite grasp where this evening was going.  He expected Gina at any moment to stand up, change the subject, leave the room, break the spell.  In the morning, they’d all pretend nothing happened, and continue sheepishly with their friendships as before.

But she didn’t.  Instead she looked up, at Val, and then at Michael, and said, ‘Okay.’

As the two women stood up, Michael felt as if he were drunk.  He was led out of the room, Val taking him by the arm, Gina holding back, but following.  Both women took their glasses of wine with them.

As they left, Gina pulled a few ropes of tinsel off the tree, taking them with her.

He was taken to the bathroom.  The world seemed hazy, Michael’s thoughts not quite connecting.  He didn’t question why they weren’t taking him to the bedroom.  He didn’t wonder why both women were silent, serious.  He didn’t know what to expect.  

His penis had never been as stiff.

‘Strip,’ Val told him, as the three of them stood there on the bathroom tiles.  He looked to Gina for some kind of confirmation, but she was standing beside her former mistress, in the doorway, watching.  He pulled his sweater and t-shirt over his head.  Chest exposed, his fingers paused at his flies.

‘Look, it’s no difference to me whether your clothes are on or not,’ Val said coldly.  ‘But, believe me, if you ever want to be able to wear them again, I’d remove them.’

Again, he looked at Gina.  This time, she did speak.

‘Take everything off, Michael.’

He took a breath and slid his trousers and briefs down.  His erection, he was pleased to see, throbbed, swollen, despite his nerves.  Two sets of female eyes on his body.  

He looked back at Gina.  ‘This is what she made you do?’ he asked.  Gina nodded slowly in response.

‘Okay, in the bath,’ Val sniffed, turning away.  Still perplexed, Michael climbed in to the dry tub – thankfully warm beneath his body, the central heating in the house having been beating out all day.  

He stared, agog, as he watched Val lower her own slacks.  Even stripping himself, this had all felt dimly unreal.  Seeing something as startlingly intimate as his wife’s best friend strip from the waist down, however, brought everything into sharp, sudden focus.  As glamorous a front as Val put on, there was an everyday normality beneath her clothes: a middle-aged spread naturally softening her legs and buttocks.  It made everything more real, and more exciting.

He stared at Gina, standing behind Val, sipping her wine.  She was watching with a ‘been there, done that’ expression.  She walked over to her husband, trailing tinsel.  ‘Hands behind your back.’  He did as he was told, wrists together.  Gina bound him with the tinsel, not tightly – it was hardly strong enough to withstand a strong pull without snapping – but both she and Val laughed grimly at the sight.  ‘Lay down,’ Gina told him now, and he did, Gina’s subtly shifting role – becoming, now Michael was the submissive party, far more demanding and domineering – fascinating to him.

He lay back in the tub, and groaned out loud as Val backed up to the side of the bath, bending over, holding open her hairy pussy and arse.

‘Jesus,’ he cried out, staring at Val’s cunt above him.  God, he could smell her sweat, see the cunt juice against her lips.  He knew he sounded pathetic, but also knew that was what Val in particular wanted him to be.  Who knew, perhaps this was what Gina needed to see, as well.

Gasping, his breath jagged and his heart beating crazily, he lifted his face to Val’s pussy.  She was wet, and loose, and he pushed his nose into her hole, smearing her juices over his mouth, as Gina watched from the doorway.

‘Is this what she did to you,’ he gasped out to Gina, hearing Val grunting above him.  She pushed her pussy against his mouth, smothering him.

‘Of course,’ Gina replied, nonplussed.  ‘And what’s coming next.’

The words didn’t make much of an impact at first, such was the whirling arousal Michael was experienced.  He lapped like a man possessed, making the most of this opportunity to eat his wife’s friend’s earthy pussy.

The sudden blast of air that hit his lips, and the croaking, high-pitched noise that accompanied it, was startling enough.  He just had time to distantly think, Val just farted in my face, when warm water splashed into his open mouth.

Confusion and delirium.  Val urinated in Michael’s face, grunting appreciatively, as he continued to lap and swallow in disbelief.  He reached up and grabbed her meaty buttocks and pushed his face further into her, piss smearing his cheeks and getting in his eyes.  He couldn’t help gasping, in desire, in horror, in disbelief.

More farting.  Thick air and a heavy stench.  Val had been tucking into the pork and sprouts earlier as well, after all.  He felt hands on the back of his head, holding him in place, pushing him into Val’s rear.  Clearly not Val’s hands.  God, Gina.  She had done this?  Had Val piss and fart in her face – god, in her mouth?  Been used so disgracefully, so humiliatingly?

The piss spattered loudly against the bathtub below him.

The two women seemed to be talking above him.  He couldn’t make out specifics.

He was being pushed down, flat on his back.  He blinked, urine in his eyes still, allowing himself to be moved, his bound hands beneath him.  The tinsel tickled his buttocks.  Val, naked from the waist down, was clambering in too, straddling his face, lowering her arse onto his head, facing down towards his feet.  

The last thing he saw before Val’s buttocks obscured his vision was Gina, wrenching up her plaid skirt, climbing into the tub further down.

As Val smothered his face, Gina squatted on his erection.  Michael could have died there and then and had no complaints.  

The two women leaned forward, kissing, their years-earlier intimacy reignited with a new dynamic: specifically, that of Gina’s husband now being the ragdoll for them to use as they saw fit.  Gina rode him with an intensity he had never known from her, while Val spread her cheeks, her sopping pussy soaking his face, as she continued to clench and push.

The shit that came from her was dark, thick: the stench overwhelming.  If the farts had been meaty and sprouty, her crap was in another league.  

She had done this to Gina.  Val had shit on Gina.  Gina had taken shit on her face.

Michael stopped thinking, his brain feeling like it was collapsing, and just went with the feeling: his cock being worked by his suddenly wild wife, stodgy, fibrous turds being squeezed from Val’s anus over his mouth and into his nostrils, overwhelming all other sensations.  With her smothering backside directly on his face, the shit was breaking and smearing before it had a chance to form and drop, her dark brown log mushing into a thick brown sauce covering Michael’s head.

Stench, difficulty breathing, and instinct all took their toll.  Michael was gagging, retching, vomiting up the shit and piss he’d been forced to swallow and spewing it over Val’s buttocks.  He could hear Gina and Val crying out in obscene climactic pleasure – Val’s hands were flying at her pussy as she ground her muck into Michael’s mouth – as he, too, experienced the most complex orgasm of his life, unable to breath, puking in disgust, overwhelmed with female waste and pussy.  

He spurted up into his wife, as she bucked and yelped, gripping onto Val’s arms to steady herself.

Weight pressing down on his face and crotch, face packed in filth, Michael lay there, dazed, smothered, covered.

Gina and Val eventually climbed shakily off him.  They immediately grabbed their glasses of wine.

Michael snapped his tinsel handcuffs, and sat up in the wet, sticky tub.  Hunks of shit dropped from his face into his lap.

Gina took a deep breath.  ‘We’ll use the downstairs shower,’ she told Michael as she grabbed a couple of thick towels for her and Val.  

She looked at him before leaving the room.  He couldn’t even begin to wonder how pathetic he looked, how ridiculous and obscene, in some revolting scat parody of blackface.  They’d gone too far, he knew it: this would mess things up between the three of them for life.  Yet Gina smiled, and the smile – naughty, impressed – went as far as her eyes.

‘Get the worst off you up here, then come join us, if you like,’ she told him.  

He nodded, spat out some shit.

She and Val gave him one final once over before heading downstairs.  ‘Love you,’ Gina told him.

Michael switched the shower on, running it hot, as the water sprayed Val’s excrement down into the tub below, diluting it, washing it away.  He washed for a long time, using every soap and shampoo he could grab, eager to get back downstairs to the girls, to finish off their Christmas night.
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