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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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