

“I promise never to tell. It's safe with me.” Mary Beth couldn't believe that her crush was talking to her.  She felt like she was floating on a bed of clouds.

“The truth is I want to piss in a woman. I want a woman to be my urinal.”

She didn't know what to say, but she didn't want to make him feel self-conscious. Besides she was excited to even be talking to him about such a taboo subject. “That's not that strange, Logan. I could see how you'd want to do that,” the ordinarily shy college student said. The more she thought about it, the hotter it sounded to her. “Everybody has their thing, I guess.”

“No, it's really shameful. I could never ask a girl I like to do it for me.”

“I bet when you find someone you really trust, you'll let loose.” They both laughed at her joke.

“You are amazingly understanding, Mary Beth. No, I mean it. What about you? I told you my thing. What's your thing, Mary Beth?”

Mary Beth blushed. After a minute, she whispered, “Getting peed on sounds hot.”

“Do you mean ...”

She nodded.

“I can't believe it! Wow! This is great! Now?”

She nodded, face flaming, as she kneeled on the ground.

“God, how I've wanted this! You promise you won't make fun of me after this?”

She found the bravery to look in his eyes and say earnestly, “I promise.”

“I trust you.” He pulled out a large, veiny flaccid member and smiled down at her. “Open up, gorgeous.” The large, blunt cockhead pushed into her mouth. “Form a seal!”

No sooner had her lips closed around the warm organ than a powerful, fragrant stream startled her as it filled her mouth.

“Oooooo oh, you don't know how good that feels,” said the jock to the young woman kneeling before him.

“Wow, you're doing a great job swallowing.”

A strong, thick stream continued to hit the back of Mary Beth's throat making her gag but she closed her eyes and focused everything she had on relaxing her throat and swallowing it right down, even if she couldn't help some escaping out of the corners of her mouth and getting all over her.

“This is so soothing letting it go in your hot mouth – Oh yeah, suckle it, baby!”

She kept suckling long after her belly felt full and she made distressed little gurglings before he finally finished.

“Aaaah!” he sighed, exaggeratedly and took his cock out of her pliable mouth but let it lay partially against her face while he looked down at her. “That was special to me. I never thought a girl would let me piss in her mouth, thank you! Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“How did it taste.”

“Bitter,” she answered quietly, a frog in her throat. Her blush intensified and she looked into his eyes before shyly casting her her gaze down.

“You really are a special girl.”

He hugged her warmly and kissed her forehead. She smiled and looked up adoringly at her crush and the owner of the blunt meat slab she'd given unorthodox service to with her mouth.

“What do you say about same time tomorrow?”

“S'sure,” she stuttered.

“That's great,” he said.

Before he disappeared down the trail, she struggled to put something of her feelings into her breathless farewell and chokingly called, “That was an honor!” and immediately went red at her subservient response. Looking down when the object of her affection and cause of the bitter taste in her mouth turned back and smiled warmly at her. “An honor? Really?”He laughed. “See you! Gotta go find my girlfriend. You gave me something I really need her to take care of,” he said good-naturedly.

Girlfriend?! He had a girlfriend?!

The lovestruck young woman met her illicit paramour at the same place, same time over the next few days. She couldn't help but hope her trysts with Logan would blossom into a true romance. His girlfriend, the perfect little mean girl cheerleader Marcia, couldn't give him what she was offering him. He'd have to realize she, Mary Beth, fulfilled him in a way his girlfriend never could, she thought, while trying to keep her facial expression smooth despite the strikingly awful taste of the piss she was drinking.

“Sorry, Marcia grilled some asparagus last night,” he said with a sigh. “You don't mind, do you?”

Mary Beth attempted to shake her head with the thick pissing cock in her mouth as she looked teary-eyed up at the handsome football player.

She'd grown to look forward to the reverent words he treated her generously to afterwards. “Wow, you're a special girl, Mary Beth. You don't know how much this means to me.” He often kissed her on the forehead unless he spattered some piss there. He often hugged her.

Mary Beth suckled the dick in her mouth, determined to enjoy their connection in spite of the challenge of sucking down his stream. If she were honest with herself, even if the conditions were less than ideal, there was something so right about kneeling before the handsome older student and servicing his cock.

“That was great, Mary Beth. Man, I wish I could go in you all the time. I appreciate this so much. Now tell me what you are. Like we practiced yesterday.”

Logan looked down at the cute girl with the large eyes, mousy brown hair and banging body who he had turned into his personal urinal just days ago. She hadn't even tried to get up from her position as a urinal on the hard ground, her knees getting dirty as her cute skirt didn't cover them, and to top it off, she didn't take her mouth off his dick when he had finished just knelt there still suckling and looking shyly up into his smirking face, her eyes begging for his approval and she began sucking his dickhead with force. He drug his hard cock from the submissive thirsty bitch with a pop that caused him to half snort. “None of that!” He said, sharply, causing the girl to drop her eyes. “Say it.”

“I'm your toilet.” The red-faced girl looked up him, trying to hide her hurt and humiliation at his rejection of her sucking.

“Oh fuck, yes you are.” His strong hand stroked through her silky hair, wrapping it in his fist to clean his hard, sticky cock. “Now put me away, finish the job.” He let his much dryer cock smack against her face and waited patiently as she tucked and zipped him away.

“Wow, I better go find Marcia after that one, eager toilet.”

Logan didn't regret spurning his toilet's feelings one bit. It was difficult to turn down a blowjob especially from a pretty girl who had just swallowed your urine enthusiastically, but now he could feel her longing and devotion and despair in her every look, every breath and touch. It was pure electricity defiling the worshipful sacrifice to his dick. It was beauty and the fulfillment of his fantasy beyond what he had ever imagined. It was a heady thing. He pushed her more and more. He mostly made her get naked when she was to serve him. He'd snuck her into single use bathrooms a time or two and made her take his piss as he took a shit with the excuse he was low on time. Claiming it was a reward, he used a marker to write on her tits “Logan's outhouse,” “Football piss pot,” “toilet,” or whatever else took his fancy. He frequently requested her panties to clean his dick afterward and would give them back by stuffing them in her mouth.

“Fuck! You are such a good toilet, Mary Beth,” Logan said, taking his large, now hard member out of her mouth with a pop and smacking the wet, freshly relieved thing to rest on her head while looking down at her with a handsome, beaming smile. “You look sexy.”

“Wow, we really shouldn't do this but you're so sexy I can't help myself,” he moaned and began smacking her face with his cock before nudging it past her lips and slowly pushing until she was taking it down her throat.

The toilet gagged reflexively around the large cock clogging her throat and her eyes were running but she stayed as still as possible and looked up into his eyes, even licking the meat she was choking on. It was her chance to show him how she felt.

“Mmmmmmhhhmmm,” he grunted satisfactorily. “I knew my perfect little toilet could take the whole plunger. Oh yeah, baby, just sit back and take it,” he directed as he began rolling and snapping his hips powerfully into the pleasurable service hole of his college classmate, both of them ignoring her violent gagging. “Can't believe I'm cheating on my beautiful girlfriend with such a sexy toilet! Babe, you've got an excellent throat-pipe. I love plunging it! Ah..... ah..... take it! That's what you wanted, isn't it, naughty toilet! Does my creamy nut fit down the drain?!...ah! - Aaaargh! -”

“Glrrrrck! - Glllrrckkk – Gllllllluuuuuurrrrkkkkk!”

“Okay, now suck out the rest of my pee....atta girl, gorgeous.”

A few more days passed.

“What is it, Master?”

He smiled at her, clearly pleased that she knew him so well.

“Well..... can I rub your face on the ground?”

It was so sensual letting ---- Master rub her freshly pissed in face into into the dirt. She submissively got her ass in the air and her face hovered obediently inches from the ground. She hadn't put away her tits either after Master had given her a subtle look of disapproval when her hand went up to fix her button, so her little tits were mashed into dirt and debris. His strong hand came down on the back of her head and pushed it firmly into the dirt, slowly rolling it from side to side. She couldn't help but moan and whimper. She grew especially excited when the hand not rolling her in the mud went to her pants and they were yanked off her ass, her panties along with them, thinking he might finally put his dick in her pussy. Instead she felt a strange heavy downward press of an odd textured rubbery surface on her pussy and realized from the size and movement that he was stepping on her pussy with his sneaker! She was appalled but it only further turned her on. The jock's dirty shoe roughly trampled and nosed her hot, leaking pussy.

“Oh fuck, baby, you're the best toilet in the world. This is the best service a guy could ask for.” He switched shoes and she now realized he was cleaning his rough-used sneakers in her gushing pussy. Suddenly he was in front of her, and his cum struck her dirty face, “You're so special,” he moaned, letting her face have it.

“Wow, shit, I shouldn't have done that but you're just so incredible. Lick your pussy off my shoe!”

Next time she met him he taught her to undo his pants and lick his balls with a subtle hand gesture. “Nibble those balls. Nibble, nibble. Ahhh, ok, lips on my hose, baby. Get ready to suck a ton of piss, slut. Aaaaaaaaaaaaaahhh. Oh, yeah, I need this! You have no idea how good it feels. The tournament's been so stressful, no one understands me but you. Take it all!”

She chugged, half drowning herself and getting massively soaked in piss to keep up with her always busy and in a terrible rush tryst partner now pissing full force with her fully impaled on his thick, long pipe and his arms locking her head as close as it would get to his crotch like it was a brawling wrestling match and the fluid flew back out the corners of her mouth with him leaned over forward forcing her to bend back from on her knees awkwardly so gravity helped him escape the worst of the spitty piss.

By the time he finished she was a sodden half drowned-mess in the mud.

“You're so sexy,” he said, pumping out a rapid cum onto her unrecognizable face. “Thanks for that. See ya.”

Now that he was using her for dual purposes, Mary Beth was in seventh heaven. Their trysts occurred more frequently. Logan had asked for her schedule and showed her his and he was texting her much more to connect. His eagerness was infectious and she found herself powerfully responding to him. His words to her during his relief sessions ran frequently through her mind, exciting her.

“C'mon, bottoms up.” “It's still coming out...it's going to spill out...it finally stopped. Whew.” “Let's try this out...here it comes.” “Your face looks amazing, Mary Beth...it feels great, doesn't it?” “Here I go.” “Just take it.”

He'd had no scruples now about receiving a blowjob, presenting her with his fully hard dick when she knelt in her subservient position to be used as the dishy jock's urinal. As usual she'd blushed hard, prepared herself for the bitter taste, felt her neglected pussy throb, and tipped back her open mouth. Instead of his usual greeting with his stream, he took the opportunity to break with tradition by fully mounting her face. Slowly, so she had time to adjust to maintain the challenging position, grasping her ankles behind her bracing up on her rigid arms as Logan looked down at her with smirk and said, “I can't help it. You're too sexy,” and grunted as together with her hard-working, productively gagging throat he made his entire fat cock disappear down her throat. He brought his hand down to feel the throat bulge that he could perfectly admire from this position lightly squeezing his hands and humping, partially incredulous a girl would allow him to treat her this way despite being the instigator. Seeing her distorted face and body, a sacrifice for the pleasure of his dick, made it easy to see her as simply a convenient cock-pleasuring device. It turned him on like nothing else that he could use her as receptacle for not just urine or cum but both.

“Mmmmm. That feels perfect, Mary Beth.”

He then used her head as his fleshlight. His hand coming off of her throat finally to join his hand on her head and working up to use all his power to furiously hump himself and shake her head up and down his dick. She'd been quite a mess when he'd finished but he still didn't get up off of her. After a pause in which his slightly more flaccid cock now sticky with cum was still stuffed down her throat connecting them, he started to pissing. “I can't hold back. You sucked it too good. I'm pissing! I'm pissing straight down to your throat. It feels so good! You don't even know! I'm blasting your stomach! Gonna digest another liquid meal for me!” It caused her to splutter violently but he didn't let up. “I never knew taking a piss could feel this good. Take it.”

“Since it came out while my dick was still hard, I couldn't pee so well. Do you think you could suck on it again for awhile till it all comes out?....ohhh, stronger than that. Try and suck it all out....Ok, you sucked me hard again, you little dickcharmer! Get ready. Here comes the train...”

There was something so refreshing about his intimate relief appointments in the outdoor wooded area with the shy, pretty fellow college student. There was also something about his physical domination of the weak female that seemed right in a way he'd never fully been able to explore before. He was ignited by her complete masochistic submission to his dehumanizing requests and her automatic servility at being available to act as a relief station at the whim of his call of nature on the most casual but regular basis in a bit of trees and dirt somewhat hidden behind an abandoned structure. It was amazing, as he repeatedly told her, and he let loose, exploring with his cute body servant. And he loved using his greater athletic strength and stamina to toss her around, maul her, test her, and punish her just because he could, followed by a long, stuttering, tank full of pee ending with an immensely satisfying and exquisite half-hard piss suck to get the dregs from his excitedly uncooperative dick. His humiliating physical abuse increased her stamina and resilience as she was an eager student in taking his dick.

He was so pleased and grateful for his girl toilet that he found himself finding ways to act sweetly to his toilet and even found himself making love to her in their clearing, stretching her tiny, barely experienced pussy on his giant monster with lots of patience, deep kissing, clit rubbing, and dogged force till she was squirming like a worm in discomfort. Logan made her cum fully impaled, lightly beating and pinching her clit with his hands to get her to cum as you might expect from a masochistic toilet even one this tight. Then he pounded her pussy good, in multiple positions for over an hour and she came many times. When he finished, they lay on the grass, him on top of her and she felt a sudden warmness and intensity in her pussy and knew he was pissing. “Ahhhh. Velvet toilet. ..so good... your pussy is my piss dump.”

“Goddamn, Mary Beth! That was – incredible! The feel of you stretching around my cock while I used my inexperienced pussy potty was too amazing. That was really special. You liked it too, didn't you? When I let loose all my piss into your velvet toilet. It's special for you too, right? I never pissed in a pussy before.”

He got off of her rapidly so as not to be covered in piss but motioned her to stay down when she tried to move as well, admiring his toilet on the pissy, muddy grass. He made her stay like that when he left, mopping his dick and then some of the muddy mess around her ass and pussy with her panties before tucking them into her mouth and suggesting it would be really hot if she stayed like that for awhile. He apologized wishing he could make a sexy date of checking up on her in an hour or so but he had a game to go to for the next few hours. “It's so hot thinking of you here where we first met waiting around for me waiting to take my piss, Mary Beth, even if I don't come. Will you do that for me? It would mean a lot. Just see how long you can stay there. It's such a nice day, maybe take a nap? Here's my hoodie if you get cold when I leave and I don't want those panties out of your mouth before they're nice and clean. Then you can put them on.” He used a marker to scrawl on her and then he took her picture and left with a feeling of invincibility thinking about the girl he had defiled and left and made his forest bitch waiting for his piss.

Two hours later and Mary Beth had woken up cold and a little frightened. She hadn't noticed when she crawled into the sweatshirt but her belly had their school initials, his last name and jersey number written largely on her stomach with a football next to it and several crude dicks had been drawn spurting or streaming on her chest. On her legs he'd written, football slut, and the word, virgin, but crossed out, respectively. To her distress her clothes were gone. She timidly took her panties she had been sucking on out of her mouth and fit the sodden thing back on. Then she hurried back to her dorm, hoping no one would see her, ashamed of her half-dressed dirtiness, her smell, and the writing clearly visible on her legs.

“This?! This is the thing you piss in? This girl lets you piss in her mouth and you can't help cumming in it?”

“C'mon you said you'd try it.”

“You're so disgusting sometimes, Logan.”

“How do you want to do it, baby? Squat, standing, straddle? Want to watch me go first?” He finally turned to Mary Beth. “As my toilet, I want to let my girlfriend use you. That's all right, isn't it, Marybeth.”

Marybeth was humiliated being witnessed by the other woman. Her scathing words took Marybeth out of the hazy bubble she had created for herself around her taboo encounters with the handsome college student. She was letting a man use her as a real toilet and a sextoy and getting off on it like a pervert.

“Here, I'll go first. It's really cool. You'll like it a lot.”

He made the hand gesture and Mary Beth got into position taking out his dick and sucking his balls. He then put his dick in her mouth and started his wee. “See?” he said to his girlfriend. “It's really refreshing.”

“Gross!”

“You promised,” he reminded.

“Ughh!”

Logan helped his disgusted girlfriend, holding her hand for balance, to squat over Mary Beth. Mary Beth noted that slutty Marcia wasn't even wearing any panties under her short skirt, but her thoughts were interrupted by a stinky stream nailing her in the face and causing her to sputter – no hesitation from pee shyness at all!

“Drink it, bitch! Drink my girlfriend's golden offering, you stupid toilet!” Logan choked out lustily, maneuvering his girlfriend's hips to make sure she continued nailing his toilet in the face.

Afterwards Logan began making out with his girlfriend, gradually bringing them both to the grass where Marcia straddled him.

“What about her?”

“Pretend she's not here. She's just a toilet. We can pee in her again when we're done. How did you like it?”

After they fucked and peed again Marcia conceded,“Fine, you can piss in her, so long as I get to sometimes too, and you can do anal. That's another one I have no interest in having done to me.”

“Sorry about bringing Marcia here without telling you,” he said next time they met, “She found out and was trying to make me stop seeing you. I didn't want that to happen so I decided to show her what a wonderful experience it is using my toilet and it worked. You were such a good toilet for my girlfriend and me. Did it feel good drinking for my beloved girlfriend? Did you feel sorry for yourself? You still drank it down humbly. You can play with my dick all you want now. Thanks to you Marcia let me use her as a potty for the first time. Marcia is the cutest getting cucked by a toilet! I had to come meet you to make her jealous. Go on, toilet, you earned a little dick playtime.”

Even with all she had done, Mary Beth felt degraded and heartbroken like never before. She was just a tool to him. A toilet to take his piss and a tool to leverage the girl he actually cared about and found cute. Now even for toileting, she was second best.

Although she struggled to hold in her tears, when Logan had released his large dick to flop out before her, she took his meat into her mouth and sucked it sadly.

“Suck it harder. Sometimes dicks don't just need a warm bowl,” he affably chided, “Sometimes what they need is a good bobbing vacuum.Vacuum it, baby. Suck harder and use your tongue to clean around my foreskin – Fuck! Yeah. Just like that. My life is the best getting to live out my dreams with you....hunh!...hunh!...hunh!..Take it! Aaaaaaarghhhhh! Clean me out! Clean me out! Suck!”

“Damn that was nice.” He said, tucking himself away and preparing to leave. “Sit on the ground and spread your legs for me.”

She did and he brought up his right sneaker and started rubbing the mud off from it in her pussy! He was stepping on it again! It should have made her get out of there in a hurry but instead it felt electrifying. Her pussy cradled, nuzzled, and wiped the shoe, helping him meet it to slough off the mud and producing a lot more cream for the task. He changed feet and let out an audible sigh of relaxation. Here she was, just his pussy shoe shine. Feeling her pussy receive that sludge, turned her on despite the lump of heartbreak and despairing sadness lodged in her chest.

“Don't clean up,” he instructed before leaving for class. “It's only two hours.” She was taken aback to see he had his phone out and was recording his pussy-cleaning. “I left some supplies for you there in that hollow if you need them.” 

His class was only forty minutes long but it turned him on much more to tell her it was two hours. It was actually two hours and thirty-five minutes later that he finally made his way back to their spot off the beaten campus trail. He was happy but not surprised to see Mary Beth was still there, tucked behind a grassy mound in the sleeping bag he'd left for her and one of the gatorade bottles and snack bags at her side. She looked like she had been crying but when she heard his approach, she startled fearfully, before getting right into position with a scrambling to her knees. He sidled right up to her, squatted over her face, and fit his nice, thick cock down her receptive mouth giving her a long, steamy piss that more than made up for the one she had missed out on earlier. He enjoyed immensely seeing her settled in the grungy patch of woods.

“Can you stay like another half hour? I have an errand to do but I bet after that I'll have another one ready for you. Here I got you something,” he said proudly and took out a toilet seat from a bag. “That goes around your neck. Oh, looks good,” he groaned. “Okay, now, pussy out, little toilet,” he said and lifted his shoe.

He was well-gratified with his project of making her wait for longer and longer for him in the “forest” and soon their spot had been tricked out into a weird, trashy, camouflaged bdsm scene. First, he'd made sure there were plenty of space blankets and newspaper to supplement the sleeping bag and the hoodie he would often leave her. It turned him on to think of her adapting to life in the outdoors and becoming an expert at insulation out there like a little critter. He had several bondage ideas for warm places to keep her when the time came. Then he'd brought out some metals bowls and tended to fill them like dog bowls with food and drink for her when he was leaving. He also brought blindfolds and masks and at first made her voluntarily keep them on and then later used sensory-depriving hoods at his whim. Then, he'd began making her take large buttplugs up her ass and tethering her to a pike on the ground. This made her incredibly nervous because if anyone came she couldn't get away easily in the worst possible position to be found in. Even worse he kept stretching her ass onto bigger and bigger plugs and her ass was becoming a sad, gappy hole that seemed to provide him no end in amusement. He'd also begun coaxing her to sleep out there. Making beautiful love to his used receptacle well into the evening to coax her into a deep night's sleep and leaving her there, tether attaching her buttplug to the pike most of that time. He then kept some ropes secured to a tree branch to tie her to when he wanted to give her a good thrashing and kept a collection of things to thrash her with there as well.

Mary Beth was deep in her submissive hole, throwing herself headfirst into the depths of her masochistic depravity to the expense of other thought. Logan knew just how to work a slut like her, a natural toilet slut, and in one sense Mary Beth thought she was flourishing under his masterful care. The one thing she did not like was when Marcia intruded on their time together. Why did he have to bring Marcia?

Only the other day, he had brought Marcia saying he wanted to “line up to spray both his toilets.” Afterwards, Marcia had been allowed to clean up with Mary Beth's panties and then put them over Mary Beth's head, then Marcia had been allowed to attach and shorten the tether keeping her pinned close to the pike, then she'd been allowed to piss on Mary Beth's panty-covered head, then Master and Marcia had made love in her sleeping bag nest while Mary Beth shivered, soaked in piss, and eyes burning with fevered, despairing jealousy. Marcia was now allowing her boyfriend anal love and when he was done, after a litany of sweet nothings in her ear, he brought himself over to Mary Beth and wiped his dick with her panties before getting a more thorough clean with her mouth. He replaced the panties on her head. “Marcia wants you to clean these after an hour and I guess she wants to keep you tethered like this and I think I'm going to let her. One of us will come back and free you in two hours, don't worry – ah actually better make that three. I almost forgot all about the pep rally! Anyway, you can do it. Here's a dildo if you get bored.” He then put the toilet seat over her neck and drew a large, crude schlong pissing on her neck as if she was in use. “Beautiful!” he exclaimed.

“Hmph – let's get out of here. I'm getting bitten alive,” the other toilet snapped in a grousing tone as her boyfriend got some quick pics of his toilet fixture.

As they walked away from her, Marcia had looked back on the miserable toilet with a mean, smug expression on her face.

Man, did she hate Marcia!
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