

She looked up at the large, ugly appendage pointed directly at her. She was impressed and revolted by the huge grotesque thing so close to her face, large pisshole staring her eye to eyes. She gulped and tried to remember that she was doing this because she loved him.

She started, “I love-” but was interrupted by her fiance blasting her face with a yellow high-pressure jet and wasting no time living out his desire to relieve himself on his girlfriend. She sputtered as she tried to recover but took it obediently when he kept up the assault on her mouth, nose, and, occassionally, the rest of her face and hair.

She was shocked when his hand aggressively pinched her jaw between his thumb and fingers.

“Open.”

The pressure on her jaw increased sharply and she was forced to open her mouth to the waiting fire hose. She couldn't believe he was treating her like this. She had never seen this side of him, despite having tried to coax omto a more dominant role. Now, as his powerful stream nailed the back of her throat causing her to splutter and spit it up all over herself, her mouth continuing to fill up with piss, she wasn't sure she liked this dominant side of him. What had happened to her respectful boyfriend? They hadn't talked about him pissing in her mouth. Didn't he realize what a special gift she was giving him just accpting his piss on her person?

Dylan watched mesmerized as he hosed her throat then her nose then her eyes, and repeated the process all over again for an improbable amount of time till he was just dribbling now and again. Then he stuffed his substantial flaccid cock into her mouth, presenting coils of meat at the entrance to her throat. It was going incredibly well, Dylan thought. He reached over a long arm and pressed record on the laptop sitting on a nearby stool to Annette's acute dismay as she struggled with accepting his meat. 

“All the way, Annette.” Annette looked into the cold eyes of her fiance, who still painfully pinched and controlled her head with his strong fingers, and acquiesced. They both knew Annette had a superpower for deepthroating. Cheeks hot, she shamefacedly closed her eyes in concentration and started to suck and gag and heave. Pretty soon, with unrelenting effort and some liberal gagging, she was swallowing his fat dickhead, jostling his piss down her throat.

Dylan waited patiently as Annette noisily worked his thick, long flaccid snake all the way down her throat. “Good girl, babe. Keep swallowing. Milk that cock. Work a rhythm on my cock with your swallows.”

As Annette struggled to give Dylan the rhythm he sought with her throat spasms around his dick, her eyes bugged out from the constant state of choking.

Dylan, feeling the start of a particularly strong swallow, whipped his dick out her throat all at once so the downward spasm of her swallow wrang out his dick causing the last real jet of piss he had for her to hit her overstuffed stomach. “Wring that hose, bitch. Wring that nasty piss down your piss-hungry mouth, you nasty toilet! Ahh.” His dick left her throat with an audible pop and swung triumphantly through the air between them, a hefty webbing of saliva still connecting them.

Annette immediately retched on the floor and cried before Dylan approached her with his cock again saying it still had some piss. With a little coaxing, he once again painstakingly worked his half-flaccid python down her throat. She swallowed convulsively around his dick trying to please him, and once again when it suited him he pulled his cock from her throat but this time he squeezed her throat with his hands, causing a prolonged piss stream to dribble down her throat. “Oh yeah, you'll take that piss for your man!”

Annette needed even longer to recover before he could coax her to take his cock again. “I can still feel some piss, baby. C'mon it's just a little more,” Dylan cajoled, fisting his dick and yanking some piss drops onto her face as she sobbed and begged for mercy.

However, Dylan insisted.

This time his cock was mostly hard and it was more of a throatfucking. Dylan punch-fucked Annette's slender gullet futilely attempting to fit the entirety of his hard meat down into her. He let her have it, keeping most of his dick lodged while trying to cram down those last few inches. Annette ended up passing out waiting for Dylan to pull out the meaty segment of his cock he had managed to cork in her throat and left there while feeding her copius amounts of his come.

Still Dylan held his limp fiance's face to his crotch, concentrating on his own relaxation, and after a minute or two let loose another yellow torrent straight into her stomach. “Mmmmmm.”

Finally he placed his hands around her throat, squeezed, and violently whipped his dick out, wringing out the last drops of piss into her pliant throat, inadvertantly tossing her onto the bathrooom floor.

She was out cold, naked, in a puddle of piss, her face a horrorshow.

Dylan took some pictures with his phone and left the laptop camera recording.

He went into the kitchen for some refreshment, incredibly pleased with the prize he had left in the bathroom. He ate some antipasto, cracked a beer, and checked to make sure Annette was still breathing. When he was ready, he took out his dick again and pissed on her face.

He chugged more beer and cracked another. He watched TV, drank beer, and pissed six more times on his little princess before hearing a sound from the bathroom. The sound of retching reached him. Then the toilet being flushed and the shower going on.

He couldn't wait till marrried life.

When Annette came out of the bathroom, he held his arms out to her and held her on the sofa.

“You're incredible.”

Dylan was even more excited than ever to be marrying this wonderful woman. He knew his girlfriend was submissive and always wanted him to explore a more dominant role when they had sex but he was blown away by not ony her acquiescence to taking his piss but to being used so callously and roughly to wring out every last drop of piss with her throat. Imagine getting this kind of service and from his own wife. What a beautiful gift she was giving him, he told himself.

Dylan convinced her to drink his piss four more times, wringing his cock out brutally by squeezing her neck and making her swallow while he yanked his dick out.

“That's it, get it all.” He coached his reluctant girlfriend in mild disbelief she would allow herself to suffer so much indignity as he fed her his long, flaccid dick in quick succession for a third time to make sure she got every infinitesmal piss speck. Finally on the last attempt, he got her to swallow the whole, flaccid-enough snake before allowing himself to get a full erection. Once fully seated though, Dylan grinded against her mouth, thought about all the spectacular footage he was getting, and pinched her nose closed until he was fully hard.

Annette fought, panicked and pounding on her boyfriend's leg and looked up at him with begging eyes. She was not comforted by the delighted grin she received in return as he slowly humped his hard cock with small movements down the deepest part of her throat mostly keeping it fully lodged. But then she was not comforted either when his motions became larger and wilder, moving his whole cock through her throat. This time she passed out a little before he came, unaware of how he was violently still shaking her skull up and down as he lunged his enormous meat down her gullet. It took even longer for him to come because she passed out and her throat went limp, which spurred him to more frantic movements. Finally triumphantly dumping his load in his sweet toilet. He wanted the moment to last forever.

He stayed still, mounted deep and pissed again, hosing his human toilet, and wrung out the last piss stream by choking her neck as he rapidly withdrew his cock. He took his piss slut and carried her into the bathroom again and dumped her face first into the puddle of piss that was still there with her legs bent and folded under her. He went back to the bedroom and slept like a baby except the dozen or so times nature called. Then he pissed on or in his private latrine. Mostly still focusing on her mouth and nose but also sometimes shooting in her asshole and pussy.

“I got a little carried away, baby. Hope I didn't scare you. It means so much to me that you're willing to indulge my fantasies. I know it was probably scary but it meant so much to me that you trusted me to take it that far. Baby, when you choked on my cock, my little piss wringer, I can't even describe it! You took it really well, baby. Really well. I don't know if I'm going to be able to use a normal toilet from now on. How do you feel about that?”

Annette shivered, wishing she could take comfort in her fiance's warm arms. “I suppose I can drink your piss on occasion if it's something you really like,” she offered meekly.

“Baby, I don't know if it'll work that way,” he said, letting his morning piss build. This Italian vacation was certainly turning out much better than expected. “Baby, after using you as my toilet, I'm addicted. I don't think I can go back. I want to piss down your beautiful throat every day for the rest of my life. I truly hope you're willing to explore my unbroken golden chain, baby. I saw how you took it last night, babe. You're a natural, you greedy guts. You must've taken a gallon of my piss. You're special, baby. I love you. My special little pissmop. Tell me you're going to be my good little pissmop.”

Annette couldn't help wincing when her fiance referred to her as a toilet. Nevertheless, she said, “I'm going to be a good pissmop for you”

“I didn't know what you meant before when you wanted me to be more dominant in bed but I know what you mean now. I never knew it could be like this. Can you feel it? I think we're both going to be incredibly happy. Now, how did my piss taste?”

She attempted to describe the complexity of his bouquet: the beer, the cloying almost apple juice like flavor, the bitter notes, the muddy low notes, the dank, florid oddness.

With growing happiness, he listened to her earnest description and watched the look of disgust and shame on her face. Blood filled his conquering organ, but he restrained himself from his desire to stick his hard hose down her throat and finish off with his new favorite trick.

“You really proved yourself to be a champion dick-wringer. I already knew you were a submissive cocksucker, but I had no idea you were so talented at wringing the piss out of cock. Don't think I don't know how precious that is. You don't have to choke out on my cock every time.” She almost cried with relief at his words unaware she had been dreading taking the treatment she had last night on a regular basis and knowing despite her dread and what a drastic turn it had been that she'd probably do it and more to keep him happy.

“Today we're going to go nice and slow, at your pace with the pissing. Now kiss it, girl. Kiss that cock. Atta girl, lick it.  Now put those lips around that pisshole and give it your best, wet kisses. I'm going to go slow. Tap my thigh if you need time to swallow but I want you to take it all. It turns me on so much thinking of you sensually taking my piss all day during our romantic excursions. I feel so intimately bonded to you. It'll be a great opportunity to work on our communication. Now let's practice with my morning piss and then I'll fuck your pussy. Then how bout we take a shopping trip?”

He fucked her romantically for hours, and when they arrived at the first boutique, she dutifully and sensually drank his piss, still in the heady glow of their earlier lovemaking, especially after being fingered to orgasm twice already in the boutique's restroom, despite her new reservations on taking any more of his piss stemming from his earlier consumption of asparagus that had garnished his many Bloody Marys during breakfast. Even still Annette knelt dreamily on the hard, tiled floor, mouth open and tongue out for the big, ugly old dick above her, ready to show her reverence to her lover in this method of his choosing.

“There, not too much, baby.” Dylan said gently, creating a small, fetid pool on her tongue that made her eyes water but didn't dampen their warm glow. “We'll go nice and slow, at your pace. You can go ahead and swallow, baby. Good, girl.” She sputtered, swallowing the pungent brew, and he chuckled, “Careful, baby. Okay, are you ready to take more of my piss.

She croaked demurely, “Yes, please, I am ready to take your piss, Dylan.”

“Good, girl.”

Annette spent the better part of a half hour lovingly swallowing the most nauseating sips of piss she'd ever been in contact in a glow of intimacy and kind words provided by her lover over the entire ritual.

“I'm so lucky to have found you, baby.” Her fiance helped his suspect-smelling girlfriend to her feet and bought her several pieces from the boutique's most reserved collection. “I can't wait to fuck your pussy.”

In the subsequent boutiques, her boyfriend bought her many more items and did indeed fuck her pussy in various changing rooms and bathrooms. However, once he tried again to coax his sweet new toilet into renderimg her services – this time in an alleyway outside a jewelry store in which he'd just blown over a thousand dollars bedecking her in the splendor of a princess – Annette was beginning to have second thoughts.

“It's been so lovely all day without the pissing, Dylan. Can't we just keep fucking? Maybe the piss I had this morning is enough for today, don't you think?”

“Baby, don't you know how sexy you are to me? Nothing turns me on more than you drinking my piss. It is the most special thing. I'm so excited by it. Won't you do it, for me? I've been so careful for you today. You can take as long as you want. I won't mind. Now unbutton that blouse and pull up that skirt. You're so sexy,” he said, taking out his cock expectantly.

Annette sank to her knees and pretty soon Dylan couldn't help smiling looking down at his fiance, who'd folded like a deck of cards, as she struggled to choke down his puddles of noxious waste. “I've never felt this intimate with anyone, baby. It's such an amazing experience to see my piss on the tongue of my beloved That's it, baby. You're doing so well,” he said as Annette continued to choke and splutter.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, “Nice and slow.” Dylan drew out the transcendental experience with his lover for as long as he could, enjoying the tortured moans and spluttering and grimaces from the bejeweled and tender toilet who was crouched amidst the stinky garbage in front of him.

He grunted in relief when he finally finished and chuckled down at the state of his wet finance. “Mmmmm, baby, I've never felt relief like this in my life.” He popped his dickhead into her mouth for cleaning. “Mmm. Mmmm. I'm a new man, baby. That was very special. Thank you,” he told her, exuberantlly.

He dragged her along to their reservation on a garden tour where he paraded her proudly with her shameful, disheveled dress and unpleasant smell. Then three quarters through the tour, he found a secluded part of the estate behind a shed and pussy-fucked her with more ardor then every before, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm and thanking her fervently with whispered words in her ear for indulging his fantasy and being his special toilet.

It was a strange thing that happened between them after that. Annette found she wanted to please Dylan more than ever and Dylan suddenly found himself in touch with these dominant, even sadistic, urges that allowed him to use Annette as a tool for his relief on many levels. He didn't know what had come over him, but it just felt right. And now that he was spoiled, he didn't see why he should use some cold, impersonal toilet ever again when he had Annette right there.
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