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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.
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