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It was a shitty bedsit in a shitty part of town, but the rent was cheap.  And cheap was what I needed: I’d dropped out of uni, the various loans and grants I’d received long since blown in a first year haze of drugs and booze.  It was behind the train station, on one of those streets where the houses would have once been fairly grand: Victorian-era, three or four stories high, but now stained with grime and dirt from years of neglect.  The houses had big rooms, and so many were divided up into bedsits and one-room flats, and populated with the unemployed, the lonely, addicts, and immigrants.  Take my place for instance: large room with a high ceiling, a sink and a cooker in the corner, a coin-operated electric meter.   A limescale-encrusted toilet and shower were down the hallway, shared with the other tenants.  I didn’t exactly need much more, but it was still fairly desperate.  Hardly a place to take a bird back if you struck lucky on a night out.

There was a two bar electric fire on the wall, but the cold and the damp in there got serious in the winter.  I bought a load of pot plants to try and soak up some of the chronic condensation.  I had an old telly and a few books.  I had a job at a warehouse, and would work nights whenever I was able, so as not to be at home during the coldest hours.

I would rarely see the other tenants in the building.  I’d occassionally glimpse them in the dim hallways, coming or going or heading to the shower room.  We’d smile and nod but that was about it.  There were a couple of old guys.  A girl on the ground floor with learning difficulties.  A gruff Eastern European fella up in the attic.

Not exactly a bunch to go out for a pint with.

She moved in to the room next to mine a couple of months after I arrived.  The room had been empty up until that point.  Meant I never realised how thin the walls were until then.  

She looked to be in her early thirties, perhaps ten years older than me.  Longish hair with lots of dye in there – the purples and blues and scarlets seemed to move day to day – and a ring through one nostril.  She had a freaky druggy vibe to her that appealed to me, and not uncommon to the area.

I bumped into her on the landing one afternoon as I was heading out to work, and as she was moving her stuff in.  Like me, she didn’t seem to own much.  Bags of clothes, a beat-up CD player.

She grinned and said, ‘Alright.’  She held out her hand.  ‘Erica.’

I shook, and smiled.  ‘James,’ I said.  She’d just seen me emerge from my room, but I nodded to the door anyway.  ‘I’m, uh, next door.’

She held her grin.  ‘Then, hey, neighbour.’

I could hear an older guy huffing some of her bags up the stairs.  Heavy, bearded.  Neither one of them made any attempt to introduce him to me, so I decided to head off, telling her to knock if she needed anything.  

‘Sure thing,’ she said.

I glanced up once as I headed down the stairs.  The two of them were still on the landing.  I saw her peer down at me as I headed out the front door.

Weird.  I walked to work.  It definitely seemed like she’d been hitting on me.  I’d have to keep an eye out on her.

I never did find out who the bearded guy was.  Never saw him around again.  But it did become apparent, almost immediately, that this Erica did have plenty of ‘friends:’ all men, rarely the same one visiting her twice.  All ages.  

I figured she must be on the game, prostituting herself out from that room.  But then again, those walls: I could hear everything she got up to, and practically every conversation she had, and never once did I hear anything about money being exchanged, or fees, or anything like that.  My bed was next to the wall, and I’d often lie there, listening to her braying laughter, the sound of cans opening and glasses clinking.  She’d play music on her stereo, but only low.  I’d hear all these blokes’ names – Daves and Micks and Pauls and Phils – as she would screech with laughter and say stuff like, ‘Oh, you’re a bad one, you are,’ or ‘You mucky bastard, you,’ or ‘I hope your wife doesn’t know you’re into this stuff.’  She seemed to fuck constantly, sometimes several times a day.

I’ll admit it.  I was fucking well obsessed with it all.  I hadn’t had a ride in months, since some history student before I left uni, and the horn was overpowering.  Many a wank I’d have lying there listening to this weird punky chick groan as her headboard banged against the thin plaster by my head.  I kept meaning to introduce myself to her properly, but the timing never seemed right.  She either had company, or I’d bottle it.  

Whenever we passed one another on the landing on the street, though, she’d always flash me that grin.

She’d been there around three weeks when I was awoken in the early hours.  She’d just gotten in, and was crashing around next door, some guy in tow.  Giggles, and shushes.  The guy’s voice was too low to make out but she sounded pleasantly hammered.  I half wondered whether to stay awake and listen, but drifted back to sleep almost immediately.  I was used to her late night activities by then.

I awoke again some time later.  The tell-tale creaking of the bed, moans and voices.  My heart immediately began to speed up as my cock grew rigid.  I shifted across in my bed, closer to the wall.  I pressed my ear against the cool surface.

Grunts.  All from Erica.  The guy was either naturally more quiet or more able to keep himself under control.  I figured she’d had a few drinks, and her self-awareness was a bit shot.  She kept repeating his name: ‘Dave.  Dave.  Dave.  Fuck, you dirty cunt.’

I pulled my cock in the darkness, imagining some of the things they might have been getting up to.

Then I heard it.  Plain as day.  Her voice was sexually aggressive and dominant.

‘I want to piss in your mouth, you dirty cunt.’

I actually blinked, hearing that, and my heart rate sped considerably.  Christ, the filthy bitch!  What a fucking thing!  I stopped jerking for a few moments, frozen, straining my hearing, trying to hear a response.  Whoever the guy was should have been jumping at the chance.

The creaking of the bed stopped.  Voices.  His, then hers.  Then her, clearly: ‘What?’

A loud groaning of the bed.  It sounded like somebody was getting off.  Erica’s voice again, loud: ‘Some fucking wild man you are, Jesus!  Are you fucking serious?’

Muffled noises.  What sounded like something being thrown.  Footsteps across the floor, and then the door opening.  A figure hastily walking out, past my locked door, and then thumping down the carpeted stairwell.  Erica storming to her bedroom door, slamming it closed, and a final shout of, ‘You fucking prick!’ aimed, presumably, out of her bedroom window to the street below, where this Dave would be making a hasty retreat.

Silence for a few moments.  I listened, fascinated, holding my breath.  A more gentle creak as Erica climbed back onto the bed.

After a few moments, barely audible even through the paper thin walls separating us: the soft buzzing of a vibrator.

I had to act now.  I’d spent weeks living next to that crazy bitch, jerking off to the sounds of her exploits, and every time I saw her she was giving me the eye.  She was mere inches away from me, warmed up and into some freaky shit.

I flicked my lamp on.  I hastily pulled on my tracky bottoms, which bulged ludicrously in the crotch, and a t-shirt.  

I softly crossed the room and let myself out onto the dim landing.  As usual, the faint smell of incense and weed lingered around her door.

The rest of the house was in silence as I gently knocked.

Fast footsteps from her room, immediately crossing to me.  My heart was hammering.  I didn’t even know what I was going to say.  

The door was wrenched open.  ‘So you’re back, then,’ Erica was hissing angrily.

She was totally naked, assuming I was her returning suitor.  Well, she was wearing knee-length black socks – fuck, something I definitely have a thing for, let me tell you – but everything else was on show.  Very skinny, barely any tits.  I glimpsed tattoos and nipple rings.

There was the briefest of moments before it dawned on her that the figure standing in her gloomily-lit doorway wasn’t who she’d been expecting.  A gasp, and she yanked the door shut some, leaping behind it, hiding herself, only her head poking around.

‘Fuck, er,’ she mumbled, a look of confusion creasing her brow.  Her eyes were dark, from a combination of the lateness of the hour and the black makeup with which she’d lined them.  She grinned awkwardly.  I could smell cider on her breath.  ‘I was expecting, yeah, someone else, like.  James?  You alright?’

I stood there, grinning back, also a touch embarrassed.  Behind the door, her room was lit with candles.  I couldn’t make out much more.

‘Um, yeah,’ I grinned.  I ran a hand through my ruffled bed hair.  ‘This probably sounds crazy, and tell me to get lost like, but, eh, I heard what you said you wanted to do with that last guy, like,’ I mumbled, trying not to ramble with nerves, but at least able to hold her gaze.  Her eyes widened at my words, and her goofy grin widened.

‘Oh fuck, you heard that..?’ she whispered, giggling.

She wasn’t mortified.  She wasn’t slamming the door in my face.  Awesome.

I shrugged good-naturedly.  ‘Thin walls, you know…  Eh…’  My voice trailed off, and for a few hideous moments it felt like words would fail me.  ‘Well, I heard him leave, and that, and just figured, if you still wanted to do that, you know…  I’d be game…’

She was watching me with an expression that seemed to combine wariness, embarrassment, and the horn all at once.  At my offer, everything but the look of the horn seemed to fall away.

‘You serious?’ she whispered.  Time seemed to slow down as I nodded.  This, I figured, would be the point at which she either told me to get lost, or to come in.

‘Aye,’ I said.

She wrenched the door back open.  Reached forward, grabbing my wrist.  She pulled me inside, locking the door behind her.

Her room was the mirror image of mine.  Window at the far side, candles and the glowing bars of the electric fire the only sources of light.  As I’d suspected, her bed was pushed up to the wall that backed against mine.  

She didn’t seem own much.  Not even a cheap telly.  Empty bottles were to be found on every surface and clothes were littered around.  It looked more like some budget hotel room than an actual home.  But then again Erica had the vibe of someone who probably didn’t stay in the same place too long.

Her bed a single, like mine.  Must have been awkward, the number of times she had a second body in there with her.  The duvet was thrown back, her now-silent vibrator still on the mattress.

I turned round to face her.  She was standing watching me.  She had reached down and had stuffed two fingers up into her cunt.  I tried not to gawp, to play it calm.

I reached forward, wanting to touch the bare arm with which she was frigging herself.  She stepped backwards.  She may have been skinny and bony, her hips clearly visible, but when she spoke, it was with the strong voice of someone who knew exactly what she wanted, and wasn’t shy about taking it.

‘I wanna piss in some slut’s mouth,’ she told me as she roughly fingered herself.  I gazed at her crotch.  Two fingers, up to the knuckle, disappearing behind her shaved cunt lips.  ‘You’ll do.  You sure you up for it?’

I looked around the flat.  As with all of them, there was no toilet in here, only the shared one down the hallway.  ‘How do you want to do it..?’ I asked, thinking of the logistics.

She nodded to the corner, where the threadbare carpet ended, and where, as in mine, a few squares of plastic tiling had been slid under the area around the cooker and the sink.  ‘Lay on your back down there,’ she told me.  ‘Be easier to wipe up any spillages.’

I walked over.  Lowered myself onto my back, my head resting on the plastic flooring.  It was dirty and sticky, but my mind was elsewhere.  Erica approached, looking down on me.  From the floor, she looked even taller, even skinnier.

She squatted over my face.  She held herself there for a little, maybe an inch or two over my nose and mouth, using her free arm to steady herself on the cooker behind me, wanking over my face with the other.  The smell of her sweat and cunt juices were pushing that of the weed and burning incense into the background.  I stared up, wide-eyed, at her spread pussy.  I could hear the squelching of her pussy as she pushed her fingers in and out.

Eventually she removed her fingers.  She pressed both of them, slick with cunt moisture, against my nostrils.  I breathed her in.  

Fuck, I’d still been asleep only ten minutes earlier.

She lowered her weight onto my face.  There wasn’t much of it, in truth, and I took it comfortably.  She arranged herself so that her cunt hole was directly over my mouth.  I gave her a few polite licks, working my tongue in there.  Her cunt tasted strong.

My cock was raging down in my tracksuit bottoms, but I left it alone for the time being.  Reached up and placed both hands on her bony arse, holding her steady.  She was so thin, her buttocks seemed spread naturally, without me needing to hold them open.  I snaked a stray finger around to her crease, and probed the entrance to her arsehole with my fingertip.

Breathing through nostrils pressed against her clit, I braced myself as I felt Erica’s body tense, her already hard limbs stiffening even more as she pushed on her bladder.  It took her a few attempts, and a few gasps.  A quiet croak of a scentless fart escaped at one point.

Then:

She was pissing into my mouth.  Crazy.  Warm jets of flowing water, tasting earthy and thick and cloudy, squirting from her hole, into my gaping mouth, splashing against my tonsils.  I was groaning, and a couple of times made a gargling sound with her urine at the back of my throat before swallowing it down.  As I swallowed, I involuntarily worked my jaw, making an eating motion with my lips at her pussy.  It caused piss to spray chaotically a little, hissing against my chin and up into my nostrils.

Erica was grunting, a relieved, pleasurable ‘Ahhhh’ escaping from her lungs.  She let go of the cooker, and grabbed me by the hair with one hand, jamming the fingers of the other against her clit.  She wanked herself, furiously, still pissing, her fingers roughly rubbing against her face – thankfully, her nails were short – as they caused the flowing urine to spray and squirt even more over the rest of my face.  I hadn’t even taken my t-shirt off: I could feel her warm waste water seeping down my neck and into the rounded collar.  Weird, the stuff you notice at moments like that.

I ate her sopping, piss-stinking pussy around her frantically working fingers.  The sheer nastiness of it all was overwhelming.  This grotty bedsit, this dirty floor: this crazy whore who’d taken fuck knew how many cocks up in since living here, pissing straight into my mouth.  I could actually feel myself feeling full from the liquid now sloshing round in my stomach.

Erica was coming as she was still squeezing out the final drops, jerking, rocking down onto my soaked face.  She gripped my hair with a painful intensity and folded herself over as she came, completely smothering me beneath her genitals, gasping loudly.  She was half-whispering, half-grunting, ‘You dirty bastard, you dirty fucker:’ 

I was pleased to be the subject of the aroused cursing to which I’d listened so intently recently.

She clambered off me with trembling legs.  She grabbed a box of tissues from the side and used a couple to wipe her wet cunt.  She tossed the box to me.

I sat, slowly, piss dripping from my face and hair.  I wiped myself down.  I glanced at the floor beneath me, pleased to see that only one or two drops had landed there.  The rest had either made it into my mouth or onto my face.

‘Cheers for that,’ Erica was saying, leading me to the door.  I was still rock hard but too bewildered to protest, and besides, too happy at what had just happened to really care.  I’d jerk myself off soon enough.

She pulled on a kimono that had been hanging on the back of the door.  We stepped out onto the quiet landing, me heading back to my room, her for the communal toilet.

‘Er, see you around?’ I whispered in the poor light.  She grinned and raised her eyebrows but said nothing as she headed off down the landing.

I let myself back into my room.  I washed my face in the sink, scrubbing with soap.  I gargled with mouthwash.  As I filled the sink with warm water and detergent, lowering my piss-soaked t-shirt in to leave for the night, I heard Erica pad back down the hallway from the bathroom.  Her door opened, closed.  Her bed creaked as she got back on it.

I stripped off my bottoms and lay down myself.  I turned to the wall, erection in my fist.  I began to jerk off, aiming my erection at Erica, mere inches away through that thin barrier.

As I wanked, the springs in my bed began squeaking.

Her voice began speaking to me, from the other side of that useless plaster.

‘You drank my piss, you dirty cunt.  You came round here and I pissed on your face.  I’ll do it to someone else tomorrow night so you can listen, you dirty fuck.’

As I shot my load across the cold wall by my bed, grunting and gasping into my pillow, I thought again of how grotty this bedsit was, how dingy and disgusting this life was.  

I loved it.
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