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Scatwoman

I got the invitation over Facebook.  A picture collage of more than a dozen comic-book characters, all in various action poses, with the words “SUPER PARTY!  FAYE’S 40TH FANCY DRESS DO!  BE THERE – AND DRESS TO IMPRESS!”

I sort of smiled and inwardly groaned at the same time.  Fancy-dress parties were always such a pain...  But Faye, a former work colleague I’d stayed in touch with, was such good fun.  She was quite a bit older than me – I was still only in my mid-twenties – but I liked Faye, and knew a few others who would be attending.  I decided to go for it.  I got to thinking carefully about my costume.

I chose Thor.  The character was in plenty of movies so buying bits and pieces of the costume online was easy enough.  Dark trousers, a grey top with plastic chainmail thrown over the shoulders.  A scarlet cape.  Bought a toy plastic mallet, but drew the line at the helmet.  I already had the shoulder-length hair and short beard, so didn’t have to worry about that at least.  I felt goofy, and am certainly no Chris Hemsworth, but actually thought I looked okay.    

The party was in the upstairs of a local pub.  Faye had hired the entire floor out: it had its own dancefloor and bar.  I got a cab over there, picking up a friend (in green hair dye, white face paint, and smeared red lipstick for a Joker costume) on the way.  The cab parked up right outside the pub, so we thankfully didn’t have to walk far to get inside.

It was a decent laugh.  I had a quick beer to take the edge of my feeling of silliness.  Everyone was dressed up anyway: there seemed to be countless Batmen, Jokers, and Supermen, but also Wonder Women, Captain Americas, a Batgirl, and a shaky cardboard Iron Man.

I wandered round with a beer, smiling and chatting with the people I knew.  Faye, the birthday girl, was talking animatedly to one of the several Catwomen there, an almost empty rum and coke in her hand.  Faye was wearing a blue top with iconic ‘S,’ red cape, and short skirt.  If nothing else, there were plenty of female legs on show with these costumes.  I wasn’t complaining.  

I loitered, not wanting to interrupt, waiting to offer to get her a drink.

‘Sam!’ Faye cried after a few moments, realising I was there.  She gave me a hug.  ‘Thor, right?’

I held my plastic mallet up.  ‘What gave it away?’

She grinned.  ‘We’ve got the same cape.’

I wished her a happy birthday.  Asked what she would like to drink.

‘I’m good at the minute, babes,’ she told me, draining her almost-empty glass… and taking up the fresh one from the Catwoman she’d been chatting to.  ‘People just keep forcing drinks on me!  Sympathy for being so old, I’m sure…  Sam, this is Kat, Kat, Sam…’

I smiled at Catwoman.  She was older than both Faye and I – she looked to be pushing fifty.   She was wearing a full-length latex catsuit that shone in the light, and a matching eye mask.  Black heeled boots that crept up past her calves and a coiled whip attached to her waist.  She didn’t exactly possess the figure you’d normally think ideal for the outfit – meaty thighs and middle-aged spread that caused the latex to bulge in smooth curves in all the right places – but had a grinning confidence that made it work.  Her hair was short, not quite shoulder-length, once black but now fashionably streaked with silver.  

As with many of Faye’s friends, she looked like an interesting character.

‘Kat,’ I said, nodding to her in greeting.  ‘I guess your choice of costume was inevitable…’

She smiled.  ‘Some days you’ve got to just accept the inevitable…’

Faye screeched with laughter as a brave soul in cut-off jeans and green body paint and nothing else (an overweight Hulk) wandered into the party.  She rushed over to greet him.  I watched, grinning at her enthusiasm.  I turned back, expecting Kat to be wandering away now too, but she was still standing there, sipping her drink, looking me up and down.

‘Far less show-stopping than yours,’ I said, referring to the costume.

She smirked, pursing her lips together.  They were painted scarlet.  Even though I could see her eyes, the eye mask she was wearing over the upper half of her face gave her a definite mystique.  ‘I don’t know,’ she said.  ‘I always did have a thing for Thor.’

We hung out for a little bit longer at the bar.  We got some more drinks each before sitting down at a nearby table.  She was definitely flirting with me, of that there was no mistaking.  I was intrigued.  She was a good deal older than me – perhaps by twenty years or so – and she clearly knew this.  She said she and Faye went way back.

‘Probably known one another since before you were born,’ she added with a wink.

I drank, watching her, looking at the curves around her breasts, her belly.  She wasn’t fat by any means, just a woman of a certain age.  For some reason, her clear sexuality at that age was more of a turn-on than some of the younger slimmer women in body-hugging outfits with their legs on display.  I normally wouldn’t have been so forward, at least so early, but the vibes were too clear.  I asked her if she was here with anyone.

She, too, took a drink, taking a confident moment to reply.  She shook her head, slowly, a smirk growing.

‘No?’ I asked.  ‘No Batman here to take you home?’

She swallowed her drink.  She looked at me and said, clearly, ‘I’d rather I had a Boy Wonder to play with, personally.’

I raised an eyebrow.  ‘I think I chose the wrong outfit,’ I said, trying to sound casual yet with my heart hammering.

She too raised an eyebrow, watching me, but said nothing.

My mind went to all kinds of places.

A few people I knew – colleagues past and current – wandered over and got chatting to me.  I was polite, yet was desperate for everyone to simply get lost so I could keep talking to Kat.  She got chatting with people she knew, yet neither one of us wandered far from one another.

The night went on.  My eyes kept returning to the shiny surface of her catsuit.  Her rear looked incredible in it: meaty.  I imagined it being a real handful.

Eventually, with people jumping around on the small dancefloor and everyone well lubricated by booze, she caught me eyeing her up one time too many.  She leaned over to me.  She had to speak loudly enough to be heard over the music, but quietly enough so only I could hear.

‘I have a taxi outside,’ she said, and again my stomach tumbled in excitement.  ‘Room in the back for one more.’

We left, subtly, Kat heading out first after saying goodbye to Faye.  Faye was surrounded by so many friends she could only wave from a distance.  I snuck out a few moments later, though no-one noticed.  I could have just been stepping outside for a breath of fresh air for all anyone knew.

We were all over one another in the back of the cab.  She was forcing her tongue into my mouth, her hands on my chest – thankfully I’d ditched the ludicrous plastic chainmail – and tweaking my nipples through my shirt.  It had been hot in the pub, the throng of dancing bodies not helping much.  The smell of her sweat beneath the tight clinging latex only added to my excitement.

The cab pulled up outside a house hidden behind high hedges on a quiet street.  I hurriedly flung money at the driver as we clambered outside.  We enjoyed the cool evening air only for a few moments, still necking on the doorstep, before heading inside.

The house was small, crammed with books and paintings and collectables and ornaments.  I’d removed my cape earlier, so tossed my daft props to one side, now dressed fairly standard in trousers and a t-shirt.  Kay hadn’t even removed her mask.

She grabbed a bottle of wine from the kitchen.  She brought it through to the lounge.  No glasses: she swigged from the bottle.  She offered it to me.  I did the same, standing in front of her.  We weren’t sitting: I was hoping we could move up to the bedroom.

Instead she said, ‘Strip.’

I glanced around.  ‘Here?’

‘The curtains are closed,’ she said simply.  ‘What’s your problem?  Strip.’

I’d known within seconds of speaking to her that Kay was a pretty strong character, and any dominating personality that had been lurking beneath her respectable facade all night began bubbling to the surface.  

Trying to remain cocky, yet feeling more than a touch exposed, I began to strip.

Kay sat on the couch in front of me, wine bottle in hand.  She leaned back, and watched me.  In the quiet of her front room, I could hear the latex creaking beneath her.

I removed my shirt first, pulling it over my head.  I slid my trousers down over my firm legs, brushed with dark hair.  I glanced at her as I did so.  Again, even though I could see her eyes, the presence of the small mask made her feel almost inscrutable.  Behind the latex strip, however, I could see her eyes narrowing a touch as she took in the sight.

My boxers were bulging, my erection straining for release.  I tugged them off, and threw them aside.  I kicked my socks off as I stood there, totally bare.

She watched me for a few moments.  I actually heard her grunt in approval.

She leaned forward, towards me.  I thought she was about to continue into my crotch, and take my cock in her mouth – her hand, at least – but, startlingly, she slapped it, hard, the shining material making a cracking noise against my stiffness.  I cried out in surprise as much as pain.  She looked up at me, gauging my reaction.  I stared back down at her, wincing a little from the stinging.

My heart was racing, as it became apparent that I wasn’t simply up for some drunken, fumbling, awkward sex, here.

‘How fucked up are you,’ she practically purred.

I didn’t honestly know.  I liked a bit of kink, I supposed, same as anyone else – but this older woman, hardly a looker, but packed tight into her latex catsuit and clearly with filth on the mind, was driving me wild.  My cock was rigid.  Obviously she was into dominating her men: not something I’d had a massive amount of experience with, but her age gave it an added thrill.  

I’d have done anything, and I told her so.

She reached forward with her gloved hands.  Took my still-stinging cockhead in her latex-smooth fingers, and peeled the foreskin back, revealing my glistening tip.  I grimaced in sensitivity and overwhelming excitement.

‘I want to do fucked up things with you,’ I said, my voice little more than a whisper.  ‘I’ll do whatever you want.’

She released my foreskin, her finger tracing a line down my shaft to my stiff, full, ball-sack.  She continued, down, tracing the contours of my scrotum, to the soft flesh of my inner thighs.  My heart was racing.

I swallowed, as her finger continued, pushing up between my buttocks.  She jammed it into my rear without warning, and without delicacy.  I grimaced, again, the tightness and pain somehow making my erection bulge even more, inches from her masked face.  She jammed it in deeper, and began roughly thrusting it in and out of me.  Without thinking, one of my hands touched her salt and pepper hair, not to push her away, but just to hold her, needing comfort through the anal abuse she was inflicting on me.  

It took all my stamina not to step away from her, but to endure.

‘I like wrecking young boys,’ she murmured with a sly grin.  

I gasped, almost with disbelieving laughter, but afraid something might... happen.  I’d had dinner before leaving for the party and had a few snacks whilst there, and so was well aware of the very full feeling in my rectum with Kat’s finger now stuffed in there.

Then her head was over my cock, her warm, wet mouth enveloping my achingly hot shaft, as she twisted and removed her finger from me.

I threw my head back, eyes closed, not sure how I could manage the intensity, desperately hoping I wasn’t shitting myself.

When I looked down, she pulled away from my cock.  She left a pleasantly cool coating of saliva across it.  She brought her finger up, and I watched, appalled, as she looked at it.  There was certainly residue on there, although it was mostly invisible against the black latex.  I gasped.  She grinned, looking pleased with herself.

‘How fucked up are you willing to go..?’ she asked again, the question a sensual, teasing drawl.

I was panting, desperate for her to touch me again.  I stared down at her.

‘Anything,’ was all I could say.

She got to her feet, grabbing my arm to hoist herself up.  She led me through to the lounge, and the kitchen.  The kitchen tiles were chill beneath my bare feet.

There was a downstairs bathroom past the kitchen.  She led me there.

‘Unzip me,’ she said, turning her back to me, leaning against the sink.

I stepped up behind her.  My erection rubbed at the smooth surface of her catsuit buttocks.  It felt heavenly.  The back of the suit was lined with various zippers, buckles, and clasps: it took me a few moments to undo them all. 

The zip moved slowly down, revealing her bare back beneath.  Curls of a tattoo design could be seen.

She pulled off her gloves, bent over, and unzipped and removed her boots.  She peeled off her outfit.  It clung to her, and as she managed to strip it away, the flesh revealed beneath was flush and red, marked with the indentations from the suit.  I could smell the sweat on her being released.

She was tattooed.  Tribal designs on her right shoulder and both heavy buttocks.  She turned to me, totally nude but for the mask, which she now peeled off.  It was a strange moment: even though I’d been looking at her all night with most of her face uncovered, the removal of the mask felt as intimate as the removal of her catsuit.  Her breasts, with ink arching across both nipples, were pierced.  They hung low over a sagging stomach, but, I had to remind myself, she was probably pushing fifty.  None of this was decreasing my arousal: if anything, it was adding to it.  This wasn’t some silly, naïve young girl: this was a kinky broad who knew what she wanted, and wanted to do it with me.

‘On your back,’ she ordered.

The bathroom was small.  I lowered myself to my haunches, lying flat on the floor, my back against a mat and thankfully not the cool tiles.  My cock jutted up, into the air, away from me.

She looked down at me, triumphant.  From down here, her curves were accentuated: if she hadn’t seemed dominating before, she sure as hell did now.  There was a definite sneer on her face.

She turned, her flabby arse facing me.  She stepped one leg over my body, straddling me, and began to lower herself.

I was groaning before she was even halfway down.  Her meaty rear, sweaty and inked, lowered itself towards my face.  Her minge was not bare, but it looked as if she shaved it every once in a while: a fuzz of greying hair coated the lips of her glistening pussy.

My mouth was open, my tongue ready to receive her.

She sat on my face.  I think I heard her grunt in satisfaction.  She reached back with both hands, spreading her cheeks, opening herself up more.  

Her pussy was pressed against my mouth.  My nose was squashed against her anus.  She was dripping wet with excitement.  My jaw worked frantically, my face growing soaked, the smell of her anus sweat and pussy juice filling my nostrils.  I could feel her manhandling my cock, balls, and arse as I did so: nibbling, smacking, fingering, yanking.

My pleasured cries were muffled against her cunt.

She was grinding herself up and down me, literally fucking my face.  

I felt her lie down, her weight distributed down across my body.  An almost overwhelming sensation as my cock was enveloped once more in warmth and wetness, down to the base.  It felt like a pussy was sliding down my length.  I thought, with her pissflaps open and in my mouth, She’s deepthroating me.  

I ate her faster, more frenzied.

She had a finger up my bum.  She worked a second in.  I felt like I was about to split.  I loved it.

I felt her shifting, tensing, over my face.  For a second I thought it was the onset of an orgasm, pleased that she was tipping over the edge.  Then the tenseness seemed to fade, before reappearing.  Gasping, I still lapped at her pussy, unconcerned.  Her pussy and arsehole clenched and winked.

It didn’t dawn on me that she was applying pressure on her bladder until the first blast of warm piss gushed into my mouth.

It took me by surprise.  I coughed, startled.  But I swallowed it.  I swallowed her piss.  I didn’t pull away.  The shock was intense, but the glorious feeling in my cock and balls, and the ravenous hunger in me for disgusting kink with this old whore, drove my tongue back inside her.

I could hear her groaning, further down me, muffled around my cock.

She pissed some more.  I swallowed what I could, but she really unleashed a torrent, and the water I couldn’t manage flowed across my face, soaking into my beard and hair and face.  

I was thrusting my hips, trying to fuck her face, I was so excited by it all.  Her piss smelled, and tasted, strong.  At moments I struggled to breathe, beneath the water and the weight of her crotch pressed against my mouth.

The urine slowed, becoming little more than squirts, but the feeling of clenching, of pressure, on her genitals did not subside.  Gasping, I continued lapping at her like a dog.

A small fart escaped her wrinkled anus.  My nose was pressed against her when it happened: I felt the air.  I breathed in her fart, her piss, her sweat, her excitement.

The world seemed to grow quiet.  I actually could hear the softly escaping gas as she pushed a firm, soft turd out, across my face.

My mind was a confused mess.  

Part of me wanted to react, to push her off and stop this: another part was delirious with excitement.  She shat on my face, still choking on my cock.  I had nowhere to move my head, trapped beneath her thighs.

The first, she pushed out across my nose.  It was as warm as freshly-baked bread.

The stench was overwhelming, and it took all my effort to hold off gagging.  I could hear Kat crying out in delight, as if the act of defecating alone had orgasmic qualities.  Hell, perhaps it did: we’ve all had pleasantly satisfying toilet moments, relishing the feeling of our stretching ring.  Perhaps that, coupled with the knowledge that she was doing it over a young man’s face, was enough to push her to climactic heights.

My cock slipped from the damp sanctuary of her mouth.  I felt her sit up, her weight lifting: she shifted, now actually squatting over my face, feet either side of my head.

My eyes, wide open, looked at the vision above me.  Her cunt dripped with flecks of piss.  I saw her anus contract, expand, as a second brown shit was pushed from her bowels.  My nostrils already packed with faeces, I had been breathing, raggedly, from my mouth.  This new shit, she pushed past my lips.

The next few moments were all a bit of a blur.

I know I ate some of her scat.  There was nowhere else for it to go.  I gagged instinctively, choking, having to sit up and gasp for air.  I remember lumps of her faeces dropping down onto my chest as I sat up.

She was wild, wanking herself furiously, hitting me, calling me a slut.  She was on all fours, leaning over the side of the bathtub, demanding I fuck her arse.  Her anus was a shitty stinking mess, but then again, so was my face.

My mouth and nose covered in her mess, I sodomised her filthy hole.  We were both coming within moments, and I shot my heavy load up her dirty rectum.  

My cock, when I removed it, deflated and spent, was smeared in brown, fibrous matter.

I don’t remember much about showering, although I knew it had to be thorough.  Kat stood beneath the water with me, soaping me up, washing my face and hair thoroughly.  Her manner had shifted, post-coitus: she was tender, motherly, calling me her good boy, her good little scat boy.  I felt in a bit of a daze.

‘I did ask if you were fucked up,’ she said, smiling warmly, towelling herself off.  ‘You passed that test, I think.’

I thought about it, before smiling, too.  I continued drying my hair.

‘You can spend the night, if you like,’ she said.  ‘Stay for breakfast.  And, ah, the after-breakfast toilet trip.’

I looked at her, at her curved, tattooed body.  Made eye contact, although my heart was beginning to speed up in nerves and excitement again.

‘I’d think I’d like that,’ I managed to say.


Teenage Emo Urinal

The harsh grey light of a Sunday morning.  The city quietly beginning to stir after the revels of the night before.  Kebab cartons and plastic pint cups and lager cans are strewn across the streets.

Down one of these dirty, graffiti’d side-streets, Amy sits huddled in the concrete doorway to The Pit.  The door behind her is steel, heavy, plastered with band posters, and locked.  Amy cuts a different figure than a few hours ago, when she stepped out of this very nightclub in shame and embarrassment.  The Pit had been packed with black-clad punters, sweaty, drinking, shouting over the blaring noisy guitar music.  Getting a job at the pit was no small feat, even it was only serving drinks: Amy had dressed to impress the customers.  Leather trousers, corset, kick-ass boots and a vintage fedora.  Lashings of dark eye-shadow and lipstick.  

Now, she is bleary-eyed, without make-up, in a scruffy black hoodie, torn jeans, and baseball pumps.  Without her costume, she looks as young and vulnerable as her eighteen years suggest.  She clearly hasn’t slept, and her eyes, puffy, suggest tears have flowed during the past few hours.

A noisy delivery truck reverses down the road to another bar at the end of the street.  The driver pays her no attention.

She’s not sure how long she has been sitting here.

It can’t be too long – the city isn’t awake yet, even for a Sunday – but it feels it.  Eventually, her stomach lurches as the man she has been waiting for appears, rounding the corner on foot.  In blue jeans and a suit jacket, he has a cardboard cup of coffee in one hand and a folded-up newspaper in the other.  He’s young, although far older than Amy: late thirties, perhaps.  He has a shaved head and stubble.  

Amy clambers to her feet, brushing herself down of the grit and dirt of the doorway.

Blake doesn’t notice her until he is practically on top of her, shifting his paper to his other hand and fumbling in his pockets for a heavy set of keys.  He takes a step back.  ‘Christ.  Didn’t see you there.’

‘Mr Blake,’ Amy says, stepping towards him.  ‘I’m sorry to bother you this early – I’m Amy – I – you may not remember me, I was employed here a couple of weeks ago –’

He is fumbling with the keys, unlocking the heavy metal doors, looking at her.  Clearly, he is mentally applying make-up to her, trying to place which one of the staff she is.

‘Yes,’ he says eventually, cautiously.  ‘I know who you are.’

‘Well, the thing is,’ she continues quickly, ‘there was a bit of a misunderstanding – you see, Janine let me go last night, but it was over a total mistake – she thought I was stealing, but I would never steal anything, I honestly didn’t realise, but Janine –’

Blake holds up his hand, gently, but intending for her to stop talking.  ‘Amy, I’m sorry.  Janine deals with the hiring and firing.  If she’s made a decision on something, I don’t go over her head with it.’

‘But –’ Amy is beginning to panic, now: this clearly isn’t going the way she has been envisaging over the past couple of hours.  ‘But – you’re her boss – you can tell her, explain to her –’

Blake sighs with mild exasperation, clearly not wanting to have this conversation.  ‘Amy, Janine did run it all past me before she fired you last night.  I know about the tips.’

Tears are forming in Amy’s eyes again.  ‘I – I didn’t know – I thought we just kept the tips – I didn’t know we share them all out at the end of the night –’

Blake leans back against the doorway.  Sighs again.  ‘Janine says she explains that to all new employees on the very first day,’ he says.  ‘It’s in the contract you signed.’

Amy is sniffling now.  ‘I just – m-my parents – they’ll kick me out if I don’t have a job –’

‘Amy,’ Blake tries again.

She’s bawling now.  ‘Th-they were so mad at me when I got in last night – said if I didn’t get this j-job back that was my last ch-chance gone – they s-still haven’t forgiven me for n-not finishing c-college – they say I have to work or else –’

Blake looks around, embarrassed even though there’s no-one else nearby.  He looks frustrated, before turning back to her.

‘Stop,’ he says.  ‘Just, stop.’  Amy manages to get her sniffles under control.

Blake pushes open the doorway to the nightclub.  It is dark inside, and silent.  An alarm begins to beep.

‘Wait here,’ he tells her, before disappearing inside.  Amy remains in the doorway, shifting from foot to foot.  She can hear Blake moving around in the darkness within: lights suddenly flicker on, and the alarm ceases.  He reappears, and gestures her forward.  ‘Come on,’ he mutters.

Gratefully, Amy rushes inside.

They head up the stairs towards the nightclub.  Amy looks around, seeing the place in a new light now it is silent and empty.  At the doorway which she would normally head through, leading out into the nightclub proper, the stairs continue up: Blake continues walking, towards his office.  She has never been up here.

His office is right at the top of the building, small, filled with boxes of paperwork and bottles of spirits and flyers.  A door leading to a small toilet is off to the side.  The window looks out onto the rooftops of the surrounding buildings: Amy gazes out, as Blake minds a space on his cluttered desk for his coffee and newspaper.  He hangs his jacket over the back of his chair.  He is wearing a short-sleeved shirt beneath, revealing heavily tattooed arms.

‘Okay, first off,’ he says, casually, moving a stack of handwritten notes to one side.  He leans against the side of the desk, perched on the edge of it.  He sips his coffee.  ‘You can’t get your job back here.  Janine would slaughter me.  Understand?’

Amy looks crestfallen, but remains quiet.  She remains there, awkwardly on her feet, looking down, away from him.  She nods.

‘Now, I do own another place,’ he goes on, and Amy looks up hopefully.  ‘A pub on the other side of the city.  Called The Oak.  Do you know it?’

Amy shakes her head.  Blake laughs humourlessly.

‘I suppose you’re not old enough to know too many boozers,’ he says.  Amy smiles in sheepish agreement, beginning to get some of her confidence back.  ‘But you are eighteen, right?’ he confirms, and she nods again.

‘Well,’ he continues, ‘you’re in for a treat.  It’s in a rough old neighbourhood, the locals are all psychos, we serve watered-down piss, and Eddie, the guy I have running it, likes to get… friendly with the staff, given the opportunity.  But, it is what it is.  We’re always in need of barmaids there.’

Despite his grim description, Amy is wide-eyed with relief at the offer of any job.  ‘I – absolutely!  Yes, thank you, yes!  Thank you so much, sir, I swear I won’t let you down again –’

Blake raises his hand again to shut her up.  Amy’s voice trails off, her smile fading slightly.

‘Just a minute.  I haven’t given you anything, yet.’  He pauses, clearly thinking over what he intends to say.  Amy knows better than to speak.

‘I don’t know what went on here,’ Blake says.  ‘It may have been a total misunderstanding, like you say.  Or you may have been ripping off my staff.’

Amy opens her mouth, wanting to protest, but he isn’t finished.

‘If I get you a job there, it reflects back on me.  Do you understand?  I want a little incentive for myself, if I’m taking a risk on somebody that isn’t totally honest with me.  Otherwise, I could just give the job to any random tart that applies.’

Amy listens as his tone turns darker, more firm.  He watches her.

He nods to the door off to the side.  Amy looks, blank, not understanding.  A small room with an old toilet and sink, the enamel on both stained with years of neglect.  A few boxes of cheap-brand toilet paper stacked against the wall.

Amy blinks, understanding nothing.

‘I’m going to turn my back,’ Blake says, his voice soft but his tone anything but.  ‘When I turn back around, I’ll expect one of two things.   One, you can be walking out of the door, heading back to explain to your parents that you lost your job because you had your hand in the till.  I won’t notify the police –’ Amy’s eyes widen in alarm at the very word – ‘but I won’t expect to see you in here again.  Or, two: I find you sitting on there –’ he nods again to the toilet – ‘with all your clothes off.’  

He pauses, letting the choices sink in.

‘Understand?’ he asks.

Amy cannot respond for a few moments, she is in such shock, but eventually she manages a nod and a, ‘Y-yes.’

‘Alright, then,’ Blake says, satisfied.  He takes his coffee and turns away from her, looking out of the window across his grim rooftop view.

Amy sits there, stunned, silent but in mental turmoil.  She’s heard of the concept of sleeping with people for jobs, of course, but never thought she’d be faced with the dilemma herself.  Certainly not for a job so mundane.

She thinks again of the argument with her parents, and tries to fight off panic as she tries to envisage telling them she failed to get her job back.

She walks quietly to the small toilet.

She tries to push the door closed initially, as if automatically trying to save her modesty, but the door is old and swollen and stiff against the floor.  The small room is chilly.  There is a tiny frosted window, above head-height, that shows nothing of the outside world.

She begins to slowly undress.

She unzips her hoodie.  She looks for a hook on the door on which to hang it, and sees there isn’t one.  She folds it and places it carefully on the boxes of toilet tissue beside her.  Her t-shirt next, revealing her small chest and plain black bra.  She freezes, now, looking down at herself in disbelief, not sure which she would rather remove next: her bra, or her jeans.

Her expression, one of desperation and despair.

She takes off her jeans.  Slips off her sneakers, first, and stands there in only her socks and underwear.  She is a pale girl.  She has a piercing through her naval.  She shivers a little at the cold, and feels her nipples stiffen beneath her bra.

She looks through to the office, as if expecting Blake to say he’s changed his mind, this is all a joke, to get her clothes back on.  He remains standing at the window, calmly drinking his coffee, reading a folded section of his newspaper.

Amy once more looks down at herself.  In disgrace, she reaches behind herself, and unclips her bra.  

She places her bra and panties on the boxes along with the rest of her clothes.  She thinks for a moment about leaving her socks on, but decides not to risk it.  They go, too.

She looks at the toilet, but then tries not to.  The bowl is lined with lime scale and god-only knows what.  There is no lid, only a cheap plastic seat.  The handle is from a hanging chain.

Bracing herself against the inevitable chill of the seat against her young bottom, Amy sits down and waits.

Blake is in no rush.  He turns his paper over, continues reading.  He absently places his cardboard cup on the edge of the desk, and Amy hears it is now empty.

Eventually, he turns around.  He knows she didn’t leave: he turns straight to the open toilet doorway.  A brief smile flickers across his face when he sees her sitting there naked, but is soon hidden.

He walks towards her.  Amy actually swallows.

He walks into the toilet.  There is no real space for two: he stands in front of her.  

Amy stares at a random patch of crumbling plaster on the wall, his crotch directly in front of her face.  His hands appear, and his zipper is lowered.  His fingers slip into his flies, and his penis is removed.

Amy tries not to look, but her eyes flicker there.

She is surprised: she had expected an erection.  Instead, Blake’s cock – whilst still thick, and heavy-looking – is soft.

‘Open your mouth,’ Blake tells her, his voice terrifyingly calm.

Amy hesitates.  Has to swallow again.  Opens her mouth, and closes her eyes.

One of his hands touches her face, as he pushes his soft cock into her mouth.  He places it on her tongue.  Instinctively, she closes her lips around it, and nervous breathing explodes from her nostrils.

‘Look up at me,’ Blake tells her.  Amy shifts, keeping his penis in her mouth.  She isn’t able to look all the way up his body to his face, but she sees enough: he is holding his cameraphone in front of her face, recording her degradation.

‘Mmmmf,’ she moans in protest.

‘It’s okay,’ Blake is saying soothingly, actually stroking her face.  ‘This is for no-one but me.  Think of this as insurance… To make sure this stays between you and me.’

Amy lowers her gaze.  She can feel Blake… tensing.

The first spray of urine into her mouth is gentle, but takes her unawares.  She swallows automatically, which quickly leads to a coughing fit as she pulls away in disgust.

‘Oh god,’ she gasps, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.  ‘I didn’t realise – you meant that –’

Blake is gently easing her back, gently pushing his cock back at her mouth.  ‘It’s okay,’ he is saying.  ‘It’s fine.  If it’s your first time, coughing is normal.  Come on, there isn’t much.  Swallow it down, come on now.’

A disbelieving look on her face, Amy opens her mouth again.  Blake is back inside.  She closes her eyes again, this time tighter.

Blake pisses directly into Amy’s mouth.  He takes it slowly, breaking off mid-stream to allow her to swallow, not panic, and breathe steadily through her nostrils.  Even with his careful approach, Amy’s small nude body is rocked with spasms as she struggles to control her gag reflex.  

She cannot bear to touch him more, so grips the toilet seat beneath her tightly.

She tries to keep her breathing even through her nostrils.  She seems to be swallowing constantly, the warm earthy liquid being unleashed directly into her mouth.  Still, she isn’t able to swallow quite fast enough: yellow liquid begins to seep from the sides of her mouth, and down her face and chin.

Blake is moaning softly.  From either the satisfaction of unloading his bladder, or the satisfaction of doing it into her face, Amy cannot tell.

Eventually, it gets too much.  Amy has to pull away, spitting liquid out, urine flowing from her mouth and down her face and body.  Blake lets her go: he is into the home straight anyway.  He forces the final few jets out, a few warm splashes hitting her full-on in the face.  She has to keep her eyes closed: he seems to be aiming directly at her eyelids.

Eventually, it ends.

When she finally dares open her eyes, Blake has taken a few steps back into his office, his wet cock still hanging out of the front of his trousers.  He is fiddling with his phone, presumably ending the video he’d been recording: he tucks it away into his back pocket, before fastening his trousers.

Amy remains seated on the toilet, a wet, humiliated disgrace.  She hardly dare move, she feels so grotesque.  Her hair is mostly okay, Blake having focused so much on getting it in her mouth, but some of it around her face is plastered to her wet skin.  She can’t look at him.

‘I’ll call Eddie later, tell him you’ll stop by to discuss the job,’ he says casually, as if the past ten minutes or so hadn’t even taken place.  ‘If you don’t know it, it’s up by the industrial estate.  Go there this evening, introduce yourself.’

Amy nods dumbly, barely hearing him.  She moves her head a fraction, and takes a fistful of toilet roll from beside her.  She scrunches it into a ball and immediately rubs it across her face.

‘Jesus,’ she mutters, to no-one in particular.

Unbelievably, Blake sits down at his desk, and switches his computer on.  ‘Get yourself cleaned up, and then go,’ he calls over to her.  ‘The cleaners will be in downstairs soon.  I assume you don’t want them to see you leaving.’

She stands up, shakily, the shock beginning to wear off.  There is no soap by the sink, so she has to make do with splashing cold water over her face.  She gasps at the cold.  She spits into the sink.

She dresses.  She steps back out into the office.  She loiters in front of the desk, but when it becomes clear that Blake isn’t going to bother looking back up at her, she turns away, and heads down the stairwell.

‘If you decide to take the job, I’ll stop by sometime, see how you’re getting on,’ he calls at her as she walks, zombie-like, down the stairs.  She pushes open the heavy metal door and steps back out into the street.  There seem to be a few more people around now.  She looks at her phone: the shops will be opening soon.  

She walks home through the city.  No-one gives her a second glance.  

She is a normal, anonymous teenager, who happens to have the taste of her boss’s piss in her mouth.

Scat-Soaked Gag

He has to wait for her to open the door.

When she does, he towers above her in the doorway, but it is clear where the power resides.  She is a tiny thing, barely over 5’2,” short bob of blonde hair framing what is normally a warm, pretty, inviting face.  Now, though, her face is set hard, her dark eyeliner and purple lipstick like a grim war paint.  She looks up at him, unsmiling.  His tanned biceps are thick, and level with her face.

She steps aside.  He steps inside.

He loiters awkwardly in the front room as she closes and locks the front door behind him, shutting out the suburban evening beyond.

She turns to him.  She is dressed in black: vest top, tight knee-length skirt over leggings.  It contrasts sharply against her yellow hair and bare white arms and feet.  She leans back against the wall, hands casually behind her back.

‘What’s your girlfriend doing tonight,’ she asks him, her voice lazy, barely interested.

He looks at her.  He waits a few moments before answering.

‘She’s at home,’ he says simply.

‘She’ll be wondering where you are.’  The faintest of sneers in the girl’s voice.

He nods a little.  ‘Maybe.’  A further pause, as the man summons the courage to ask a question of his own.  ‘And your boyfriend?’

‘Out,’ the girl says dismissively, stepping away from the wall and heading to the stairs.  She glances over a shoulder.  ‘Are you coming for this, or are you just going to stand there?’

He follows her up the stairs.

As they ascend, he watches the backs of her calf muscles beneath the tight black material.

She leads him into the bathroom.  It is a large room, airy: it has a large window of frosted glass that faces the back garden, and the clean white tiles of the floor and walls glow with the pink evening light.

She lowers the toilet seat lid, and sits down, hands between her knees.  She watches him with something approaching curiosity as he stands there, awaiting instructions.  He wants to look at her, to take her in, but he daren’t challenge her hard, unwavering gaze.

‘You should probably undress,’ she tells him.

He begins to strip.  T-shirt first, over muscles and tattoos.  If she is awed by his physique, she keeps it to herself.  Trousers, boxers, socks.  He folds everything neatly and leaves it in a pile by the doorway.

He stands in front of her.  He is clearly confident about his gym-toned, sun-darkened body, but nonetheless looks nervous, hands together in front of his crotch, as if standing to attention for a headmistress.

She watches him.  Lazily, unimpressed, uninterested.  She eventually sighs, and stands up.  She lifts the toilet lid, and begins yanking down her leggings.

Her legs are as pale as the rest of her.  She isn’t skinny, or even slim, but certainly not big: enough soft flesh on her to be more than inviting.  She unfastens her skirt, tossing it aside, and slides her plain black panties down.

Between her bare thighs, her bare pussy.  She looks to have shaved a few days ago, actually, so not completely bare: peach fuzz is growing on her soft lips.

He watches in silent awe.  Even with his hands over his groin, his erection is difficult to hide.

She lifts her vest top a touch without making moves to remove it fully.  She places her hands on her stomach.  It has the deliciously soft bulge of a full tummy.

‘I had a big dinner,’ she explains to him, showing the first hint of playfulness in her tone.

He remains silent.  His breathing is deeper, now: heavier.

His mouth is dry.

She scoops her discarded panties from the floor at her feet.  She bunches them, and steps towards him.  She holds them up to his face.  He closes his eyes, and breathes in their scent.

‘Take them,’ she says.  He does, lifting a hand that is visibly trembling with excitement.

She smiles, finally.  Slowly.

She turns back to the toilet.  She sits, making sure to spread her legs as she lowers herself down, her pussy in clear view for him.  With the slightest of nods, she gestures for him to kneel down before her.  He does, eagerness getting the better of him, getting down onto the floor, face by her pussy.  

She slides as far back on the seat as she can go.  It leaves a gap between her body and the rim of the toilet.

‘Hold them in front of me,’ she says, as if giving instructions to a child.

Carefully – almost as if worried about brushing her inner thighs without permission – he slides his hand down in front of her.  Her panties remain scrunched up in his fist.

Her pussy lips are perhaps an inch from his hand.

He sees her tummy clench, as she applies pressure.

The wait is agony, before –

A soft hissing noise and a warm, wet flow, over his hand.  The tiniest grunt of satisfaction escapes her, and he groans in delight.  He risks a look at her face.  She has her vest lifted over her tummy and is gazing down, leaning back, watching her urine flow across his fingers.  She is gently biting her bottom lip in concentration.  Her pee sprays a touch, soaking his big hand up to the wrist.

He moves his fingers a little, subtly, manoeuvring the panties held between them, allowing all the material to get fully wet.

His erection is enormous.  The frustration is agony.  His eyes flit from her face to the yellowing spray escaping her vagina to her wet glistening pussy lips.

The trickle of water that splashes into the bowl beneath her echoes loudly in the quiet.

Her flow begins to fade off, slowing, halting and jerking, her bladder now pretty much empty.  

He is ragingly aroused.  He has to do something.  With infinite care, he lifts his hand, the side of his thumb brushing her pussy.  Her hands are immediately on his wrist, pushing him away.

‘No,’ she gasps, excitement clearly getting to her as well.  She holds his wrist and stares him in the eyes.

She is still pushing, clenching.

The tiniest of farts is released, echoing back to them from the bowl.  She pays no heed, her expression fixed, deep in concentration.  The tiniest of grimaces, as she strains, her anus stretching.

The smell hits his nostrils, and under normal circumstances it would be cause for revulsion – a touch meaty – but here, in this bathroom, his hand beneath this pretty girl’s piss-dripping pussy and his erection fit to burst, he is delirious with filthy excitement.

He moves his hand, gazing into the toilet beneath her cunt.  He can see the dark silhouette of a firm, thick shit, still connected, growing in length as she pushes it out of her.

Eventually, it breaks, dropping into the water below.  A few drops actually hit his hand from the splash it makes.

She exhales, and he realises she was holding her breath.  ‘That was big,’ she explains.

It is followed by another.  This one is smaller, and takes less effort for her to pass.  He is literally panting now in excitement: he is desperate to move his head forward, to get closer, but has to restrain himself.

A single drop of sweat has formed on her forehead.  

She stands, perhaps a little shakily.

‘Okay,’ she says simply.  It is a word imbued with so much hidden significance.  ‘How we discussed.’

His breathing loud with excitement, he holds the soaked panties out in front of the toilet.  He glances in, and sees yellow water, and two curling logs darkening the water further as they slowly break down.  He squeezes the saturated material in his fist, and the girl’s warm pee seeps out, once more over his fingers.

He is still on the floor.  She turns away from him, towards the window.  Her round bottom looks like a piece of ripe fruit.  She places both hands on her hips, looking sassy, before sliding them onto her cheeks.  She spreads herself open.

Above her gently dripping pussy is her tiny, dirty butthole.  It isn’t a complete mess: her defecations were firm, and slid out smoothly, leaving minimal residue.  Still, it is clear she has just taken a shit.

Holding the damp panties in a ball, he reaches his trembling hand to her rear.  Carefully, very carefully, he presses them against her anus, and wipes her hairless ringpiece with the material, his hand moving upwards.  

The wetness of the panties causes the shit to smear more than it already was.  Still, this wasn’t about cleaning her: this was about dirtying the ball of material.

He brings the panties back to him, and she turns to look.  Even black, they can see they are darker than normal because of the wetness, and the brown smear cutting across them is clear.

He balls them back up.  This filthy ball of material is to be used as his gag.

He is gasping now, in excitement, in nerves.  He holds the stinking panties in both hands, confidence faltering.

She helps him.  She stands in front of him.  She strokes his hair, and takes the panties from him.

‘Open wide.’  It is practically a whisper.

He is groaning as his lips part, and his jaw opens.

She pushes the panty-ball into his mouth.  Immediately, the stench and taste of piss and shit is upon him, within him: filling his mouth, filling his nostrils.  His breathing, through his nostrils, is shallow, jagged, uneven.  He tries not to retch, he tries to stop groaning.  He tries to concentrate on his breathing.

She gives him a few moments to gain his composure.

She pushes him back, gently, and he gets moving, lowering himself down onto the floor, facing the ceiling.  His erection throbs so much it is genuinely painful.  

She places her feet either side of his hips.  As he watches wide-eyed, the girl slowly lowers herself, squatting, onto his cock.

His head bangs back against the floor, the pleasure is so intense.

She places her hands on his firm stomach, and begins to lower herself up and down on his shaft.  He is so large, and she is so petite, that it is quite a stretch for her young pussy to accommodate him.  She can only manage the tip at first, having to work her way slowly onto him.  She rocks her hips as she fucks him.

Even though he had squeezed the panties over the toilet before he was gagged with them, piss remains, and soaks out from the material as he lies there on his back, desperately trying to keep his excitement under control.  Stray drops begin to trickle down his throat.  He swallows them, carefully, so as not to choke and have a coughing fit.  The taste is vile, and he is well aware that it had been filtered through smeared shit before he swallows it.

She is fucking him with ease now, sliding her small body all the way down his shaft.  When she is all the way down on him, her bare bum is on his crotch: he wonders, deliriously, whether any of the stray, smeared excrement on her anus will be wiping itself off on his scrotum.

She begins rocking harder, her tightness exquisite.  

He is groaning, a deep, animal noise of desire and darkness, and the sounds are muffled by her sodden underwear jammed into his mouth.  

She looks down at him, pupils hazy.  She finally seems to take in the image beneath her: a totally dominated, totally humiliated giant of a man, tasting her piss, tasting her shit.  

She softly whispers, ‘Jesus.’

It is the first explicit sign of excitement she has allowed herself to show, and it causes him to explode.

He floods her cunt with cum, crying out into the panties.  More piss squirting down his throat, he does indeed begin to cough this time, although somehow manages to rein it in.  He pumps up her, and she is there too, almost but not quite: she lays flat across him, rubbing herself furiously against his still-stiff cock, embracing her own depraved orgasm, grunting against his chest, gripping onto his thick arms.

They don’t move for a long time.

He has to turn his head and spit the gag out in the end, pushing it out with his tongue, getting shit on it in the process.  He starts coughing again.  The girl sits up, bleary-eyed from the haze of post-orgasm and running makeup, and allows him to breathe.  

Role-play over, she is smiling, now: warm, gentle.

She strokes his chest.  ‘It was weird pretending I wasn’t your girlfriend,’ she says eventually, smiling sheepishly.  ‘I’m not sure I enjoyed it.’

He smiles too.  ‘There’s no-one but you,’ he reassures her, reaching up and stroking her blonde hair.  ‘Nobody else would put up with me.’
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