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The warehouse staff had their own Christmas meal, separate from the office and the management bods.  We booked a room in a cheap and cheerful pub that put on a carvery.  People sat and ate and chatted to colleagues we rarely spoke to.  The warehouse was massive, and it was easy enough to remain anonymous, keeping yourself to yourself as you wandered around these vast high aisles with your trolley and your picking slips filling orders.

After the meal, some headed off to continue with their day – it was still only two in the afternoon – and others had to head back to work to either continue with or start their shift.  A few of us stragglers remained, nowhere we particularly needed to be, finishing our drinks and ordering fresh ones.  That’s how Debbie and I got talking: I had just finished my pint and was looking down at my glass, debating on getting another, when I glanced up and caught her eye across the table.  Her glass was empty too.  I nodded to her.  ‘What do you reckon?  Another?’ I called over to her.

She looked down at her own glass, grinned at me.  ‘Sure!’

We went to the bar.  I bought another pint and got her a rum and coke.  We got chatting, introducing ourselves properly.  We tended to work different shifts – I was usually on the 6am – 2pm rota, Debbie the 2pm – 10pm, so vaguely recognised one another as we passed by, but nothing more.

Debbie was a little young thing.  Short, probably only an inch or two over five foot.  Plump.  I doubt she was particularly heavy, but the bit of weight on her gave her a definite soft roundness.  She laughed a lot.  She reminded me of a bouncing ball.  Plain, but in a pretty enough kind of way.  Straw blonde hair, sharp nose.  Didn’t bother with makeup.  Dressed blandly in tight blue jeans (not skinny, just struggling to contain her) and a stretched red top.  An impressive chubby rack behind her shirt.  There were other youngsters employed at the warehouse, noisy kids who tended to stick together and go out clubbing with one another, but she seemed separate from those.  The fact that she was bothering to talk to me at all, at perhaps twenty years her senior, suggested that.

She was eighteen.  She had finished her A-Levels in the summer.  She was taking a gap year, she told me, she and her boyfriend deferring university to go travelling.  Skint, she had taken the warehouse job to try and save up some money.  She figured she could probably afford to go travelling for a few months sometime after Christmas, but the lad hadn’t bothered with a job, and didn’t look like picking one up any time soon, so she’d either have to knock the idea on the head or go off by herself.  Neither option appealed to her that much.

I’ve travelled in my time.  I told her how I’d dropped out of university after the first year to head off and see China, Australia, South America.  Her eyes lit up when I told her I’d lived in Tokyo for a few months.  

‘I should just do it,’ she sighed, finishing her drink.  I ordered her another.

‘Travel, or go to university,’ I told her.  ‘Either one will be an experience.  You’re not going to get that working round here.’

She was digging me, there was no doubt about that.  I may have been pushing forty and working in a dead-end job but I had the stories, the life experience.  I casually mentioned I still played in a band.  My tattoos were on full display beneath my short sleeves and my slightly greying hair slicked back.

I glanced around, at the few other warehouse workers left, old lonely people talking quietly and sensibly amongst themselves.  I made a face, and she giggled.  ‘Fuck this lot,’ I said.  ‘I’ve got some weed at mine.  Do you fancy a smoke?’

A fragment of a pause before she nodded, and said, ‘Cool!’

I only lived a few minutes away.  We left, the afternoon already growing dark.  I opened the pub door for her like a gent, watching her big round arse as she passed.  Cold outside.

We walked up the single flight of stairs to my small flat.  I suppose it was a typical single male pad, full of posters and movies and cds and guitars, but at least as I’d grown older I’d learned how to tidy up a bit, so it wasn’t embarrassing.

I put the heating on and rolled a joint for us to share.  Put some ambient electronica music on the stereo as she smoked and looked through my dvds.  She asked me about a couple of them, so I walked over and we stood there talking films.  She took a drag off the spliff, nodded to the stereo appreciatively, to the shimmering electronic waves.  ‘Who’s this?’ she asked, grimacing a little from the strength of the weed.

‘This is me,’ I shrugged.  ‘I record solo stuff under a different name.  Just, experimental stuff.’

Then her mouth was on mine, kissing my lips eagerly, her fingertips rasping my stubble.  I pressed my tongue against hers, licked her lips.  Her soft, round belly pressed against my chest.

‘You’re so fucking cool,’ she whispered, her face flushed.

I took the joint from her and put it to one side.  Led her by the hand to the couch.  Laid her down, kissing, my hands over her enormous new breasts, my hands pushing up beneath her shirt, caressing her rolls of smooth flab.  Never had a particular thing for fat chicks, but was enjoying her youth.

We kissed.  I began unfastening her jeans.  Tight as they were, she took over, unzipping and pulling them off.  Normal and vanilla as she looked, she was clearly experienced.  Her useless boyfriend?  With others?   I marvelled at how teens today seemed to fuck at the earliest opportunity.

Her belly hung down, mostly obscuring the plain black panties she wore.  I fondled her folds a bit longer before yanking them off.  I sniffed them before tossing them aside, and she giggled.

She clambered onto her front, leaning over the arm of the couch.  Her rear was a delight – round as a ball, enormous, yet with the wonderful firmness that you can only the young can properly have.  I held her cheeks in my hands reverentially.  She looked over her shoulder at me with eyes hazy with arousal, and I lowered my head, pushing my face and mouth at her wet, neat pussy.  I lapped the juices at her hole, my tongue growing sticky, before inching up and eating her arsehole.  Her moans changed then, become more like surprised little ‘Oh’s, and I smiled to myself, feasting on this teenager’s anus.

‘You like that?’ I asked, kissing her rump, teasing her hairless pink hole with the tip of my tongue.

‘Uh huh,’ she whined.

I unfastened my flies.

I took out my aching erection and pushed straight up into her slick pussy.  We both grunted in pleasure.  I gripped her hips, her squidgy waist.  The softness strangely comforting as I pumped her young body, contrasting with the firmness with which her pussy lips clenched at my cock.

The heating now making the room warm, she pulled her top off over her head.  I fiddled with her bra and it fell away, her massive milky tits spilling out, nipples stiff.  I was still fully clothed, only my flies open.  She was naked as the day she was born, apart from a pair of cute little pink socks.  I grabbed her ankles as I humped her from behind.

I was gazing down.  Her buttocks were so heavy I was having to spread them open to see my cock slide in and out of her.

She looked over her shoulder at me, panting.

‘Do you want to put it in my arse?’ she gasped.

Excitement bloomed deep in my balls.  I looked her in the eye, making sure she was genuine.  I was delightfully surprised.  All you ever seemed to hear about in the papers was how promiscuous teens were these days, but this one really hadn’t seemed that way.  Then again, the quiet ones, the more anonymous ones, the frustrated ones…  How often did they end up being the wildest?

‘I want to fuck your arse,’ I growled at her.

I pulled my cock out of her.  Her wet pussy made a sucking noise as I removed myself.  She swivelled round, and in one movement leaned down and spat over my cock.  I was still reeling at her demand of anal, and this again made me blink in surprise.  She looked up at me, almost darkly, then leaned down and spat again.  She didn’t clear her throat or anything, but she used as much wetness and saliva as she could muster.  I rubbed it along my shaft.  Between the spit and her pussy juice, my cock was nicely slick.

The chubby teenager leaned back over the arm of the sofa, and I began to bugger her.

She was grunting nicely.  We both were.  The tightness was certainly affecting me in a nice way.  She kept trying to look at me over her shoulder but my careful inching in was nevertheless making her grimace, and drop her head.

‘Fuck…’ she groaned.  I was taking it slowly, carefully, and as I managed to get deeper into her rear her anus began stretching nicely around me.

I pulled out a little, and she cried out a, ‘Oooh,’ as if trying to hold herself together.  I grinned at what I assumed was a little kinky discomfort on her part.  

She reached underneath her and began rubbing her clit as I pushed back up inside her.

I began to feel… resistance.  

The tip of my cock pressed against something firm, deep in her bowels.

Of course it would.  Where had we been only a couple of hours before?  Sitting in a pub eating a roast dinner.  Between Debbie and I starting to chat and now, she hadn’t once disappeared to the ladies.  We hadn’t been talking during the meal, so I hadn’t noticed what she’d been eating, but a teenager as round and tubby as Debbie didn’t get to be her shape by skipping meals and eating little.  Her rectum was probably packed.

I’d had anal sex with women before.  Issues such as this were to be expected.  It even felt nicely unusual, darkly kinky.  I decided to take it easier, not go as deep.  I didn’t want her messing herself and freaking out.

‘Fuck me,’ she growled lowly, her face pressed into the couch.

I hesitated.  I pulled out a little, intending to fuck her a little more shallowly.

I’m still not entirely sure whether it was an accident or whether she was applying pressure on her bowels, but when I pulled back it wasn’t merely my penis that came out of her.  A hissing noise of gas, and a croaking fart, and a brown paste oozed from her ring, over and around my shaft.

I was momentarily horrified.  Not through disgust – I was so turned on by this stage, I was able to go with anal, mess and all – but thinking that Debbie would be mortified and rush away to the bathroom.  I looked down at the mess around my penis and her arsehole, and saw her push back onto me.  Heard her ‘Mmmm’ appreciatively.

I looked up.  She was looking over her shoulder at me again.  Her eyes looked dark with a forbidden hunger.

‘This is okay?’ I tried to whisper, before she began to thrust back and forth on my cock properly, squelching waste out with each penetration.

I was feeling almost dizzy with surprise, and wild with arousal.  I took over, thrusting again.  She threw her head back and practically laughed with pleasure.  Everything was definitely loosening up down there as she seemed to let herself go.  There was an obvious smell, that should have been unpleasant but wasn’t.  That secretive pleasure you can get when smelling your own gas?  If you can understand that, then imagine trying not to find the dirty arse smells of a wild teenage girl exciting.  The noise, too, of farts escaping and shit splurting.  The crotch of my jeans and boxers, still on, just yanked open, were getting wet from Debbie’s excrement.

‘Oh god,’ I was gasping.  ‘Oh god.  Oh god.’

She was still watching me over her shoulder.  She grinned wickedly, clenching her teeth, pushing more dark goo out over my cock.  My eyes flicked from her chunky buttocks to her face back to her rear.

‘Have you ever done this before?’ she purred, her voice low, sultry.  I felt, now, that somehow we’d shifted roles, and I was the one full of awe.

‘What...?  You mean… shit?’  Even acknowledging it verbally seemed dangerous.

She nodded, slowly and deliberately.  ‘Yeah.’

I rocked my hips, fucking her fudge-slimed tunnel.  ‘Not like this,’ I gasped.  ‘Not this messy.  Have you?’

A particular probing thrust from my cock made her thrown her head back in grimacing delight for a moment before replying.  ‘I’ve played a little…  I’ve wanted to…’

I wondered where the fuck someone so young would get a kink like this from, then figured maybe I didn’t want to know.

‘I’m fucking your shit,’ I muttered to her as I pumped, and she cried out at the words.  ‘I’m fucking your shit.’

‘I want to shit on you,’ she moaned, and I suddenly felt way out of my depth.  I didn’t know what to say, but I wanted to please her.  To prove my wildness.

I pulled my cock out of her arse.  It was a brown, smeary mess, albeit achingly hard still.  I looked down at it, reluctant to touch it.  Then it was grasped tightly in Debbie’s small fist, as she twisted round and yanked it with abandon.

‘You dirty fucker,’ she grinned delightedly, looking up into my face.

She dragged me across the room by my cock.  The bathroom was just off the living room.  She led me in and flicked the light on.  Bright light illuminated everything, and I blinked, feeling even more dazed than before.  She pretty much pushed me down on my back on the tiled floor.  It felt chilly, and I remember thinking I was glad I still had my shirt on.  

She stood over me for a few moments, looking down with a smirk, her feet either side of my head.  I looked up, at the bulge of her stomach, at the glimpse of her pussy.

‘You’re so fucking wild,’ she grinned, and turned around, and began to squat over my face.

I didn’t know what to do.  I stared up at her shitty hole lowering itself towards my face.  The smell hit me, and then the weight, as her pussy filled my mouth, and her dirty anus pressed down on my nose, flattening it, covering it with her crap.  I was retching, instinctively, unable to control them, even as her fist again enveloped my cock and began to tug me towards release.  She wriggled her hips, wiping the brown fibrous shit smeared across her inner cheeks across my face.  I was crying out, overwhelmed, and could feel her tensing, applying pressure to her intestines.  A loud creaking fart as she began to push fresh lumps of excrement onto my face.

As the warmth lowered itself over my cheeks, and I retched uncontrollably, my penis exploded in delight, my balls emptying themselves over her hand, and I closed my eyes, a spasm of conflicting pleasure and revulsion wracking my body.

At some point she clambered off me.  The stench was overwhelming but I had my reactions under some kind of control.  I reached up with a trembling hand and grabbed some of the bigger pieces off my face.  They were warm, soft, wet.  I opened my eyes finally and staggered on my knees to the toilet bowl.  I flung the shit and my face over the rim.  I was sick, coughing and spluttering.  From my peripheral vision I knew Debbie was there, standing, wiping her cheeks with a roll of paper.  She tore off a wad and handed it down to me.  I grabbed it, wiping more filth off my face.  I stood up on shaky legs.  I was unable to look at her, although I could tell she was looking at me.

‘You look fucking amazing,’ she said.  

I turned to the sink.  I went to turn the taps on.  Both my hands were covered in shit.

I caught my reflection in the mirror.  I looked ludicrous, like some parody of a blackface clown.  Confused and degraded.  Behind me, in reflection, stared Debbie.  Genuine, unfettered arousal and triumph on her face.

‘Bet you didn’t think I had it in me, did you,’ she laughed, cocky but friendly.

I managed a laugh back.  ‘You had a lot in you.’

She wandered back out into the lounge.  ‘I think I need to get going,’ she called out.  ‘Do you mind if I take the rest of that spliff?’

I stared at myself.  The urge to laugh at that obscene figure in the mirror was passing.  I kept thinking, That’s me.  That’s me with a teenager’s shit on my face.

I glanced at the bathroom door.  ‘Go for it,’ I called back.

I hesitated, but had to continue.

I asked, ‘Do you reckon you’ll fancy doing this again, some time?  Maybe one night after work..?’
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