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Bedsit Golden Shower

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 occasionally 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.


Christmas Log

‘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.


Fart-Feeding Milf

I checked my phone again as I stepped into the house.  Another message from Dani.  I couldn’t help smiling.  With each passing text, her tone seemed to be growing increasingly desperate.  I read it in the dark hallway, the light of the phone the only illumination. 

‘Just tell me. Can I 

see you alone when

Dad isn’t around?

Please. I need to

see you at some point’

I flicked the lights on, slipped my damp coat off.  The central heating had come on a little while ago, so the house was pleasant and toasty.  I took off my heels.  Walked through to the kitchen.  I switched on the kettle, even though I fancied something stronger.  I made a coffee and drank it, savouring the warmth.  I stood by the kitchen window, looking out onto the dark back garden.  Sleet swirled in the air.  

I replied eventually, although I’m sure it didn’t do much to put the poor girl out of her misery.

‘You’ll be here

soon.  We’ll have

to see what happens. 

Patience, little one ;-) ’ 

I went upstairs and changed from my office clothes to my more casual evening wear: baggy, faded blue jeans, with plenty of (increasingly necessary, tragically) room in the butt, and my thick brown sweater.  I did want to put on more of an effort, Knowing Dani was heading back, but her visit was supposed to be a surprise.  Kevin may have found it odd had he come home to find me all dressed up.  

Not that it really mattered: Dani would obsess over me however I looked.

I didn’t get a reply, so figured she must have arrived at the station and headed to her dad’s office by now.  Kevin worked on one of the streets behind the station: Dani was going straight there to surprise him, before the two of them came back here.  Kevin had no idea his daughter was coming up for the weekend.  They weren’t the closest parent and child, particularly since divorcing Dani’s mother in her early teens, but he did dote on her, in his own way.

How he would react to knowing his new wife had had her entire fist up his daughter’s vagina – which I’d managed the last time she’d stayed – heaven knows.

They got in about six.  I made a start with the dinner.  I wasn’t meant to know anything about Dani coming back either – why would I..?  It’s not like anyone knew she and I were in any way close… – but often made far too much food whenever I cooked, so there’d be plenty for her.  I fried up chicken with spices and peppers and put noodles on the stove.  

I heard them clattering through the front door, over the sizzling of the pan.  I had the radio on and a glass of red in my hand.

‘Hey baby,’ Kevin shouted through the house.

‘In here,’ I called back.

He came bustling through lugging Dani’s bulky rucksack, his daughter in tow.  She was gazing at me.  I don’t even know how to describe her expression.  Awe?  

‘Look which waif I picked up on the way home!’ he cried, over the moon.  I felt a slight pang of pity for the poor man.  She wasn’t here to see him: any fool could have told him that.

I gave her my usual stepmotherly hug: fond but not ecstatic.  The touch from her was charged, especially with Kevin standing there.

‘We didn’t know you were visiting,’ I smiled, pouring a couple of extra glasses of wine.  I handed one to her, one to her father.  We clinked glasses in a mini toast.  ‘How long are you back for..?’

‘Just the weekend,’ she replied.  Her eyes looked ravenous, eating into my soul.  I must admit, as much coy distance as I’d maintained with her, seeing her here again was definitely a thrill.  ‘I hope it’s okay me stopping by without notice.’

Kevin gave her a hug.  ‘Gosh, of course it is.  Any time.  What a fantastic surprise.’

I shooed Kevin and Dani out of the kitchen as I finished dinner.  We sat at the big table and ate, with more wine and lit candles, Kevin’s shock and delight masking the fact that he was the one doing most of the talking.  I sat quietly, chewing the gently spicy food, managing to at least pretend to listen, but Dani was clearly in a distracted, tongue-tied mood, moving her food around her plate, unable to make eye contact with him and shooting loaded glances in my direction whenever she could.  I ignored her, and Kevin, as always, was blissfully unaware of the mood around him.

I often wondered whether he suspected, deep down, that his daughter was gay.  I knew that she had come out to her friends at university, but had yet to tell her father.  He wasn’t the most observant of men, but still.  She’d never had a real boyfriend.  Was in the women’s rugby team at college.  She was by no mean an unattractive girl – and, at twenty, had youth on her side – but her body veered towards the broad, her nose, flat and prominent.  Neither of which would have been particularly noticeable had she embraced her femininity more, but she always dressed as a tomboy – tracksuits, trainers, never a hint of makeup or girlish glamour.

She looked like a college girl dyke, basically.

Kevin had never mentioned anything to me.  I’d sometimes wanted to carefully bring the topic up with him, to gauge his reaction, but now – having periodically used her as a sub slave for the past year, and treating her body shamefully – it wasn’t exactly a topic I was desperate to bring up with him.

I sipped my wine.  Kevin was still bragging about a new client he had secured at work, and what that meant for the company.  Dani watched me, paying him no heed.

I glanced over at the clock.

‘Are you not meant to be meeting Derek at eight?’ I asked him, gently cutting him off mid-flow.  He blinked, looking at the clock too.

‘Ooh.  Bugger.  I guess I should have cancelled by now, shouldn’t I – I’ll just see if I can call him –’

I shot him a look in mild panic.  ‘Cancel?  You mean you’re not going out?’

He always went out on Friday evenings.  Always.  Dani had come up specifically on a Friday evening so we’d get a few hours together.

‘Well, I can’t go out now – not with Dani here –’

‘Oh, don’t worry about that,’ Dani said, waving a hand, and I hid a smile: it was the most animated she’d been all dinnertime.  ‘You always meet Derek on Friday.’

‘But you’re only here until Monday morning –’

‘Which means I’ll still be here all weekend.  Go on, dad, it’s fine.’

He glanced between the two of us.  He did look torn, wanting to go out for a drink but feeling guilty at leaving us.

‘Do as she says,’ I smiled at him.  ‘We’ve got no plans for the rest of the weekend.’

He grinned at us both, like a grounded teenager suddenly allowed out.  ‘You sure?’ he asked Dani, but she was already shooing him away.  He got up, hurriedly, and went upstairs to change.

He was barely out of the room before I’d pushed by chair back, reached over the table, and grabbed Dani by the throat.  She gasped, startled, looking up at me with wide, excited eyes.  Still choking her, I stepped closer to her.  With my free hand I grabbed her ponytail, wrenching her head back, and licked up the side of her face.

‘You filthy cunt,’ I whispered at her, surprised at the excitement already in my voice, the calmness that I’d been showing the past couple of hours crumbling within seconds.  I felt unhinged: I had to penetrate her somehow.  I forced my tongue into her ear, still choking her, still pulling her hair.

I knew the sounds of the house intimately.  I heard Kevin move across the floor above us, heading back to the stairs.  I let Dani go, and stepped away.  Her face was flushed red, and she blinked in shock, her hand going to her sore neck.

Kevin came bounding down the stairs, and back into the kitchen, oblivious.  I began taking dishes to the sink, my heart speeding.

‘Did you put my shirt away?’ he was asking me, checking his phone.  ‘The blue one, with the stripes?’

My poor, sweet, clueless husband.

I kept my distance whilst Kevin remained in the house.  Dani got up, quiet and shaky, and took her bag up to the spare room that doubled as her bedroom whenever she stayed.  I stood by the sink, elbow deep in warm water and suds, stunned at the power of the damp ache down the front of my jeans.  I’d clearly been in some kind of denial regarding the growing excitement I’d been feeling over the girl staying.  Now she was here, and we’d had those brief, intense few seconds alone, my arousal was almost uncontrollable.

My stomach growled, satisfied and full.

Kevin sidled up behind me, pulling his jacket on.  He slipped his arms around my waist.  ‘You sure you don’t mind me heading out?’ he asked.

I turned to him.  ‘Of course not.  Dani’s fine with it.  We’ll all do something tomorrow.  Head into town, get lunch, do some shopping.’

He smiled.  ‘Family day out.  I like that.’

I smiled back.  It felt strained, but I knew from experience it would look genuine.

He walked away.  He called up the stairs to his daughter.  ‘See you later, Dani.’

A muffled reply in return.

Kevin left, the door rattling as he closed it behind him.

I stood there, drying my hands and arms on a tea-towel.  He was gone.  Dani knew he was gone: that front door closing could be heard anywhere in the house.  I pictured her sitting up there on her bed, watching the door, with pulse-racing expectation.

God, the ache in my pussy.  

I took my time.

I poured the remaining drops of wine into my glass, and finished them.

I listened to the silence of the house for a few moments, savouring this anticipation.

My tummy continued to gurgle in post-meal digestion.

I frowned, ever so slightly.  I hadn’t given too much thought to it earlier: the food we’d had hadn’t been spectacularly spicy, but enough to warrant… a touch of wind, shall we say.  I shifted my behind from the counter I’d been leaning against, and let out a small, silent fart.  It smelled.  I sighed, wondering what the best course of action would be.  Go to the toilet now, try and get it all out of my system, wash myself sufficiently before forcing Dani’s mouth down there?  

I glanced up to the kitchen ceiling, picturing her sitting up there in her room, paralysed with excitement.

Dani would let me do whatever I wanted to her.  I knew this.  I was feeling cruel.  

I wanted to exploit this power I had over her.

A cruel smile flickered across my wine-damp lips.  I slowly left the kitchen, and walked up the stairs.

She was standing by the window when I let myself in to her bedroom, back to me, gazing out onto the back garden.  She didn’t turn when I opened the door.  She’d taken her tracksuit top off, and was standing there in a baggy white vest top and jogging bottoms.  

I moved up behind her, as her father just had to me.  Instead of wrapping my arms tenderly around her waist, I slipped my hand down her waistband, beneath her pants.  I gripped her ample rear, squeezing her cheeks.  She let out a sigh, still gazing out into the night, and pushed her hips and bottom back into me.

I stood properly behind  her, and slipped my other hand down the back of her trousers too.  I kneaded both buttocks, really squeezing the muscles in her rump.  She ground back onto me.  I watched her face from behind.  Eyes closed, mouth open a touch, softly gasping.

‘You’ve been with girls at university,’ I said to her, my tone soft, but with an accusatory edge.

She nodded, barely, eyes still closed, still gyrating against my hands.  Her rear felt hot.  

‘Yes,’ she whispered.

I squeezed her.  I pulled my hands away from one another, spreading her arse cheeks beneath her panties.  She moaned.

‘Do you have a girlfriend?’

‘…Yes.’

Interesting.  Good for her.  

‘Her name?’ I asked.

Dani had to actually swallow.  It was a nice subconscious touch.  I wondered if she was feeling at all guilty over any of this.

‘Caroline,’ she managed eventually.

More rubbing.  More kneading.

‘Caroline,’ I mused.  Dani was groaning more freely now, leaning forward, shifting her thighs apart.  She wanted my fingers to wander to the centre… To her pussy.  I could feel the heat radiating from it.  ‘That’s a nice name.  It must be difficult being apart for the weekend.’

Without warning I slid my fingers across and nipped her pussy lips.  She yelped, in shock more than pain.  In that brief touch, I could feel the dampness from her.  Almost continuing the same movement, I slid her pants and tracksuit bottoms  down her legs, yanking them down to her chunky knees.  She groaned out loud, hastily yanking the curtains closed in front of her.

I knelt down, to take in her rear, as she continued standing there.  Her skin was pale, milky.  She was well built, but much of it muscle.  Thick thighs.  Round buttocks.

‘Hands on your cheeks,’ I told her.  ‘Spread them.’

She did as she was told immediately.  She turned her head, looking over her shoulder towards me.  She would have seen me licking my finger, to coat it with lubricating saliva.

Her pussy was trimmed, not bare, but neat, with short blonde hair.  Her lips practically shone from the dampness.  Her anus was a dark enticing circle, devoid of hair but for a few stray strands.  I looked at it.  I sniffed it.

A day’s worth of sweat aside, she was clean.

I’d explored Dani’s anus before.  I’d explored all of her before, with my fingers and tongue and strap-on, but tonight the sadist in me needed to be arse-heavy.  I wanted to dominate her with a discomfort she almost certainly wouldn’t receive from her girlfriend.

I jammed my finger up her rear.  It was easy access, because she was spreading herself, but she was a tight fit, her rectal passageway sucking on my digit as I pushed it in.  I wanted to go all the way: knuckle-deep I probed, Dani leaning forward, gasping and groaning in disbelief and conflicting sensations, resting her head against the wall.

I moved my finger around in there.  I felt shit up there, packed tightly, a firm warm wall of resistance.  

‘Oh Jesus oh God oh fuck,’ Dani was gasping, babbling.  I pressed into the fudge packed into her rectum.  It felt curious.  I could see her wincing, and feel her body clenching, as she tried to maintain control.  

My stray thumb accidentally-on-purpose stroked her wet pussy lips, and her knees gave way, and she stumbled twitchily to the carpet.

I yanked my finger out of her.  I looked at the tip, but still remarkably clean: only a soft brown residue around my clipped fingernail, which, considering I thought I’d been properly fingering her shit, seemed fairly conservative.  Dani was on her hands and knees, head down, unsure what to do next, her thighs still trembling.  I smacked her arse several times with hard, open-palmed spanks.

I reached for the buttons of my jeans.  I began frantically fumbling them open, desperate to free my own aching pussy.  Dani turned to me, her face red.  I grabbed her roughly by the hair and forced my tongue into her mouth, her fingers desperately pulling my jeans down.

I stepped out of my trousers.  I took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet.

‘Bed,’ I growled simply.  ‘Now.’

She stepped out of her bottoms and pants and climbed onto the bed wearing nothing but her vest and heavy sports socks.  She looked at me for instructions.

I laid her down on her back, head near the edge.  I kicked my knickers off and climbed on myself, feet either side of her head.  She gazed up in wide-eyed awe as I bent my knees and lowered my hairy pussy onto her young face.

A muffled grunt as I rested my weight on her.  Almost immediately I felt her tongue frantically lapping at me.  Her arms were by her sides, pinned beneath my legs, and I could feel her rubbing at her own cunt with such eagerness that her body rocked beneath me.

I shifted.  Dani’s pussy eating was excellent, and much more would have seen me crying out and coming over her face, but I still had the need to own her.  I held her hair for stability and scooched backwards a little, and up, pushing my arsehole to her mouth.

She continued licking and lapping apace.  Both my holes were clenching with utter, raw, sexual overload.  Her tongue was trying to snake in my crapper.  This young whore.  Fuck.  I had to.

Holding her head in place, grinding my pussy against her big nose, I pushed on the soft gurgling in my digestive tract.  A loud, heavy fart was only too eager to escape.

Dani did cry out, but never attempted to move her head.  She never stopped licking as she took the full blast directly to her face.

‘Oh, good girl,’ I gasped breathlessly.  ‘Oh, you good thing.  I have more.  Eat them.  Eat them for momma.’

I felt unhinged, and Dani was with me every step of the way.  She stopped her frenzied licking, and I felt instead her mouth opening wide, gaping around my anus.  Her face was mostly obscured between my thighs, but her eyes were clear, looking up at me, matching mine.  She was perfectly aware.

I pushed.  A little harder to catch, this one, and my heightened state of arousal was causing all kinds of internal clenching that weren’t helping, but we got there.  A loud, creaking, rumbling noise as I let rip, pumping fetid air directly into my stepdaughter’s waiting, eager mouth.

‘Oh, you fucking dirty slave,’ I muttered at her, grinding my dripping cunt against her nose and cheeks.  The smell was beginning to drift up to my nostrils, so Lord only knows how overpowering they must have been full-on in Dani’s face.  ‘Take them.  Eat them.  You eat them for momma… Oh, I can feel another one…’

More nasty wind blown into her mouth.  I was rocking my hips back and forth, effectively fucking myself with her nose as I farted into her face.  And by god was it working: what felt like the sleaziest orgasm I’d ever experienced was creeping over me, causing my pussy to spasm, causing me to grip onto Dani’s hair as if for dear life.  I pushed two fingers inside me and crudely finger-fucked myself over her.  Pleasure was distracting me, but I was with it enough to force one final blast of wind from my bowels.  More open-mouthed worship from Dani as I felt her crying out, her own orgasm pushing her over the edge.  I let myself go too: I screamed foul-mouth abuse as I squirted over my fingers and Dani’s fringe as I slumped back, losing control, howling wildly.

Thank god we lived in a detached house.

I felt a filthy and depraved deviant as I lay slumped there, legs over Dani’s chest, the two of us breathing heavily.  The room smelled musty, of wet cunts and fresh farts.  I’d need to open a window.

I managed to sit up.  Dani remained beneath me, as if in a daze.

I laughed at her expression.  ‘You look out of it,’ I said.

She laughed back.  ‘That was so fucked up.’

I leaned over, and kissed her, slipping my tongue deep into her mouth, pressing it against hers.  We kissed passionately for a while.  I couldn’t tell if I could taste my own wind on her breath, or whether it was my imagination.
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