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They are banging away at old June on the couch.  Mark and Stevie, at either end, occasionally swapping places.  It is a little rough – her hair is being pulled, cheeks being slapped, names being called. Still, she seems as into the whole scene as them.  Snarling, reaching back to spread herself wide, forcing her head down further on their shafts to make herself gag.  It’s a kinky scene.

On the worn armchair opposite, James watches his friends work the old bird over.  One hand holds a nicely cold beer, the other is down the front of his jeans.

June is in her, what, mid-fifties. The guys are all in their early twenties.  Stevie is the oldest at twenty-three.  June isn’t exactly notorious in the area, but she is a known wild card amongst people in the know.  Such a sex fiend, she is sometimes barely a step above hooking: often guys will slip her money or weed just out of gratitude, but this is never strictly necessary.  In her younger days she’d apparently done topless modelling for a few scuzzy magazines.  Over the years, she’s had kids (who in turn have grown up and had their own kids), rarely worked, got involved in bad relationships.  Just talking to her, you can tell she is smart: she’d even got her act together enough, in her late forties, to go to college to try and give herself some midlife direction.  She had enjoyed it, but the proximity of youth and drugs and booze had been too much of a distraction.  She’d lasted only a few months before dropping by the wayside.

She is a mess, but a cheerful, friendly, likeable mess. And a freak where it counts.

James watches Mark and Stevie swap places again.  Mark pulls out of her mouth, allowing her to grab a few much-needed lungfuls of air.  He lets go of her hair, dark, streaked heavily with grey these days, frizzy from the constant manhandling over the past half hour or so.  The three of them rearrange themselves.  The guys are all fully clothed, having merely yanked open their flies and taken their cocks out: June is in a state of half dress, the loose fitting slacks she’d been wearing when they first came round long removed, pants gone, blouse open revealing her bra and sagging belly beneath.  There are photos of June as a younger woman in small frames above the fireplace, old holiday pictures with her children back when they were still kids.  James’ eyes wander to them as he lazily jerks his meat.  She’s never been skinny, from the looks of it, but nor fat.  She wears her soft middle-aged spread fairly well.

She is out of breath, moaning.  Stevie is moving behind her, bending her back over.  He spits into his palm, and rubs it over his shaft, lining up against her.

‘Oh god, putting it back in my arse, you dirty cunt,’ June is groaning, her eyes hazing over.  Mark has just been sodomising her for the last ten minutes, and it’s now his friend’s turn.  Mark is now aiming his arse-slicked shaft at June’s face.  She takes it without complaint, tasting traces of her own rear as she takes him down her gullet.

The fucking continues.

Every once in a while Stevie or Mark will shoot James a glance, making sure he’s happy where he is.  He’s more than happy: at the moment, watching this old slapper in degrading action is exactly what his inner fetishist wants.  Of the three of them, James is the one who most digs watching porn, and the wilder the better.  He figures there must definitely be something of the voyeur in him.

Not that he intends to completely sit this one out.  He wouldn’t dream of it.  He just wants to watch, first.

‘Oh, you dirty bastards,’ June is groaning, in between mouthfuls of cock.

Spanks rain down on her tattooed cheeks.  Her backside is really being hammered now.

‘You dirty fucking boys…’

James thinks, almost at random, We should treat our elders with more respect, and smiles, as Stevie begins practically skull-fucking her.

As much as the lads can throw at her, June can take it, snarling and wincing.  What an old whore.

Eventually she proves too much even for the staying power of youth.  Mark, reaching his own crescendo, pulls out of her mouth, gasping, and with a few frantic tugs on his meat is splattering spunk all over the old slapper’s face.  It’s a heavy load, dripping off her nose and eyebrows.  Behind her, the sight too much, Stevie begins to empty his balls too, pumping his muck up her rectum, squeezing her cheeks tight as he spurts.  June is wailing like some dying animal.  

The room stinks of sweat and cum and pussy juice.

James slows his strokes, across the room in the chair.  If he is going to cum, it would have made sense to do it with the others, giving her a facial alongside Mark’s.  Yet something makes him hold off.  He is excited, his erection raging.  Something inside him causes him to wait, patiently, wanting something more.  

He thinks he can get a bit more degradation out of old June yet.

Eventually Mark and Stevie, slumped back, begin tucking their cocks away, already looking vaguely embarrassed.  This isn’t the first time these three have paid June a visit like this, and whilst it’s fun, it’s hardly something they can be proud of when the dust settles.  Mark and Stevie both have attractive young girlfriends any man would be happy with.  June is some tarty old granny.  What the fuck are they doing?

The answer is simple.  Increasingly wrinkled and flabby June may be getting, but she provides some freaky shit alright.

June reaches forward, and takes one of the open beers from the small coffee table in the middle of the room.  She takes a well-earned swig.  She looks in disarray, naked from the waist down, hair frizzy, face red and sweaty.  She climbs unsteadily to her feet.

She catches James’ eye as he watches her rise.  She gives him a sly smile, seeing him sitting there still idly wanking.  It’s a smile that seems to say, I’ll deal with you in a minute.  She heads out of that small living room, barefoot, heading through the house to the tiny downstairs bathroom.

Mark and Stevie are beginning to look eager to leave.  Mark shoots James a look.

‘Are you gonna, uh, finish up?’ he asks him, nodding through to June, heading through the other room.

Funny you should say that, James thinks.  He’s about ready for a bit more filth.

He gets off the couch, momentarily tucking his cock into his trousers.  ‘You two head off, if you want,’ he tells them, to their obvious relief.  The three of them had been heading to the pub when they’d decided to stop in at June’s and empty their balls into her.  ‘I’ll meet you down there.’

Mark and Stevie nod, grabbing their jackets as they leave.  James wanders into the other room, and on through the kitchen.  It’s a small and narrow house, cluttered.  The kitchen sink always seems to have dishes piled high in it.

She hasn’t even bothered closing the bathroom door.  She is looking at herself in the mirror – she does look well fucked – and wiping it free of drooling cum as she notices James approaching.  He leans in the doorway as she turns away from the mirror.  Without shame, holding his gaze, she sits back, lowering her bare, brutalised arsecheeks onto the toilet.  He removes his cock once more, and begins stroking it back to full stiffness.

‘Did you enjoy the show?’ she asks, a slight smirk on her face.  He gives slow nod.

‘Did you?’ he asks in return.

She holds her hand up to her mouth, and pretend-whispers, as if in mock secrecy.  ‘I’m a little sore now, to tell you the truth.’

James isn’t entirely surprised.  He, Mark, and Stevie are products of the internet pornography generation: an expectation of anal sex is practically the norm for them, and they make sure they get it whenever they hang out with June.

‘Your friends are big…’ she says.  It sounds softly taunting, as if she is challenging him to prove his mettle.

He is listening carefully, and begins to hear soft hissing as she begins to piss in the bowl in front of him.

His almost lazy wanking stroke gets faster, firmer.  That slight smirk as she watches his excitement grow. He steps forward, onto the thin lino of the bathroom floor.  He holds his erection out to her.

She lowers her head and takes his shaft into her mouth as she continues urinating in front of him.  The house is otherwise silent, so the splattering and hissing of her flowing piss sounds unusually loud.  He grunts in mild satisfaction.  Her mouth is wet, and warm.  He begins to softly thrust his hips back and forth, softly fucking her face.  He looks down at her, his hands in her hair.  

She’s older than his ma, and this is the third different cock she’s had in her mouth in the past half an hour.

Standing over her, he can smell the faintly earthy whiff of the piss flowing from between her legs.  It’s not exactly pleasant, to him at least, but he’s getting off on the depravity of it.  He pushes in deep, jamming her tonsils without warning, and she gags over his shaft a little, but soon recovers.

He keeps looking down.  Greying hair.  Tattoos on her thighs.  Blouse open.  Legs spread: he can just make out the piss spurting down there.  

What a tramp.  He loves it.  He closes his eyes and pumps at her head.

Her piss flow eventually stops.  He can hear sporadic bursts as she tries to empty her bladder fully.  A small fart, amplified in the bowl, as she applies pressure on her bowels.  She giggles around his cock, slurping on his sticky shaft.

‘Shit for me,’ he says, still sliding in and out of her mouth.  ‘Shit for me as you suck my cock.’

Keeping him firmly between her lips, she looks up at him, perhaps in horniness, perhaps to check if he’s serious.  He can’t quite tell.  Still, she doesn’t laugh out in disgust or tell him to get stuffed.  She lowers her gaze to his midriff, one of her hands now stroking his balls.

Another fart.  This one longer, and louder.  She is clearly putting effort in.

James exhales deeply, and gazes up at the ceiling, the depravity getting too much for him.

A squelching gunshot of wind announces that shit is coming.  June continues sucking at his shaft, groaning softly, and he can feel her body tensing beneath him as she pushes.  Several loud splashes, as what sounds like wet excrement explodes from her backside.  The stench that wafts up is almost overwhelming, horrendous, but if anything his rythym of fucking her face only increases.

More heavy slopping against the toilet bowl water.  These are no soft, firm turds she is releasing here.  She’s sitting on the can, shitting out diarrhea, choking on the cock of a guy young enough to be her son.

Eat your heart out, internet porn, James things triumphantly.

‘Your mate’s spunk was in that lot,’ June says breathlessly, pausing momentarily to speak.  ‘I’m shitting your mate’s spunk out of my arse –’

No.  Too much.  Way too much.  James is pushing her head away, his cock dripping with drool, and dragging her to her knees on the floor.  He can’t take much more of this, but her mouth isn’t where he wants to unload.  

He catches sight of the toilet bowl as he drags her off it, pebble-dashed with stinking splatter all around the edges.  He drops to his knees behind her, and her arsehole looks even worse, like a brown gunshot wound.  What fucking animals.  His cock is up there in seconds, warm shit and spit and lube and another guy’s spunk more than sufficient lube for this old bird’s already slack anus.  He fucks her messy arse with abandon, calling her a dirty cow, listening to her call him a dirty bastard.  

‘You’re fucking my shit,’ she is practically wheezing, face scrunched into a crazed grimace of nastiness and pleasure.  ‘Your mate’s fucked my arse and now you’re fucking my shit…’

He’s blasting his muck up into her stinking bowels within moments, the stench from the wet filth dripping from her arse genuinely making his eyes water.

Nauseous as he feels, it’s probably the best orgasm he’s ever had.

When he takes his cock out of her, it is filthy.  She farts, wetly, sloppily.

He cleans himself thoroughly, using plenty of soapy warm water, until he’s confident he won’t smell of her down the pub, even though the stench will no doubt linger in his nostrils for days.  June removes her top and bra and clambers into the shower, looking sore, in a daze.  He fastens his trousers and heads off without a goodbye.

He texts Mark as he hurries down the street, telling him to get him a pint in for when he arrives.  He’s worked up a thirst.
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