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When You Piss Upon a Star

A rainy midweek evening in a nondescript town.  Early February.  A write-off of an evening.  The pubs and bars are empty, desperate.  Traffic splashes through puddles.

An old church converted into an arts centre about 20 years ago.  It specialises in small exhibitions and small concerts.  Posters outside, peeling in the drizzle, advertise her gig here, tonight.  She has a newish album out – on a label so tiny it is practically self-released – but knows no-one is interested in an old rocker’s new material.  She plays a greatest hits set instead, to an audience maybe only a third full.

Kath Joan was never huge, even in her heyday, but she was well-known enough.  The frontwoman of a band who had a few modest hits with punky, radio-friendly rock in the early 1980s.  Their few hit singles still turn up on middle-of-the-road radio stations and drive-time compilation CDs.  She looked good on stage, back in the day: slim, clad in black leather, electric guitar held like a weapon and a wild mop of flailing dyed black hair.  Her bandmates were suitably anonymous, male, and have long been forgotten.  She was the star of the outfit: after a couple of albums, the band split, and she embarked on a solo career from then on.  It never really worked out.  A couple of early singles that scraped into the Top 40 aside, she quickly sank from the public eye.

The crowd tonight reflects her lack of relevance in today’s scene.  Aging rockers – couples, lone men nursing pints, music fans with nothing better to do – with thinner hair and rounder stomachs than they had back in their heyday.  A few younger spectators dance down by the stage, but it’s mainly a reserved, mature, respectable lot.

Still, she gives it her all.  Kath Joan is pushing sixty now, but is in decent shape: her black jeans may no longer be skinny, but she looks good in scruffy sweat-stained vest, tattooed arms exposed.  Her dyed black hair is showing grey, and her vocals, screeches and roars are deeper and huskier than on the records anyone really cares about, but she still has that frontwoman quality: all eyes on her, not the bland, forgettable touring session musicians that make up her backing band tonight.  Youth and vibrancy and danger may have been replaced by predictability and safety and late middle age, but those who made it out tonight enjoy the show.  For an encore, she comes back on stage and performs an acoustic version of probably her most well-known track.  They played a full-band version of it earlier in the night.  Kath appreciates their applause and thanks them gratefully.  

The gig is wrapped up by 10.30pm.  No-one complains.  People have work in the morning.  The hall begins to empty out, the lights come on.  The band shuffle gingerly back on stage with a few roadies and begin packing up their equipment.

A few loiter by the bar, chatting and savouring their pints.  After a few minutes, Kath Joan herself appears.  She is welcomed with smiles and compliments for her performance.  She smiles, chats, signs any CDs any middle-aged, starstruck loners want to buy from the merchandise table.  She allows one or two to buy her a rum and coke.  People continue to drift back out into the rainy night.

Towards the end, Kath gets talking to a pair of younger guys at the table.  One is perhaps twenty, the other maybe a couple of years older.  They’re both markedly different from the chubby, balding, stuttering chaps that have been hovering around.  Both slim, tattooed, fashionably dressed, cool hair and facial hair.  Very hip, very handsome.  They know their music, and they ask her questions about the scene back in the day.  They punctuate their conversation with questions about her current work, so as not to make her feel obsolete.  They drink, and chat.  Kath Joan laughs, a lot.  She is flattered, and feels youthful in the boys’ company.

Practically everyone is gone.  The band are still through in the hall, rolling up cables and shifting amps.

‘Fuck this, I fancy continue chatting for a bit more,’ she says suddenly.  She has a gig elsewhere tomorrow night but they’re staying in town tonight, and heading off in the morning.  Some of the crew are lucky enough to have booked rooms, some are crashing in the minibus.  Kath has a room in a travel lodge round the corner.  The lads know of it.  She suggests drinks in the bar there.  They nod, and one of them mutters, ‘Sure.’

They pull their jackets on and dash out into the cold night.  Kath Joan calls over to her crew, tells them she’ll see them all later.

Like everywhere tonight, the travel lodge bar is quiet, and almost empty.  The three of them perch at a table in the corner and continue drinking.  Kath Joan is giggling.  When she finds out the two lads run their own music website, she is delighted.

‘So, is tonight gonna get a good review, or what?’ she mock-snarls.  Doug, the slightly older of the two, bearded, facial piercings, goes for obvious cheese: 

‘Depends what’s gonna happen, surely..?’

He says it with a wink and a grin and Kath Joan laughs again.  She gets to her feet.

‘Think I need a wee break,’ she tells them, heading off, leaving the guys to discuss things in private.

When she returns, they continue asking her about herself, her career.  Their talking seems to drift between interview and conversation.  Kath is having fun, talking with people who seem to know their stuff, who know about her stuff, who seem interested.

She hasn’t toured for ages, she tells them.  This is the first time in just over ten years.  She’s recently divorced, and her son has finally left home for university.  

‘I wanted to push myself, y’know?’ she asks, downing another whiskey and coke.  ‘See if I still have it in me?  Fuck growing old gracefully.’

She had a booze and drug problem back in the ‘80s and ‘90s.  Quit both for years, and is still off drugs, but allows herself to drink again nowadays.  As if on cue, Antony returns from the bar with a fresh set of shot glasses.

This is clearly flirting now.  The lads are men of few words, instead letting Kath chatter away.  The bar is quiet but for their corner.  The barman, bored, reading a newspaper, ignores them.

Kath Joan is giving a tired spiel about how rock n roll today isn’t what it used to be.  Too corporate, too clean-cut.  As she talks, she stretches out one of her legs beneath the table.  Despite the cool weather, Doug is wearing combat trousers cut off just below the knee: her heeled leather boot strokes his tattooed calf.  She flashes a naughty smile.  Antony, sitting beside his friend, can see what’s happening: not wanting him to feel left out, she then moves her foot across to brush his leg too.

‘Listen, I better go turn in,’ she says, a little slurred, and with practically no subtlety.  ‘I dunno if you fellas want to escort me to my door..?’ 

It’s drunken, and obvious, and crass.  Were she dressed differently and in a different context, she’d be no different to some boozed up old slapper on a night out.  She’s old enough to be their mothers – hell, at fifty-eight, maybe even their grandmothers – but the two guys are game.  Even pushing sixty, this is still Kath Joan.

They head up the two floors to her room.  She has to lower her voice and her laughs as they walk through the empty corridors, for fear of disturbing any other guests.  By the time she slumps against the doorway to her room, turning to face them, and asking the two boys inside, she has gone naturally quiet, nerves perhaps taking over.

‘Just so you know, this is not, y’know, something I do every night,’ she is saying, almost apologetically.  ‘I, y’know.  This is fun.  I haven’t had fun in ages, believe it or not.’

The lads, quiet, wait for their opportunity.

‘Anyway, fuck it,’ Kath Joan says, snapping out of her caution and grinning again.  ‘Fun.  This is all just fun.’  She unlocks the door, and she steps inside, flicking on the lights.  The lads follow.

They close the hotel room door behind them.  It won’t be fun for much longer.

***

They are kissing within moments of getting inside.  The only sounds, initially, are the smacking of wet lips together, and the hum of the overhead light.  She stands in the middle of the floor, both lads either side of her, turning her head, taking turns to French kiss both of them.  She hasn’t even taken her jacket off.  They begin to undress her.

They sit her on the bed.  Her vest is off, and the front of her trousers are unfastened.  Kath Joan sits there, bra holding her weighty tits in place.  In the harshness of light and the mystique of the stage gone, she looks like what she is: once slim and cutting edge, now flabby, tattooed, with a generous slab of middle-aged spread.  She may have been some kind of star, once, but not now.

They whip her bra off, and take turns sucking her tits.  She has her eyes closed, and holds them to her.  Whilst one nuzzles at her, the other begins yanking her jeans off.  She kicks off her boots for easier movement.

They take turns eating Kath Joan’s hairy, increasingly damp pussy.  They jam fingers up her as they begin to turn more serious.  She is muttering curses at them, face growing flushed.  They slap her arse and her meaty inked thighs.  She has rings through both nipples, and they tweak them cruelly.  It is beginning to dawn on her, too late, far too late, that these are not young starstruck fans unable to believe their luck.  They are viewing her with embarrassment and contempt, and are beginning to treat her accordingly.

When they begin to spitroast her, it is roughly.

She is losing track of who was who.  They’re both young, hairy, tattooed, dressed in black.  They are changing positions, swapping places, with something like a well-oiled confidence.  They know what they are doing.  This isn’t the first whore they’ve double-teamed, that much is obvious.

They are rough with her mouth.  She is breathing furiously through her nostrils, desperate for breath.  Her eyes are starting to water, eyeliner and makeup washed away in a dark smeary smudge, her true age further revealed in the harsh light of rough sex.

She is on all fours, her mouth full, when the cock down below leaves the slickness of her loose pussy and presses forebodingly against the crinkled entrance to her brown anus.  She was babbling around the cock fucking her throat, saliva and drool flowing over her chin, pleading for more, pleading to be treated like an animal, pleading to be fucked like a dog.

They take turns fucking her roughly in the arse, with no consideration for comfort.

Even sodomising Kath Joan in a hotel room is not enough.  These guys need to see more degradation, need to inflict more humiliation.  Whatever confidence she has shown tonight – well-earned after forty years gigging, mild fame and success, a full life, a family – lies in tatters along with her discarded clothes. 

Whoever is in her arse yanks out without warning, and she breaks wind involuntarily over the retreating cock of this young stranger.  Not her finest moment.  They clamber off the bed, and grab her by her greying dyed hair, and drag her through into the small bathroom just off the bedroom.

She is calling them every name she can think of.  She is horrified at how sleazy and aggressive this has turned, but excited too: her hand never moves from her pussy, where her fingers rub her clit furiously.

She is bundled into the bathtub, a touch confused, too lost in a blur of sweat and adrenaline and the smell of cock and cunt for anything to really dawn on her.

They’re standing above her.  The bathroom extractor fan hums.  She is gasping, with excitement and fear.  The bath feels chilly beneath her meaty bare legs.

The lads are still dressed, only the fronts of their trousers opened, cocks jutting out.  One now drops his jeans and boxers, and turns away from her.  He bends over.  Before she is aware of what is happening, the other is pushing her face into his friend’s arse.  She is held there as she licks anus, her chin pressed into his hairy balls, man sweat filling her nostrils.  As before, they swap positions, so she has to rim them both.  She keeps her eyes closed, not daring to look how clean their holes are.  Their arseholes smell musty.

She continues mashing her clit with her hand.  She shoves a few fingers inside.

Now they’ve both stepped back, facing her.   She looks up at them, a sweating, flustered mess, unable to believe the disgraced state in which she has found herself.  They tower above her, penises pointing directly at her.

The first blast of urine hits her full in the face.  It is the last thing she is expecting.  It stings her eyes, gets in her mouth.  She flinches back, out of the way, coughing and shouting out loud.  Only one of the lads is pissing, but the other is still holding his penis in his hand, aiming, grimacing as he pushes internally on his bladder.  ‘Hang on a sec,’ he tells his mate, and the other one stops pissing for a moment, cutting himself off mid-flow – only to start up again when his companion’s piss starts to flow.  They seem to take particular care to hit her mouth and eyes.  She holds one hand out in front of her face to protect herself, to little use.  The other hand she continues to use to frig herself wildly.

Back when she was in the band, decades ago, Kath Joan twice appeared on Top of the Pops.  Their second and third singles got high enough in the charts to warrant a performance of each.  Backstage, she met fading stars, groups at their pinnacle, future superstars.  She remembers the excitement she felt, wondering where her life would take her from this point on.  It was hers for the taking.

She is now sitting drunk in a cheap hotel bathtub, being urinated upon by two young men.

One clearly has less piss stored than the other.  His flow grows jerky, stutters, and fails.  Within seconds, he is gripping Kath by her sopping hair and thrusting her head forward onto his cock.  She is mouth-fucked whilst the other continues to piss over her face, neither lad concerned that the other is getting splashed also.

When the second lot of piss is finished emptying over her, that cock is pushed into her mouth alongside his friend’s.  Face and hair dripping with piss, Kath Joan’s mouth is stretched wide as the two lads, pressed against one another, fuck it simultaneously.

She isn’t even properly aware of when they come, her mouth is so overwhelmed by the taste of urine.  Her head is grabbed harder and they stuff her mouth tightly, pumping fast.  Overcome by degradation and sheer awfulness, a dark orgasm finally begins to wrack her tubby body.  She slumps, slipping down onto her side in the now wet tub, lying in spasm in the pool of piss formed at the bottom, as she screams out at the night.

She lies there in disbelief.  Aftershocks continue to rock her jerking body.

The lads are hoisting up their trousers and putting their dicks away.  They are talking, softly, chuckling, although she has no idea what they are saying.  One leans over and slaps her rear a couple more times, grinning, grabbing her wet flab in his hands as she lies there, exhausted.  He jams a finger into her anus almost as a goodbye, although as she is swollen from their fucking it slides in and out easily.

He steps away, and leaves the room, sniffing his finger.  The other is still fastening his trousers, straightening himself out.

‘Good luck with the gig tomorrow night,’ he says as he leaves, and actually sounds genuine.  

She continues lying there, in piss and disgrace, as she hears the hotel door open and close.

She stays there for a while, before clambering to her feet.  She aches from their rough treatment.  She switches on the shower, and stands beneath the hot clean water, washing the warm unclean water away.

Eventually she steps out of the bath.  She stands in front of the mirror.  The bathroom light is harsh.  It shows every wrinkle, every imperfection, every sign of age.  She looks at herself, and thinks, I used to be a star, once.


Sweaty Facesitting

I took up jogging when I was nineteen.  Not in an effort to lose weight: actually, as part of a wider attempt to get fit  and bulk up, to increase weight, or increase muscle, anyway.  I’d always been tall and slim, although, in my eyes, too slim: my teenage years didn’t seem to see me filling out, so I decided one day to take up weights and running.  I experienced limited success: I had no stamina whatsoever, managing only a few lifts of the dumbbells in my bedroom and a once-round the block before collapsing in exhaustion.  I was too humiliated and broke to join a gym, and began to grow increasingly disheartened, finding excuses to skip my runs before I’d even really begun.

I still lived at home, with my parents.  It was my mother who suggested I contact my aunt: Kelly was a keen runner, my mother reminded me, and had recently completed yet another half-marathon.  Maybe she could give me some tips.

I found her on Facebook.  My family were never particularly close with one another: Kelly was the wife of my mother’s younger brother, my Uncle Dave, and, although we all lived in the same city, never really saw one another outside of obligatory family get-togethers at Christmas.  Still, Kelly had always seemed nice enough: my uncle was a quiet, moody, unapproachable man, but Kelly always seemed up for a laugh and a joke.  She was taller than her husband, perhaps as tall as me: naturally darker skin, and black hair, she’d just turned forty but had the muscles and athleticism of someone far younger.  I’d once heard my father refer to her as ‘that Amazon woman,’ and he wasn’t far wrong.

I sent her a message, saying hi, explaining that I’d just taken up jogging.  I was embarrassed to ask for help, although I wasn’t asking for much.  I think all I really wanted were a few words of encouragement from someone who, presumably, had been disheartened herself in the past, and who had managed to work through it.

I ended up receiving those words, and more: she replied later that afternoon, as I sat crashed on the couch with a game controller in my hand.  She was delighted I’d taken it up: even getting out there was more than most people would ever achieve.  She gave me a few tips, on warm-ups and being well-hydrated and making sure I had my breathing right.  She signed off offering to be a running buddy, if I liked.  

It was a surprising offer.  I told her there would be no way I would be able to keep pace with her, or cover anywhere near the same distance.  She said that was fine: she could head over to this side of the city, run a while with me, and then jog home.  

There was no real reason for me not to agree.

It was hard work, but it went well.  Kelly would meet me at the park near mine in the morning and we would do a few circuits, her giving me tips and support along the way.  She barely seemed to grow out of breath even when talking: those first couple of weeks, breathing was such an issue for me I could barely even reply whilst running.  We’d meet in the mornings, three times a week, heading over grass wet with dew and a bit of footpath, passing by the empty football pitches and disused tennis courts.  I gradually began to feel my limbs complaining less as my stamina increased: I began to grow less self-conscious, less awkward.  I began to notice, too, that Kelly was giving me less advice and support as time went on, and we would simply chat as we ran.  

I’ll admit I began to develop more than a crush on her.  Still slightly naïve and vanilla about the world, I would have been appalled when I began had anyone suggested that my aunt was good eye candy whilst exercising, but I was struggling not to think of her in those terms now.  In the past, I’d only ever seen Kelly in the past in make-up and stylish clothes: dark eye-shadow and scarlet lipstick, cream slacks and expensive-looking blouses that showed off her biceps.

Out here, of course, her skin was free from make-up, natural, and no less agreeable for that.  She looked softer, more approachable.  I tended to wear black when I ran, plain black shorts and a vest, to hide my sweat: she wore black Lycra bottoms, tight, accentuating her healthy behind nicely, but a grey vest, the back of which would grow increasingly dark with damp as we ran.  If she ever found herself a couple of steps ahead of me – which, let’s face it, was often – I’d gaze at that damp patch with excitement.  It was somehow intimate, yet not obscene.  I got thinking of the sweat that would be forming elsewhere on her body.

Even after a tough workout, I’d often have to masturbate when I got back.

As I grew more comfortable circling the park a few times, Kelly began to shake our routes up.  ‘Circuits can get a bit boring,’ she explained one morning, as we ran past the entrance to the park, not entering.  ‘It can be quite a drag seeing the same things repeating over and over.  Let’s head off somewhere.’

We did, doing similar distances but in a large loop, never back-tracking, past the shops and the ring-road and over the footbridge.  The variety did indeed seem to help, and at least once a week we’d just head out for a random street jog.  

At the end of one of these runs, as Kelly left me at the bottom of my street before continuing on her way, she said, ‘You know, the distance you’re now managing, you can probably get to mine from here.  How about next time, I meet you here, we jog home, have food, and I’ll drive you home afterwards?’

It sounded good to me.  I hadn’t been to her and my uncle’s house in years, and hadn’t seen my uncle since the previous Christmas.  In my head, I’d always thought of their house as quite a trek from where my parents lived: I was a little surprised, and delighted, that I was now able to run a comparable distance.  

‘Great, I’ll see you Sunday,’ she said, grinning and turning her back on me as she headed off down the road.  I jogged on the spot for a few moments, watching her black bobbing ponytail and delicious backside beneath the tight material of her jogging bottoms, before continuing to my front door.

It was a decent run to Kelly and my uncle’s place.  We maintained a steady pace, chatting as we went.  She asked me how job hunting was going, how it was living with my folks.  We’d gotten to know one another fairly well over the few months we’d been training together.  I enjoyed our conversations: she was clearly an adult, unlike aimless, drifting me, and yet not the staid, predictable, lifeless adulthood as represented by my own parents.  

Again, I tried not to look too many times at the sweat forming on her bare arms, or the thick muscles visible through her sweatpants on the backs of her legs.

We reached her place, and my delight at having managed the distance – and in not too exhausted a state – was obvious.  She grinned at me on the doorstop, and slapped me on the shoulder.  Sweat on her fingertips, her touch felt hot and clammy.

‘Doing good!’ she exclaimed.  We began to do our post-run warm-down stretches.  ‘Ever thought you’d improve this much?’ she asked.

I shook my head, not wanting to boast but unable to hide my delight.  ‘Not in a million years,’ I smiled.  ‘Thank you.  Thank you so much for this.  You’re amazing.’

She gave me a look there, glancing back almost playfully over her shoulder as she unlocked the back door.  I immediately blushed, figuring I’d said something wrong, sounding like some dumb kid with a crush.

She turned away, still smiling, and let us both in.

We kicked off our trainers and left them by the door.  She went straight to the sink and brought me a glass of water, which I accepted gratefully.

She stood in front of me and watched me drink, her own glass at her lips.  I suddenly became aware of her proximity to me, indoors – we’d only ever been this close when outside, when the sweat worked up from running was less noticeable in the outside air.  Here, I could feel her heat, and smell her pits – far from unpleasant to me.  

‘You look good,’ she said eventually, still looking at me, lowering her glass from her lips.  Her ample chest was still rising and falling, her breathing deep from the exercise.  ‘A guy who’s just worked out is so attractive.’

I blinked.  It wasn’t what I had been expecting.  I’d actually been worrying that, if I could smell her, she would be able to smell me.  I worried how gross she thought I was.

‘I... Uh, thanks,’ I muttered, not exactly looking away, but having to avert eye contact.  ‘I figure I must smell terrible, I’m sorry… I’m all sweaty.’  I felt disorientated, awkward at her compliment.  She clearly didn’t mean it: she can’t have meant it.

She placed her glass on the sideboard, and stepped closer to me.  She stepped right up to me, pressing her breasts against my chest.  I could see the strap of her sports-bra beneath her vest-strap.  Her breasts felt firm, pressed against me, held firmly together.

‘You smell good,’ she muttered, her face close to mine.  I could see the moisture on her forehead.  She actually breathed in.  ‘Sweat is good.  It means you’ve worked hard.  Means you’ve pushed your body.’

I was slightly disbelieving, but somehow calm.  Her body felt muscular, toned, pressed against mine.

I tried to speak, and noticed a nervous tremor in my voice.

‘Is... Uncle Dave not here?’ I asked.  It was the only thing I could think to say.

She thrust her hand into my crotch, and squeezed my penis, hard.  I cried out, shocked and delighted.

‘He’s out all day,’ she muttered, pressing her lips close to my ear.  She squeezed again, harder, yanking at my rapidly-stiffening meat with aggressive playfulness.  She had a powerful grip.

‘Jesus... Aunt Kelly...’ I gasped, not daring to move, staring ahead over her shoulder as she continued whispering into my ear.

‘You’ve seen I’ve worked up a sweat?’ she murmured.  ‘I’ve seen you looking at me... You naughty thing.  I see how you look at me when I’m all hot and flustered...  Do you think I smell good, too?’

I didn’t know what to say.  Was this some kind of game?  Had she grown weary of my constant glances, and this was some... humiliating punishment?

‘I… think you smell incredible,’ I managed to stammer.

Her hand slipped past the waistband of my shorts, into my boxers.  She grabbed my cock in her strong fist and yanked it out of my trousers.

All I could do was gasp.

I looked down in disbelief at my aunt’s fingers around my cock, as she began to tug me.

‘That good, hmm?’ she cooed, leaning back so she could see the expressions on my face.

‘Jesus.  Yes.’  I leaned back against the counter, feeling incredible, watching her jerk me.  She began to tighten her grip, again squeezing tightly in her powerful fist, until I cried out in gorgeous pain.  She smirked, at that, and let me go.  My cock jerked in the air, and I gasped at the release, both relieved and disappointed.  My own hand flew to it.

‘I’m going to ask you straight,’ Kelly said, her grin fading, but not entirely gone.  ‘I’ve worked up a sweat.  Everywhere,’ she gestured, waving a hand up and down herself.  ‘But my pants in particular.’

I was trying to listen calmly, and not look like a goggle-eyed fool, but my mind and excitement levels were all over the place.  I must have been gawping.

‘I’m going to sit on your face,’ she said, coolly, unruffled, as if explaining instructions to a handyman.  ‘We’re not going to have sex.  Not today.  You can jerk off afterwards.  Instead, you’re going to prove to me how well you can take an ass on your face.  Do you understand?’

I nodded dumbly.  In truth, I think I understood very little by this point.

She told me to lie down.  I did as requested, immediately, lying down there on the hard kitchen floor.  Looking up at her from that angle, she towered.  Her height, her power, her beauty: I didn’t stand a chance.

She put her foot in my mouth first, stretching my mouth wide, pushing her biggest four toes inside.  She had removed her trainers but not her socks: they were worn-looking, grey.  They tasted musty and damp.

She looked down at me, again smiling a touch, as she manoeuvred her foot around, stretching my lips.  I made a few muffled noises.  I had to breathe through my nostrils, but it was all dampness and smelly material I was taking in to my lungs.  She lowered her heel to my face, increasing pressure, grinding her sole against my nose, my eyes, my cheeks.  

My hands left my crotch, my erection twitching furiously in the air, and gripped her ankle, holding her down onto me.  My tongue took what flavours it could.  Then she stepped away, and I gasped clean air, albeit disappointed.

I looked up at her, from my worthless position on the floor.  She turned away from me.

She seemed to lower her backside onto my face in slow motion.

In those moments before she blocked my vision, her Lycra-clad rear agonisingly close as she squatted down over me, I could actually see a darker patch of material within the already dark navy around her crotch and bum, and I opened my mouth to meet it.

She smothered me.  Squashing my nose, pressing her weight down, she seemed to squeeze the breath and the strength right out of me.  I cried out involuntarily, muffled against her buttocks, arousal and survival instinct jostling for control of my reactions.  Again, my hands were up, holding onto her hips, holding her down, pulling her to me.  I nuzzled into my aunt’s ass.

She was sweaty, alright, and hot.  With my struggles for breath, she was overpowering.  She was mashing my nose to my face and my lips were closed, but I still managed to snake my tongue out, rubbing across the damp material, probing the Lycra with all my might.  She seemed to be able to feel this, because she giggled.

The air was thick, cloying.  Salt from the sweat of my aunt, sweat from her pussy, sweat from her butthole.

‘Good boy,’ I heard her mutter above me, although my hearing was blocking somewhat by her thighs around my head.  She began to rock backwards and forwards a touch, grinding against my face.  ‘Good boy.’

I was eating, lapping, gasping like crazy.  It was overwhelming.  I was even trying to get some of the material between my teeth: in a frenzy, I wanted to suck the dirty moisture straight from her gusset, to swallow it down.  I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care.  She rode my face, increasingly pressing the air from me, all the time calling me her good boy.

I’d have probably let her smother me into unconsciousness had she not lifted her rump when she did, allowing me to gasp cool, clear air.  I was seeing stars.

She gave me a few moments, before sitting back down on me.

I don’t know how long she kept me like that, at the edge of endurance, constantly taking me to the brink of passing out before allowing me the requisite lungfuls of air to stay conscious.  She slipped her hand down the front of her pants, and began masturbating herself as she smothered me, making her movements even more erratic.  Her weight on my face seemed even heavier as she lost control.

I began begging at some point, although I couldn’t tell you what I was actually pleading for.  For more?  For sexual release?  For air?  Even into her buttocks, I was repeating the garbled words of ‘Please… Aunt Kelly… Oh god… Please…’ over and over, stuck on some delirious loop.

I didn’t even have to touch myself in the end.  I ejaculated spontaneously, without touch, I had been pushed so close to the edge.  My cock simply began pumping.  I hollered muffled cries into her firm, hot buttocks, as she, too, began rocking on my face, legs kicking out, her own debauched orgasm ripping through her, pressed against my mouth.

She slid off me, sliding onto the floor, and we both remained there for a while.

Of course, she recovered quicker than I managed, hopping to her feet, and rearranging herself.  She took another glug of water, and held it out to me.

‘You need to stay hydrated,’ she said, as I shakily sat up.  I tucked my deflating cock away.  Cum was splattered across the bottom of my vest.

I nodded, dazed.

She helped me to my feet, hauling me up.  She laughed seeing the semen on the top.

‘Okay,’ she said.  ‘Let me take you home.  Keep up that rate, and I’ll even take my bottoms off, let you taste my butthole for real.  Deal?’

Again, I nodded, stupidly, with no idea what to say.

‘C’mon, training buddy,’ she said, leading me to the door.  I went wherever she pointed me.  ‘You’ve done well.  I think that was a hell of a workout.  Don’t you agree?’


Student Escort: Scat Domination

Kara wanders downstairs sleepily, still in her pj bottoms and baggy t-shirt.  Dorothy follows Kara’s bare feet eagerly.  Kara got Dorothy when she was only a three month old kitten, on her nineteenth birthday: now one year old, the cat remains a bundle of energy.  Kara flicks the kettle on and puts a bowl of biscuits down on the kitchen floor.  She makes herself a cup of tea and a couple of slices of toast, and pads through into her front room.

She curls up on the couch.  Crunching toast, she grabs her tablet.  She checks her various social network sites, likes a few status updates and photos uploaded by her friends.  After a while, Dorothy comes and joins her, settling down on the pillow beside her.

She checks her emails, and immediately regrets doing so: an invoice from the university, for the coming year’s tuition fees, is waiting for her.  She’s been expecting it, but it is still an unpleasant reminder of her financial responsibilities. 

Kara lives alone, in a nice flat on a tree-lined avenue.  She’d spent the first year living in halls of residence with nearly ten other girls, and had vowed to never share again.  It had been a year of drama, noise, and cleaning everyone else’s dirty dishes in the shared kitchen.  She’s been in this flat just under a year, just her and the cat, and it is bliss.  Her rent, she knows, is far higher than if she were sharing a house, and she gets no support from her parents: Kara’s background, it would be fair to say, is troubled.  Her mother is a methadone addict, her older brother in jail for beating a lad half to death in a nightclub.  Her father is an alcoholic drifter.

She doesn’t think about her family life much, but somehow, Kara had escaped.  She had enough natural smarts to realise knuckling down and getting a place at a university was perhaps her easiest way out.  She hasn’t looked back.  She rarely visits home.

And yet: emotional scars manifest themselves in other ways.  And rent, and fees, and bills, all need paying.

Finishing her toast, she logs on to the Working Girls site.

Kara has been escorting since she took the flat.  She’d been turning the idea round in her head for a while beforehand.  She knew her mother had been on and off the game throughout Kara’s childhood, and her memory of that time was of strange, unfamiliar, frightening men constantly coming to the house.  She knew how damaged a woman her mother was, and how prostitution had done nothing to help her there.  Yet it seemed like such a common sense way to make money, if done in the right way.  It wasn’t time intensive; it wasn’t taxed.  She had no abusive boyfriend taking a cut.  Kara was pretty, and young.  She wasn’t messed up on drugs.  She enjoyed sex.

She set up a profile on an escort website.  Listing her prices and services, potential clients email her, and she can pick and choose who to meet.  The sample selfies of herself that she uploaded subtly hide her face from public view, but it is obvious that she is young and attractive.  She calls herself Small Town Girl, and cultivates the image of a naughty innocent, a kinky girl next door.  In the ‘Likes’ column listing sexual preferences, she has left everything ticked.  In her experience, men are actually surprisingly simply creatures: a bit of erotic lingerie here and there, but most just want sex and a cuddle.  If anyone wants to push the boat out, she is happy to consider it, considering she trusts the guy and is happy experimenting.  The freakier, more aggressive messages, she can simply ignore.

She can afford to be choosy.  She only needs to do perhaps one meet a week to more than make ends meet.  Her overheads are low: she keeps mainly to herself, socialising infrequently, focusing on her studies.  Rude, one-line messages demanding a last-minute fuck are duly ignored.  Ideally, she would like to develop a group of about half a dozen men to see her each about once a month, and she’d be sorted.  

Still, she has to admit meeting new guys for the first time has its excitement.

She has an email waiting for her.  It is from someone with the username LeeFourth, a name unfamiliar to her.  She opens it.

‘Hi there Small Town Girl, I hope this finds you well.  Apologies if this is too last-minute, but a friend and I will be in town to see a gig this Friday night.  I see from your profile (and love your pictures, by the way!) that you like group action and watersports?  We were wondering whether you’d be interested in meeting up?  We’re both late-20s, white, clean.  Looking for sex – ‘A’ Levels, O, DP – and watersports (you receiving).  Again, sorry for the last-minute message: take care.’

The message was sent yesterday.  They were hoping to meet today.

Lee, the mailer, had left a mobile number at the bottom of the message.  Kara reads through the message again.  He certainly sounds polite, which was perhaps the first thing Kara reacts to.  He is asking for a few things Kara had actually never done – even though she offered them on her profile, she has never been with more than one guy  at once, and has never tried watersports.  The thought fills her with sudden nerves, but also excitement at the trying of something new, and nasty.

She drums her fingers absently, pondering.  She’ll be able charge far more than for just a blow job.  The invoice she saw mere moments ago is playing on her mind.

The financial-worry butterflies in her stomach make the decision for her.  She gets off the couch, and goes and grabs her second mobile from the kitchen.  She checks it is charged.  This mobile, she only uses for her escorting work.

She sits back on the couch and calls the number.

‘Hello?’ a male voice asks: clear, pleasant.

‘Hi, is this Lee..?’ Kara asks.

‘It is indeed,’ he replies, and from his phone manner alone, Kara is convinced this guy is okay.

‘Hi,’ she says, batting away Dorothy, who decides to attack her toes.  ‘This is, um, Small Town Girl?  I believe I received a message from you..?’

‘Oh, hi!’  He sounds delighted.  A muffled noise like he is shifting the phone.  ‘Thanks for getting back to me.  Would you like me to call you back?’

‘That’s fine,’ Kara smiles, definitely warming to him.  ‘I get free minutes… Um, yeah, I can be free this evening, if you and your friend are still going to be around?’

‘Excellent,’ he says.  ‘Yes, yes, we will be.’

‘Okay, well, I don’t do outcalls with two people… My place only for that,’ she says.  She was usually fine with guys either coming here or her visiting their hotel rooms, but if she was going to be seeing two at once, she thinks she’d be more at ease at home.  ‘I can text you the address when you’re near.  Are you okay with that?’

‘Of course,’ he says.  ‘However is comfortable with you.’

Kara kicks Dorothy off the couch.  The cat growls in annoyance.

She tells Lee her fee.  He accepts cheerfully enough, even at the higher than usual price she quotes.  She is getting a good feeling about this.

They agree on five this evening.  Lee and his friend are going to a concert across the city at about seven.  She hangs up, feeling a lot better about the current state of her world.

She spends the day studying, pausing only to cycle to the university to return library books.  She even stops in one of the campus cafes, sitting by herself with a syrupy coffee and her headphones on, watching other people sitting chatting in groups.  She sees a couple of people from her course that she recognises, and smiles, and waves, but makes no effort to join them.  Kara is a friendly person, but her own company is delightful to her.

She heads back home in the afternoon to get ready.  She didn’t discuss with Lee how she should dress: unless specifically told otherwise, she assumes the punters that contact her are doing so because of her normal, girl-next-door vibe, and so doesn’t dress up for the occasion.  She showers, soaping her long, straight brown hair.  Her breasts are small, and she shaves her pussy.  The girl in the bathroom mirror looks young.

She dries her hair with a towel and flicks the radio on in the bedroom.  She makes sure packets of condoms and lube are on the bedside table.  She pulls on cutesy white matching bra and panties, combat green cargo trousers, and an old, far-too-big Ramones t-shirt.  She receives a text from Lee saying they’re nearby.  She replies with her address, and is told to expect them in ten minutes or so.

In truth, she is nervous, and has been all day, trying to stay busy to keep her mind preoccupied.  Only now does she begin to allow herself thoughts of what was about to happen.  Two men...  Two men pissing on her.  She hopes she won’t show her naivety and be clearly grossed out by it.

Her stomach lurches when her doorbell sounds.  She takes a few deep breaths before buzzing them in.

When they arrive at her flat door, she is relieved.  Whatever is about to happen, they are decent-looking guys: she’d have had placed them at mid-thirties rather than the mid-twenties Lee had claimed in his email, but that was hardly cause for concern.  Dressed casual smart, in trousers and short sleeved shirts, they look like healthy, successful men.  The darker-haired of the two shakes her hand.

‘Hello Kara,’ he says.  ‘I’m Lee.  Nice to meet you.’  He looked her up and down.  ‘Stunning.  You look really stunning.’  He gestured to his friend.  ‘This is Mark.’

She says hello to them both, and lets them in.  They have no jackets or bags, so she assumes they’ve either left their things in the car or have already checked into a hotel.

She leads them though to the lounge.  Dorothy comes wandering out: Kara, slightly embarrassed, flings her in the spare room.  The fact that she’d forgotten about her again points to Kara’s nerves.  She asks them about the concert they are in town for: Lee explains that it is for a group they are both fans of, and who are well worth the drive.  Kara smiles.  She’s never heard of the band.

She offers them a drink.  The two men glance slightly at one another, and shrug.

‘I think we’re both fine,’ Lee says, smiling.  Unprompted, he pulls a leather wallet from his back pocket, and takes out several notes.  He hands them to her.  ‘I think this is what we’d agreed on,’ he says.  

Kara tucks the money away, silently delighted at the amount.  

Making small talk, offering them drinks: she knows she is stalling a little.  Now they’ve put the money in her hands, she has no excuse.

‘Shall we head to the bedroom?’ Mark says.

Kara nods, trying to appear breezy.  She nods to another door.

‘Follow me,’ she smiles.

She takes them through.  Her bed is neat, the room tidy.  The curtains are drawn already, a soft lamp casting an orange glow. 

This feels weird.  The presence of two men here instead of one is throwing her usual routine, her usual confidence, off.  She’s not massively sure about the practicalities of this.  Do they want to be in the room at the same time?  Does one want to wait outside until it’s his turn?

They seem to hold no such nerves.  They both lie back on the bed, beside one another.  Mark slides his hands behind his head.  The two men look utterly at ease in one another’s company.

Kara can see the bulge in the front of both men’s trousers.  Lee is smiling lazily, looking her up and down.  

‘Such an innocent-looking girl,’ he marvels.  ‘And yet, the things we’re going to do to you.’  He pats the bed beside him.  ‘No need to be shy with us,’ he tells her.  Kara wonders if they can sense her nerves, or if they simply think it’s all part of her good-girl shtick.

She climbs onto the bed, in between the two men.  She slips her t-shirt up over her head.  They both look appreciatively at her teeny-girl bra, so she decides to leave it on until told otherwise.

She unzips them.  Slowly, looking up, smiling.  Taking her time, drawing out their anticipation.  She can feel their hardness.  She slips her delicate fingers inside, easing their shafts out from behind their briefs.  They both stand to attention, thick, veiny.  She glances from one, to the other.  Two cocks in her face.  She thinks, How mad.

She sucks them both, taking turns, little licks and kisses at first.  Both men grunt softly.  Both taste salty, and she marvels at the intermingling of the tastes of two different men’s cocks.  Hands stroke her straight hair as she does so.  She runs her tongue up and down their lengths, leaving glistening saliva trails.  She nuzzles their balls with the tip of her nose.

She is realising that she is enjoying this.  It’s a relief.  It’s certainly a turn-on, feeling in control of these two men.  She wonders what it must look like through their eyes, this young, shirtless, smooth girl servicing them both with her mouth.

They are both raging hard, properly worked up.  They are both clearly excited, but in control of themselves.  Unlike many men she’s been with, who haven’t managed to last beyond her tongue-work.  Lee is the first one to sit up, immediately followed by Lee.  She begins to unfasten her cargo pants.

She hands them a condom each as the three of them strip from the waist down.  She takes a sip from the bottle of water on the bedside table.

They manoeuvre her onto all fours on the edge of the bed.  She lets herself be positioned accordingly, the feeling of power that she has just experienced slowly fading as they now ease into control.  She’s delighted to feel her pussy throbbing – meets are so much more fun when she actually enjoys it.  Hands fumble on her back, unclasping her bra.  It is flung aside.  She can be embarrassed of her tiny breasts, but these guys seem more than satisfied.

They begin to fuck her.  Lee, first, doggy-style in her pussy.  It feels good, and she is pumped firmly, and deep.  He grips her hips with powerful hands.  His friend stands to one side at first, erection in his fist, reaching out and touching her smooth skin, tweaking her stiff nipples on her flat chest.  Her hair hangs over her face, so he brushes that back, too, wanting to watch her expressions.  

After a while, the men change positions.

They are both thick, muscular, strong men.  They both fuck well.  

Mark shafts her from behind.  Lee is at her front.  He pushes his cock into her mouth, and she tastes her own juices along the taut rubber.  He pumps at her face, keeping a steady rhythm to match his friend pushing up against her tight bottom: Kara’s first spit-roast.

They change positions again.  Kara feels incredible.  Disorientated, almost.

Mark lies back on the bed, erection jutting up at the ceiling.  Lee guides her to him, and she sits down on Mark’s cock, leaning down.  She begins to bounce up and down, her healthy legs able to piston her into a riding motion.  Mark reaches up, his fingers continuing their appreciation of her nipples.

Kara can feel Lee behind her.  She is gasping, her pleasure building, her excitement reaching fever-pitch.  His fingers are pressing against her arsehole, testing the tightness.  Of course she is tight.  He flashes into sight momentarily, grabbing the bottle of lube Kara had left on the bedside table.  She hears the squelching of Lee squirting some out, and feels a sudden, shocking coldness as he spreads some around her tiny anus.

She stares down at Mark, wide-eyed.  He is thrusting up into her as his friend steadies himself behind her.

Lee pushes into Kara’s backside in an explosion of tight pain and dark groaning pleasure.  Kara’s body isn’t even sure how to react.  She can feel the two cocks inside her, pushing up against one another, in their respective holes.  She is sweating from the strain of trying to keep in some kind of control.  She begins to howl.

Lee holds on to her shoulders, Mark, her waist.  They fuck both her holes deeply.  She feels tiny between them, utterly powerless.  She begins to orgasm at some point, but the men are showing more self-control than she is managing.  She has never felt pleasure like this with a client.

Even when they change positions again, she is barely aware, shuddering and shaking and her mind a jumbled mess.  She is aware of lying flat on her belly on the bed, her face pressed against the soft pillow.  She is aware of the weight of Mark pressing down upon her, as he takes his turn to sodomise her.  Lee has whipped his condom off and is pushing his shaft back into her gasping mouth, forcing her to breathe through her nostrils.  

Even with the rubber gone, she can smell and taste her own arse on his shaft.

Mark buttfucks her as Lee probes her tonsils with the end of his cock.  When she begins to cough he pushes his scrotum into her face, and she laps at it with as much energy as she can summon.

Then her rectum is empty of male meat and she is being lifted off the bed.  Her butthole aching, the two men lead her out of the bedroom.  Physically and emotionally overwhelmed, she allows herself to be led through the flat.  She had almost forgotten about the watersports aspect to their agreement, but they clearly have not.  

They take her into the bathroom.  She catches sight of herself in the mirror as she gingerly clambers into the bath: she looks used and exhausted.

She sits in the bath, blinking.  Her mind is struggling to keep pace of events.  She is still wrapped up in pleasure, her orgasm still in her blood.  The two men turn to her, spit-smeared cocks in their hands, aimed at her.  She still has no idea how she will react, but is thankful that she is still indescribably horny going into this.

The urine is warm, salty, strong.  It washes over her face, hair, mouth.  She coughs, but it is nowhere near the unpleasantness she had feared.  She begins to rub herself, there in the tub, being urinated on by two strangers.

‘Oh my god,’ is all she can say, over and over.  ‘Oh my god.  Oh my god.’

Piss drips from her nose, eyes, lips.  It is forming a yellow pool in the bath beneath her.  It is warm, showering down over her entire body.

‘Good girl,’ Lee says, taking care to aim at Kara’s mouth.  ‘Such a good girl.’

The noise of the water echoing off the bathtub is surprisingly loud.

Mark’s stream is stuttering, his bladder almost empty.  His fist is back yanking his erection: in truth, Kara has no idea how they’re able to piss, considering their excitement.  He jerks off furiously, beside his urinating friend, and grunts powerfully as his semen splatters Kara’s face along with the final blast of Lee’s piss.

She has to close her eyes, it is all getting so wet and messy.

She expects Lee to finish off on her face too.  Yet he is not done: eyes still closes, trying to wipe her face clean with the back of an already-soaked hand, Kara feels herself moved, shoved forward, the grip on her body – she seems to have one hand pressed on her shoulders, another on the back of her head – powerful.

She somehow manages to open her stinging eyes.  She is greeted with the sight of Lee’s hairy arse.

Her face is being pushed into his buttocks.  Mark is holding her, pushing into his friend, and Lee has turned away, reached round, and spread his own cheeks.  Dazed, befuddled, Kara gasps air before beginning to rim his sweaty anus.

Lee wants more than a rimjob.  

Kara is powerless to prevent it.

When he farts into her open mouth, unexpectedly, Kara gags, and coughs.  She cannot yank her head back, because Mark is holding her tightly.  She is being called a dirty whore, but by whom, she cannot tell.

Lee begins to shit.  It is firm, and thick, and Kara cannot avoid it.  Her cries muffled against his buttocks, fetid, stinking excrement is pushed across her lips.  With no way to breathe, her nostrils pressed shut, she has to open her mouth, gasping, retching, crying out.

She takes shit in her mouth.  She involuntarily pukes, but has to swallow it back down.  It only worsens her coughing fit.  The two men are calling her every sickening name they can think of.

A thick chunk of excrement drops from her chin, falling to her lap, smearing one of her nipples on the way down.

Kara tries to think of something else, anything else.  All she can wonder is if she was destined for this.  Whether this is the legacy of her fucked-up childhood finally materialising.  Shat on by a stranger in her own home.

Her head is released.  She is moaning, coughing, when Lee pushes his penis into her scat-filled mouth.  He fucks his own shit down her throat, holding her by her urine-soaked hair.  She is retching with a mixture of shit and vomit.  For all she knows, some of the piss she has just swallowed could be coming back up too.  What a cocktail that would make.

She keeps her eyes closed.  Tries to block out her thoughts, tries to ignore the horrifying stench, and the worse taste.

Lee is really pounding at her face now, crying out with what sounds like anger.  She would be totally unaware of the moment he comes – considering the tastes already in her mouth, a shot of jizz makes no impact – were it not clear from his juddering, shaking, and yanking of her hair.  He staggers back, and Kara sees a flash of his shit-covered erection.

She lies slumped there, face a shitty mess, overwhelmed by stench and disgust.  Baffling: mere minutes ago she was experiencing a body-shaking orgasm.  She can still feel the residual effects of the pleasure in her limbs, even now.  She looks down at herself.  A disgraceful mess.

Mark has left the bathroom.  Lee has turned away, and is cleaning his messy cock and balls in her sink.  

Kara somehow manages to stand, shakily.  The noise startles Lee, who turns around momentarily.  A look of regret seems to flash across his face.

‘I know that wasn’t agreed on,’ he says slowly, quietly.  ‘I’ll leave you more money… for doing that.  Thank you.’

Kara switches the shower on.  She turns away, into the corner, eyes closed, not wanting to see him, not wanting to see the brown water cascading down her young, naked form, as she tries to wash her body clean.
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