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Plumper’s Messy Anal

The warehouse staff had their own Christmas meal, separate from the office and the management bods.  We booked a room in a cheap and cheerful pub that put on a carvery.  People sat and ate and chatted to colleagues we rarely spoke to.  The warehouse was massive, and it was easy enough to remain anonymous, keeping yourself to yourself as you wandered around these vast high aisles with your trolley and your picking slips filling orders.

After the meal, some headed off to continue with their day – it was still only two in the afternoon – and others had to head back to work to either continue with or start their shift.  A few of us stragglers remained, nowhere we particularly needed to be, finishing our drinks and ordering fresh ones.  That’s how Debbie and I got talking: I had just finished my pint and was looking down at my glass, debating on getting another, when I glanced up and caught her eye across the table.  Her glass was empty too.  I nodded to her.  ‘What do you reckon?  Another?’ I called over to her.

She looked down at her own glass, grinned at me.  ‘Sure!’

We went to the bar.  I bought another pint and got her a rum and coke.  We got chatting, introducing ourselves properly.  We tended to work different shifts – I was usually on the 6am – 2pm rota, Debbie the 2pm – 10pm, so vaguely recognised one another as we passed by, but nothing more.

Debbie was a little young thing.  Short, probably only an inch or two over five foot.  Plump.  I doubt she was particularly heavy, but the bit of weight on her gave her a definite soft roundness.  She laughed a lot.  She reminded me of a bouncing ball.  Plain, but in a pretty enough kind of way.  Straw blonde hair, sharp nose.  Didn’t bother with makeup.  Dressed blandly in tight blue jeans (not skinny, just struggling to contain her) and a stretched red top.  An impressive chubby rack behind her shirt.  There were other youngsters employed at the warehouse, noisy kids who tended to stick together and go out clubbing with one another, but she seemed separate from those.  The fact that she was bothering to talk to me at all, at perhaps twenty years her senior, suggested that.

She was eighteen.  She had finished her A-Levels in the summer.  She was taking a gap year, she told me, she and her boyfriend deferring university to go travelling.  Skint, she had taken the warehouse job to try and save up some money.  She figured she could probably afford to go travelling for a few months sometime after Christmas, but the lad hadn’t bothered with a job, and didn’t look like picking one up any time soon, so she’d either have to knock the idea on the head or go off by herself.  Neither option appealed to her that much.

I’ve travelled in my time.  I told her how I’d dropped out of university after the first year to head off and see China, Australia, South America.  Her eyes lit up when I told her I’d lived in Tokyo for a few months.  

‘I should just do it,’ she sighed, finishing her drink.  I ordered her another.

‘Travel, or go to university,’ I told her.  ‘Either one will be an experience.  You’re not going to get that working round here.’

She was digging me, there was no doubt about that.  I may have been pushing forty and working in a dead-end job but I had the stories, the life experience.  I casually mentioned I still played in a band.  My tattoos were on full display beneath my short sleeves and my slightly greying hair slicked back.

I glanced around, at the few other warehouse workers left, old lonely people talking quietly and sensibly amongst themselves.  I made a face, and she giggled.  ‘Fuck this lot,’ I said.  ‘I’ve got some weed at mine.  Do you fancy a smoke?’

A fragment of a pause before she nodded, and said, ‘Cool!’

I only lived a few minutes away.  We left, the afternoon already growing dark.  I opened the pub door for her like a gent, watching her big round arse as she passed.  Cold outside.

We walked up the single flight of stairs to my small flat.  I suppose it was a typical single male pad, full of posters and movies and cds and guitars, but at least as I’d grown older I’d learned how to tidy up a bit, so it wasn’t embarrassing.

I put the heating on and rolled a joint for us to share.  Put some ambient electronica music on the stereo as she smoked and looked through my DVDs.  She asked me about a couple of them, so I walked over and we stood there talking films.  She took a drag off the spliff, nodded to the stereo appreciatively, to the shimmering electronic waves.  ‘Who’s this?’ she asked, grimacing a little from the strength of the weed.

‘This is me,’ I shrugged.  ‘I record solo stuff under a different name.  Just, experimental stuff.’

Then her mouth was on mine, kissing my lips eagerly, her fingertips rasping my stubble.  I pressed my tongue against hers, licked her lips.  Her soft, round belly pressed against my chest.

‘You’re so fucking cool,’ she whispered, her face flushed.

I took the joint from her and put it to one side.  Led her by the hand to the couch.  Laid her down, kissing, my hands over her enormous new breasts, my hands pushing up beneath her shirt, caressing her rolls of smooth flab.  Never had a particular thing for fat chicks, but was enjoying her youth.

We kissed.  I began unfastening her jeans.  Tight as they were, she took over, unzipping and pulling them off.  Normal and vanilla as she looked, she was clearly experienced.  Her useless boyfriend?  With others?   I marvelled at how teens today seemed to fuck at the earliest opportunity.

Her belly hung down, mostly obscuring the plain black panties she wore.  I fondled her folds a bit longer before yanking them off.  I sniffed them before tossing them aside, and she giggled.

She clambered onto her front, leaning over the arm of the couch.  Her rear was a delight – round as a ball, enormous, yet with the wonderful firmness that you can only the young can properly have.  I held her cheeks in my hands reverentially.  She looked over her shoulder at me with eyes hazy with arousal, and I lowered my head, pushing my face and mouth at her wet, neat pussy.  I lapped the juices at her hole, my tongue growing sticky, before inching up and eating her arsehole.  Her moans changed then, become more like surprised little ‘Oh’s, and I smiled to myself, feasting on this teenager’s anus.

‘You like that?’ I asked, kissing her rump, teasing her hairless pink hole with the tip of my tongue.

‘Uh huh,’ she whined.

I unfastened my flies.

I took out my aching erection and pushed straight up into her slick pussy.  We both grunted in pleasure.  I gripped her hips, her squidgy waist.  The softness strangely comforting as I pumped her young body, contrasting with the firmness with which her pussy lips clenched at my cock.

The heating now making the room warm, she pulled her top off over her head.  I fiddled with her bra and it fell away, her massive milky tits spilling out, nipples stiff.  I was still fully clothed, only my flies open.  She was naked as the day she was born, apart from a pair of cute little pink socks.  I grabbed her ankles as I humped her from behind.

I was gazing down.  Her buttocks were so heavy I was having to spread them open to see my cock slide in and out of her.

She looked over her shoulder at me, panting.

‘Do you want to put it in my arse?’ she gasped.

Excitement bloomed deep in my balls.  I looked her in the eye, making sure she was genuine.  I was delightfully surprised.  All you ever seemed to hear about in the papers was how promiscuous teens were these days, but this one really hadn’t seemed that way.  Then again, the quiet ones, the more anonymous ones, the frustrated ones…  How often did they end up being the wildest?

‘I want to fuck your arse,’ I growled at her.

I pulled my cock out of her.  Her wet pussy made a sucking noise as I removed myself.  She swivelled round, and in one movement leaned down and spat over my cock.  I was still reeling at her demand of anal, and this again made me blink in surprise.  She looked up at me, almost darkly, then leaned down and spat again.  She didn’t clear her throat or anything, but she used as much wetness and saliva as she could muster.  I rubbed it along my shaft.  Between the spit and her pussy juice, my cock was nicely slick.

The chubby teenager leaned back over the arm of the sofa, and I began to bugger her.

She was grunting nicely.  We both were.  The tightness was certainly affecting me in a nice way.  She kept trying to look at me over her shoulder but my careful inching in was nevertheless making her grimace, and drop her head.

‘Fuck…’ she groaned.  I was taking it slowly, carefully, and as I managed to get deeper into her rear her anus began stretching nicely around me.

I pulled out a little, and she cried out a, ‘Oooh,’ as if trying to hold herself together.  I grinned at what I assumed was a little kinky discomfort on her part.  

She reached underneath her and began rubbing her clit as I pushed back up inside her.

I began to feel… resistance.  

The tip of my cock pressed against something firm, deep in her bowels.

Of course it would.  Where had we been only a couple of hours before?  Sitting in a pub eating a roast dinner.  Between Debbie and I starting to chat and now, she hadn’t once disappeared to the ladies.  We hadn’t been talking during the meal, so I hadn’t noticed what she’d been eating, but a teenager as round and tubby as Debbie didn’t get to be her shape by skipping meals and eating little.  Her rectum was probably packed.

I’d had anal sex with women before.  Issues such as this were to be expected.  It even felt nicely unusual, darkly kinky.  I decided to take it easier, not go as deep.  I didn’t want her messing herself and freaking out.

‘Fuck me,’ she growled lowly, her face pressed into the couch.

I hesitated.  I pulled out a little, intending to fuck her a little more shallowly.

I’m still not entirely sure whether it was an accident or whether she was applying pressure on her bowels, but when I pulled back it wasn’t merely my penis that came out of her.  A hissing noise of gas, and a croaking fart, and a brown paste oozed from her ring, over and around my shaft.

I was momentarily horrified.  Not through disgust – I was so turned on by this stage, I was able to go with anal, mess and all – but thinking that Debbie would be mortified and rush away to the bathroom.  I looked down at the mess around my penis and her arsehole, and saw her push back onto me.  Heard her ‘Mmmm’ appreciatively.

I looked up.  She was looking over her shoulder at me again.  Her eyes looked dark with a forbidden hunger.

‘This is okay?’ I tried to whisper, before she began to thrust back and forth on my cock properly, squelching waste out with each penetration.

I was feeling almost dizzy with surprise, and wild with arousal.  I took over, thrusting again.  She threw her head back and practically laughed with pleasure.  Everything was definitely loosening up down there as she seemed to let herself go.  There was an obvious smell, that should have been unpleasant but wasn’t.  That secretive pleasure you can get when smelling your own gas?  If you can understand that, then imagine trying not to find the dirty arse smells of a wild teenage girl exciting.  The noise, too, of farts escaping and shit splurting.  The crotch of my jeans and boxers, still on, just yanked open, were getting wet from Debbie’s excrement.

‘Oh god,’ I was gasping.  ‘Oh god.  Oh god.’

She was still watching me over her shoulder.  She grinned wickedly, clenching her teeth, pushing more dark goo out over my cock.  My eyes flicked from her chunky buttocks to her face back to her rear.

‘Have you ever done this before?’ she purred, her voice low, sultry.  I felt, now, that somehow we’d shifted roles, and I was the one full of awe.

‘What...?  You mean… shit?’  Even acknowledging it verbally seemed dangerous.

She nodded, slowly and deliberately.  ‘Yeah.’

I rocked my hips, fucking her fudge-slimed tunnel.  ‘Not like this,’ I gasped.  ‘Not this messy.  Have you?’

A particular probing thrust from my cock made her thrown her head back in grimacing delight for a moment before replying.  ‘I’ve played a little…  I’ve wanted to…’

I wondered where the fuck someone so young would get a kink like this from, then figured maybe I didn’t want to know.

‘I’m fucking your shit,’ I muttered to her as I pumped, and she cried out at the words.  ‘I’m fucking your shit.’

‘I want to shit on you,’ she moaned, and I suddenly felt way out of my depth.  I didn’t know what to say, but I wanted to please her.  To prove my wildness.

I pulled my cock out of her arse.  It was a brown, smeary mess, albeit achingly hard still.  I looked down at it, reluctant to touch it.  Then it was grasped tightly in Debbie’s small fist, as she twisted round and yanked it with abandon.

‘You dirty fucker,’ she grinned delightedly, looking up into my face.

She dragged me across the room by my cock.  The bathroom was just off the living room.  She led me in and flicked the light on.  Bright light illuminated everything, and I blinked, feeling even more dazed than before.  She pretty much pushed me down on my back on the tiled floor.  It felt chilly, and I remember thinking I was glad I still had my shirt on.  

She stood over me for a few moments, looking down with a smirk, her feet either side of my head.  I looked up, at the bulge of her stomach, at the glimpse of her pussy.

‘You’re so fucking wild,’ she grinned, and turned around, and began to squat over my face.

I didn’t know what to do.  I stared up at her shitty hole lowering itself towards my face.  The smell hit me, and then the weight, as her pussy filled my mouth, and her dirty anus pressed down on my nose, flattening it, covering it with her crap.  I was retching, instinctively, unable to control them, even as her fist again enveloped my cock and began to tug me towards release.  She wriggled her hips, wiping the brown fibrous shit smeared across her inner cheeks across my face.  I was crying out, overwhelmed, and could feel her tensing, applying pressure to her intestines.  A loud creaking fart as she began to push fresh lumps of excrement onto my face.

As the warmth lowered itself over my cheeks, and I retched uncontrollably, my penis exploded in delight, my balls emptying themselves over her hand, and I closed my eyes, a spasm of conflicting pleasure and revulsion wracking my body.

At some point she clambered off me.  The stench was overwhelming but I had my reactions under some kind of control.  I reached up with a trembling hand and grabbed some of the bigger pieces off my face.  They were warm, soft, wet.  I opened my eyes finally and staggered on my knees to the toilet bowl.  I flung the shit and my face over the rim.  I was sick, coughing and spluttering.  From my peripheral vision I knew Debbie was there, standing, wiping her cheeks with a roll of paper.  She tore off a wad and handed it down to me.  I grabbed it, wiping more filth off my face.  I stood up on shaky legs.  I was unable to look at her, although I could tell she was looking at me.

‘You look fucking amazing,’ she said.  

I turned to the sink.  I went to turn the taps on.  Both my hands were covered in shit.

I caught my reflection in the mirror.  I looked ludicrous, like some parody of a blackface clown.  Confused and degraded.  Behind me, in reflection, stared Debbie.  Genuine, unfettered arousal and triumph on her face.

‘Bet you didn’t think I had it in me, did you,’ she laughed, cocky but friendly.

I managed a laugh back.  ‘You had a lot in you.’

She wandered back out into the lounge.  ‘I think I need to get going,’ she called out.  ‘Do you mind if I take the rest of that spliff?’

I stared at myself.  The urge to laugh at that obscene figure in the mirror was passing.  I kept thinking, That’s me.  That’s me with a teenager’s shit on my face.

I glanced at the bathroom door.  ‘Go for it,’ I called back.

I hesitated, but had to continue.

I asked, ‘Do you reckon you’ll fancy doing this again, some time?  Maybe one night after work..?’


The Brown Album

I found the folder when my wife was away at her annual 2-day work conference.

Even though she’d gone to it for the past decade or so, our daughter – our only child – had recently left home for university, and those two nights were the first nights I’d spent properly alone in almost twenty years.  It was a strange feeling, and something must admit I was quite looking forward to.  That first evening, I ordered a curry, bought a four-pack, and watched the game, pretending, if only for a few hours, that I was once again a young, responsibility-free bachelor.

Josie called me at around ten that night.  She was at a pub with a load of the other delegates, and had stepped outside to have a cigarette.  Josie had pretty much quit smoking entirely, except for those rare instances where she went out and others were lighting up.  

‘How’s it going?’ I asked, half-distracted, muting the television yet still keeping my eye on the replays of the goals.  ‘The usual?’

The sound of her inhaling smoke.  ‘Yeah.  Nothing new, really.  A few interesting developments.  Gail made it, this time, which is nice.  Marcus told me he may not be able to make my talk, which is fine by me…’

I zoned out a little as she spoke, talking work and mentioning names that were familiar enough to me, even if I had never actually met them.  Josie was hardly interested in these things herself, and sounded bored.

She asked me how my day had been, and it was my turn to talk work for a few minutes.  I wished her luck with her presentation in the morning, jokingly warning her not to have too many glasses of wine.  She’d given the exact same key-note speech for the past five years, and could probably turn up still asleep and give it.

‘Will you be out much later?’ I asked her.

‘Not too late,’ she said, non-committed.  ‘There’s a few people still out.  I’ll probably get a cab back to the hotel with Gail.’

We wished one another a good night and hung up.  I finished the beer I’d been drinking and realised I didn’t fancy another.  I yawned.  Typical.  The cat is away, the mouse is falling asleep.  What a wild singleton I’d make these days.  I switched off the lights downstairs and headed to bed.

The following day was uneventful, forgettable, the office devoid of incident.  I texted Josie a couple of times and got no response – not uncommon, as those conferences tended to pack the events in pretty tight – until the late afternoon, when I got a message to tell me her talk had gone well.  I sent her a ‘Well done x’ back.  It was raining as I drove home, cold, and dark already.  The urge to close the doors to the outside world was strong.  I made a simple dinner, and ate it in the lounge, watching the news.

I bathed.  I felt tired.  It was still early, not quite eight.  I decided to watch a movie in bed.  Relax, and allow sleep to take me if it crept up.  I went to reach for my tablet, intending to watch a film online, and cursed: I’d lent the device to Josie.  She’d needed easy access to her emails whilst at the conference, but didn’t fancy carrying her laptop with her.  I reached across to the bedside table on her side of the bed, and lifted her laptop up onto the duvet.

Josie tended to use the same password for everything – the name of her childhood dog – so I tried that at the sign-in screen.  Success.  It took a few moments to boot up.  I grabbed a glass of water from the bathroom as I waited.

I lay back down.  Her wallpaper image was a photo she’d taken of a castle at dusk in northern France.  We’d visited there a couple of years prior.  I smiled, seeing it: it had been a good couple of weeks.  I hadn’t really thought of it recently.  I wanted to see more.  Feeling a touch strange, going through my wife’s documents, but knowing there would be nothing private from me on there, I went into the Start menu, and from there her Photos file.  Sure enough, in there was the folder of photos taken from that holiday, as well as other folders, of birthdays, Christmases, get togethers.  I looked through them, at pictures of us and our daughter and our friends.  I smiled, realising I was missing her, now.  I sent her a text, telling her I loved her, that I hoped she was having fun at her post-conference drinks.

I don’t know why I clicked on the Documents tab.  I wasn’t expecting to find anything of interest, and wasn’t looking for anything.  I admit, it comes down to little more than nosiness.  Living with someone for almost twenty five years, as I had with Josie, privacy wasn’t something at the forefront of my mind.  What was mine was hers, what was hers was mine.

Folders of work documents.  Saved emails.  Spreadsheets.  None of it meant much to me.

My little curiosity was pretty much sated.  I was already thinking about which film to watch when I unthinkingly clicked on a folder blandly titled ‘Misc Work Data.’

I froze.

The folder led to a screen filled with about half a dozen or so more folders, all tucked away in ‘Misc Work Data.’  Small indistinct thumbnail photographs where in these folder icons, signifying that they were storing pictures within.  The thumbnails, mere fragments of images rather than the images themselves, seemed to show skin-tones, body parts.  Figures.

Was Josie storing porn on these?

I looked at the folder names, and my stomach began to churn.  ‘Oct ’06.’ ‘Oct ’07.’

It was October now.  Josie’s work conferences were always held in October.

I felt strange, a little distant from myself, as I clicked one of the icons.  I was telling myself, dimly, that they could just pictures of the conference, of the meals and the drinks.

But if so, why would she never have bothered showing me?

A list of thumbnail photographs popped up when I opened ‘Oct ’06.’

They were bodies.  Men, women.  Various stages of undress.

I felt strangely blank as I recognised, even at such a small scale, my wife in some of them.

I clicked on the first picture.

Nothing professional about any of these, just snaps taken from the people who were there.  No real composition, no great focus.

Nothing staged.

The room was indistinct.  Bland cream walls, no pictures.  Twin beds pushed to either side.  I’d have assumed a hotel, but was thrown off by the plastic sheeting laid down across the floor.

There seemed to be about four or five men.  All fairly anonymous, grinning, chatting.  Bulges of everyday stomachs and receding hairlines.  A couple looked younger, more toned.  One couldn’t have been more than twenty.  Cocks flaccid in some shots, stiff in others.  Some balls shaved, some wiry with tangles of hair.

I could feel myself growing colder, more sickeningly excited, as I pressed the arrow key on the keyboard, slowly moving through the pictures, though this garbled narrative made of snapshots.

The only other female was young, perhaps in her early twenties.  Asian.  Light olive skin, sleek black hair.  Dark eyes that always seemed to be gazing at the camera.

Josie was there.  In underwear I’d never seen before, in underwear I wouldn’t have imagined she’d wear in a million years.  Purple, with frills.  Holes exposing her nipples, her pussy.  Her hair a slightly different cut than now.  Shorter.  I remembered it like that.

I moved through the photos of my wife having sex with the entire room.

The photos were clearly focused on either her or the Asian girl, but the male faces did make it into the frame.  What appeared to be each man taking turns in her mouth, in her pussy.  A couple of shots were down by her buttocks, deliberately spread to show a penis stuffed into her anus.  In a couple of shots she was being double penetrated, sitting on one man whilst another worked in behind her.  In a few, she was being shafted from behind, her face, red, sweaty, and contorting in effort, held down into the other girl’s bare pussy, Josie working her tongue on the girl’s lips.

Then the pictures began to shift.

Josie, suddenly, lying on her back on the floor, against that crinkled plastic sheeting.

The girl standing over her, casually, feet on either side of my wife’s head.  The guys hovering around, directing, chatting.

The girl squatting over Josie’s face.

I began to grown queasy, even as my cock raged with an aching stiffness and excitement it had probably never before quite known.  The shots became close-ups.  I imagined the cameraman, naked and stiff, getting down on his knees, leaning forward, into the action, able to smell the sweat.  Able to smell what was about to happen.

Josie had her head turned to the side ever so slightly.  I couldn’t make out her expression.  A brown length of firm shit was growing from the girl’s arsehole.  There were several pictures of these moment, as it gradually inched out.  The effect was of painful slowness, of terror and erotic trepidation.  It touched Josie’s face before breaking, on her cheek, curling round a little.  It covered much of the right hand side of her face.  It was dark, heavy looking.

I’ve never vomited with an erection before but that is exactly what I did, stumbling through to the bathroom – thankfully only the next room – and falling to my knees in front of the porcelain.  I brought up my dinner, head flickering crazily between thoughts and emotions.  I sat up, spat into the bowl.  Flushed.  Looked down.  Incredibly, my erection still jutted out the front of my boxers.  I was desperate to get back to the laptop.  I rinsed with mouthwash.  My eyes wandered back to the toilet, and remained there.

Some girl used my wife’s face as a toilet, I thought dumbly.

I rushed back to the bedroom.

I felt cold yet flushed at the same time.  I felt a little crazed, wanting to see but not wanting to see anything more.  I got back on the bed and continued to move through the pictures.  My fingers were trembling as they pressed the keys.

The Asian girl had shit on my wife’s face.

Incredible.

There were a few images of just this, of Josie’s face partly obscured by the young woman’s waste.  Josie was keeping her mouth and eyes firmly closed at first, and I was wondering how much she was struggling, how into this she actually was.  Who were these people?  Was this against her will?  Was she being –

These questions were answered in a following photo, taken from a little further back, clearly showing the blur of Josie’s hand as she furiously masturbated herself.

Time began to grow hazy as I looked through the rest of the album.  I obsessed over the smallest of details, as if I could some discover some hidden truth, some meaning behind my wife’s secret life.

With Josie lying wanking on the floor, one of the guys who looked young enough to be dating our daughter climbed on top of her and began thrusting in her.  He pressed his face to hers and they kissed, passionately, smearing brown filth across their own faces.  It looked obscenely intimate.  At some point he was replaced by another.  At some point a cock or two pumped jizz across my wife’s degraded face.  In the background the Asian girl was having her rear cleaned by the tongues of the other men.  Eventually Josie clambered to her knees and thrust her own face between the girl’s cheeks, her tongue probing her messy hole, her eyes fuzzy with arousal, disbelief, booze, god knows what.

I ejaculated there in my pyjama bottoms, my shaft touched by nothing but the cotton, my fingers still on the keyboard.  I didn’t recall having ever experienced that in my adult life, such was my delirious, confused arousal. 

The album ended abruptly with that image.

I sat there stunned as I looped round to the first photo.

The silence of the house was broken only by the soft whirring of the laptop.

I got up with slightly shaking legs, and changed my wet pj bottoms.

On the bedside table, my mobile beeped and glowed in the soft light.  It was almost eleven o’clock, somehow.  It was Josie.

‘Hi hun.  Hope you’re having a nice eve.  Just having drinks with a few people. X’

I looked back at the computer screen.  I backed out of the ‘Oct ’06’ folder.  Saw the others: ‘Oct ’07.’  ‘Oct ’08.’  ‘Feb ’09.’  On and on.  I clicked, almost at random, not looking properly yet.  So many faces of anonymous men.  My wife.  Drinking piss.  Eating shit.

I looked at her message again.

‘Just having a bite to eat and drinks with a few people.’

Within seconds I was stiff again.  I scrolled through the photos once more, this time with a hand firmly wrapped around my cock.


Secretary Scat

The office was empty.  James, the manager, was the last person there.  He’d been staying late the past few nights putting finishing touches to a report needed by a client the following week.  His wife wasn’t happy about his long hours.  They’d been married only a couple of years, and had a six month old son.  Still, she silently accepted her husband’s hours in exchange for the financial security he was providing for their young family.

James checked his watch.  Just before eight.  About right.  He grabbed that morning’s Financial Times from his desk and walked down the corridor to the grandly-named executive bathroom, reserved only for him.

Despite having his own toilet, James wouldn’t normally take a shit at work for fear of someone noticing a smell.  The office was relatively small.  Many of his staff were older than him: he wanted to give them as few reasons as possible for any potential for mockery behind his back.

Now, he slipped the key out of his pocket, and entered.  It was an actual bathroom, with a shower cubicle, sink, and a toilet not behind a stall.  He closed the door behind him, not bothering to lock it.

He unfastened his expensive leather belt and slid his expensive suit trousers and briefs down over his knees.

The toilet seat was warm.  Always a bonus.  He remembered being a junior at a horrible start-up company not so long ago and the hideous bathroom conditions and scratchy toilet paper they’d had to put up with.

He tried reading a couple of stories in his newspaper but his mind was wandering, his eyes merely running along the words, taking nothing in.  He put it aside and concentrated instead on his bowels.  He emitted a grimace, and then a loud splattering as he defecated into the bowl.  He didn’t like to eat anything too heavy for lunch but had taken a client to a local steakhouse earlier.  The noise, and smell, not having to hold anything back for fear of exposure to either staff or, at home, his wife, was pleasing to him.

Alison was his secretary.  A little younger than him, with dyed shoulder-length red hair.  She wore horn-rimmed glasses, in typical office style.  She was calm, professional, and good at her job.  She’d left a couple of hours ago to head to the gym before heading to her weekend.

As he sat there, the bathroom door opened.

‘Christ,’ James cried out as the figure stepped inside.  He grabbed the discarded newspaper and made an attempt to shield his groin.  ‘Occupied!’

She strolled in regardless, hair pulled back in a ponytail.  No glasses.  Grey tracksuit and white sneakers.

‘Alright,’ she smirked.  She closed the door softly behind her, leaning against it coyly.

James stared at her.  His heart was hammering behind his ribcage.

‘This, uh,’ he tried, faltering.  ‘I’m kind of busy here, Alison…’

She walked across to him.  Her sneakers squeaked a little on the tiles beneath her.

‘I can see you are,’ she muttered as she clambered down to her knees in front of the toilet.  ‘But this can’t wait.’

Without another word, and with James’ mouth agape, she shoved aside the newspaper covering him, and lowered her head over his groin.  He’d grown stiff in the mere seconds she had been in here, in such close proximity to his taboo exposure, and his cock sprang up to meet her waiting lips.  James watched her head move up and down over his stiff shaft, her eyes closed as she concentrated.  

With each downward bob he couldn’t help feeling a thrill at the knowledge that her mouth and nose were practically at his shitty arsehole whilst the head of his penis was nestled in the wet warmth of her throat.

This was outrageously wrong, James knew.  He was… dirty, on the goddamned toilet, he was at work, he was married.  Yet understanding the depravity of all this was driving him wild.

He leaned his head back, gazing up at the lights in the ceiling.  He reached forward and laid his hand on the top of her head, in her hair, and began pulling and pushing her head up and down.

‘Alison, fuck,’ he muttered.  ‘What is this..?  You’re my secretary…’

Her tongue began its work now, snaking out around the tip of his cock.  She lifted her head, his erection coming out of her mouth, and, holding him by the base, proceeded to lick the shaft carefully, tracing the dark vein that ran along the length, coming down to his balls.  Looking up at him – the first time she had made eye contact with him since starting this episode of bathroom debauchery – she carefully peeled back his foreskin and pressed firmly at his pisshole with the tip of her tongue.

He pressed down on the top of her head.  Firmly, but deep, probing her tonsils. She made that wonderful, guttural gagging noise.  Her fingertips massaging his balls, he exploded.  The first few spurts of spunk he unloaded into her mouth: as she shifted, coughing a little as she swallowed, more ejaculate splattered her over the chin and lips.

‘Jesus,’ he gasped, looking down at her as she swallowed and wiped her face with the back of her hand.  ‘You dirty thing.  This must be why I hired you…’

She clambered up to her knees.  ‘We haven’t finished, yet,’ she told him, taking his hand.  She gestured him to his feet, his trousers still round his ankles.  He felt a touch shaky, his knees wobbly.  Even with his balls spent, his pulse was going crazy, his arousal undiminished.

She laid her hands on his hips and gently turned him round to face the wall.

‘Alison..?’

His guts were churning with excitement.  He turned away from her.  Leaned forward, legs apart, and placed his palms flat against the wall.

‘Let’s see what we have here, then,’ he heard her mutter, and then a pair of small hands were on his arsecheeks.  He had to close his eyes: this was totally new territory for him, now.  He probably felt more self-conscious now than when he’d lost his virginity as a teen.

His uncleaned arse spread, her hands still on him, there was a pause that seemed to last forever.

‘You dirty thing,’ she muttered in that quiet voice of hers.  ‘Look at this mess down here.’

‘The… The Grove client,’ James stammered.  He managed to open his eyes.  Looked down at himself, standing there in front of the wall.  Legs spread, expensive shoes far apart.  His cock was growing erect again, poking out from beneath the loose bottom of his shirt.  ‘I took him out to lunch.’

‘It certainly looks like it.’  A rustling noise.  He glanced down through his legs.  Alison had crouched down on her knees.  He couldn’t see her face but knew it was directly in front of his dirty arsehole.

He could feel her breath.

God, his cock raged!

‘Think we’re going to have to clean you up, you dirty man,’ she said wickedly, and rose again.  James looked up, staring at the wall straight ahead of him, not quite believing this was happening.  He heard the tearing of soft paper.  From the corner of his eye, he could see her wrapping a wad of toilet paper around her fingers.

He took a deep breath.

She crouched down behind him.

‘Oh god,’ he said.

Then she was wiping him.

Firm, without hesitation.  Starting from the bottom – now there’s a pun, he thought ridiculously – and wiping upwards, making sure her fingers dug firmly but not sharply into his anus, making sure to scoop out any excrement.  She dropped the wad in the toilet bowl beside him, tore off another wad.  The same again, this time her hand starting lower, brushing his balls before the wipe.

James was crying out in ecstasy.  She was groaning with him, a sneering satisfaction in her voice.  

‘Oh, does that feel good?  You dirty dog?  You like having a girly wipe your shitty arse for you?’

‘Alison, god, right there, right there is so dirty.’  He was gasping the words out without thinking.  She had her fingers by his anus again, and at his words dug in, far deeper than necessary for a mere wipe, and the painful tightness was making him howl.  Then she was gone, and another wad was in the toilet, and another one was torn off.

He was sweating.  Putting all his weight on his left hand so keep himself standing upright, he took his right hand away from the wall, and used it to grip his penis.

She wiped him.  He masturbated furiously, and although probably more excited than he’d ever been his recent orgasm meant he was able to hold off longer than he perhaps otherwise would have.  Although when, at one point, he felt her cool lips softly peck one of his buttocks, he had to stop his jerking, wanting this to continue but fearing that was about to push him over the edge.

Eventually she stopped her wiping.  He could feel her face still down there, looking at him.  

Examining him, it felt like.

‘Not perfect,’ she whispered, and the breath she expelled from merely muttering those words flickered across his anus like butterfly wings.  ‘Needs something more.’

Then her tongue was working at his unclean arsehole.

James couldn’t have said how long it lasted.  Seconds, days?  His mind was a cacophony of arousal and confusion.  He could feel her nose between his buttocks, directly in the smell.  Her tongue lapping and trying to push its way at his dark hole.  He could hear her retching, but continuing, and the thought that she was having to force her way through this is what ultimately did it for him.  He wondered if she had family, a special somebody who cared for her.  She was on her knees right now licking some guy’s dirty rear, and trying not to throw up.  God god god…

He fired off his second load over his fingers, over the wall, practically roaring with triumph.

He stood there for a while, forehead resting against the wall, trying to regain his breath.  His legs were even shakier now but he daren’t sit down for fear he’d never be able to get up.  He carefully reached down and tugged his trousers up.

The girl was at the sink.  Hot water was flowing.  She was scrubbing her hands and face, spitting occasionally.  James watched her, this skinny creature.  She looked nothing like his secretary, truth be told, but in his immense excitement the role-play had been more than enough for him.

She turned around, looking a bit awkward, not making eye contact.  Without her asking he slipped his wallet from his suit jacket pocket and paid her the second half of what they’d agreed.

‘Thanks,’ she muttered, taking the notes from him.

They left the bathroom and walked through the empty silent office.

James glanced at the real Alison’s desk.  He tried to picture her wiping a grown man’s arse.  It was a fantasy he’d had about his employee ever since she started working for him, but only now had he decided to try and enact it, in a fashion.

‘Leave by the way you came in,’ James told the whore, pausing by a door.  ‘By the fire exit.’

She nodded.

‘You did well,’ he told her as she made to leave.  

She hesitated.  Turned back, but still didn’t look him in the eye.  ‘Yeah?’

He nodded.  ‘Is that something you’d be prepared to do again?’

She shrugged.  ‘I guess.’

‘Well,’ James said.  ‘I have your number.’

She pushed open the fire exit door and stepped out into the darkness of the car park outside.  He watched her walk away, in her cheap tracksuit and cheap trainers, before closing and locking the door behind her.

Her indifference was an act, James could see, an attempt at trying to look in a bit of control about the situation.  Next time, he’d push further, and get her to agree to let him go to the toilet in her mouth.  See how she could control her retching then.

Money could buy anything, he was beginning to understand.  Especially degradation.

Smiling, he began to lock the office up, before making his way home.


Teenage Scat Birthday Party

My wife greeted me on the doorstep with a glass of champagne in one hand and a blindfold in the other.  I smiled as I stepped out of the car.

‘Hello, birthday boy,’ she grinned as I approached.  I slipped an arm around her and kissed her on the doorstep, liking the juxtaposition of our outfits - my dark expensive suit, albeit a little crumpled after a full day at work, her in her gym gear: black tracksuit bottoms and a grey vest, thick white workout socks.  To anyone who saw her they’d assume she’d either been working out or had just had a day of lounging around with no urge to get properly dressed.  I, however, knew she’d chosen this outfit carefully: for whatever reason, it drove me absolutely wild.  I couldn’t really say why.  Beth put a lot of pride, effort, and money into her appearance, so perhaps it was simply the novelty seeing her a bit scruffier that did it for me.

We broke the kiss.  Beth glanced up and down our suburban street.  Once evening fell, all curtains were drawn round here, and tonight was no exception.  She grabbed my tie and stepped back into the hallway, bringing me with her.  I kicked the door closed behind me.

She handed me the glass of champagne.  I downed it in one, but didn’t swallow it all: she kissed me again, and we passed the sweet liquid back and forth between our mouths, between our tongues.

She took my glass.  Looked at me carefully.  Beth was a couple of years younger than me, but still pushing forty: nonetheless, to me she remained as beautiful as when we’d married a decade earlier.  Her dark brown hair, practically black, was streaking slightly silver at the front.  She had initially been mortified by this but I liked it, and so she was letting the streak show for a little while.

She held up the blindfold and raised an eyebrow.

I turned around, as she fastened the soft material lightly around my eyes.

She led me by the hand through into the dining room, and sat me down at the table. I heard moving around whilst I waited patiently, my excitement quietly growing.  I’d been receiving messages from her all day about whilst in the office about how I ought to get ready for my birthday treat that evening, and had been slightly distracted ever since.

Eventually she whipped the material away from my face.  A smallish gift box was on the dining table in front of me, sealed with a ribbon.  Beth sat down on the adjacent chair, one leg cocked over the other, and watched me with a lazy grin.

‘Happy birthday,’ she said simply.

I looked at the box.  I undid the ribbon slowly, savouring the build-up.  I had no idea what she had planned, but Beth had imagination and kinkiness to spare.  I glanced at her one last time before lifting off the box lid and placing it to one side.

I looked inside.

It was a toilet roll.

I looked up at her again with a no doubt quizzical look on my face.  She was grinning even wider now, lips pushed together, looking outrageously naughty.  As I reached a hand out to take the roll I noticed I was trembling ever so slightly, excitement coursing through my body now as I put the pieces together.

On the first sheet, in lipstick, Beth had written the words ‘Look in the Bathroom. X’

I swallowed.  Pieces were falling into place but I still wasn’t entirely sure where this was leading.  Beth knew many of my… kinks, fetishes, desires.  She wisely didn’t indulge me with them too often: not out of distaste, but because she knew that, when she did, the build-up made for a more explosive event.

‘Now?’ I asked with as much calm as I could muster.

She was twirling a strand of her hair playfully.  ‘I don’t see why not,’ she said.

I stood up.  I hadn’t even taken my shoes off, I noticed, but was hardly going to stop now.  I walked up the carpeted stairs to the closed bathroom doorway, Beth following a few paces behind.  I put my hand on the handle.

Beth gave me a peck on the cheek.

‘This is for you,’ she whispered, and my erection by this time was straining at my trousers.

There was a girl sitting cross-legged in the bathtub.  I let out a groan as soon as I saw her.  She was young, and blonde, and dressed in an exaggerated high school uniform of short black skirt, knee high socks, ludicrously short white blouse that revealed the her navel, and a striped tie.  She smiled hesitantly when I entered and said, ‘Hi.’

‘This is Hannah,’ Beth said as she sidled up beside me, slipping an arm around my waist.

‘Hi,’ I said, looking down at her.  My mouth was dry.

‘Hannah is nineteen,’ Beth continued.  Her hand moved from my waist to my crotch, where she firmly grabbed the stiffness of my bulging erection.  I let out a groan.

The girl was watching us, her eyes flicking from our faces to Beth’s hand.

‘She may be young,’ Beth went on, ‘but she knows why she’d here.  Isn’t that right, sweetness?’

‘Yes, mistress,’ Hannah replied meekly, looking down, and the sound of utter submission in her voice, and the strong, almost cold domination in Beth’s tone, made me want to groan out loud again.

Beth moved in front of me, pushing gently on my chest.

‘Sit,’ she said, and pushed me back onto the toilet seat.

‘Watch,’ she said.

I watched as my wife turned to the teenager in the tub.

‘What did we agree that we were going to do first, piglet?’ Beth asked her in a loud voice, hands on her hips, as if she were speaking to a simpleton.

The girl’s voice was stutter at first.  Her nerves were driving me wild.

‘That I would lick you, mistress,’ she managed.

Beth looked down at her and snorted in disdain.  She looked across at me with almost a, ‘You can’t get the staff, nowadays’ look.

‘Where are you going to lick me, piglet?’ my wife demanded.

The teenager swallowed.  Hell, I swallowed.

‘Your arse, mistress.’

This was too much.  My shaking hands were unzipping my flies.  I didn’t intend to wank – not yet, I was enjoying the agony too much – but I simply had to release my raging cock.

‘That’s right,’ Beth drawled.  ‘You’re going to lick my arse.’

She turned away from the tub.  Facing me, her eyes brimming with a dark combination of love and lust and depravity, she bent over and pulled down her tracksuit bottoms.  She wasn’t wearing any underwear.  She kicked off her socks and slid those and her bottoms away.

She bent over, again still facing me, with her bare arse facing the tub, her hands on her knees.  I leaned forward from my position on the toilet seat and kissed her.  Her face was at pretty much the same level as mine.  Behind her, the girl sat up, shifting.  I broke the kiss and leaned back so I could see her move behind my wife, place her hands on Beth’s cheeks, and press her face into her rear.

It looked unbelievable.

I gasped out loud, straining to see over Beth’s shoulder at the young girl’s face buried between her cheeks.  

‘Move closer,’ Beth whispered to me, her lips by my ear.

I did.  I slid out from beneath her and shifted round.  I sat on the floor, my back resting against the edge of the tub, my face alongside the girl’s.  The girl really was tonguing Beth’s anus: she was spreading my wife’s cheeks wide and really pressing the tip of her tongue into her.  Beth was sporadically demanding something along the lines of, ‘Harder, pig, put some fucking effort into it,’ and the girl would be forced to up her intensity, forced every once in a while to stop and gasp for air.  

As exquisite a sight as it was, I couldn’t merely watch, and found myself leaning forward from time to time and tasting the girl’s saliva from Beth’s butthole and then pushing my tongue into Hannah’s mouth.  Beth was pushing increasingly back onto our faces, her pussy sopping wet, still verbally belittling the young girl and cooing encouragement at me.

After a good session of the girl and myself taking turns to rim Beth out, Beth shifted position, moving closer to the tub, so she was practically squatting over it, her rear over the edge and her thighs resting against it.  At this, Hannah too shifted, and began to slide beneath my wife’s buttocks.  I leaned back, giving them space.  They’d clearly agreed what was to happen beforehand.  I wouldn’t have thought it possible for my excitement and arousal to intensity to grow, but they were doing.

There was an agonising pause that seemed to last for hours, the only sound the beating of my heart.  Beth, bent over, face fixed in a grimace of concentration, this practically anonymous girl sprawled in the tub beneath her, her eyes and mouth closed expectantly.

Waiting.

Water began to splash from Beth’s pussy and across the teenager’s face.

Both Beth and I exclaimed at the same time: me, with uncontrolled desire, Beth, with a mixture of delight and relief.  Once the dam had broken she pissed freely across Hannah’s face.  Her hair, shirt, and tie, immediately soaked through, stuck to her skin, the white blouse soon growing transparent in its wetness.  The girl kept her eyes closed and her mouth shut, for what good that did: piss sprayed her everywhere, in her nostrils and across her lips.  It formed in a gently yellow pool in the tub beneath her head.

I was wanking freely now.

‘Oh baby,’ Beth cried out delightedly, looking over her shoulder at me pumping my cock in my fist.

‘You’re pissing on her,’ I muttered stupidly, simply saying the very words adding to my overwhelming arousal.  ‘You’re pissing on her face…’

But by this point her piss was running out, the last few blasts coming in jerky hesitant spurts rather than a powerful flow.  ‘I am,’ Beth whispered nonetheless, knowing her words would drive me crazy.  ‘I’ve pissed right into her teenage whore face… But there’s more…’

I stopped my wanking at this point for fear I could come too soon.  My hands went to mouth to control my disbelieving groans.

I was watching Beth’s pussy and arsehole closely.  My face was right there.  It was clear she was still applying pressure on herself, pushing, as both her beautiful holes were distending, opening and relaxing.  I looked down at the girl beneath her.  She was frozen in place, eyes and mouth shut.  She knew it wasn’t over.

‘Oh god,’ I said quietly into my hands as the first small fart croaked from Beth’s beautiful anus.

Beth ate healthily, and her scat reflected this.  The turd she pushed out was brown, firm, solid.  It came slowly.  There was a smell, I can’t deny that, but I was so into it all by then that it actually added to the whole beautifully debauched scene.

Beth let out another delighted ‘Ahhh’ as it broke through her ring.

It passed, and dropped heavily onto the girl’s face, landing diagonally from cheek to chin.  She remained statuesque.

‘There’s more,’ Beth whispered again, and I placed my mouth on her cheek and bit and chewed softly as I watched another brown log pass from her rear.  Smaller than the first but it too fell with definite weight across the teenager’s pursed lips.

Beth gingerly rose, her load spent, and sat down on the toilet to give her legs a rest.  My load, however, was raging.  Wrenching open my flies fully, I clambered into the tub, my knees either side of the girl’s head.  It wasn’t exactly a comfortable position for either of us, but raw filthy desire was taking over.  I pushed my cock into the girl’s face, smearing it with my wife’s mess.  I pushed through one of her logs, breaking it up over my shaft, and pressed the tip of my shitty cock against Hannah’s closed mouth.  She held firm for a few moments, but after a few thrusts I broke through her lips, and my cock, and Beth’s shit, were pushed into her mouth.

With encouragement from Beth, who was sitting watching on the toilet with a blurred hand furiously rubbing her pussy, I fucked Hannah’s mouth.  I’ve heard the phrase ‘fucking the shit out of her’ many times: here, I was fucking the shit into her.  She was gagging instinctively with the filth and stench, her retches around my cock only making the sensation all the more intense.  I looked from Beth, howling as she came over on the toilet seat, to the girl’s head beneath me, smeared in brown and struggling for breath and I pumped my load into her mouth, and into Beth’s shit, as I flung back my head and howled my way through an orgasm the likes of which I’d never before known.

Quietness followed.  I clambered out of the tub and fell to my knees in front of Beth, exhausted after her own orgasm, still sitting on the toilet like a queen on a throne.  I kissed her, she kissed me back.  We both looked down, and giggled at the sight of the front of my trousers, covered in shit from thrusting against the girl’s dirty face.

Hannah began the long process of cleaning herself up.  She showered, tossed her filthy costume into a bin liner.  Beth had provided the outfit here: Hannah’s real clothes were in another room.  She wouldn’t make eye contact with me, only speaking again after that to Beth as they settled up the remainder of the fee that Beth owed her.

When the whore had gone Beth and I showered together.  The intensity of what had just happened was such that I found myself hard again, and we fucked beneath the warm water.  We dried off and I headed downstairs.

I poured myself another glass of champagne and sat, exhausted, at the dining table.  My eye caught the toilet roll in the gift box from earlier, and I smiled.  

It was Beth’s fortieth birthday the following month, I mused.  I’d have to really pull out all the stops for that one.


Toilet Training

I texted Sammy.  We hadn’t spoken in months, since I’d moved in with Kim at the start of our third year at university.  Kim was out for the night visiting her parents: I was home alone, smoking a small joint on the couch and growing quietly horny. I tried texting Kim but was getting no joy in return: she was at a family dinner.  I’d held off contacting Sammy, not wanting to mess things up with my girlfriend, and when I’d glimpsed her around campus had discreetly moved out of sight.  Still, the sex we’d had in the few months we screwed had been extraordinarily kinky: memories of that stirring in my crotch, I decided what the hell.

‘hey stranger. hope u’r doing well. X’

I hit send and put the phone on the arm of the sofa, heart racing a little.

Sammy was a mature student, much older than me.  We’d shared a course together and that’s how we’d met.  She was in her late forties, a tattooed ex-rocker with dyed black hair and a vicious sense of humour.  When a few of us from the course went for a drink one afternoon after a seminar, we ended up chatting.  I liked her.  She was brutally honest, and smart with it.  She had four adult kids to three different men.  She’d spent much of her thirties struggling with drug addiction, and still hadn’t been able to kick the booze or softer drugs.

When the group dispersed into the afternoon gloom, Sammy and I decided to continue drinking.  At that point I was dating Kim, but not living with her.  Sammy and I went back to her house with a couple of bottles of wine.  Knocking back the booze, Sammy laughed and said she had a thing for younger guys, but couldn’t do anything about it unless her kids found out.  I tried my luck, and told her I was the most discrete person I knew.

I was twenty-one.  We had anal sex there on her living room floor.

A wild affair followed.  Her messed up life showed in the crazy sex she was into.  She liked to choke and to be choked.  She fisted me.  Urinated in my mouth.  Would try and get me to degrade her, but I could never seem to push her far enough, and she’d turn the abuse onto me.  She used me to try and explore whatever excesses were in her head, and I was fine with that.  They were good times, fuelled by drink and soft drugs, that only came to a finish when I moved in with my girlfriend.  Sammy claimed we had to stop, not because of jealousy, but more a fear that my living with Kim would increase the chances of exposure.  

When I texted her, I had no idea whether she would text back.

She did.

‘I had a bizarre fantasy last

nt. U were on the floor

behind me catching my shit.

Very kinky.’

I read it, my heart again speeding up.  Fully blown scat was something we’d never gotten to, although we’d discussed it.  When I would finger her deeply in her backdoor, she would often ask if I could feel her mess up in there.  I could, and would prod it.

I sent her a message back.  I said I’d love to do it.

She sent me another.

‘U were kneeling behind me

and I was shitting into ur

hands then u smelt it then

put it down the loo then

licked me clean.’

Jesus.  Clearly she’d been sitting there horny too.  I wondered if she’d been drinking.  

I replied again, asking if she was free.

‘Can u get here about 8 let me

shit on u then fuck off’

Even considering the things I knew about her, this was borderline unbelievable.  I could only assume she hadn’t stopped thinking about the things we’d gotten up to, either, and was at a level of frustration where she momentarily didn’t care about my home situation.

I pulled my jacket on and headed out of the house.

I couldn’t afford a car at uni so cycled across town to her estate.  As before, I chained by bike up a few streets away, not outside her house.  Her house was one of many on a narrow street popular with students and arty professionals.

She opened the door a fraction when I knocked, glancing around the street as she let me in.  She was wearing a nightshirt only, and looked like she’d just jumped out of the shower.  Her hair, synthetically black, was slick back against her head.  She was bare-legged, the red flame tattoos on her calves contrasting sharply against her bare flesh.  

I grinned, and said hello.  She didn’t even bother to reply, looking almost grimly serious as she led me through to the bathroom.

‘We’ll need to do this in the bath,’ she said matter-of-factly.  ‘You’ll probably need to undress.’  Whilst she was usually a vibrant, lively presence, her dispassionate instructions here were something I had experienced before with her: the darker and kinkier she got, the more she needed to remove any trace of humour or fun.  

This was, I had no doubt, about the degradation of both of us.

I pulled off my shirt and trousers.  She watched me, looking at my athletic body.  I stripped completely, tossing aside my socks and boxers.  My erection was already raging.  She looked at it, again almost grimly, and we climbed into the tub.

For all my attempts at appearing confident and nonplussed, I was actually struggling to control my nerves.  If Sammy could go ahead with this, it would be the furthest I’d ever gone sexually.  Piss was one thing, this was another.  I’d asked Sammy numerous times in the past whether she’d ever done shit play with anyone, and she never really answered.  

I took that to be a sort of ‘Yes.’

We clambered into the bath.  She had indeed just showered, so the tub wasn’t dry and cold beneath my naked body.  I sat down, my legs out.  Sammy stood awkwardly in front of me, facing away from me, facing the taps.  Her flabby arse was in front of my face, dark traces of tribal tattoos across her buttocks.  I thought briefly of Kim, a stunning six footer who played hockey and had incredible legs, and yet marvelled at how horny this fucked-up woman in front of me with her middle-aged spread made me.

‘Okay,’ she said, bending over in front of me, her legs apart, squatting a touch.  She had left her nightshirt on, simply pulling it up over her waist.  Her bum opened a little, before she reached back with both hands, opening both cheeks wide.  Her pussy looked heavy, and wet: her brown anus, hairless, winking.  ‘Like I said in my message.  I want you to catch it.’

I moved my face closer to her.  I could smell her pussy juices as I stared into her butthole.  Jesus.  It was heavenly.  I’d probably shot my load in her rear more than her pussy.  She rearranged her position slightly, and spread even wider.

I cupped my hands and held them beneath her holes, waiting to receive her unholy communion.

There were a few moments.  I could see her entire body tensing, as she put pressure on her bowels.  From the positions we were in I could just about see the side of her face.  Her eyes were closed in concentration.

Her anus winked as a loud fart croaked into my face.

There wasn’t much of a smell.  A fustiness, maybe.  I certainly felt the air hit my face.  I was more startled than anything.  I let out a groan of excitement, knowing I was experiencing something that most people would be appalled at.

My cock, raging, was poking up in the air.

‘It’s coming,’ she said simply, the trace of effort in her voice.

It was.  I stared, open-mouthed, as the fifty-year old’s butthole winked, opening, stretching.  It was there: in her widening anal opening, mere inches from my face, a light brown texture pushing its way out.

Wildly contrasting emotions coursed through me as Sammy, slowly it seemed, carefully pushed a thick log from her bowels.  Disgust was threatening to overtake me, but I had expected this: I told myself the body would try and react on instinct.  This was the very reason I was here: filth and degradation.  

‘I’m shitting on you, you slut,’ Sammy groaned out.  My cock couldn’t have been any more hard than it was at that moment.

It emerged.  Solid, thick.  It eventually slid out completely, dropping down into my cupped hands.

It was warm, and surprisingly heavy.  Firm, with a soft sticky exterior.

Her earlier fart may not have smelled, but the smell now, my face so close to the source, was intense.  There was a meaty quality to both the smell and the faeces, and as soon as I thought that a gag instinct took over, and I retched.  I worried immediately, thinking this would anger her or suggest I wasn’t up to the task, but Sammy actually let out a moan.

‘There’s more,’ she told me.

I couldn’t move.  I sat there paralyzed, staring at her spread messy hole, as another turd emerged, dropping into my cupped hands, my mind struggling to make sense of where I was and what was happening.

She remained there, cheeks spread.  She looked over her shoulder at me.

‘Clean me with your tongue,’ she said.

Hands still cupped, I leaned forward.  I tried to blank my mind from what I was about to do.  Her hole wasn’t too dirty, but there was still shit around it.  

My tongue out, I began retching before I had even touched her.  Still, I forced myself forward, a forceful lick against her dirty butthole making her groan with satisfaction.  I tried to get as much spit going as possible, to dilute the shitty taste and smell, but in the end just pushed my face into her arse, and lapped, my groans and gags of arousal and disgust muffled by her buttocks.

At some point, she stood up, letting me go.  I fell back, gasping for air, and it was then that I vomited, down into my hands, splattering the two logs I was still holding.

‘You can flush them away, now,’ she told me.

I clambered out of the bath with difficulty, unable to use my hands to steady myself.  I stumbled over to the toilet, and dropped the turds and puke into the water, where they splashed.  I coughed and gagged again at this, once more needing to vomit, puking straight into the bowl, then trying to scrape the shit off my tongue with my teeth and spit it away.

Sammy climbed out of the bath.  She wrenched off a few sheets of toilet paper.  Despite my lickings, I hadn’t managed it all.

‘You can shower if you like,’ she said with a smile as she left the bathroom.

I had to.  I caught a glimpse of my face and I was smeared in brown.  I showered for what felt like an eternity, using every different gel and shampoo that I could reach, but that smell of shit lingered in my nostrils for days afterwards.

When I emerged from the bathroom, she was fully dressed in pyjama bottoms and a different top.  I looked at her, disappointed.  ‘I did tell you,’ she said.  ‘I wanted to shit on you and then you had to fuck off.’

I dressed, feeling physically and emotionally shaky.  She walked me to the door.

‘Think very carefully if you want to contact me again,’ she said as I stepped outside.  The world seemed different, now I’d tasted someone’s shit.

I nodded, unsure what to say.  I shuffled away.

‘Make sure to give your girlfriend a kiss from me,’ she added with a smile before heading back inside and closing the door, and again, the smell and taste of what I had just experienced once more hit me.  

I walked away, thinking that when Kim returned in the morning, I would indeed have to kiss her with a mouth that had tasted Sammy’s shit.


College Girl Poop Party

The four men arrived at roughly eight in the evening.  They came separately, not knowing one another, a bit sheepish at first.  Mark opened the door to each of them, and invited them in.  They all sat in the lounge, relaxing on the two large sofas in there.  Everyone introduced themselves: Mark got each man a beer.

‘Kelly is still upstairs,’ he explained to the gathered men.  ‘Still getting ready.  You know what they’re like.’

Polite, knowing laughter.

These men had all been found online.  Kelly had chosen carefully: looks were of course vital, but also temperament, and personality.  Their profiles were all listed on an adult meeting website for people with particular fetishes, but even there lurked too many monosyllabic men just after a no-frills, uninteresting fuck.  This group, Mark included, all looked cut from vaguely similar cloth – dark-haired, stubbly, smartly dressed.  They were all around thirty years of age.  Certainly Kelly’s type.  Chatting to them, Mark thought they all seemed confident, at ease, respectful.  

‘Listen, you guys just relax,’ Mark continued, taking his beer and leaving the room.  ‘I’ll see how our young lady is doing, and be with you shortly.’

He headed up the stairs, knocked lightly at the bathroom door.  

‘It’s me.’

The door opened a fraction.  Mark didn’t go inside.  He spoke quietly.

‘Everyone’s here… They seem a good bunch.  Everyone’s fairly cool.’

‘Lovely,’ Kelly’s voice said from behind the door.  ‘I’m just about done, if you want to get ready?’

Mark smiled.  ‘Great.  I’ll see you down there.’

He headed back downstairs to the lounge.

‘Gents,’ he began.  ‘Our young lady is pretty much ready… We’re going to do this in the garage.  Logistics are easier in there.  Grab your drinks, follow me.’

He led the four men through a door to the garage.  He flicked the overhead beam lights on.  It was a large addition to the house, easily big enough for two vehicles, with work benches and cabinets around the walls, and clean, and dry.  Mark had had a small heater installed a little while ago, so it wasn’t even chilly in there.

He’d moved his car outside for the evening, leaving a wide space.  He had covered the stone floor with blue plastic tarpaulin, and arranged several wooden dining chairs in a rough semi-circle.  He gestured to the chairs.

‘Please, take a seat.’

Chair legs scraped against the floor as the men sat.  The overhead lights hummed.  Everyone had quietened, a sense of anticipation in the air.

Mark hovered by the doorway into the house.  He could hear Kelly approaching.  He held the door open for her.

Kelly walked into the garage.  Mark smiled as she walked past him, giving him a sly glance and a coy little grin as she strutted into the middle of the room.

Kelly was twenty.  She didn’t live with Mark.  Mark lived with his wife, a thirty-five year old secretary currently out of town visiting family.  Kelly was a student at the local university.  Even at her age, she was aware of her kinks and fetishes: she had initially met Mark on the same website where they would later find these four men, and the two became friends.  His adulterer’s need for secrecy matched her need for discretion regarding her messy sexual tastes.

‘Hi,’ she smiled at the men, stopping in front of them.  Mark could tell they were impressed.  Young, tall, blonde.  She had a deliciously pointed nose, and lots of teeth when she grinned.  Which she was doing a lot, watching the men in front of her.

She was wearing a schoolgirl outfit.  A crisp white blouse, loose black and red tie around her neck, and a knee length skirt.  Navy socks that came up almost to the hem of her skirt.  Plain leather shoes with low heel.

The men were trying not to gawp, but she looked incredible.  Mark also knew something they did not: the blouse, skirt, and tie were Kelly’s actual old school uniform.  She had collected them the last time she visited her parents, for this very purpose.  It made the whole vibe that much more deviant.

The men muttered ‘Hi’s back.  They settled back in their chairs, shifting as they grow clearly aroused by the mere sight of her.

Kelly slowly lowered herself, sitting with her bottom on the floor.  The tarpaulin rustled beneath her.  Mark hovered against the wall by the door, watching.

She leaned back a little, and opened her legs, knees bent.  A few low mutterings from the men at the reveal that she was wearing no underwear, her young shaven pussy glistening.  She had oiled herself before coming down, Mark knew, but he figured excitement must be playing a part in her wet look too.

Her fingers curled beneath the hem of her skirt, and she began to slowly raise it up over her bare thighs, savouring the quiet sounds of the men exhaling in approval.  She tucked the material into her waistband, her pubis area now fully revealed.

She smiled sweetly at her audience.

‘I’ve never done this in front of more than one person,’ she explained, her voice clear, friendly, young.  ‘Be patient with me if it takes a little while…’

Mark walked over to her.  He crouched down beside her, slipping a steadying arm around her shoulders and a hand on her smooth waist as she leaned back even further.  She was lifting her pussy up so her anus was peeking out from beneath, exposed to the men watching, yet still a fascinating, unknowable mystery.

As he held the girl’s small body steady, he felt her entire frame tense as she placed pressure on her bowels.  She made an involuntary, adorable grunt, quiet yet clearly heard in the hushed, excited silence of the garage.

Mark allowed himself a glance at the audience.  Their eyes were fixed on her, enraptured.

Another gentle push caused her body to stiffen.

Mark heard it before he actually saw it: startlingly loud in the quiet, a sudden wet spattering noise against the plastic surface of the tarpaulin as a jet stream of pee arced from Kelly’s pussy.

She gave a little cry of relief.

Some of the spray was misting onto Mark, crouched beside her, gazing down.  He looked from the jerking spurts of piss to her face.  She too was looking down at herself delightedly.  

A deliciously deviant puddle was forming on the plastic beneath them.

One of the men had his penis out and was stroking it as he watched, Mark noticed.  Seemingly emboldened by his making the first move, or perhaps simply overpowered by the sight they were witnessing, the other men unfastened their trousers, too.

The spurts slowed, becoming increasingly hesitant as her bladder emptied.  Kelly really clenched, trying to force more out.

‘Aw,’ she breathed, disappointed.  ‘I should have had that other glass of wine after all.’

The men, and Mark, smiled.  First time or not, she was a natural in front of the right audience.

She shifted again.  Her pee was leaking down around her and Mark’s feet, to the concern of neither of them.

‘Okay,’ she said to herself, almost psyching herself up.  She glanced across at Mark, and smiled at him, a silent Thank You for his being here with her.

The atmosphere was charged.  Everything seemed darker, more exciting at the unspoken acknowledgement at what was about to happen next.

More pressure on the young college girl’s body.  She actually closed her eyes this time, looking even more incredible than before as she grimaced a touch with the effort.

The rustling of the soaked plastic sheeting beneath her aside, no-one dared make a sound.

Then a low croaking, as a fart escaped from her, echoing back off the plastic just beneath her anus.

Mark knew the tendency was to laugh at somebody breaking wind.

Not here.

Kelly exhaled another breath.  Clenched once more.

A second, shorter, more high-pitched escaping of gas.

Gasps from the men as, this time, Kelly followed through with her ultimate intentions.  Mark peered down, between her legs, not having the luxury of the exposed angle the other men were enjoying.  He’d seen this before, with just the two of them, but didn’t think he’d ever get over the sheer awe of watching this young girl defecate.

Kelly pooped, a thick brown shit curling from her stretching butthole.  It was firm.  It was practically the size of an erect cock, and she made a soft ‘Oooh’ as she pushed, clearly enjoying the sensation.  Kelly had taken Mark’s penis in her rear hole many times during their short friendship: once, as they lay on his marital bed with their bodies entwined, she had slowly pushed his spent, deflating cock out of her backside with a series of sensuous clenching.

‘I’m shitting you out,’ she’d told him, gasping.  ‘I’m shitting you out of me.’

The choice of words had been enough to get Mark hard again within minutes.

He thought of that, now, seeing this stiff turd drop onto the plastic beneath her, thinking of how her little bumhole must have stretched to expel it.

She shifted back again, looking down, so she could see the fruits of her labour.  She grinned, glancing up at her audience.  All four of them were masturbating with serious expressions, this vision too much for them.  The gassy, meaty smell of her faeces sit them all, intensifying the effect.

She went again, in the same position, Mark still holding her.  She shat out a second log, slightly shorter than the first, but thicker.  It laid alongside its sibling on the floor.

Kelly was stroking her pussy now.

‘I think that’s all that’s coming,’ she told everyone sheepishly.

She turned her head, and kissed mark, deeply, with tongues.

She turned back to the masturbating men seated in front of her.

‘Who wants dinner,’ she breathed quietly at them.

There was a pause, the men unsure, before one of them literally stumbled off his chair onto his knees.  They were all good looking men, and this was no exception.  Kelly smiled.  He pulled off his shirt, flinging it aside, and yanked down his trousers as he crawled on his belly in front of her.  Piss soaked his chest as he lay his face down in between her open thighs, her small pile of excrement on the floor in front of him.

Kelly reached out with one hand, stroked his hair.

‘Good boy,’ she cooed, as the handsome degenerate lowered his head and pressed his mouth against her shit.

Kelly was masturbating herself with one hand, and with the other tugged open Mark’s flies.  His own erection sprang out to meet her hand, as she began to tug him deliciously.

The man-dog in front of her was retching his way through mouthfuls of Kelly’s turd, his desire overriding his instinct to be disgusted.

‘Swallow,’ she told him, and he looked up, brown smeared all across his jaw, his mouth stuffed with the shit he was chewing.  He groaned, aroused and appalled, struggling to swallow past his gag factor.  He was grinding his hips against the floor, his excitement so much he was almost literally fucking the ground beneath him.  

He swallowed, practically wailing, his mouth full.  

He had to spit the remainder out, the taste and the smell getting too much.  Yet this was enough for Kelly: as she wanked herself furiously watching the degradation of this handsome stranger beneath her, an orgasm began to take over her young body.  She let Mark’s cock go, using both hands to work on her pussy.  Mark began to jerk himself, feeling himself also on the edge of release.  The men watching – even the one dry-humping the piss-soaked floor – were similarly there, cries and groans echoing through the garage as the six of them reached obscene climaxes in the stench and the sight of this young lady’s chewed faeces.  Mark aimed his arc of jizz to the ground, and saw it mingle in with the brown shitty water beneath him.

Kelly was the first one to break the following silence, everyone still trying to regain their breath, when she laughed.

‘I need to wipe my bum,’ she giggled, and the men chuckled too.  She glanced at the man who had eaten her shit, too breathless to even speak yet.  She looked at the others.

‘Anyone got a tongue they want to let me use as toilet paper..?’ she asked, grinning at their expressions.


Sister-In-Whore Diaper Fetish

At least with having an affair with your younger brother’s wife, there’s no need to hold back.  You’ve both got everything to lose: if you’re in that deep, you may as well use one another as needs see fit.  

That’s how Annie and I saw it, at least.  Annie and Dave had been married for just over a year.  I’d been living with Jane for almost five.  If we were going to screw around behind my brother’s back, why put up with the kind of vanilla sex we were already getting at home?

We sort of stumbled into the affair.  I stopped in at their flat one Sunday afternoon at random to see if Dave was around for a beer.  Turned out he was out at band practice.  Annie was sitting out on the balcony in the sun smoking a small joint.  She was wearing black cut-off denim shorts and a black vest.  She asked me to join her.  With nothing else to do – Jane was working until the evening – I took the spliff and joined her, looking out over the quiet, sun-baked city.

Dave and Annie married when they were in their early twenties.  The older brother by almost ten years, I was gruffer, scruffier, all lumberjack shirts, faded blue jeans, and heavy stubble, never having really emerged from my grunge years as a teenager.  Dave was so much more Annie’s type that I would never have assumed she’d be interested in me.  They were both pale, skinny, dyed black hair and heavily tattooed.  They were constantly in black and, I guess, often mistaken for depressive Goths, although personality-wise this couldn’t be further from the truth.  Sitting there on the balcony, the heavy bass from reggae being played several floors below bumping through the air, we smoked weed and I tried not to let my eyes wander too many times to my sister-in-law’s pale, bare legs.  She caught me a couple of times, and laughed, flirting – I thought – harmlessly.  It wasn’t totally out of personality for her: she was a bright, sparky, good-humoured girl.  

But when she began stretching her legs out and resting her feet on my lap, wiggling her black-painted toes at me, I did began to wonder.

We went inside and fucked twice that afternoon.  I licked the sweat from her tattooed flesh and she called me a kinky fucker.  I told her she didn’t know the half of it.

We did speak about what we were doing in the weeks that followed – less tormented hand-wringing, more calmly, discussing the need to maintain secrecy.  We didn’t meet up too often but texted a lot.  Messages that were often dirty.  One evening as I laid in bed, Jane asleep beside me, my phone lit up with a message from her.  She laid down the gauntlet:

‘You always say you’ll 

do anything. How kinky 

are you really?’

I asked what she had in mind.  In the few times we’d managed to meet, I’d fucked all Annie’s holes.  I’d ejaculated over her face, up her butt.  I’d tied her to the bed as I ate her out.  I was – am – always up for going further with sex, and was intrigued if she was thinking what we had done so far was too tame.

Jane rolled over and muttered sweetly in her sleep as I read Annie’s reply.

‘Let’s just say I have

daddy issues that 

Dave can’t satisfy but 

I think you can’

I was happy enough with that answer.  We’d agreed to meet in a couple of days at her and Dave’s flat when Dave was out at work.  She told me she’d reveal all then.

I jerked off that night beside my sleeping girlfriend, wondering what my young sister-in-law had in mind.

Our next meet was another afternoon encounter.  Due to our respective other halves’ schedules, that seemed to be the easiest time to meet.  I drove round, having made no particular effort to dress up.  I’d realised pretty early on that she must have quite liked a bit of rough.  Witty and interesting my brother may be, but if his bride needs an unshaven brute every once in a while, that isn’t going to be something he can provide for her.

She opened the door to me in a long baggy t-shirt and nothing.  It was black, featuring a band logo I didn’t recognise, and was so enormous on her (it would have been loose on me, so I figured it was something like a XXL) it came past her knees.  I figured she used it for a nightshirt.  She smiled, and let me in.  Annie normally went for quite a bit of makeup – dark eyeliner and lipstick that would get fantastically smudged and smeared during our nasty fucking.  Here, though, she had nothing on, her pale face looking even younger, cleaner.  Her lips looked tiny.  Her short black bob of hair slicked back.

‘Jesus,’ I muttered, when she questioned the look on my face.  ‘You look about ten years younger.’  She laughed, and told me to sit down.

I sat back on the couch.

Annie stood in front of me, watching my face.  She shifted her feet, and chewed on a fingernail.  I couldn’t tell whether she was genuinely nervous or putting on a little show for me: either way, my cock began to stir simply looking at her.

‘I hope this is okay,’ she said finally, and from the tone of her voice I could tell she wasn’t putting on an act.  She took a deep breath, and at that point I realised I had been holding my own for a few moments.

Her arms fell to her sides, and she slipped her oversized shirt up over her head, and tossed it away.

Her body, as ever, was milky white, punctuated with colourful tattoos and piercings.  Her chest was flat, breasts tiny but delightful, rings through both nipples.  She had few curves.  Had anyone asked me, before I started seeing Annie, if her boyish body-type was my type, I’d have said no.  But something about this girl drove me crazy.

She wasn’t entirely naked, although it took a few moments for me to process what I was seeing.

She seemed to be wearing panties.  Huge, bulky, and white.  Almost ludicrously padded.  Only that enormous shirt she had just removed could have possibly hidden them.  I initially wanted to laugh – I didn’t, but for that split second, thought some bizarre joke was being played.  Then my mind slowly caught up with me.

She was wearing an adult diaper.

I slowly sat forward on the couch.

Silence, as she watched me looking at her.  Her breath was shallow, nervous.  Excited.

She looked incredible.

‘Turn around,’ I told her, wanting to see all of her, my voice sounding a touch uneven.

She lowered her head and gave me a slow spin.

The diaper itself looked like a white belt strapped around her waist, attached to a thick, wide piece of material curving down around her pussy and up over her bottom.  The bulkiness of the garment contrasted sharply with the slightness of Annie’s body.  I reached out, and held her nappy-clad bottom in my hands.  

Excitement caused me to grunt out loud.  I was fixated on Annie’s ass to begin with: this strange soft padding now hiding it, the rest of her young woman’s body naked to the world, was fascinating.  It rustled quietly in my hands.

‘Jesus,’ I murmured.

She turned around, gently pushing my chest, pushing me back into the couch.  I went with it, sitting back again.  She slipped a small arm around my neck and carefully sat down in my aching, rigid crotch.  More rustling from her giant panties.

A diaper, I told myself.  I felt my mouth go dry.  

Annie was wearing a diaper.

It felt strange in my crotch.  Soft yet bulky.

She leaned into me, her lips brushing mine.  She breathed in the smell of my sweat, my aftershave.

‘Daddy?’ she cooed, and I could have shot my load right there.

I was breathing heavily, and trying to control myself.  Ever since starting the affair with her, I’d suspected Annie to be the craziest girl I’d ever been with: here, she was going even further than I’d ever dared hope.

I licked my dry lips, and went along with her fantasy.

One hand in the small of her back, holding her steady, I stroked her face, and pressed my stubble against her innocent young face.

‘I’m here, babygirl,’ I muttered, and she practically wiggled in my lap.

‘Daddy,’ she sighed again, her breath wild against my ear.  I was stroking her body.  Her flesh was smooth.

She took my hand and placed it against her belly.

‘My tummy is all full,’ she complained.

My head was spinning at where this was going.  I was dimly aware that her flat stomach did indeed feel a little bloated inside.  I pressed against the pressure, and she giggled.

‘Daddy,’ she sighed.  ‘You’re going to make me poop.’

I was struggling for words, my mind struggling to keep up with my almost overpowering arousal.  I looked at her, this little tattooed punk sitting like an infant on my lap.  I tried to remind myself I’d seen her get married – to my own brother! – just over a year ago.  How was this now happening..?

I made myself swallow.  I spoke, scared my voice would show my nerves.

‘That’s okay, babygirl,’ I managed.  I stroked her diaper, and gently squeezed the soft padding between my fingers.  ‘You can go if you need to.  That’s what this is for.’

Her dyed black hair hung over her eyes as she pressed her face against mine.  Her tongue snaked out for an instance, tracing a line across my lips.

‘Oh daddy,’ she groaned.  ‘Keep your hand there.  I feel so full, daddy.  So, so full…’

The palm of my hand still pressed against her belly, I felt Annie’s body tense, her midriff in particular, as she placed pressure onto her full bowels.

The world grew silent.

A faint, muffled hissing sound, as Annie emptied her bladder on my lap.

She shifted, and made a pleasant little noise of satisfaction.

I looked down at myself, dumbfounded, half-expecting the crotch of my jeans to be soaked through with her piss.  As aroused as I was, I wouldn’t have minded an iota, although getting home could have proved tricky.  As it was, it held firm.

‘Oh Jesus,’ I realised I was saying, over and over.  ‘Oh Jesus, oh Jesus…’

‘It’s okay daddy,’ she whispered to me, her hair still hanging in front of her eyes.  She looked wild and predatory, yet young and naïve, managing all at once.

She pressed a finger against my lip.

I felt her tummy again clench, signifying more to come.

‘It’s okay…’

Again, that echoing, extraordinary silence.  I wasn’t breathing.  I couldn’t.  I sat there, in awe, one hand on Annie’s back, the other on her tummy, as she quietly defecated while sitting on my lap.

The smell rose up to greet me, soft and earthy.  Knowing where it was coming from, seeing the beauty of the girl producing it, I was in heaven.

She lowered her head.  I could feel her tensing, trying to push more out into the nappy.  She gave the tiniest whimper as, I presumed, a particularly thick stool was passed.

‘Good girl,’ I said, cradling her in my arms.  ‘There’s a good girl.  Daddy’s here.’

She sat like there for a little while, curled up in my lap, the two of us breathing in her strangely comforting stench.  She looked like she couldn’t have been more at peace.  For my part, I had never been more erect, but felt like I was drifting in a pleasant daze.

At some point, wordlessly, she slipped off my lap.  My hand in hers, she led me slowly through to the bathroom.

She lay down on her back, pursing her lips a fraction at the coolness of the tiles beneath her.  She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine for the first time in a little while.  They were hazy with quiet arousal.

I got to my knees between her legs, again taking in with awe the sight of her tiny body with this bulging diaper around her waist.

My trembling fingers reached for the straps holding the diaper together, and wrenched.

It opened up in front of me, like petals of a dirty flower.  

I gently lowered the material to the floor.

Her shaven pierced pussy, familiar enough to me by now, now seemed new and mysterious, red and swollen from the wetting and the arousal.  Beneath her bare lips, the real treasure.

Annie’s tiny arsehole and inner buttcheeks were caked in damp brown smear.  On the absorbent material in front of her, a few pieces of dark, firm shit.

I stumbled to my feet.  I saw a flash of worry shoot across Annie’s face, before she realised what I was doing.  I yanked my shirt off, and frantically unfastened my belt.  I stepped out of my jeans and underwear and lowered myself back between her legs.

‘Daddy,’ she giggled, at the sight of me clutching my raging, desperate erection.

I lifted her hips up towards me, pressing into her, her shit smearing across my balls and inner thighs and torso.  I pressed my cockhead against the filthy entrance to her most beautiful hole.

Using her own fresh excrement as lube, I sodomised my punky sister-in-law there on the bathroom floor.

I shot my load up her bowels as we both cried out, her small hands on my own buttocks, pulling me into her even further.

We lay together, a gasping smelly mess.  Even having just come, I couldn’t stop exploring her, reaching a finger up her swollen anus, bringing it out coated in a mixture of spunk and shit.

She watched my face.  I probably looked in awe.

After trying to resist, I ended up trying to work my tongue into her hole.  Instinctive gagging kicked in despite my best efforts, however, and I ended up having to rinse my mouth with antiseptic mouthwash for a good few minutes afterwards.

I wiped her up after that.  That act in itself aroused me again, and she jerked me off across her chest.  It left beautiful brown smears across her nipples.

We showered.  We used lots of soap, lots of lather.

Eventually, I had to leave.  Both Jane and Dave would be home from work before too long.  Annie, wrapped in a dressing gown, stood in the doorway before she let me out.

‘Remember,’ she said, her fingers straightening my collar.  ‘Tonight, when you kiss your wife goodnight… Remember that, earlier on, you had that tongue up my dirty arse.’

I nodded.  ‘When you see your husband…  Remember that his husband has tasted your shit.’

She smiled.  ‘I don’t think I’ll be able to forget any time soon.’


Golden Shower Training Conference

Melanie stepped outside onto the hotel patio for a smoke, the conference party in full swing behind her.  The function room was baking, the throng of drunkenly dancing, chatting bodies giving off quite the heat.  Outside, the night air was cool: Mel smiled and said a few ‘Hi’s to a couple of people sitting out on benches to cool down, and strolled around, her heels clicking, as she got her nicotine fix.

She sat down on a low wall, perching herself on the edge.  She rummaged through her handbag for her phone.  She pressed a button, illuminating the screen.  A message from Hayley: ‘Hi mum all fine here daniel in his room all very boring lol’

Mel smiled.  She had good kids.  Hayley in particular had her head screwed on, so she wasn’t that afraid to leave the two teenagers alone for the night.  Still, a reassuring message was always welcome.

She’d arrived at the hotel in the morning.  The bi-annual meeting had started at ten.  It had been a fine, if deathly dull, morning of analysing the supermarket chain’s profits and figures for the past few months, followed by an afternoon of team leadership workshops.  The company had hired the function room out for the entire day, put on a pretty decent buffet in the evening and were paying for everyone’s rooms for the night.

Mel knew a few people here, although not well.  She’d gravitated towards a woman called Helen she’d met a few times before who managed one of the Southampton stores and buddied up with her all day.  Helen had called it a night about half an hour ago, and retreated to her room.  Mel, awake and enjoying the music and the presence of people, had stayed downstairs.  Middle-aged women and tubby men in cheap suits danced to cheesy music from the 1980s.  It was both tragic and fun at once.

She didn’t go out that often, these days.

She’d divorced at forty, five years ago.

If a work conference is my idea of a social life nowadays, she thought with a wry smile, I’m screwed.

She finished her cigarette.  She looked down at her bag again, pondering whether to light up another, or go get another glass of wine.  As if on cue, a voice said, ‘You seem to be missing a drink.’

She looked up, initially assuming she was overhearing somebody else’s conversation.  No: a young man in a suit was walking cagily towards her, two glasses of wine in his hands.  He held one out questioningly.

Mel had noticed this guy throughout the day.  She wasn’t sure where he was from, although she didn’t think it was anywhere close.  He’d been fairly quiet, seemed to keep himself to himself.  He was good-looking, and well-dressed: Mel had noticed him because, although he looked like corporate material, didn’t seem to have a great deal of interest in the company.  Mel could appreciate that.

She hesitated, before smiling.  She took a glass.  ‘Thank you,’ she said.

‘Mind if I join you?’ he asked, gesturing to the wall on which Mel was still sitting.  Mel sipped her wine, gestured in turn beside her.  ‘Be my guest,’ she said.

He sat down.

‘Needed to get out quickly.  I heard rumours a conga was about to start up.’

‘That is definitely something worth avoiding,’ Mel laughed.  ‘But you just happened to have a second glass of wine on you?’ she added with a playful grin.

The young man held his palms out in front of him in mock surrender.  ‘Okay.  Fair cop.  I may have noticed you out here by yourself.  Hope it was okay to join you.’

Mel sipped her wine again.  ‘I’m not complaining, am I?’

The young man was called Jack.  He was assistant manager of a branch up in the north.  But he was refreshingly eager to steer the conversation away from work, and towards Mel.  How far she had travelled, what her home city was like, about her home life.

The handsome lad felt interested rather than intrusive, and Mel could feel herself struggling not to get flustered with flattery.  For one mad, naughty moment, she almost considered not mentioning the fact that she had teenage children, but snapped out of that.  There was no way she could delude herself she looked anything other than two decades older than him.

‘Teenagers?’ Jack asked, raising an eyebrow.  ‘You must have had them as a teenager yourself.’

Mel laughed and groaned simultaneously.  ‘I wonder how many times that old line has been rolled out…’

‘I’m serious!’ Jack insisted, smiling himself.

‘My daughter’s eighteen.  She’s probably only about five years younger than you.’

Jack shrugged.  ‘Make that four,’ he smiled, drinking from his glass.

Twenty-two?  She was getting hit on by a twenty-two year old?  How did a twenty-two year old even make assistant manager..?

Mel shook her head.  ‘I think you’re a bad boy,’ she told him.  The wine, the compliments, the laughter were having an effect on her.  The fact that this lad was drop-dead handsome didn’t hurt.

‘The worst,’ Jack grinned back.  In the darkness of the shadows on the patio, he looked devilish.  Mel felt an ache in her crotch.

She glanced around her.  Nobody else was outside, and the numbers inside were starting to thin out now.  

She thought, To Hell with it.  She downed her wine.

‘I’m in room 35,’ she said simply, still gazing through into the conference room.  ‘If you want to show me how bad you really are.’

She stood up, straightening her skirt.  She marched back inside, not glancing back at him.  She smiled at a few faces as she passed by drunken chubby middle managers standing laughing with one another by the bar.  She headed through to the lobby, then into the lift to her floor.

Her heart was racing, blood pumping in her ears.  What a ridiculous thing to have said.  Of course he wouldn’t come.  He was more than twenty years younger than her!  Oh god, what if he told one of the other conference members?  What if they all had a laugh at her expense?  What if word spread?

She let herself into her room, cursing herself.  She kicked off her heels and suit jacket, and paced.

She’d just say she was drunk.  That’s what she would do if he told anyone.  She was hammered, she didn’t even remember saying anything…  She’d make light of it.  She’d –

A gentle knock at the door.

She froze.

Her stomach lurched, her heart began to race, and her pussy once more began to ache.  She moved to the door.

It wouldn’t be him.

‘Hello?’ she called.

A slight, yet eternal pause.  ‘It’s me,’ a male voice replied.

Jesus.

She unfastened the lock with trembling fingers.  He smiled at her in the doorway.  He was holding a bottle of wine.

‘I brought this,’ he said, strolling inside as she stepped aside.  ‘In case you fancy.’

Mel closed and locked the door.

‘I wasn’t sure you’d come,’ she told him.

Jack stopped by the bed.  He turned round to face her, grinning cockily.  ‘After being challenged like that?  How could I not?’

Mel found herself lost for words.

Jack turned around.  There was a kettle in the corner of the room, with a few mugs and complimentary sachets of coffee.  He opened the bottle – a screw-top – and poured them both a drink each in a mug.  He handed one to her.

She took it with both hands, and drank, steadying her nerves.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he told her.

For a second she thought she had misheard him.

‘I –’ she began.

He gently touched her face, and electricity coursed through her like a jolt.  He spoke firmly, softly.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he said again.  ‘We both know why you asked me here.’

She looked to the closed bathroom door.  ‘I just need –’

‘Lay.  Down.’

She may have been his senior by over twenty years, but her resolve stood no chance with this young man.  She was desperate to just nip in to the bathroom, to freshen up, to pee – those glasses of wine were beginning to cause her bladder to ache a little now – but the quiet forcefulness of this boy stopped her in her tracks.

He really was a bad boy.

She lay down, on her back, bottom by the edge of the bed, stockinged feet flat on the carpet.  She gazed up at the cream coloured ceiling, and couldn’t quite believe the situation in which she was finding herself, as Jack got to his knees in front of her.

All the while, she kept looking up at the ceiling.  As Jack spread her legs; as he lifted her skirt up past her waist; as he slid her damp knickers down over her legs; as he lowered his face to her vagina, and proceeded to eat her out.

At some point her hands moved down, fingers sliding in his hair.  She gripped him, sighing, as his mouth, tongue, and nose worked at her pussy.

He knew what he was doing.  Jesus, it was the best pussy-licking she’d ever had.  His bag of tricks went from licking slow and methodically to lapping fast and frenziedly.  He’d gently chew on her lips before pushing his tongue into her hole.  He would rub his face across her inner thighs, his five o’clock shadow rasping against her flesh, driving her wild.

‘Oh god,’ she was grunting, over and over.  ‘Oh god.  Oh god…’

She was sweating, trying to keep everything under control.  Her excitement, for one, but also the dark pressure on her bladder was becoming increasingly apparent.  She needed to stay with it.  She needed to be firm, and step into the bathroom.

‘Stop, stop,’ Mel began gasping.  Jack continued as if he hadn’t heard, and eventually she was forced to gently pull his head up out of her cunt by his hair.

‘Stop, stop,’ she pleaded.  ‘I’m sorry – I need to pee – I’m sorry, I’ll be quick, I’ll be right back –’

‘Do it in my mouth,’ Jack grunted darkly, giving her clit a firm lick, making her throw her head back again.

‘W-what?’ she gasped, not believing her ears.  He continued licking at her.  She pushed herself up into a sitting position.  ‘Please – I just –’

Jack’s strong hands were gripping her hips.  He looked up at her, mouth slick from her pussy juices.  His eyes were steely, and deadly serious.  One of his hands flicked to her cunt, and began rubbing at her clit, allowing her no respite.

‘In my mouth,’ he said again.

Mel was shaking her head, but arousal and desperation were taking over, clouding her brain.  ‘I can’t – god, no, I can’t –’

He pushed his face back into her pussy, licking wildly, and she howled.  She had no idea if this was pleasure or discomfort any more.

‘You said you wanted a bad boy,’ Jack gasped.  As she looked down in disbelief, he began to shrug off his suit jacket.  With swift movements he was quickly out of his shirt and trousers without either his mouth or his hands neglecting her throbbing pussy.  He sat there, naked but from black shoes and socks, his face in her cunt.  His body was toned, tanned, his erection beautiful.  Mel’s world was delirium.

‘I do want a bad boy,’ she panted, the sight of his delicious young body tipping her over an edge.  ‘Fuck, I want a bad boy…’

Staring down at him in disbelief, she watched as he opened his jaws, as wide as they could go, his mouth over her pussy hole.

She ached.

She couldn’t hold on.

She had to let go.

The relief at allowing her bladder to relax made her feel as if she were melting, and she began to urinate into the young man’s mouth.

He swallowed, big gulps taking her piss down his throat.  A little sprayed around his face, and some ran down his chin.  She clenched, halting the flow, allowing him time to swallow.  His eyes were closed in concentration.  She began again.

Controlling the flow as to not overwhelm the young lad and end up pissing all over the carpet was exquisitely difficult.  The dam broken, Mel simply wanted to gush.  It felt like trying to halt an orgasm midway through.  But she managed, her breath shallow, ragged.  She held his warm head in her hands.  She pissed into his mouth.  His mouth that was still pressed against her explosive pussy.  A mouth belonging to a boy a mere four years older than her daughter.

She lay back down, crying out.

The only clear thought in her head was, I am pissing in the mouth of a boy young enough to be my son.

She wasn’t sure when she stopped peeing.  Relief and pleasure and incredulity were causing the room to spin.  All she knew was that at some point Jack climbed on top of her, his lower jaw and chest damp with her sprayed urine, and was pushing his cock up her.

He fucked her senseless, kissing her face with urine-soaked lips, and she wrapped herself around him, and began to see stars.

*

He spent the night with her.  They slept little.  He crept out shortly after dawn so none of their colleagues would see them together.

She went downstairs for breakfast.  She had showered, so didn’t look as exhausted as she felt.  She sat down beside her friend Helen, and tried not to wince, such was the soreness of her pussy and anus.

She glimpsed Jack across the room, getting a coffee.  He too had showered.  He’d needed it.  He glanced at her and nodded and that was the last she saw of him.  She and her colleagues said their goodbyes, and headed off to catch their respective trains.

Mel nodded off during the journey home.  She awake at some point to a text message from her daughter, asking how the travelling was going.  As Mel composed a reply, another message came through.

It was a number she didn’t recognise.

Jack.

She’d given him her number just before he’d left her bedroom that morning.

‘Hey u. Fun night ;-) 

Hope to see u at the 

next meeting. Maybe

next time I’ll get u

to shit for me. J. x’

Mel read those words over and over.  She daren’t think of how to reply.

All she knew was, if they did meet up again, he could get her to do anything.


Sissy Maid Scat

1.

Look, I’ve taken money for… services, but I’ve never been a hooker.  Even ‘escort:’ just a silly word that means the same thing that is embarrassed by the truth.  I only ever accepted money from one man, and that was Howard.  In truth, I would almost have certainly have slept with him anyway, money or not.  When we were introduced by mutual friends and got talking on a night out, I thought he was charming and unusual even before he propositioned me.  He was married, and I had a boyfriend, yet the flirting was mutual.  We ended up apart from the others in the smoking garden, talking with the level of good-humoured, confessional intimacy that sometimes is only managed when meeting a stranger for the first time.  I don’t even remember how the conversation managed to end up where it did.  Him smilingly admitting he liked a woman to be dominant, and that he’d even pay to properly experience it.  Me laughing and saying that a man that liked to pay to be bullied sounded like a dream come true.  

That was all it took.

After the group of us left and began to make our separate ways home, he caught up with me.  I lived nearby, and was walking.  He made some excuse to go the same way.  We’d both had a few drinks.  I came right out and said it.

‘Look, don’t expect anything… My boyfriend is back at my flat.  I can’t exactly invite you in.’

He smiled, casually, a touch embarrassed.  He glanced up and down the street, empty and silent at that time of night.  He was in his early thirties, same as me.  He was handsome.  Perhaps five foot eight, a couple of inches shorter than me.  I was even wearing flats that evening.  I’m slim bordering on thin, and he was athletic, so any physical dominance on my part was merely an illusion based on height, but it was nice thinking that, knowing what he liked, he was perhaps thinking of me as some dominant presence.

‘Listen,’ he began.  He hesitated.

‘Go on,’ I said.  What I’d told him was the truth: David, my boyfriend, was waiting for me at home, and so I couldn’t invite Howard back.  But that didn’t mean I wasn’t interested.

‘I heard what you were saying earlier.  About… struggling with money.  Rent, all that.’

I had mentioned it, in a wider conversation with the rest of the group.  I had a job in an insurance office and the money was dreadful, and living costs seemed to be rising by the day.

‘Okay,’ I replied slowly, unsure what he was getting at.

‘Don’t take this the wrong way.  Seriously, I don’t want to cause offence, and I’m sorry in advance if I do, but… Did you mean what you said earlier?  About… taking money to bully someone?’

‘Um.’  My head went blank.  I laughed.  I was surprised.  I’d wondered often whether I could have sex for money, and whether or not it was within me.  I’m sure everyone has at some point.

We were standing beneath a lamppost in front of a shuttered-up health food store, and were discussing money for sexual favours.  The city didn’t feel real, somehow.

‘It would be… interesting, that’s for sure,’ I managed to say eventually.  I cocked my head playfully.  ‘What did you have in mind?’

With such relative ease, Howard and I found ourselves in each other’s lives.  

We didn’t meet for a few weeks after that initial conversation.  I stewed on it a great deal, and was about to dismiss the entire thing as drunken nonsense.  But he did contact me, and I did go through with it.  

Howard was never allowed to bring himself off, and that was something I was not going to do for him.  He was not allowed to fuck me.  In truth, he barely seemed to want to.  This was about something else.  Taking money from him never felt degrading, as I was always in control.  I was always fully clothed, in my everyday outfits of jeans and sweaters and t-shirts.  I didn’t even need to dress like a silly whore.

The money even helped, in some ways: taking it felt as if I were helping him get things out of his system, providing a service.  It seemed to prove that it wasn’t an emotional affair.  That helped with any guilt.

It was a steep learning curve for me, and one I enjoyed.  Finding out I did indeed have a sadistic streak was fun.  In those opening few weeks, he would come round to my flat during the daytime when David was out and clean for me.  That was all.  He would strip naked and I would fling cloths and dusters his way and order him to scrub the flat.  With a raging erection, he would shuffle round the flat and do my bidding.  I would sit at the table and do paperwork whilst he dusted the floor around me, crawling like a dog.  I would flick cigarette ash onto the kitchen floor specifically for him to get down on his knees.

It was an extraordinarily fun way to earn money.

Inbetween his visits, I would think about new ways to degrade him.  A few weeks in, I began to insist he wear a ballgag that I had secretly purchased online.  I bought a cheap and cheerful French maid’s outfit from a fancy dress shop that I made him wear.  He looked ludicrous, and I laughed, but I liked the look of him like that.  A week after that, when he arrived, I told him I had another surprise for him.

‘Open it, then,’ I told him.  He unwrapped the box I handed to him.

It was a black rubber buttplug.

‘Isn’t it nice?’ I cooed.

He muffled nonsensically around his gag, and nodded eagerly.  I lifted his skirt and pushed it up him with no lubricant.  My maid’s eyes watered, but he got on with his chores without further complaint.

I could leave no lasting marks on him.  That was one stipulation to which we had to adhere.  Whenever he went home at night and undressed in front of his wife, his skin needed to be clear.  So any punishment for a poor standard of cleaning had to be sneaky.  I bought clamps to use on his nipples and scrotum.  I would lightly hit his balls with his own belt.  I would gag him, and push my fingers up his nose to suffocate him.

The more he was willing to take, the more I wanted to dish out.

My relationship with Howard began to have a noticeable effect on my relationship with David.  I grew more confident in our bedroom, slapping him, taking control.  He was delighted, if a little surprised, at my newly-found fire.  Yet I could never go to the same level of intensity with him as with Howard.  He was my partner, and I loved him.  Howard, by definition, was to be used and abused.

Soon, I was fisting him.  

I needed to go further.  I needed to wreck him.

I knew where I had to take this.  

2.

Howard stepped out of the spare bedroom, where he always changed, head lowered, hands folded in front of him.  He was wearing his usual black and white maid’s dress, with frilly edges.  Sheer black stockings up to his thighs.  

‘What would you like me to do today, my lady?’ he asked, not looking up at me.

I was sitting at the table, looking over some files for work.  In truth, my eyes were merely glazed over in front of the pages, but I enjoyed looking barely interested in him.  I glanced up.

I hadn’t dressed any differently.  Skinny jeans, green t-shirt.  I didn’t want to give him any sort of warning for what was about to happen.

‘Oh, you,’ I sniffed, as if I’d forgotten about him.  ‘Um, go in the bathroom.  There’s something I need cleaning.  I’ll be through in a moment.’

He shuffled through to the bathroom door, head still down.  I watched him go.  I sipped at my coffee.  I was eager to get up and immediately follow him, but was determined to make him wait.  I did some internal clenching and pushing on my bowels.

I gave it a few minutes.

When I went through he was simply standing there, stockinged feet on the white tiles, head down in his subservient pose.

I strolled past him without really acknowledging him.  As if he were not there, I unfastened my jeans and slid them and my panties down to my ankles, and sat on the toilet seat.

He kept his composure, looking down at his feet.  I watched him as I sat there.  I had never revealed my body to him before.  I listened carefully.  His breathing was growing heavier.

Without a word, and still watching him, I pushed.  The pleasing hiss and feeling of relief as my bladder emptied itself into the bowl beneath me.

The front of his frilly dress was bulging.  He tried not to shift where he stood.

Quietness for a few moments.  I continued to push.

The initial croaking fart echoed against the porcelain, yet I could still hear Howard’s heavy breathing.

I had deliberately held off having a dump that morning, and so my bowels were nicely packed.  I pushed out such a firm, thick log that it stung my bumhole a little.  The splash when it hit the water was loud.

I lay an elbow on my leg, and rested my face in the palm of my hand, as if bored.

I pushed out another.  The smell was of fresh earth.

I pushed out one final, smaller turd, then a few final farts.  I stood up.

‘Okay,’ I said matter-of-factly, turning my back to him.  Jeans and pants still round my ankles, I reached my hands around, placing them on my buttocks.  I spread them wide.  ‘Clean me.’

His gasping was deep, his excitement bordering on uncontrollable.  Still, I heard him turn to me.  He made a small groaning noise, presumably at the sight of me.  

After all we had already experienced, this was his first image of my body, and it was of my spread-open shitty anus.

His arm entered my peripheral vision, as he reached for the toilet roll on the wall.

‘Tongue, you fool,’ I snapped.

A pause.  A long pause, as I wondered whether I had finally broken the worm.  Eventually, his quiet voice, with a noticeable tremble, said, ‘Yes, my lady.’

I heard the shifting of the material of his dress as he got down on his knees behind me.

I gazed at the wall in front of me.  Regardless of how I appeared to Howard, I was experiencing mental turmoil.  I was desperate to degrade this man, yet this was all so recent for me still.  I was constantly fighting the urge to be disgusted at myself: this was pushing things beyond all reasonable levels of acceptability.

I could feel his heavy breaths on the backs of my thighs and on my vagina, the latter damp from both pee and excitement.  ‘Not the pussy,’ I nonetheless ordered, still looking straight forward.  Having him eat me out would have been too… straight.  We were not about that, I insisted to myself.

No.  He was going to eat my shit.

I stood there, holding open my arse.  I could hear him practically whimpering.  I was about to order him again, before I felt his nose press against the top of my behind.

Then, the strangest rimming I’d ever received.

It was sticky.  It was punctuated every few moments with a pause, as Howard had to move back and retch.  I kept thinking he had broken, but then he would push his face back in for more.  He kept his tongue at my anus, and was trying to curl it beneath the faecal matter in order to dig it out of me.  His tongue working its way into my butt was certainly having a pleasurable effect on me, and I had to restrain myself from reaching round and touching my pussy.

He was coughing, gagging.  That was fine.  I expected nothing more.  Firm as my shits had been, I imagined my anus was comparatively clean – I wickedly wondered how we would be getting on had I had explosive diarrhea.  Still, his gag reflex was only natural.

He was gasping for air, groaning.  I waited for him to plead to be able to stop, but he didn’t, going back to the well again and again, using his tongue and his lips and his nose on my butthole, anything to clear it of shit.

He was a thorough maid, right up until I heard him vomit down himself.

I turned around.  He was leaning back, looking down at himself, appalled.  His cock was raging, jutting up from beneath his dress, splattered with puke.  His face was filthy, his mouth covered in smeared brown.  He was gasping for breath, and I could see the shit on his teeth and tongue.

‘I’m sorry, my lady,’ he panted, looking up at me.  ‘It just… got a bit much…’

I smiled.  I reached around, pressing a finger against my bumhole.  It came back with traces of brown, but was surprisingly okay.  I tore a sheet of paper and wiped the remainder away.

‘That’s quite okay,’ I said softly.  ‘You’ve done a good job.’  I stroked his hair.  ‘Mouth open.’

He opened his mouth unquestioningly, and I popped the ball of used toilet paper in there.

I smiled again, sweetly.  ‘Hold it…’

He tried as long as he could, bless him.  He ended up flinging his head over the toilet bowl and vomited out the paper and what was left in his guts.  He puked on the shits I’d done earlier, and hadn’t flushed.  I watched him, his head in the bowl.

‘Good maid,’ I said gently.

3.

I think I’ve broken him.  He hasn’t been in touch since, and that was nearly two weeks ago now.  I wonder if it made him ill.

I lie in bed at night and think of what I made him do.  If anything, I regret not going further, and not shitting straight into his mouth.

Jesus.  What have I become?

David is asleep beside me.  I made him lick my arsehole earlier tonight.  He ate at it eagerly.  He kept gasping, ‘God, I want to taste you, god, I want to taste you.’

I know he wasn’t talking about my shit.  But if I don’t hear from Howard again…

Who knows, maybe David will get to taste me after all.
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