Urinalysis, a pissing vignette
by Kimmie Holland

“Kneel down.”
I lower myself to the floor in front of H., my nose level with the crotch of his jeans. He unzips himself halfway, and has me unzip him the rest. His cock, dark and fat, pops out in an aura of musk, nudging my nose out of the way, growing towards my painted lips; even blind, it knows where to go, this tube of autochthonic sentience traveling in the midnight places, guided by second-sight, a needy instinct.
“Put it in your mouth,” H. commands from above. “But don’t suck on it just yet.”

I give it a couple of tiny kisses. All I have to do is part my lips and his cock darts inside all by itself, like a snake into a hole. I feel the head rapidly inflating. My tongue caresses his shaft almost involuntarily. I look up at H. What next?

Feeling sketchy, vague, disconnected as I do—as I all too often do—H. knows what I need tonight; and, in a different way, he needs it, too. Inasmuch as he is a sadist at all, it’s perhaps only in this: the need to exact a measure of revenge for my flighty existential indifference, my emotional elusiveness. Tonight he shares with all sadists that particular need to capture me, to nail me down, to drag me back to earth and then to heel. And so he entered my apartment only several minutes before, all gruff and businesslike, pushed me up against the door, growling with a pseudo-seriousness just as real as it was play-act, “Lick my boots, bitch.”

I knelt there in the foyer dutifully licking the taste of black leather from his boots, from toe to instep, until he grabbed me under the arms, yanked me back atop my stacked heels, and ground sharply bearded kisses into my carefully made-up face. Without ado, his big hands went under my ultra-short red-and-white polka-dot mini-dress. He greedily grabbed my barely pantied ass, plunging his rough fingers into the pale flesh as if he were trying to grab the essence of me, which nonetheless always slips away like sand.

So in a sort of erotic fury of frustrated desire, he began to smack my ass with his calloused palm as if the sound of raw meat alone can console him, alleviate the sense of my unreality, punish me for my here-i-am, here-i’m-not routine, my uncertainty principle. I’m Schrodinger’s pussy, a quantum mistress, I appear and disappear inside my chains.

I rise on tip-toe in my platform sandals; I whimper pitifully into his huge shoulder; but I don’t beg him to stop spanking me. The sharp sound of my own flesh reverberates around the foyer—I exist, just the opposite of Descartes, because I feel and no longer think. I flinch, I dance in his arms trying to avoid the worst of the stinging blows, I kiss my pain into his mouth, I wince, I gasp, but I don’t pull away from his embrace, or his punishing palm.

Here I am, I think, here I am, every time his hand cracks across my ass. Here I finally am!
Later, H. says that he thought I was about to cry. I almost did. He says that he looked into my face and that it was transfigured. I can imagine it was. I look beautiful when I’m suffering, he says. Sexy when I’m in pain. As a masochist, that’s a high, perhaps the highest, compliment. As a submissive, no less than an aesthete, that’s music to my ears.

Life is unfair, the universe is cold, inhumanly cruel, I’m scarcely an eye-blink in eternity and then gone, nothing forever—all this comes together, both represented and somehow temporarily resolved, as I kneel obediently on the floor after my spanking, the aftertaste of boot-black on my tongue, and H’s cock resting in my mouth.
It’s difficult to follow the letter of his law. I mean his command that I hold his cock in my mouth and do not suck. Like a baby with its pacifier, my automatic response is to suck and the cock in my mouth seems to know this—it’s jumping and twitching in anticipation of my customary ministrations. 
It demands all my effort, concentration, and self-restraint, but, for the most part, I succeed in carrying out H.’s tall order. Even so, I can’t resist curling my tongue and tickling the underside of the cock in my mouth just a little: it responds instantly by momentarily swelling even larger. I let it slip from between my lips, bobbing huge and pink and wet in front of my nose.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur, cross-eyed, seemingly as much to the penis as to H., and then in my best baby-voice, “I couldn’t help it. It looks so lonely and it wants it soooo much…”

“Try baby,” H. says drily.

His cock has deflated some by now and H. has taken it in hand, rubbing the slippery head across my pouting yap. I ever so slightly part my lips. H. sometimes paints them with his precum, a testicular lip-gloss, which is what I think he’s doing now, painting them, squeezing the shaft as he does to extract the milky pearl of fluid.

Instead of painting my lips, however, he pushes his cock back into my mouth, grasping it around the base of the shaft. I hold as still as I can—no licking, no sucking, no teasing. I follow the rules. And suddenly I’m rewarded by the taste of a quick warm spill of intensely salty liquid—then another—across my tongue. At first I think it’s a spurt of pre-orgasmic cum, a taste of things to come, so to speak, but then I realize that doesn’t make any sense. H. is only partially erect—he can’t be cumming, not even precumming.
At that moment, in a flash of excited, trembling revelation, I understand what’s really happening, what I’m really swallowing, as the stream jets intermittently towards the back of my throat—H. is urinating into my mouth.

It comes as a surprise, but no, not a shock. We’ve broached the subject, after all, on a number of occasions. But then again I’ve mentioned my fascination with strangulation; am I to expect the garrote one day, that I’ve invited H. to wring my neck? I’ve learned to expect anything…anything at all from other people. As I recall, however, the idea we discussed was to have him piss on me while I recline in the bathtub, or to have me squat in public somewhere and piss a puddle through my panties. Well, whether I misheard or didn’t hear at all, what H. is doing now is in the ballpark of what I do recall us discussing during those pre-orgasmic sexual confessions one is bound to make, for better, and sometimes for worse.
But this is really not so bad, not so bad at all, actually. I mean, it’s salty like cum, if a little saltier and a lot more bitter and could almost be mistaken for semen if there weren’t so much of it all at once and if the penis spurting it into my mouth were harder. As it is, the flow is sporadic, interrupted by H’s half-tumescent state. The ordinary penis isn’t designed to inject piss into another human being. Apparently, God, in his typical short-sightedness and with his usual lack of imagination, did not intend us to use our fellow man or woman as a toilet. Then, too, H.’s prostate is probably no longer in its prime. And so I’m mercifully spared the deluge, the yellow drowning, and receive not much more than a warm acidic mouthful or two, which I swallow—an experience not much different or any more unpleasant than accidentally gulping salt water while swimming in the sea—as diligently and delicately as I can, trying not to lose a golden drop, only a little of the precious fluid escaping, dribbling from the corner of my sealed lips.
After a while, H. removes his penis from my mouth with a little pop and shakes it off above me, like a bishop sprinkling holy water from a palm frond on Palm Sunday. I lift my face to receive his blessing, smiling slightly (why I don’t know exactly, or maybe I do), a trickle of warmth slipping down the scooped neckline of my dress, hot droplets landing on the bare skin above my stocking tops, splashing my lips and nose, clinging to my eyelashes, prisming my vision—and H.—who looms above me, is transfigured through a few drops of urine, as no doubt in his clear eyes I’m transfigured too, kneeling before him, pissed on.

What does it mean when a person who claims to love you pisses on you? Nothing good usually—but what if they piss on you with your consent, your complicity, even with your encouragement? Surely some highly important, if deeply encoded, information is exchanged? But what is really being said? Deep down, in a place neither of us dare to look, does H. really despise me, or, despising himself for not despising me, must he prove to himself what he thinks of me by means of this powerfully graphic tableaux? Is this an animal act? Does H. hereby mark me as his property, his territory? Do dogs, for instance, piss on their sexual partners to mark them as their own? 

I can’t answer. 
How can I when I can’t even answer a question much closer to home. Letting myself be used like this—does it mean that underneath it all I despise myself? Of course, what thinking person doesn’t despise himself—underneath it all? Yes, of course, we are only playing, but in this scatological passion play, this synchronized water sport in an erotic Olympiad of kink, are we not also pantomiming a yellow truth, an inconvenient fact of life, the kind we usually flush away, wash our hands, and have done with, at least for a time, at least until it demands our attention again with its insistent pressure from within? 
With so much else to think about, who wants to think about something as inevitable and unthinkingly and unalterably necessary as what it might mean to take a leak?

Once again, H. lifts me from the floor. He wants to kiss me on my filthy mouth. He wants to taste his own piss on my lips. “You’ll take anything I give you, won’t you,” he growls and grinds the words into my face, “anything at all, won’t you?” Yes, I nod, unable to speak, he’s taken my tongue, sucking it into his thirsty mouth, my dirty, cocksucking, piss-drinking tongue, as he reminds me, again and again, in mounting excitement. 
Yes, I’ll take anything you give me. Anything at all. Either I must hate myself or I must love you. So let’s say I love you, for whatever that might be worth. 
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