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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.
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