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Toilet Training

I texted Sammy.  We hadn’t spoken in months, since I’d moved in with Kim at the start of our third year at university.  Kim was out for the night visiting her parents: I was home alone, smoking a small joint on the couch and growing quietly horny. I tried texting Kim but was getting no joy in return: she was at a family dinner.  I’d held off contacting Sammy, not wanting to mess things up with my girlfriend, and when I’d glimpsed her around campus had discreetly moved out of sight.  Still, the sex we’d had in the few months we screwed had been extraordinarily kinky: memories of that stirring in my crotch, I decided what the hell.

‘hey stranger. hope u’r doing well. X’

I hit send and put the phone on the arm of the sofa, heart racing a little.

Sammy was a mature student, much older than me.  We’d shared a course together and that’s how we’d met.  She was in her late forties, a tattooed ex-rocker with dyed black hair and a vicious sense of humour.  When a few of us from the course went for a drink one afternoon after a seminar, we ended up chatting.  I liked her.  She was brutally honest, and smart with it.  She had four adult kids to three different men.  She’d spent much of her thirties struggling with drug addiction, and still hadn’t been able to kick the booze or softer drugs.

When the group dispersed into the afternoon gloom, Sammy and I decided to continue drinking.  At that point I was dating Kim, but not living with her.  Sammy and I went back to her house with a couple of bottles of wine.  Knocking back the booze, Sammy laughed and said she had a thing for younger guys, but couldn’t do anything about it unless her kids found out.  I tried my luck, and told her I was the most discrete person I knew.

I was twenty-one.  We had anal sex there on her living room floor.

A wild affair followed.  Her messed up life showed in the crazy sex she was into.  She liked to choke and to be choked.  She fisted me.  Urinated in my mouth.  Would try and get me to degrade her, but I could never seem to push her far enough, and she’d turn the abuse onto me.  She used me to try and explore whatever excesses were in her head, and I was fine with that.  They were good times, fuelled by drink and soft drugs, that only came to a finish when I moved in with my girlfriend.  Sammy claimed we had to stop, not because of jealousy, but more a fear that my living with Kim would increase the chances of exposure. 

When I texted her, I had no idea whether she would text back.

She did.

‘I had a bizarre fantasy last

nt. U were on the floor

behind me catching my shit.

Very kinky.’

I read it, my heart again speeding up.  Fully blown scat was something we’d never gotten to, although we’d discussed it.  When I would finger her deeply in her backdoor, she would often ask if I could feel her mess up in there.  I could, and would prod it.

I sent her a message back.  I said I’d love to do it.

She sent me another.

‘U were kneeling behind me

and I was shitting into ur

hands then u smelt it then

put it down the loo then

licked me clean.’

Jesus.  Clearly she’d been sitting there horny too.  I wondered if she’d been drinking. 

I replied again, asking if she was free.

‘Can u get here about 8 let me

shit on u then fuck off’

Even considering the things I knew about her, this was borderline unbelievable.  I could only assume she hadn’t stopped thinking about the things we’d gotten up to, either, and was at a level of frustration where she momentarily didn’t care about my home situation.

I pulled my jacket on and headed out of the house.

I couldn’t afford a car at uni so cycled across town to her estate.  As before, I chained by bike up a few streets away, not outside her house.  Her house was one of many on a narrow street popular with students and arty professionals.

She opened the door a fraction when I knocked, glancing around the street as she let me in.  She was wearing a nightshirt only, and looked like she’d just jumped out of the shower.  Her hair, synthetically black, was slick back against her head.  She was bare-legged, the red flame tattoos on her calves contrasting sharply against her bare flesh. 

I grinned, and said hello.  She didn’t even bother to reply, looking almost grimly serious as she led me through to the bathroom.

‘We’ll need to do this in the bath,’ she said matter-of-factly.  ‘You’ll probably need to undress.’  Whilst she was usually a vibrant, lively presence, her dispassionate instructions here were something I had experienced before with her: the darker and kinkier she got, the more she needed to remove any trace of humour or fun. 

This was, I had no doubt, about the degradation of both of us.

I pulled off my shirt and trousers.  She watched me, looking at my athletic body.  I stripped completely, tossing aside my socks and boxers.  My erection was already raging.  She looked at it, again almost grimly, and we climbed into the tub.

For all my attempts at appearing confident and nonplussed, I was actually struggling to control my nerves.  If Sammy could go ahead with this, it would be the furthest I’d ever gone sexually.  Piss was one thing, this was another.  I’d asked Sammy numerous times in the past whether she’d ever done shit play with anyone, and she never really answered. 

I took that to be a sort of ‘Yes.’

We clambered into the bath.  She had indeed just showered, so the tub wasn’t dry and cold beneath my naked body.  I sat down, my legs out.  Sammy stood awkwardly in front of me, facing away from me, facing the taps.  Her flabby arse was in front of my face, dark traces of tribal tattoos across her buttocks.  I thought briefly of Kim, a stunning six footer who played hockey and had incredible legs, and yet marvelled at how horny this fucked-up woman in front of me with her middle-aged spread made me.

‘Okay,’ she said, bending over in front of me, her legs apart, squatting a touch.  She had left her nightshirt on, simply pulling it up over her waist.  Her bum opened a little, before she reached back with both hands, opening both cheeks wide.  Her pussy looked heavy, and wet: her brown anus, hairless, winking.  ‘Like I said in my message.  I want you to catch it.’

I moved my face closer to her.  I could smell her pussy juices as I stared into her butthole.  Jesus.  It was heavenly.  I’d probably shot my load in her rear more than her pussy.  She rearranged her position slightly, and spread even wider.

I cupped my hands and held them beneath her holes, waiting to receive her unholy communion.

There were a few moments.  I could see her entire body tensing, as she put pressure on her bowels.  From the positions we were in I could just about see the side of her face.  Her eyes were closed in concentration.

Her anus winked as a loud fart croaked into my face.

There wasn’t much of a smell.  A fustiness, maybe.  I certainly felt the air hit my face.  I was more startled than anything.  I let out a groan of excitement, knowing I was experiencing something that most people would be appalled at.

My cock, raging, was poking up in the air.

‘It’s coming,’ she said simply, the trace of effort in her voice.

It was.  I stared, open-mouthed, as the fifty-year old’s butthole winked, opening, stretching.  It was there: in her widening anal opening, mere inches from my face, a light brown texture pushing its way out.

Wildly contrasting emotions coursed through me as Sammy, slowly it seemed, carefully pushed a thick log from her bowels.  Disgust was threatening to overtake me, but I had expected this: I told myself the body would try and react on instinct.  This was the very reason I was here: filth and degradation. 

‘I’m shitting on you, you slut,’ Sammy groaned out.  My cock couldn’t have been any more hard than it was at that moment.

It emerged.  Solid, thick.  It eventually slid out completely, dropping down into my cupped hands.

It was warm, and surprisingly heavy.  Firm, with a soft sticky exterior.

Her earlier fart may not have smelled, but the smell now, my face so close to the source, was intense.  There was a meaty quality to both the smell and the faeces, and as soon as I thought that a gag instinct took over, and I retched.  I worried immediately, thinking this would anger her or suggest I wasn’t up to the task, but Sammy actually let out a moan.

‘There’s more,’ she told me.

I couldn’t move.  I sat there paralyzed, staring at her spread messy hole, as another turd emerged, dropping into my cupped hands, my mind struggling to make sense of where I was and what was happening.

She remained there, cheeks spread.  She looked over her shoulder at me.

‘Clean me with your tongue,’ she said.

Hands still cupped, I leaned forward.  I tried to blank my mind from what I was about to do.  Her hole wasn’t too dirty, but there was still shit around it. 

My tongue out, I began retching before I had even touched her.  Still, I forced myself forward, a forceful lick against her dirty butthole making her groan with satisfaction.  I tried to get as much spit going as possible, to dilute the shitty taste and smell, but in the end just pushed my face into her arse, and lapped, my groans and gags of arousal and disgust muffled by her buttocks.

At some point, she stood up, letting me go.  I fell back, gasping for air, and it was then that I vomited, down into my hands, splattering the two logs I was still holding.

‘You can flush them away, now,’ she told me.

I clambered out of the bath with difficulty, unable to use my hands to steady myself.  I stumbled over to the toilet, and dropped the turds and puke into the water, where they splashed.  I coughed and gagged again at this, once more needing to vomit, puking straight into the bowl, then trying to scrape the shit off my tongue with my teeth and spit it away.

Sammy climbed out of the bath.  She wrenched off a few sheets of toilet paper.  Despite my lickings, I hadn’t managed it all.

‘You can shower if you like,’ she said with a smile as she left the bathroom.

I had to.  I caught a glimpse of my face and I was smeared in brown.  I showered for what felt like an eternity, using every different gel and shampoo that I could reach, but that smell of shit lingered in my nostrils for days afterwards.

When I emerged from the bathroom, she was fully dressed in pyjama bottoms and a different top.  I looked at her, disappointed.  ‘I did tell you,’ she said.  ‘I wanted to shit on you and then you had to fuck off.’

I dressed, feeling physically and emotionally shaky.  She walked me to the door.

‘Think very carefully if you want to contact me again,’ she said as I stepped outside.  The world seemed different, now I’d tasted someone’s shit.

I nodded, unsure what to say.  I shuffled away.

‘Make sure to give your girlfriend a kiss from me,’ she added with a smile before heading back inside and closing the door, and again, the smell and taste of what I had just experienced once more hit me. 

I walked away, thinking that when Kim returned in the morning, I would indeed have to kiss her with a mouth that had tasted Sammy’s shit.


The Brown Album

I found the folder when my wife was away at her annual 2-day work conference.

Even though she’d gone to it for the past decade or so, our daughter – our only child – had recently left home for university, and those two nights were the first nights I’d spent properly alone in almost twenty years.  It was a strange feeling, and something must admit I was quite looking forward to.  That first evening, I ordered a curry, bought a four-pack, and watched the game, pretending, if only for a few hours, that I was once again a young, responsibility-free bachelor.

Josie called me at around ten that night.  She was at a pub with a load of the other delegates, and had stepped outside to have a cigarette.  Josie had pretty much quit smoking entirely, except for those rare instances where she went out and others were lighting up. 

‘How’s it going?’ I asked, half-distracted, muting the television yet still keeping my eye on the replays of the goals.  ‘The usual?’

The sound of her inhaling smoke.  ‘Yeah.  Nothing new, really.  A few interesting developments.  Gail made it, this time, which is nice.  Marcus told me he may not be able to make my talk, which is fine by me…’

I zoned out a little as she spoke, talking work and mentioning names that were familiar enough to me, even if I had never actually met them.  Josie was hardly interested in these things herself, and sounded bored.

She asked me how my day had been, and it was my turn to talk work for a few minutes.  I wished her luck with her presentation in the morning, jokingly warning her not to have too many glasses of wine.  She’d given the exact same key-note speech for the past five years, and could probably turn up still asleep and give it.

‘Will you be out much later?’ I asked her.

‘Not too late,’ she said, non-committed.  ‘There’s a few people still out.  I’ll probably get a cab back to the hotel with Gail.’

We wished one another a good night and hung up.  I finished the beer I’d been drinking and realised I didn’t fancy another.  I yawned.  Typical.  The cat is away, the mouse is falling asleep.  What a wild singleton I’d make these days.  I switched off the lights downstairs and headed to bed.

The following day was uneventful, forgettable, the office devoid of incident.  I texted Josie a couple of times and got no response – not uncommon, as those conferences tended to pack the events in pretty tight – until the late afternoon, when I got a message to tell me her talk had gone well.  I sent her a ‘Well done x’ back.  It was raining as I drove home, cold, and dark already.  The urge to close the doors to the outside world was strong.  I made a simple dinner, and ate it in the lounge, watching the news.

I bathed.  I felt tired.  It was still early, not quite eight.  I decided to watch a movie in bed.  Relax, and allow sleep to take me if it crept up.  I went to reach for my tablet, intending to watch a film online, and cursed: I’d lent the device to Josie.  She’d needed easy access to her emails whilst at the conference, but didn’t fancy carrying her laptop with her.  I reached across to the bedside table on her side of the bed, and lifted her laptop up onto the duvet.

Josie tended to use the same password for everything – the name of her childhood dog – so I tried that at the sign-in screen.  Success.  It took a few moments to boot up.  I grabbed a glass of water from the bathroom as I waited.

I lay back down.  Her wallpaper image was a photo she’d taken of a castle at dusk in northern France.  We’d visited there a couple of years prior.  I smiled, seeing it: it had been a good couple of weeks.  I hadn’t really thought of it recently.  I wanted to see more.  Feeling a touch strange, going through my wife’s documents, but knowing there would be nothing private from me on there, I went into the Start menu, and from there her Photos file.  Sure enough, in there was the folder of photos taken from that holiday, as well as other folders, of birthdays, Christmases, get togethers.  I looked through them, at pictures of us and our daughter and our friends.  I smiled, realising I was missing her, now.  I sent her a text, telling her I loved her, that I hoped she was having fun at her post-conference drinks.

I don’t know why I clicked on the Documents tab.  I wasn’t expecting to find anything of interest, and wasn’t looking for anything.  I admit, it comes down to little more than nosiness.  Living with someone for almost twenty five years, as I had with Josie, privacy wasn’t something at the forefront of my mind.  What was mine was hers, what was hers was mine.

Folders of work documents.  Saved emails.  Spreadsheets.  None of it meant much to me.

My little curiosity was pretty much sated.  I was already thinking about which film to watch when I unthinkingly clicked on a folder blandly titled ‘Misc Work Data.’

I froze.

The folder led to a screen filled with about half a dozen or so more folders, all tucked away in ‘Misc Work Data.’  Small indistinct thumbnail photographs where in these folder icons, signifying that they were storing pictures within.  The thumbnails, mere fragments of images rather than the images themselves, seemed to show skin-tones, body parts.  Figures.

Was Josie storing porn on these?

I looked at the folder names, and my stomach began to churn.  ‘Oct ’06.’ ‘Oct ’07.’

It was October now.  Josie’s work conferences were always held in October.

I felt strange, a little distant from myself, as I clicked one of the icons.  I was telling myself, dimly, that they could just pictures of the conference, of the meals and the drinks.

But if so, why would she never have bothered showing me?

A list of thumbnail photographs popped up when I opened ‘Oct ’06.’

They were bodies.  Men, women.  Various stages of undress.

I felt strangely blank as I recognised, even at such a small scale, my wife in some of them.

I clicked on the first picture.

Nothing professional about any of these, just snaps taken from the people who were there.  No real composition, no great focus.

Nothing staged.

The room was indistinct.  Bland cream walls, no pictures.  Twin beds pushed to either side.  I’d have assumed a hotel, but was thrown off by the plastic sheeting laid down across the floor.

There seemed to be about four or five men.  All fairly anonymous, grinning, chatting.  Bulges of everyday stomachs and receding hairlines.  A couple looked younger, more toned.  One couldn’t have been more than twenty.  Cocks flaccid in some shots, stiff in others.  Some balls shaved, some wiry with tangles of hair.

I could feel myself growing colder, more sickeningly excited, as I pressed the arrow key on the keyboard, slowly moving through the pictures, though this garbled narrative made of snapshots.

The only other female was young, perhaps in her early twenties.  Asian.  Light olive skin, sleek black hair.  Dark eyes that always seemed to be gazing at the camera.

Josie was there.  In underwear I’d never seen before, in underwear I wouldn’t have imagined she’d wear in a million years.  Purple, with frills.  Holes exposing her nipples, her pussy.  Her hair a slightly different cut than now.  Shorter.  I remembered it like that.

I moved through the photos of my wife having sex with the entire room.

The photos were clearly focused on either her or the Asian girl, but the male faces did make it into the frame.  What appeared to be each man taking turns in her mouth, in her pussy.  A couple of shots were down by her buttocks, deliberately spread to show a penis stuffed into her anus.  In a couple of shots she was being double penetrated, sitting on one man whilst another worked in behind her.  In a few, she was being shafted from behind, her face, red, sweaty, and contorting in effort, held down into the other girl’s bare pussy, Josie working her tongue on the girl’s lips.

Then the pictures began to shift.

Josie, suddenly, lying on her back on the floor, against that crinkled plastic sheeting.

The girl standing over her, casually, feet on either side of my wife’s head.  The guys hovering around, directing, chatting.

The girl squatting over Josie’s face.

I began to grown queasy, even as my cock raged with an aching stiffness and excitement it had probably never before quite known.  The shots became close-ups.  I imagined the cameraman, naked and stiff, getting down on his knees, leaning forward, into the action, able to smell the sweat.  Able to smell what was about to happen.

Josie had her head turned to the side ever so slightly.  I couldn’t make out her expression.  A brown length of firm shit was growing from the girl’s arsehole.  There were several pictures of these moment, as it gradually inched out.  The effect was of painful slowness, of terror and erotic trepidation.  It touched Josie’s face before breaking, on her cheek, curling round a little.  It covered much of the right hand side of her face.  It was dark, heavy looking.

I’ve never vomited with an erection before but that is exactly what I did, stumbling through to the bathroom – thankfully only the next room – and falling to my knees in front of the porcelain.  I brought up my dinner, head flickering crazily between thoughts and emotions.  I sat up, spat into the bowl.  Flushed.  Looked down.  Incredibly, my erection still jutted out the front of my boxers.  I was desperate to get back to the laptop.  I rinsed with mouthwash.  My eyes wandered back to the toilet, and remained there.

Some girl used my wife’s face as a toilet, I thought dumbly.

I rushed back to the bedroom.

I felt cold yet flushed at the same time.  I felt a little crazed, wanting to see but not wanting to see anything more.  I got back on the bed and continued to move through the pictures.  My fingers were trembling as they pressed the keys.

The Asian girl had shit on my wife’s face.

Incredible.

There were a few images of just this, of Josie’s face partly obscured by the young woman’s waste.  Josie was keeping her mouth and eyes firmly closed at first, and I was wondering how much she was struggling, how into this she actually was.  Who were these people?  Was this against her will?  Was she being –

These questions were answered in a following photo, taken from a little further back, clearly showing the blur of Josie’s hand as she furiously masturbated herself.

Time began to grow hazy as I looked through the rest of the album.  I obsessed over the smallest of details, as if I could some discover some hidden truth, some meaning behind my wife’s secret life.

With Josie lying wanking on the floor, one of the guys who looked young enough to be dating our daughter climbed on top of her and began thrusting in her.  He pressed his face to hers and they kissed, passionately, smearing brown filth across their own faces.  It looked obscenely intimate.  At some point he was replaced by another.  At some point a cock or two pumped jizz across my wife’s degraded face.  In the background the Asian girl was having her rear cleaned by the tongues of the other men.  Eventually Josie clambered to her knees and thrust her own face between the girl’s cheeks, her tongue probing her messy hole, her eyes fuzzy with arousal, disbelief, booze, god knows what.

I ejaculated there in my pyjama bottoms, my shaft touched by nothing but the cotton, my fingers still on the keyboard.  I didn’t recall having ever experienced that in my adult life, such was my delirious, confused arousal.

The album ended abruptly with that image.

I sat there stunned as I looped round to the first photo.

The silence of the house was broken only by the soft whirring of the laptop.

I got up with slightly shaking legs, and changed my wet pj bottoms.

On the bedside table, my mobile beeped and glowed in the soft light.  It was almost eleven o’clock, somehow.  It was Josie.

‘Hi hun.  Hope you’re having a nice eve.  Just having drinks with a few people. X’

I looked back at the computer screen.  I backed out of the ‘Oct ’06’ folder.  Saw the others: ‘Oct ’07.’  ‘Oct ’08.’  ‘Feb ’09.’  On and on.  I clicked, almost at random, not looking properly yet.  So many faces of anonymous men.  My wife.  Drinking piss.  Eating shit.

I looked at her message again.

‘Just having a bite to eat and drinks with a few people.’

Within seconds I was stiff again.  I scrolled through the photos once more, this time with a hand firmly wrapped around my cock.


Golden Shower Training Conference

Melanie stepped outside onto the hotel patio for a smoke, the conference party in full swing behind her.  The function room was baking, the throng of drunkenly dancing, chatting bodies giving off quite the heat.  Outside, the night air was cool: Mel smiled and said a few ‘Hi’s to a couple of people sitting out on benches to cool down, and strolled around, her heels clicking, as she got her nicotine fix.

She sat down on a low wall, perching herself on the edge.  She rummaged through her handbag for her phone.  She pressed a button, illuminating the screen.  A message from Hayley: ‘Hi mum all fine here daniel in his room all very boring lol’

Mel smiled.  She had good kids.  Hayley in particular had her head screwed on, so she wasn’t that afraid to leave the two teenagers alone for the night.  Still, a reassuring message was always welcome.

She’d arrived at the hotel in the morning.  The bi-annual meeting had started at ten.  It had been a fine, if deathly dull, morning of analysing the supermarket chain’s profits and figures for the past few months, followed by an afternoon of team leadership workshops.  The company had hired the function room out for the entire day, put on a pretty decent buffet in the evening and were paying for everyone’s rooms for the night.

Mel knew a few people here, although not well.  She’d gravitated towards a woman called Helen she’d met a few times before who managed one of the Southampton stores and buddied up with her all day.  Helen had called it a night about half an hour ago, and retreated to her room.  Mel, awake and enjoying the music and the presence of people, had stayed downstairs.  Middle-aged women and tubby men in cheap suits danced to cheesy music from the 1980s.  It was both tragic and fun at once.

She didn’t go out that often, these days.

She’d divorced at forty, five years ago.

If a work conference is my idea of a social life nowadays, she thought with a wry smile, I’m screwed.

She finished her cigarette.  She looked down at her bag again, pondering whether to light up another, or go get another glass of wine.  As if on cue, a voice said, ‘You seem to be missing a drink.’

She looked up, initially assuming she was overhearing somebody else’s conversation.  No: a young man in a suit was walking cagily towards her, two glasses of wine in his hands.  He held one out questioningly.

Mel had noticed this guy throughout the day.  She wasn’t sure where he was from, although she didn’t think it was anywhere close.  He’d been fairly quiet, seemed to keep himself to himself.  He was good-looking, and well-dressed: Mel had noticed him because, although he looked like corporate material, didn’t seem to have a great deal of interest in the company.  Mel could appreciate that.

She hesitated, before smiling.  She took a glass.  ‘Thank you,’ she said.

‘Mind if I join you?’ he asked, gesturing to the wall on which Mel was still sitting.  Mel sipped her wine, gestured in turn beside her.  ‘Be my guest,’ she said.

He sat down.

‘Needed to get out quickly.  I heard rumours a conga was about to start up.’

‘That is definitely something worth avoiding,’ Mel laughed.  ‘But you just happened to have a second glass of wine on you?’ she added with a playful grin.

The young man held his palms out in front of him in mock surrender.  ‘Okay.  Fair cop.  I may have noticed you out here by yourself.  Hope it was okay to join you.’

Mel sipped her wine again.  ‘I’m not complaining, am I?’

The young man was called Jack.  He was assistant manager of a branch up in the north.  But he was refreshingly eager to steer the conversation away from work, and towards Mel.  How far she had travelled, what her home city was like, about her home life.

The handsome lad felt interested rather than intrusive, and Mel could feel herself struggling not to get flustered with flattery.  For one mad, naughty moment, she almost considered not mentioning the fact that she had teenage children, but snapped out of that.  There was no way she could delude herself she looked anything other than two decades older than him.

‘Teenagers?’ Jack asked, raising an eyebrow.  ‘You must have had them as a teenager yourself.’

Mel laughed and groaned simultaneously.  ‘I wonder how many times that old line has been rolled out…’

‘I’m serious!’ Jack insisted, smiling himself.

‘My daughter’s eighteen.  She’s probably only about five years younger than you.’

Jack shrugged.  ‘Make that four,’ he smiled, drinking from his glass.

Twenty-two?  She was getting hit on by a twenty-two year old?  How did a twenty-two year old even make assistant manager..?

Mel shook her head.  ‘I think you’re a bad boy,’ she told him.  The wine, the compliments, the laughter were having an effect on her.  The fact that this lad was drop-dead handsome didn’t hurt.

‘The worst,’ Jack grinned back.  In the darkness of the shadows on the patio, he looked devilish.  Mel felt an ache in her crotch.

She glanced around her.  Nobody else was outside, and the numbers inside were starting to thin out now. 

She thought, To Hell with it.  She downed her wine.

‘I’m in room 35,’ she said simply, still gazing through into the conference room.  ‘If you want to show me how bad you really are.’

She stood up, straightening her skirt.  She marched back inside, not glancing back at him.  She smiled at a few faces as she passed by drunken chubby middle managers standing laughing with one another by the bar.  She headed through to the lobby, then into the lift to her floor.

Her heart was racing, blood pumping in her ears.  What a ridiculous thing to have said.  Of course he wouldn’t come.  He was more than twenty years younger than her!  Oh god, what if he told one of the other conference members?  What if they all had a laugh at her expense?  What if word spread?

She let herself into her room, cursing herself.  She kicked off her heels and suit jacket, and paced.

She’d just say she was drunk.  That’s what she would do if he told anyone.  She was hammered, she didn’t even remember saying anything…  She’d make light of it.  She’d –

A gentle knock at the door.

She froze.

Her stomach lurched, her heart began to race, and her pussy once more began to ache.  She moved to the door.

It wouldn’t be him.

‘Hello?’ she called.

A slight, yet eternal pause.  ‘It’s me,’ a male voice replied.

Jesus.

She unfastened the lock with trembling fingers.  He smiled at her in the doorway.  He was holding a bottle of wine.

‘I brought this,’ he said, strolling inside as she stepped aside.  ‘In case you fancy.’

Mel closed and locked the door.

‘I wasn’t sure you’d come,’ she told him.

Jack stopped by the bed.  He turned round to face her, grinning cockily.  ‘After being challenged like that?  How could I not?’

Mel found herself lost for words.

Jack turned around.  There was a kettle in the corner of the room, with a few mugs and complimentary sachets of coffee.  He opened the bottle – a screw-top – and poured them both a drink each in a mug.  He handed one to her.

She took it with both hands, and drank, steadying her nerves.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he told her.

For a second she thought she had misheard him.

‘I –’ she began.

He gently touched her face, and electricity coursed through her like a jolt.  He spoke firmly, softly.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he said again.  ‘We both know why you asked me here.’

She looked to the closed bathroom door.  ‘I just need –’

‘Lay.  Down.’

She may have been his senior by over twenty years, but her resolve stood no chance with this young man.  She was desperate to just nip in to the bathroom, to freshen up, to pee – those glasses of wine were beginning to cause her bladder to ache a little now – but the quiet forcefulness of this boy stopped her in her tracks.

He really was a bad boy.

She lay down, on her back, bottom by the edge of the bed, stockinged feet flat on the carpet.  She gazed up at the cream coloured ceiling, and couldn’t quite believe the situation in which she was finding herself, as Jack got to his knees in front of her.

All the while, she kept looking up at the ceiling.  As Jack spread her legs; as he lifted her skirt up past her waist; as he slid her damp knickers down over her legs; as he lowered his face to her vagina, and proceeded to eat her out.

At some point her hands moved down, fingers sliding in his hair.  She gripped him, sighing, as his mouth, tongue, and nose worked at her pussy.

He knew what he was doing.  Jesus, it was the best pussy-licking she’d ever had.  His bag of tricks went from licking slow and methodically to lapping fast and frenziedly.  He’d gently chew on her lips before pushing his tongue into her hole.  He would rub his face across her inner thighs, his five o’clock shadow rasping against her flesh, driving her wild.

‘Oh god,’ she was grunting, over and over.  ‘Oh god.  Oh god…’

She was sweating, trying to keep everything under control.  Her excitement, for one, but also the dark pressure on her bladder was becoming increasingly apparent.  She needed to stay with it.  She needed to be firm, and step into the bathroom.

‘Stop, stop,’ Mel began gasping.  Jack continued as if he hadn’t heard, and eventually she was forced to gently pull his head up out of her cunt by his hair.

‘Stop, stop,’ she pleaded.  ‘I’m sorry – I need to pee – I’m sorry, I’ll be quick, I’ll be right back –’

‘Do it in my mouth,’ Jack grunted darkly, giving her clit a firm lick, making her throw her head back again.

‘W-what?’ she gasped, not believing her ears.  He continued licking at her.  She pushed herself up into a sitting position.  ‘Please – I just –’

Jack’s strong hands were gripping her hips.  He looked up at her, mouth slick from her pussy juices.  His eyes were steely, and deadly serious.  One of his hands flicked to her cunt, and began rubbing at her clit, allowing her no respite.

‘In my mouth,’ he said again.

Mel was shaking her head, but arousal and desperation were taking over, clouding her brain.  ‘I can’t – god, no, I can’t –’

He pushed his face back into her pussy, licking wildly, and she howled.  She had no idea if this was pleasure or discomfort any more.

‘You said you wanted a bad boy,’ Jack gasped.  As she looked down in disbelief, he began to shrug off his suit jacket.  With swift movements he was quickly out of his shirt and trousers without either his mouth or his hands neglecting her throbbing pussy.  He sat there, naked but from black shoes and socks, his face in her cunt.  His body was toned, tanned, his erection beautiful.  Mel’s world was delirium.

‘I do want a bad boy,’ she panted, the sight of his delicious young body tipping her over an edge.  ‘Fuck, I want a bad boy…’

Staring down at him in disbelief, she watched as he opened his jaws, as wide as they could go, his mouth over her pussy hole.

She ached.

She couldn’t hold on.

She had to let go.

The relief at allowing her bladder to relax made her feel as if she were melting, and she began to urinate into the young man’s mouth.

He swallowed, big gulps taking her piss down his throat.  A little sprayed around his face, and some ran down his chin.  She clenched, halting the flow, allowing him time to swallow.  His eyes were closed in concentration.  She began again.

Controlling the flow as to not overwhelm the young lad and end up pissing all over the carpet was equisitely difficult.  The dam broken, Mel simply wanted to gush.  It felt like trying to halt an orgasm midway through.  But she managed, her breath shallow, ragged.  She held his warm head in her hands.  She pissed into his mouth.  His mouth that was still pressed against her explosive pussy.  A mouth belonging to a boy a mere four years older than her daughter.

She lay back down, crying out.

The only clear thought in her head was, I am pissing in the mouth of a boy young enough to be my son.

She wasn’t sure when she stopped peeing.  Relief and pleasure and incredulity were causing the room to spin.  All she knew was that at some point Jack climbed on top of her, his lower jaw and chest damp with her sprayed urine, and was pushing his cock up her.

He fucked her senseless, kissing her face with urine-soaked lips, and she wrapped herself around him, and began to see stars.

*

He spent the night with her.  They slept little.  He crept out shortly after dawn so none of their colleagues would see them together.

She went downstairs for breakfast.  She had showered, so didn’t look as exhausted as she felt.  She sat down beside her friend Helen, and tried not to wince, such was the soreness of her pussy and anus.

She glimpsed Jack across the room, getting a coffee.  He too had showered.  He’d needed it.  He glanced at her and nodded and that was the last she saw of him.  She and her colleagues said their goodbyes, and headed off to catch their respective trains.

Mel nodded off during the journey home.  She awake at some point to a text message from her daughter, asking how the travelling was going.  As Mel composed a reply, another message came through.

It was a number she didn’t recognise.

Jack.

She’d given him her number just before he’d left her bedroom that morning.

‘Hey u. Fun night ;-)

Hope to see u at the

next meeting. Maybe

next time I’ll get u

to shit for me. J. x’

Mel read those words over and over.  She daren’t think of how to reply.

All she knew was, if they did meet up again, he could get her to do anything.


Sweaty Facesitting

I took up jogging when I was nineteen.  Not in an effort to lose weight: actually, as part of a wider attempt to get fit  and bulk up, to increase weight, or increase muscle, anyway.  I’d always been tall and slim, although, in my eyes, too slim: my teenage years didn’t seem to see me filling out, so I decided one day to take up weights and running.  I experienced limited success: I had no stamina whatsoever, managing only a few lifts of the dumbbells in my bedroom and a once-round the block before collapsing in exhaustion.  I was too humiliated and broke to join a gym, and began to grow increasingly disheartened, finding excuses to skip my runs before I’d even really begun.

I still lived at home, with my parents.  It was my mother who suggested I contact my aunt: Kelly was a keen runner, my mother reminded me, and had recently completed yet another half-marathon.  Maybe she could give me some tips.

I found her on Facebook.  My family were never particularly close with one another: Kelly was the wife of my mother’s younger brother, my Uncle Dave, and, although we all lived in the same city, never really saw one another outside of obligatory family get-togethers at Christmas.  Still, Kelly had always seemed nice enough: my uncle was a quiet, moody, unapproachable man, but Kelly always seemed up for a laugh and a joke.  She was taller than her husband, perhaps as tall as me: naturally darker skin, and black hair, she’d just turned forty but had the muscles and athleticism of someone far younger.  I’d once heard my father refer to her as ‘that Amazon woman,’ and he wasn’t far wrong.

I sent her a message, saying hi, explaining that I’d just taken up jogging.  I was embarrassed to ask for help, although I wasn’t asking for much.  I think all I really wanted were a few words of encouragement from someone who, presumably, had been disheartened herself in the past, and who had managed to work through it.

I ended up receiving those words, and more: she replied later that afternoon, as I sat crashed on the couch with a game controller in my hand.  She was delighted I’d taken it up: even getting out there was more than most people would ever achieve.  She gave me a few tips, on warm-ups and being well-hydrated and making sure I had my breathing right.  She signed off offering to be a running buddy, if I liked. 

It was a surprising offer.  I told her there would be no way I would be able to keep pace with her, or cover anywhere near the same distance.  She said that was fine: she could head over to this side of the city, run a while with me, and then jog home. 

There was no real reason for me not to agree.

It was hard work, but it went well.  Kelly would meet me at the park near mine in the morning and we would do a few circuits, her giving me tips and support along the way.  She barely seemed to grow out of breath even when talking: those first couple of weeks, breathing was such an issue for me I could barely even reply whilst running.  We’d meet in the mornings, three times a week, heading over grass wet with dew and a bit of footpath, passing by the empty football pitches and disused tennis courts.  I gradually began to feel my limbs complaining less as my stamina increased: I began to grow less self-conscious, less awkward.  I began to notice, too, that Kelly was giving me less advice and support as time went on, and we would simply chat as we ran. 

I’ll admit I began to develop more than a crush on her.  Still slightly naïve and vanilla about the world, I would have been appalled when I began had anyone suggested that my aunt was good eye candy whilst exercising, but I was struggling not to think of her in those terms now.  In the past, I’d only ever seen Kelly in the past in make-up and stylish clothes: dark eye-shadow and scarlet lipstick, cream slacks and expensive-looking blouses that showed off her biceps.

Out here, of course, her skin was free from make-up, natural, and no less agreeable for that.  She looked softer, more approachable.  I tended to wear black when I ran, plain black shorts and a vest, to hide my sweat: she wore black Lycra bottoms, tight, accentuating her healthy behind nicely, but a grey vest, the back of which would grow increasingly dark with damp as we ran.  If she ever found herself a couple of steps ahead of me – which, let’s face it, was often – I’d gaze at that damp patch with excitement.  It was somehow intimate, yet not obscene.  I got thinking of the sweat that would be forming elsewhere on her body.

Even after a tough workout, I’d often have to masturbate when I got back.

As I grew more comfortable circling the park a few times, Kelly began to shake our routes up.  ‘Circuits can get a bit boring,’ she explained one morning, as we ran past the entrance to the park, not entering.  ‘It can be quite a drag seeing the same things repeating over and over.  Let’s head off somewhere.’

We did, doing similar distances but in a large loop, never back-tracking, past the shops and the ring-road and over the footbridge.  The variety did indeed seem to help, and at least once a week we’d just head out for a random street jog. 

At the end of one of these runs, as Kelly left me at the bottom of my street before continuing on her way, she said, ‘You know, the distance you’re now managing, you can probably get to mine from here.  How about next time, I meet you here, we jog home, have food, and I’ll drive you home afterwards?’

It sounded good to me.  I hadn’t been to her and my uncle’s house in years, and hadn’t seen my uncle since the previous Christmas.  In my head, I’d always thought of their house as quite a trek from where my parents lived: I was a little surprised, and delighted, that I was now able to run a comparable distance. 

‘Great, I’ll see you Sunday,’ she said, grinning and turning her back on me as she headed off down the road.  I jogged on the spot for a few moments, watching her black bobbing ponytail and delicious backside beneath the tight material of her jogging bottoms, before continuing to my front door.

It was a decent run to Kelly and my uncle’s place.  We maintained a steady pace, chatting as we went.  She asked me how job hunting was going, how it was living with my folks.  We’d gotten to know one another fairly well over the few months we’d been training together.  I enjoyed our conversations: she was clearly an adult, unlike aimless, drifting me, and yet not the staid, predictable, lifeless adulthood as represented by my own parents. 

Again, I tried not to look too many times at the sweat forming on her bare arms, or the thick muscles visible through her sweatpants on the backs of her legs.

We reached her place, and my delight at having managed the distance – and in not too exhausted a state – was obvious.  She grinned at me on the doorstop, and slapped me on the shoulder.  Sweat on her fingertips, her touch felt hot and clammy.

‘Doing good!’ she exclaimed.  We began to do our post-run warm-down stretches.  ‘Ever thought you’d improve this much?’ she asked.

I shook my head, not wanting to boast but unable to hide my delight.  ‘Not in a million years,’ I smiled.  ‘Thank you.  Thank you so much for this.  You’re amazing.’

She gave me a look there, glancing back almost playfully over her shoulder as she unlocked the back door.  I immediately blushed, figuring I’d said something wrong, sounding like some dumb kid with a crush.

She turned away, still smiling, and let us both in.

We kicked off our trainers and left them by the door.  She went straight to the sink and brought me a glass of water, which I accepted gratefully.

She stood in front of me and watched me drink, her own glass at her lips.  I suddenly became aware of her proximity to me, indoors – we’d only ever been this close when outside, when the sweat worked up from running was less noticeable in the outside air.  Here, I could feel her heat, and smell her pits – far from unpleasant to me. 

‘You look good,’ she said eventually, still looking at me, lowering her glass from her lips.  Her ample chest was still rising and falling, her breathing deep from the exercise.  ‘A guy who’s just worked out is so attractive.’

I blinked.  It wasn’t what I had been expecting.  I’d actually been worrying that, if I could smell her, she would be able to smell me.  I worried how gross she thought I was.

‘I... Uh, thanks,’ I muttered, not exactly looking away, but having to avert eye contact.  ‘I figure I must smell terrible, I’m sorry… I’m all sweaty.’  I felt disorientated, awkward at her compliment.  She clearly didn’t mean it: she can’t have meant it.

She placed her glass on the sideboard, and stepped closer to me.  She stepped right up to me, pressing her breasts against my chest.  I could see the strap of her sports-bra beneath her vest-strap.  Her breasts felt firm, pressed against me, held firmly together.

‘You smell good,’ she muttered, her face close to mine.  I could see the moisture on her forehead.  She actually breathed in.  ‘Sweat is good.  It means you’ve worked hard.  Means you’ve pushed your body.’

I was slightly disbelieving, but somehow calm.  Her body felt muscular, toned, pressed against mine.

I tried to speak, and noticed a nervous tremor in my voice.

‘Is... Uncle Dave not here?’ I asked.  It was the only thing I could think to say.

She thrust her hand into my crotch, and squeezed my penis, hard.  I cried out, shocked and delighted.

‘He’s out all day,’ she muttered, pressing her lips close to my ear.  She squeezed again, harder, yanking at my rapidly-stiffening meat with aggressive playfulness.  She had a powerful grip.

‘Jesus... Aunt Kelly...’ I gasped, not daring to move, staring ahead over her shoulder as she continued whispering into my ear.

‘You’ve seen I’ve worked up a sweat?’ she murmured.  ‘I’ve seen you looking at me... You naughty thing.  I see how you look at me when I’m all hot and flustered...  Do you think I smell good, too?’

I didn’t know what to say.  Was this some kind of game?  Had she grown weary of my constant glances, and this was some... humiliating punishment?

‘I… think you smell incredible,’ I managed to stammer.

Her hand slipped past the waistband of my shorts, into my boxers.  She grabbed my cock in her strong fist and yanked it out of my trousers.

All I could do was gasp.

I looked down in disbelief at my aunt’s fingers around my cock, as she began to tug me.

‘That good, hmm?’ she cooed, leaning back so she could see the expressions on my face.

‘Jesus.  Yes.’  I leaned back against the counter, feeling incredible, watching her jerk me.  She began to tighten her grip, again squeezing tightly in her powerful fist, until I cried out in gorgeous pain.  She smirked, at that, and let me go.  My cock jerked in the air, and I gasped at the release, both relieved and disappointed.  My own hand flew to it.

‘I’m going to ask you straight,’ Kelly said, her grin fading, but not entirely gone.  ‘I’ve worked up a sweat.  Everywhere,’ she gestured, waving a hand up and down herself.  ‘But my pants in particular.’

I was trying to listen calmly, and not look like a goggle-eyed fool, but my mind and excitement levels were all over the place.  I must have been gawping.

‘I’m going to sit on your face,’ she said, coolly, unruffled, as if explaining instructions to a handyman.  ‘We’re not going to have sex.  Not today.  You can jerk off afterwards.  Instead, you’re going to prove to me how well you can take an ass on your face.  Do you understand?’

I nodded dumbly.  In truth, I think I understood very little by this point.

She told me to lie down.  I did as requested, immediately, lying down there on the hard kitchen floor.  Looking up at her from that angle, she towered.  Her height, her power, her beauty: I didn’t stand a chance.

She put her foot in my mouth first, stretching my mouth wide, pushing her biggest four toes inside.  She had removed her trainers but not her socks: they were worn-looking, grey.  They tasted musty and damp.

She looked down at me, again smiling a touch, as she manoeuvred her foot around, stretching my lips.  I made a few muffled noises.  I had to breathe through my nostrils, but it was all dampness and smelly material I was taking in to my lungs.  She lowered her heel to my face, increasing pressure, grinding her sole against my nose, my eyes, my cheeks. 

My hands left my crotch, my erection twitching furiously in the air, and gripped her ankle, holding her down onto me.  My tongue took what flavours it could.  Then she stepped away, and I gasped clean air, albeit disappointed.

I looked up at her, from my worthless position on the floor.  She turned away from me.

She seemed to lower her backside onto my face in slow motion.

In those moments before she blocked my vision, her Lycra-clad rear agonisingly close as she squatted down over me, I could actually see a darker patch of material within the already dark navy around her crotch and bum, and I opened my mouth to meet it.

She smothered me.  Squashing my nose, pressing her weight down, she seemed to squeeze the breath and the strength right out of me.  I cried out involuntarily, muffled against her buttocks, arousal and survival instinct jostling for control of my reactions.  Again, my hands were up, holding onto her hips, holding her down, pulling her to me.  I nuzzled into my aunt’s ass.

She was sweaty, alright, and hot.  With my struggles for breath, she was overpowering.  She was mashing my nose to my face and my lips were closed, but I still managed to snake my tongue out, rubbing across the damp material, probing the Lycra with all my might.  She seemed to be able to feel this, because she giggled.

The air was thick, cloying.  Salt from the sweat of my aunt, sweat from her pussy, sweat from her butthole.

‘Good boy,’ I heard her mutter above me, although my hearing was blocking somewhat by her thighs around my head.  She began to rock backwards and forwards a touch, grinding against my face.  ‘Good boy.’

I was eating, lapping, gasping like crazy.  It was overwhelming.  I was even trying to get some of the material between my teeth: in a frenzy, I wanted to suck the dirty moisture straight from her gusset, to swallow it down.  I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care.  She rode my face, increasingly pressing the air from me, all the time calling me her good boy.

I’d have probably let her smother me into unconsciousness had she not lifted her rump when she did, allowing me to gasp cool, clear air.  I was seeing stars.

She gave me a few moments, before sitting back down on me.

I don’t know how long she kept me like that, at the edge of endurance, constantly taking me to the brink of passing out before allowing me the requisite lungfuls of air to stay conscious.  She slipped her hand down the front of her pants, and began masturbating herself as she smothered me, making her movements even more erratic.  Her weight on my face seemed even heavier as she lost control.

I began begging at some point, although I couldn’t tell you what I was actually pleading for.  For more?  For sexual release?  For air?  Even into her buttocks, I was repeating the garbled words of ‘Please… Aunt Kelly… Oh god… Please…’ over and over, stuck on some delirious loop.

I didn’t even have to touch myself in the end.  I ejaculated spontaneously, without touch, I had been pushed so close to the edge.  My cock simply began pumping.  I hollered muffled cries into her firm, hot buttocks, as she, too, began rocking on my face, legs kicking out, her own debauched orgasm ripping through her, pressed against my mouth.

She slid off me, sliding onto the floor, and we both remained there for a while.

Of course, she recovered quicker than I managed, hopping to her feet, and rearranging herself.  She took another glug of water, and held it out to me.

‘You need to stay hydrated,’ she said, as I shakily sat up.  I tucked my deflating cock away.  Cum was splattered across the bottom of my vest.

I nodded, dazed.

She helped me to my feet, hauling me up.  She laughed seeing the semen on the top.

‘Okay,’ she said.  ‘Let me take you home.  Keep up that rate, and I’ll even take my bottoms off, let you taste my butthole for real.  Deal?’

Again, I nodded, stupidly, with no idea what to say.

‘C’mon, training buddy,’ she said, leading me to the door.  I went wherever she pointed me.  ‘You’ve done well.  I think that was a hell of a workout.  Don’t you agree?’


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.


Fart-Feeding Milf

I checked my phone again as I stepped into the house.  Another message from Dani.  I couldn’t help smiling.  With each passing text, her tone seemed to be growing increasingly desperate.  I read it in the dark hallway, the light of the phone the only illumination.

‘Just tell me. Can I

see you alone when

Dad isn’t around?

Please. I need to

see you at some point’

I flicked the lights on, slipped my damp coat off.  The central heating had come on a little while ago, so the house was pleasant and toasty.  I took off my heels.  Walked through to the kitchen.  I switched on the kettle, even though I fancied something stronger.  I made a coffee and drank it, savouring the warmth.  I stood by the kitchen window, looking out onto the dark back garden.  Sleet swirled in the air. 

I replied eventually, although I’m sure it didn’t do much to put the poor girl out of her misery.

‘You’ll be here

soon.  We’ll have

to see what happens.

Patience, little one ;-) ’

I went upstairs and changed from my office clothes to my more casual evening wear: baggy, faded blue jeans, with plenty of (increasingly necessary, tragically) room in the butt, and my thick brown sweater.  I did want to put on more of an effort, Knowing Dani was heading back, but her visit was supposed to be a surprise.  Kevin may have found it odd had he come home to find me all dressed up. 

Not that it really mattered: Dani would obsess over me however I looked.

I didn’t get a reply, so figured she must have arrived at the station and headed to her dad’s office by now.  Kevin worked on one of the streets behind the station: Dani was going straight there to surprise him, before the two of them came back here.  Kevin had no idea his daughter was coming up for the weekend.  They weren’t the closest parent and child, particularly since divorcing Dani’s mother in her early teens, but he did dote on her, in his own way.

How he would react to knowing his new wife had had her entire fist up his daughter’s vagina – which I’d managed the last time she’d stayed – heaven knows.

They got in about six.  I made a start with the dinner.  I wasn’t meant to know anything about Dani coming back either – why would I..?  It’s not like anyone knew she and I were in any way close… – but often made far too much food whenever I cooked, so there’d be plenty for her.  I fried up chicken with spices and peppers and put noodles on the stove. 

I heard them clattering through the front door, over the sizzling of the pan.  I had the radio on and a glass of red in my hand.

‘Hey baby,’ Kevin shouted through the house.

‘In here,’ I called back.

He came bustling through lugging Dani’s bulky rucksack, his daughter in tow.  She was gazing at me.  I don’t even know how to describe her expression.  Awe? 

‘Look which waif I picked up on the way home!’ he cried, over the moon.  I felt a slight pang of pity for the poor man.  She wasn’t here to see him: any fool could have told him that.

I gave her my usual stepmotherly hug: fond but not ecstatic.  The touch from her was charged, especially with Kevin standing there.

‘We didn’t know you were visiting,’ I smiled, pouring a couple of extra glasses of wine.  I handed one to her, one to her father.  We clinked glasses in a mini toast.  ‘How long are you back for..?’

‘Just the weekend,’ she replied.  Her eyes looked ravenous, eating into my soul.  I must admit, as much coy distance as I’d maintained with her, seeing her here again was definitely a thrill.  ‘I hope it’s okay me stopping by without notice.’

Kevin gave her a hug.  ‘Gosh, of course it is.  Any time.  What a fantastic surprise.’

I shooed Kevin and Dani out of the kitchen as I finished dinner.  We sat at the big table and ate, with more wine and lit candles, Kevin’s shock and delight masking the fact that he was the one doing most of the talking.  I sat quietly, chewing the gently spicy food, managing to at least pretend to listen, but Dani was clearly in a distracted, tongue-tied mood, moving her food around her plate, unable to make eye contact with him and shooting loaded glances in my direction whenever she could.  I ignored her, and Kevin, as always, was blissfully unaware of the mood around him.

I often wondered whether he suspected, deep down, that his daughter was gay.  I knew that she had come out to her friends at university, but had yet to tell her father.  He wasn’t the most observant of men, but still.  She’d never had a real boyfriend.  Was in the women’s rugby team at college.  She was by no mean an unattractive girl – and, at twenty, had youth on her side – but her body veered towards the broad, her nose, flat and prominent.  Neither of which would have been particularly noticeable had she embraced her femininity more, but she always dressed as a tomboy – tracksuits, trainers, never a hint of makeup or girlish glamour.

She looked like a college girl dyke, basically.

Kevin had never mentioned anything to me.  I’d sometimes wanted to carefully bring the topic up with him, to gauge his reaction, but now – having periodically used her as a sub slave for the past year, and treating her body shamefully – it wasn’t exactly a topic I was desperate to bring up with him.

I sipped my wine.  Kevin was still bragging about a new client he had secured at work, and what that meant for the company.  Dani watched me, paying him no heed.

I glanced over at the clock.

‘Are you not meant to be meeting Derek at eight?’ I asked him, gently cutting him off mid-flow.  He blinked, looking at the clock too.

‘Ooh.  Bugger.  I guess I should have cancelled by now, shouldn’t I – I’ll just see if I can call him –’

I shot him a look in mild panic.  ‘Cancel?  You mean you’re not going out?’

He always went out on Friday evenings.  Always.  Dani had come up specifically on a Friday evening so we’d get a few hours together.

‘Well, I can’t go out now – not with Dani here –’

‘Oh, don’t worry about that,’ Dani said, waving a hand, and I hid a smile: it was the most animated she’d been all dinnertime.  ‘You always meet Derek on Friday.’

‘But you’re only here until Monday morning –’

‘Which means I’ll still be here all weekend.  Go on, dad, it’s fine.’

He glanced between the two of us.  He did look torn, wanting to go out for a drink but feeling guilty at leaving us.

‘Do as she says,’ I smiled at him.  ‘We’ve got no plans for the rest of the weekend.’

He grinned at us both, like a grounded teenager suddenly allowed out.  ‘You sure?’ he asked Dani, but she was already shooing him away.  He got up, hurriedly, and went upstairs to change.

He was barely out of the room before I’d pushed by chair back, reached over the table, and grabbed Dani by the throat.  She gasped, startled, looking up at me with wide, excited eyes.  Still choking her, I stepped closer to her.  With my free hand I grabbed her ponytail, wrenching her head back, and licked up the side of her face.

‘You filthy cunt,’ I whispered at her, surprised at the excitement already in my voice, the calmness that I’d been showing the past couple of hours crumbling within seconds.  I felt unhinged: I had to penetrate her somehow.  I forced my tongue into her ear, still choking her, still pulling her hair.

I knew the sounds of the house intimately.  I heard Kevin move across the floor above us, heading back to the stairs.  I let Dani go, and stepped away.  Her face was flushed red, and she blinked in shock, her hand going to her sore neck.

Kevin came bounding down the stairs, and back into the kitchen, oblivious.  I began taking dishes to the sink, my heart speeding.

‘Did you put my shirt away?’ he was asking me, checking his phone.  ‘The blue one, with the stripes?’

My poor, sweet, clueless husband.

I kept my distance whilst Kevin remained in the house.  Dani got up, quiet and shaky, and took her bag up to the spare room that doubled as her bedroom whenever she stayed.  I stood by the sink, elbow deep in warm water and suds, stunned at the power of the damp ache down the front of my jeans.  I’d clearly been in some kind of denial regarding the growing excitement I’d been feeling over the girl staying.  Now she was here, and we’d had those brief, intense few seconds alone, my arousal was almost uncontrollable.

My stomach growled, satisfied and full.

Kevin sidled up behind me, pulling his jacket on.  He slipped his arms around my waist.  ‘You sure you don’t mind me heading out?’ he asked.

I turned to him.  ‘Of course not.  Dani’s fine with it.  We’ll all do something tomorrow.  Head into town, get lunch, do some shopping.’

He smiled.  ‘Family day out.  I like that.’

I smiled back.  It felt strained, but I knew from experience it would look genuine.

He walked away.  He called up the stairs to his daughter.  ‘See you later, Dani.’

A muffled reply in return.

Kevin left, the door rattling as he closed it behind him.

I stood there, drying my hands and arms on a tea-towel.  He was gone.  Dani knew he was gone: that front door closing could be heard anywhere in the house.  I pictured her sitting up there on her bed, watching the door, with pulse-racing expectation.

God, the ache in my pussy. 

I took my time.

I poured the remaining drops of wine into my glass, and finished them.

I listened to the silence of the house for a few moments, savouring this anticipation.

My tummy continued to gurgle in post-meal digestion.

I frowned, ever so slightly.  I hadn’t given too much thought to it earlier: the food we’d had hadn’t been spectacularly spicy, but enough to warrant… a touch of wind, shall we say.  I shifted my behind from the counter I’d been leaning against, and let out a small, silent fart.  It smelled.  I sighed, wondering what the best course of action would be.  Go to the toilet now, try and get it all out of my system, wash myself sufficiently before forcing Dani’s mouth down there? 

I glanced up to the kitchen ceiling, picturing her sitting up there in her room, paralysed with excitement.

Dani would let me do whatever I wanted to her.  I knew this.  I was feeling cruel. 

I wanted to exploit this power I had over her.

A cruel smile flickered across my wine-damp lips.  I slowly left the kitchen, and walked up the stairs.

She was standing by the window when I let myself in to her bedroom, back to me, gazing out onto the back garden.  She didn’t turn when I opened the door.  She’d taken her tracksuit top off, and was standing there in a baggy white vest top and jogging bottoms. 

I moved up behind her, as her father just had to me.  Instead of wrapping my arms tenderly around her waist, I slipped my hand down her waistband, beneath her pants.  I gripped her ample rear, squeezing her cheeks.  She let out a sigh, still gazing out into the night, and pushed her hips and bottom back into me.

I stood properly behind  her, and slipped my other hand down the back of her trousers too.  I kneaded both buttocks, really squeezing the muscles in her rump.  She ground back onto me.  I watched her face from behind.  Eyes closed, mouth open a touch, softly gasping.

‘You’ve been with girls at university,’ I said to her, my tone soft, but with an accusatory edge.

She nodded, barely, eyes still closed, still gyrating against my hands.  Her rear felt hot. 

‘Yes,’ she whispered.

I squeezed her.  I pulled my hands away from one another, spreading her arse cheeks beneath her panties.  She moaned.

‘Do you have a girlfriend?’

‘…Yes.’

Interesting.  Good for her. 

‘Her name?’ I asked.

Dani had to actually swallow.  It was a nice subconscious touch.  I wondered if she was feeling at all guilty over any of this.

‘Caroline,’ she managed eventually.

More rubbing.  More kneading.

‘Caroline,’ I mused.  Dani was groaning more freely now, leaning forward, shifting her thighs apart.  She wanted my fingers to wander to the centre… To her pussy.  I could feel the heat radiating from it.  ‘That’s a nice name.  It must be difficult being apart for the weekend.’

Without warning I slid my fingers across and nipped her pussy lips.  She yelped, in shock more than pain.  In that brief touch, I could feel the dampness from her.  Almost continuing the same movement, I slid her pants and tracksuit bottoms  down her legs, yanking them down to her chunky knees.  She groaned out loud, hastily yanking the curtains closed in front of her.

I knelt down, to take in her rear, as she continued standing there.  Her skin was pale, milky.  She was well built, but much of it muscle.  Thick thighs.  Round buttocks.

‘Hands on your cheeks,’ I told her.  ‘Spread them.’

She did as she was told immediately.  She turned her head, looking over her shoulder towards me.  She would have seen me licking my finger, to coat it with lubricating saliva.

Her pussy was trimmed, not bare, but neat, with short blonde hair.  Her lips practically shone from the dampness.  Her anus was a dark enticing circle, devoid of hair but for a few stray strands.  I looked at it.  I sniffed it.

A day’s worth of sweat aside, she was clean.

I’d explored Dani’s anus before.  I’d explored all of her before, with my fingers and tongue and strap-on, but tonight the sadist in me needed to be arse-heavy.  I wanted to dominate her with a discomfort she almost certainly wouldn’t receive from her girlfriend.

I jammed my finger up her rear.  It was easy access, because she was spreading herself, but she was a tight fit, her rectal passageway sucking on my digit as I pushed it in.  I wanted to go all the way: knuckle-deep I probed, Dani leaning forward, gasping and groaning in disbelief and conflicting sensations, resting her head against the wall.

I moved my finger around in there.  I felt shit up there, packed tightly, a firm warm wall of resistance. 

‘Oh Jesus oh God oh fuck,’ Dani was gasping, babbling.  I pressed into the fudge packed into her rectum.  It felt curious.  I could see her wincing, and feel her body clenching, as she tried to maintain control. 

My stray thumb accidentally-on-purpose stroked her wet pussy lips, and her knees gave way, and she stumbled twitchily to the carpet.

I yanked my finger out of her.  I looked at the tip, but still remarkably clean: only a soft brown residue around my clipped fingernail, which, considering I thought I’d been properly fingering her shit, seemed fairly conservative.  Dani was on her hands and knees, head down, unsure what to do next, her thighs still trembling.  I smacked her arse several times with hard, open-palmed spanks.

I reached for the buttons of my jeans.  I began frantically fumbling them open, desperate to free my own aching pussy.  Dani turned to me, her face red.  I grabbed her roughly by the hair and forced my tongue into her mouth, her fingers desperately pulling my jeans down.

I stepped out of my trousers.  I took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet.

‘Bed,’ I growled simply.  ‘Now.’

She stepped out of her bottoms and pants and climbed onto the bed wearing nothing but her vest and heavy sports socks.  She looked at me for instructions.

I laid her down on her back, head near the edge.  I kicked my knickers off and climbed on myself, feet either side of her head.  She gazed up in wide-eyed awe as I bent my knees and lowered my hairy pussy onto her young face.

A muffled grunt as I rested my weight on her.  Almost immediately I felt her tongue frantically lapping at me.  Her arms were by her sides, pinned beneath my legs, and I could feel her rubbing at her own cunt with such eagerness that her body rocked beneath me.

I shifted.  Dani’s pussy eating was excellent, and much more would have seen me crying out and coming over her face, but I still had the need to own her.  I held her hair for stability and scooched backwards a little, and up, pushing my arsehole to her mouth.

She continued licking and lapping apace.  Both my holes were clenching with utter, raw, sexual overload.  Her tongue was trying to snake in my crapper.  This young whore.  Fuck.  I had to.

Holding her head in place, grinding my pussy against her big nose, I pushed on the soft gurgling in my digestive tract.  A loud, heavy fart was only too eager to escape.

Dani did cry out, but never attempted to move her head.  She never stopped licking as she took the full blast directly to her face.

‘Oh, good girl,’ I gasped breathlessly.  ‘Oh, you good thing.  I have more.  Eat them.  Eat them for momma.’

I felt unhinged, and Dani was with me every step of the way.  She stopped her frenzied licking, and I felt instead her mouth opening wide, gaping around my anus.  Her face was mostly obscured between my thighs, but her eyes were clear, looking up at me, matching mine.  She was perfectly aware.

I pushed.  A little harder to catch, this one, and my heightened state of arousal was causing all kinds of internal clenching that weren’t helping, but we got there.  A loud, creaking, rumbling noise as I let rip, pumping fetid air directly into my stepdaughter’s waiting, eager mouth.

‘Oh, you fucking dirty slave,’ I muttered at her, grinding my dripping cunt against her nose and cheeks.  The smell was beginning to drift up to my nostrils, so Lord only knows how overpowering they must have been full-on in Dani’s face.  ‘Take them.  Eat them.  You eat them for momma… Oh, I can feel another one…’

More nasty wind blown into her mouth.  I was rocking my hips back and forth, effectively fucking myself with her nose as I farted into her face.  And by god was it working: what felt like the sleaziest orgasm I’d ever experienced was creeping over me, causing my pussy to spasm, causing me to grip onto Dani’s hair as if for dear life.  I pushed two fingers inside me and crudely finger-fucked myself over her.  Pleasure was distracting me, but I was with it enough to force one final blast of wind from my bowels.  More open-mouthed worship from Dani as I felt her crying out, her own orgasm pushing her over the edge.  I let myself go too: I screamed foul-mouth abuse as I squirted over my fingers and Dani’s fringe as I slumped back, losing control, howling wildly.

Thank god we lived in a detached house.

I felt a filthy and depraved deviant as I lay slumped there, legs over Dani’s chest, the two of us breathing heavily.  The room smelled musty, of wet cunts and fresh farts.  I’d need to open a window.

I managed to sit up.  Dani remained beneath me, as if in a daze.

I laughed at her expression.  ‘You look out of it,’ I said.

She laughed back.  ‘That was so fucked up.’

I leaned over, and kissed her, slipping my tongue deep into her mouth, pressing it against hers.  We kissed passionately for a while.  I couldn’t tell if I could taste my own wind on her breath, or whether it was my imagination.


When You Piss Upon a Star

A rainy midweek evening in a nondescript town.  Early February.  A write-off of an evening.  The pubs and bars are empty, desperate.  Traffic splashes through puddles.

An old church converted into an arts centre about 20 years ago.  It specialises in small exhibitions and small concerts.  Posters outside, peeling in the drizzle, advertise her gig here, tonight.  She has a newish album out – on a label so tiny it is practically self-released – but knows no-one is interested in an old rocker’s new material.  She plays a greatest hits set instead, to an audience maybe only a third full.

Kath Joan was never huge, even in her heyday, but she was well-known enough.  The frontwoman of a band who had a few modest hits with punky, radio-friendly rock in the early 1980s.  Their few hit singles still turn up on middle-of-the-road radio stations and drive-time compilation CDs.  She looked good on stage, back in the day: slim, clad in black leather, electric guitar held like a weapon and a wild mop of flailing dyed black hair.  Her bandmates were suitably anonymous, male, and have long been forgotten.  She was the star of the outfit: after a couple of albums, the band split, and she embarked on a solo career from then on.  It never really worked out.  A couple of early singles that scraped into the Top 40 aside, she quickly sank from the public eye.

The crowd tonight reflects her lack of relevance in today’s scene.  Aging rockers – couples, lone men nursing pints, music fans with nothing better to do – with thinner hair and rounder stomachs than they had back in their heyday.  A few younger spectators dance down by the stage, but it’s mainly a reserved, mature, respectable lot.

Still, she gives it her all.  Kath Joan is pushing sixty now, but is in decent shape: her black jeans may no longer be skinny, but she looks good in scruffy sweat-stained vest, tattooed arms exposed.  Her dyed black hair is showing grey, and her vocals, screeches and roars are deeper and huskier than on the records anyone really cares about, but she still has that frontwoman quality: all eyes on her, not the bland, forgettable touring session musicians that make up her backing band tonight.  Youth and vibrancy and danger may have been replaced by predictability and safety and late middle age, but those who made it out tonight enjoy the show.  For an encore, she comes back on stage and performs an acoustic version of probably her most well-known track.  They played a full-band version of it earlier in the night.  Kath appreciates their applause and thanks them gratefully. 

The gig is wrapped up by 10.30pm.  No-one complains.  People have work in the morning.  The hall begins to empty out, the lights come on.  The band shuffle gingerly back on stage with a few roadies and begin packing up their equipment.

A few loiter by the bar, chatting and savouring their pints.  After a few minutes, Kath Joan herself appears.  She is welcomed with smiles and compliments for her performance.  She smiles, chats, signs any CDs any middle-aged, starstruck loners want to buy from the merchandise table.  She allows one or two to buy her a rum and coke.  People continue to drift back out into the rainy night.

Towards the end, Kath gets talking to a pair of younger guys at the table.  One is perhaps twenty, the other maybe a couple of years older.  They’re both markedly different from the chubby, balding, stuttering chaps that have been hovering around.  Both slim, tattooed, fashionably dressed, cool hair and facial hair.  Very hip, very handsome.  They know their music, and they ask her questions about the scene back in the day.  They punctuate their conversation with questions about her current work, so as not to make her feel obsolete.  They drink, and chat.  Kath Joan laughs, a lot.  She is flattered, and feels youthful in the boys’ company.

Practically everyone is gone.  The band are still through in the hall, rolling up cables and shifting amps.

‘Fuck this, I fancy continue chatting for a bit more,’ she says suddenly.  She has a gig elsewhere tomorrow night but they’re staying in town tonight, and heading off in the morning.  Some of the crew are lucky enough to have booked rooms, some are crashing in the minibus.  Kath has a room in a travel lodge round the corner.  The lads know of it.  She suggests drinks in the bar there.  They nod, and one of them mutters, ‘Sure.’

They pull their jackets on and dash out into the cold night.  Kath Joan calls over to her crew, tells them she’ll see them all later.

Like everywhere tonight, the travel lodge bar is quiet, and almost empty.  The three of them perch at a table in the corner and continue drinking.  Kath Joan is giggling.  When she finds out the two lads run their own music website, she is delighted.

‘So, is tonight gonna get a good review, or what?’ she mock-snarls.  Doug, the slightly older of the two, bearded, facial piercings, goes for obvious cheese:

‘Depends what’s gonna happen, surely..?’

He says it with a wink and a grin and Kath Joan laughs again.  She gets to her feet.

‘Think I need a wee break,’ she tells them, heading off, leaving the guys to discuss things in private.

When she returns, they continue asking her about herself, her career.  Their talking seems to drift between interview and conversation.  Kath is having fun, talking with people who seem to know their stuff, who know about her stuff, who seem interested.

She hasn’t toured for ages, she tells them.  This is the first time in just over ten years.  She’s recently divorced, and her son has finally left home for university. 

‘I wanted to push myself, y’know?’ she asks, downing another whiskey and coke.  ‘See if I still have it in me?  Fuck growing old gracefully.’

She had a booze and drug problem back in the ‘80s and ‘90s.  Quit both for years, and is still off drugs, but allows herself to drink again nowadays.  As if on cue, Antony returns from the bar with a fresh set of shot glasses.

This is clearly flirting now.  The lads are men of few words, instead letting Kath chatter away.  The bar is quiet but for their corner.  The barman, bored, reading a newspaper, ignores them.

Kath Joan is giving a tired spiel about how rock n roll today isn’t what it used to be.  Too corporate, too clean-cut.  As she talks, she stretches out one of her legs beneath the table.  Despite the cool weather, Doug is wearing combat trousers cut off just below the knee: her heeled leather boot strokes his tattooed calf.  She flashes a naughty smile.  Antony, sitting beside his friend, can see what’s happening: not wanting him to feel left out, she then moves her foot across to brush his leg too.

‘Listen, I better go turn in,’ she says, a little slurred, and with practically no subtlety.  ‘I dunno if you fellas want to escort me to my door..?’

It’s drunken, and obvious, and crass.  Were she dressed differently and in a different context, she’d be no different to some boozed up old slapper on a night out.  She’s old enough to be their mothers – hell, at fifty-eight, maybe even their grandmothers – but the two guys are game.  Even pushing sixty, this is still Kath Joan.

They head up the two floors to her room.  She has to lower her voice and her laughs as they walk through the empty corridors, for fear of disturbing any other guests.  By the time she slumps against the doorway to her room, turning to face them, and asking the two boys inside, she has gone naturally quiet, nerves perhaps taking over.

‘Just so you know, this is not, y’know, something I do every night,’ she is saying, almost apologetically.  ‘I, y’know.  This is fun.  I haven’t had fun in ages, believe it or not.’

The lads, quiet, wait for their opportunity.

‘Anyway, fuck it,’ Kath Joan says, snapping out of her caution and grinning again.  ‘Fun.  This is all just fun.’  She unlocks the door, and she steps inside, flicking on the lights.  The lads follow.

They close the hotel room door behind them.  It won’t be fun for much longer.

***

They are kissing within moments of getting inside.  The only sounds, initially, are the smacking of wet lips together, and the hum of the overhead light.  She stands in the middle of the floor, both lads either side of her, turning her head, taking turns to French kiss both of them.  She hasn’t even taken her jacket off.  They begin to undress her.

They sit her on the bed.  Her vest is off, and the front of her trousers are unfastened.  Kath Joan sits there, bra holding her weighty tits in place.  In the harshness of light and the mystique of the stage gone, she looks like what she is: once slim and cutting edge, now flabby, tattooed, with a generous slab of middle-aged spread.  She may have been some kind of star, once, but not now.

They whip her bra off, and take turns sucking her tits.  She has her eyes closed, and holds them to her.  Whilst one nuzzles at her, the other begins yanking her jeans off.  She kicks off her boots for easier movement.

They take turns eating Kath Joan’s hairy, increasingly damp pussy.  They jam fingers up her as they begin to turn more serious.  She is muttering curses at them, face growing flushed.  They slap her arse and her meaty inked thighs.  She has rings through both nipples, and they tweak them cruelly.  It is beginning to dawn on her, too late, far too late, that these are not young starstruck fans unable to believe their luck.  They are viewing her with embarrassment and contempt, and are beginning to treat her accordingly.

When they begin to spitroast her, it is roughly.

She is losing track of who was who.  They’re both young, hairy, tattooed, dressed in black.  They are changing positions, swapping places, with something like a well-oiled confidence.  They know what they are doing.  This isn’t the first whore they’ve double-teamed, that much is obvious.

They are rough with her mouth.  She is breathing furiously through her nostrils, desperate for breath.  Her eyes are starting to water, eyeliner and makeup washed away in a dark smeary smudge, her true age further revealed in the harsh light of rough sex.

She is on all fours, her mouth full, when the cock down below leaves the slickness of her loose pussy and presses forebodingly against the crinkled entrance to her brown anus.  She was babbling around the cock fucking her throat, saliva and drool flowing over her chin, pleading for more, pleading to be treated like an animal, pleading to be fucked like a dog.

They take turns fucking her roughly in the arse, with no consideration for comfort.

Even sodomising Kath Joan in a hotel room is not enough.  These guys need to see more degradation, need to inflict more humiliation.  Whatever confidence she has shown tonight – well-earned after forty years gigging, mild fame and success, a full life, a family – lies in tatters along with her discarded clothes.

Whoever is in her arse yanks out without warning, and she breaks wind involuntarily over the retreating cock of this young stranger.  Not her finest moment.  They clamber off the bed, and grab her by her greying dyed hair, and drag her through into the small bathroom just off the bedroom.

She is calling them every name she can think of.  She is horrified at how sleazy and aggressive this has turned, but excited too: her hand never moves from her pussy, where her fingers rub her clit furiously.

She is bundled into the bathtub, a touch confused, too lost in a blur of sweat and adrenaline and the smell of cock and cunt for anything to really dawn on her.

They’re standing above her.  The bathroom extractor fan hums.  She is gasping, with excitement and fear.  The bath feels chilly beneath her meaty bare legs.

The lads are still dressed, only the fronts of their trousers opened, cocks jutting out.  One now drops his jeans and boxers, and turns away from her.  He bends over.  Before she is aware of what is happening, the other is pushing her face into his friend’s arse.  She is held there as she licks anus, her chin pressed into his hairy balls, man sweat filling her nostrils.  As before, they swap positions, so she has to rim them both.  She keeps her eyes closed, not daring to look how clean their holes are.  Their arseholes smell musty.

She continues mashing her clit with her hand.  She shoves a few fingers inside.

Now they’ve both stepped back, facing her.   She looks up at them, a sweating, flustered mess, unable to believe the disgraced state in which she has found herself.  They tower above her, penises pointing directly at her.

The first blast of urine hits her full in the face.  It is the last thing she is expecting.  It stings her eyes, gets in her mouth.  She flinches back, out of the way, coughing and shouting out loud.  Only one of the lads is pissing, but the other is still holding his penis in his hand, aiming, grimacing as he pushes internally on his bladder.  ‘Hang on a sec,’ he tells his mate, and the other one stops pissing for a moment, cutting himself off mid-flow – only to start up again when his companion’s piss starts to flow.  They seem to take particular care to hit her mouth and eyes.  She holds one hand out in front of her face to protect herself, to little use.  The other hand she continues to use to frig herself wildly.

Back when she was in the band, decades ago, Kath Joan twice appeared on Top of the Pops.  Their second and third singles got high enough in the charts to warrant a performance of each.  Backstage, she met fading stars, groups at their pinnacle, future superstars.  She remembers the excitement she felt, wondering where her life would take her from this point on.  It was hers for the taking.

She is now sitting drunk in a cheap hotel bathtub, being urinated upon by two young men.

One clearly has less piss stored than the other.  His flow grows jerky, stutters, and fails.  Within seconds, he is gripping Kath by her sopping hair and thrusting her head forward onto his cock.  She is mouth-fucked whilst the other continues to piss over her face, neither lad concerned that the other is getting splashed also.

When the second lot of piss is finished emptying over her, that cock is pushed into her mouth alongside his friend’s.  Face and hair dripping with piss, Kath Joan’s mouth is stretched wide as the two lads, pressed against one another, fuck it simultaneously.

She isn’t even properly aware of when they come, her mouth is so overwhelmed by the taste of urine.  Her head is grabbed harder and they stuff her mouth tightly, pumping fast.  Overcome by degradation and sheer awfulness, a dark orgasm finally begins to wrack her tubby body.  She slumps, slipping down onto her side in the now wet tub, lying in spasm in the pool of piss formed at the bottom, as she screams out at the night.

She lies there in disbelief.  Aftershocks continue to rock her jerking body.

The lads are hoisting up their trousers and putting their dicks away.  They are talking, softly, chuckling, although she has no idea what they are saying.  One leans over and slaps her rear a couple more times, grinning, grabbing her wet flab in his hands as she lies there, exhausted.  He jams a finger into her anus almost as a goodbye, although as she is swollen from their fucking it slides in and out easily.

He steps away, and leaves the room, sniffing his finger.  The other is still fastening his trousers, straightening himself out.

‘Good luck with the gig tomorrow night,’ he says as he leaves, and actually sounds genuine. 

She continues lying there, in piss and disgrace, as she hears the hotel door open and close.

She stays there for a while, before clambering to her feet.  She aches from their rough treatment.  She switches on the shower, and stands beneath the hot clean water, washing the warm unclean water away.

Eventually she steps out of the bath.  She stands in front of the mirror.  The bathroom light is harsh.  It shows every wrinkle, every imperfection, every sign of age.  She looks at herself, and thinks, I used to be a star, once.


Gilf Toilet Mouth

They are banging away at old June on the couch.  Mark and Stevie, at either end, occasionally swapping places.  It is a little rough – her hair is being pulled, cheeks being slapped, names being called.  Still, she seems as into the whole scene as them.  Snarling, reaching back to spread herself wide, forcing her head down further on their shafts to make herself gag.  It’s a kinky scene.

On the worn armchair opposite, James watches his friends work the old bird over.  One hand holds a nicely cold beer, the other is down the front of his jeans.

June is in her, what, mid-fifties.  The guys are all in their early twenties.   Stevie is the oldest at twenty-three.  June isn’t exactly notorious in the area, but she is a known wild card amongst people in the know.  Such a sex fiend, she is sometimes barely a step above hooking: often guys will slip her money or weed just out of gratitude, but this is never strictly necessary.  In her younger days she’d apparently done topless modelling for a few scuzzy magazines.  Over the years, she’s had kids (who in turn have grown up and had their own kids), rarely worked, got involved in bad relationships.  Just talking to her, you can tell she is smart: she’d even got her act together enough, in her late forties, to go to college to try and give herself some midlife direction.  She had enjoyed it, but the proximity of youth and drugs and booze had been too much of a distraction.  She’d lasted only a few months before dropping by the wayside.

She is a mess, but a cheerful, friendly, likeable mess.  And a freak where it counts.

James watches Mark and Stevie swap places again.  Mark pulls out of her mouth, allowing her to grab a few much-needed lungfuls of air.  He lets go of her hair, dark, streaked heavily with grey these days, frizzy from the constant manhandling over the past half hour or so.  The three of them rearrange themselves.  The guys are all fully clothed, having merely yanked open their flies and taken their cocks out: June is in a state of half dress, the loose fitting slacks she’d been wearing when they first came round long removed, pants gone, blouse open revealing her bra and sagging belly beneath.  There are photos of June as a younger woman in small frames above the fireplace, old holiday pictures with her children back when they were still kids.  James’ eyes wander to them as he lazily jerks his meat.  She’s never been skinny, from the looks of it, but nor fat.  She wears her soft middle-aged spread fairly well.

She is out of breath, moaning.  Stevie is moving behind her, bending her back over.  He spits into his palm, and rubs it over his shaft, lining up against her.

‘Oh god, putting it back in my arse, you dirty cunt,’ June is groaning, her eyes hazing over.  Mark has just been sodomising her for the last ten minutes, and it’s now his friend’s turn.  Mark is now aiming his arse-slicked shaft at June’s face.  She takes it without complaint, tasting traces of her own rear as she takes him down her gullet.

The fucking continues.

Every once in a while Stevie or Mark will shoot James a glance, making sure he’s happy where he is.  He’s more than happy: at the moment, watching this old slapper in degrading action is exactly what his inner fetishist wants.  Of the three of them, James is the one who most digs watching porn, and the wilder the better.  He figures there must definitely be something of the voyeur in him.

Not that he intends to completely sit this one out.  He wouldn’t dream of it.  He just wants to watch, first.

‘Oh, you dirty bastards,’ June is groaning, in between mouthfuls of cock.

Spanks rain down on her tattooed cheeks.  Her backside is really being hammered now.

‘You dirty fucking boys…’

James thinks, almost at random, We should treat our elders with more respect, and smiles, as Stevie begins practically skull-fucking her.

As much as the lads can throw at her, June can take it, snarling and wincing.  What an old whore.

Eventually she proves too much even for the staying power of youth.  Mark, reaching his own crescendo, pulls out of her mouth, gasping, and with a few frantic tugs on his meat is splattering spunk all over the old slapper’s face.  It’s a heavy load, dripping off her nose and eyebrows.  Behind her, the sight too much, Stevie begins to empty his balls too, pumping his muck up her rectum, squeezing her cheeks tight as he spurts.  June is wailing like some dying animal. 

The room stinks of sweat and cum and pussy juice.

James slows his strokes, across the room in the chair.  If he is going to cum, it would have made sense to do it with the others, giving her a facial alongside Mark’s.  Yet something makes him hold off.  He is excited, his erection raging.  Something inside him causes him to wait, patiently, wanting something more. 

He thinks he can get a bit more degradation out of old June yet.

Eventually Mark and Stevie, slumped back, begin tucking their cocks away, already looking vaguely embarrassed.  This isn’t the first time these three have paid June a visit like this, and whilst it’s fun, it’s hardly something they can be proud of when the dust settles.  Mark and Stevie both have attractive young girlfriends any man would be happy with.  June is some tarty old granny.  What the fuck are they doing?

The answer is simple.  Increasingly wrinkled and flabby June may be getting, but she provides some freaky shit alright.

June reaches forward, and takes one of the open beers from the small coffee table in the middle of the room.  She takes a well-earned swig.  She looks in disarray, naked from the waist down, hair frizzy, face red and sweaty.  She climbs unsteadily to her feet.

She catches James’ eye as he watches her rise.  She gives him a sly smile, seeing him sitting there still idly wanking.  It’s a smile that seems to say, I’ll deal with you in a minute.  She heads out of that small living room, barefoot, heading through the house to the tiny downstairs bathroom.

Mark and Stevie are beginning to look eager to leave.  Mark shoots James a look.

‘Are you gonna, uh, finish up?’ he asks him, nodding through to June, heading through the other room.

Funny you should say that, James thinks.  He’s about ready for a bit more filth.

He gets off the couch, momentarily tucking his cock into his trousers.  ‘You two head off, if you want,’ he tells them, to their obvious relief.  The three of them had been heading to the pub when they’d decided to stop in at June’s and empty their balls into her.  ‘I’ll meet you down there.’

Mark and Stevie nod, grabbing their jackets as they leave.  James wanders into the other room, and on through the kitchen.  It’s a small and narrow house, cluttered.  The kitchen sink always seems to have dishes piled high in it.

She hasn’t even bothered closing the bathroom door.  She is looking at herself in the mirror – she does look well fucked – and wiping it free of drooling cum as she notices James approaching.  He leans in the doorway as she turns away from the mirror.  Without shame, holding his gaze, she sits back, lowering her bare, brutalised arsecheeks onto the toilet.  He removes his cock once more, and begins stroking it back to full stiffness.

‘Did you enjoy the show?’ she asks, a slight smirk on her face.  He gives slow nod.

‘Did you?’ he asks in return.

She holds her hand up to her mouth, and pretend-whispers, as if in mock secrecy.  ‘I’m a little sore now, to tell you the truth.’

James isn’t entirely surprised.  He, Mark, and Stevie are products of the internet pornography generation: an expectation of anal sex is practically the norm for them, and they make sure they get it whenever they hang out with June.

‘Your friends are big…’ she says.  It sounds softly taunting, as if she is challenging him to prove his mettle.

He is listening carefully, and begins to hear soft hissing as she begins to piss in the bowl in front of him.

His almost lazy wanking stroke gets faster, firmer.  That slight smirk as she watches his excitement grow.  He steps forward, onto the thin lino of the bathroom floor.  He holds his erection out to her.

She lowers her head and takes his shaft into her mouth as she continues urinating in front of him.  The house is otherwise silent, so the splattering and hissing of her flowing piss sounds unusually loud.  He grunts in mild satisfaction.  Her mouth is wet, and warm.  He begins to softly thrust his hips back and forth, softly fucking her face.  He looks down at her, his hands in her hair. 

She’s older than his ma, and this is the third different cock she’s had in her mouth in the past half an hour.

Standing over her, he can smell the faintly earthy whiff of the piss flowing from between her legs.  It’s not exactly pleasant, to him at least, but he’s getting off on the depravity of it.  He pushes in deep, jamming her tonsils without warning, and she gags over his shaft a little, but soon recovers.

He keeps looking down.  Greying hair.  Tattoos on her thighs.  Blouse open.  Legs spread: he can just make out the piss spurting down there. 

What a tramp.  He loves it.  He closes his eyes and pumps at her head.

Her piss flow eventually stops.  He can hear sporadic bursts as she tries to empty her bladder fully.  A small fart, amplified in the bowl, as she applies pressure on her bowels.  She giggles around his cock, slurping on his sticky shaft.

‘Shit for me,’ he says, still sliding in and out of her mouth.  ‘Shit for me as you suck my cock.’

Keeping him firmly between her lips, she looks up at him, perhaps in horniness, perhaps to check if he’s serious.  He can’t quite tell.  Still, she doesn’t laugh out in disgust or tell him to get stuffed.  She lowers her gaze to his midriff, one of her hands now stroking his balls.

Another fart.  This one longer, and louder.  She is clearly putting effort in.

James exhales deeply, and gazes up at the ceiling, the depravity getting too much for him.

A squelching gunshot of wind announces that shit is coming.  June continues sucking at his shaft, groaning softly, and he can feel her body tensing beneath him as she pushes.  Several loud splashes, as what sounds like wet excrement explodes from her backside.  The stench that wafts up is almost overwhelming, horrendous, but if anything his rythym of fucking her face only increases.

More heavy slopping against the toilet bowl water.  These are no soft, firm turds she is releasing here.  She’s sitting on the can, shitting out diarrhea, choking on the cock of a guy young enough to be her son.

Eat your heart out, internet porn, James things triumphantly.

‘Your mate’s spunk was in that lot,’ June says breathlessly, pausing momentarily to speak.  ‘I’m shitting your mate’s spunk out of my arse –’

No.  Too much.  Way too much.  James is pushing her head away, his cock dripping with drool, and dragging her to her knees on the floor.  He can’t take much more of this, but her mouth isn’t where he wants to unload. 

He catches sight of the toilet bowl as he drags her off it, pebble-dashed with stinking splatter all around the edges.  He drops to his knees behind her, and her arsehole looks even worse, like a brown gunshot wound.  What fucking animals.  His cock is up there in seconds, warm shit and spit and lube and another guy’s spunk more than sufficient lube for this old bird’s already slack anus.  He fucks her messy arse with abandon, calling her a dirty cow, listening to her call him a dirty bastard. 

‘You’re fucking my shit,’ she is practically wheezing, face scrunched into a crazed grimace of nastiness and pleasure.  ‘Your mate’s fucked my arse and now you’re fucking my shit…’

He’s blasting his muck up into her stinking bowels within moments, the stench from the wet filth dripping from her arse genuinely making his eyes water.

Nauseous as he feels, it’s probably the best orgasm he’s ever had.

When he takes his cock out of her, it is filthy.  She farts, wetly, sloppily.

He cleans himself thoroughly, using plenty of soapy warm water, until he’s confident he won’t smell of her down the pub, even though the stench will no doubt linger in his nostrils for days.  June removes her top and bra and clambers into the shower, looking sore, in a daze.  He fastens his trousers and heads off without a goodbye.

He texts Mark as he hurries down the street, telling him to get him a pint in for when he arrives.  He’s worked up a thirst.


Stepmother Punished

Stacey’s eyes, ringed with makeup smearing softly from the sweat she’d been working up, were wide.  She gave him that slightly scoffing, slightly sneering look that only nineteen year-olds can manage.

‘Really..?’ she mouthed silently, as if he were a lunatic.

Martin smirked.  His gaze moved from his teenage friend-with-benefits, to Carol, head bobbing up and down on his shaft, blindfold firmly in place, oblivious to Stacey’s presence. 

‘Do it,’ Carol was gasping.  ‘Jesus, do it.’

Stacey was still dressed.  Carol was naked, on her knees, face red, expression feral.  Martin looked between them, from youth to experience. 

He looked at Stacey.  He grinned, and nodded.

He was going to do it, Stacey realised.  He was going to pee on Stacey’s stepmother.

A slight smile crept onto Stacey’s face.

*

It was fair to say Stacey and Carol didn’t get on.

Both competing to be the light of the eye of Stacey’s long-suffering father, they were as bitchy, critical, and dismissive of the other as decorum allowed.  Carol was a couple of years older than Stacey’s father – indeed, it was her fiftieth birthday later this year – and Stacey ensured that snide remarks disguised as light-hearted jokes never let her forget that fact.  For her part, Carol belittled her stepdaughter whenever possible: over the fact that her grades had made university an impossibility, over her inability to hold a job for more than a few hours (Stacey’s father had set her up with several office jobs since leaving college, that she’d walked out of immediately, citing boredom), over her incessant sponging off her father.

Of the numerous extramarital affairs in which Carol was engaged, Stacey suspected several, but could prove none.  She probably wouldn’t have taken a smoking gun to her father even had she found one – she didn’t want her life experiencing too much chaos and upheaval – but it would have been a useful blackmail tool nonetheless.

Martin was not Stacey’s boyfriend, but was perhaps the closest equivalent.  At thirty, he was a good decade older than her, and held a decent job: not a bad looking guy, he made for an excellent sugar daddy, and one who kept Stacey topped up with clothes and ecstasy tablets.  Heaven forbid Stacey’s father ever became aware of the man cheerfully exploiting his precious daughter: yet one night Carol glimpsed him as he dropped Stacey off home in his car, Carol stepping out into the garden briefly to empty the recycling.  Frowning as she gazed across her neatly-trimmed lawn, she clocked the handsome man in the car, who smiled at her before pulling away.  Stacey, smirking, walked past her and into the house. 

Carol mentioned nothing to her husband when she returned indoors.  The next day, as one of her lovers shafted her in the dining room, Carol, bored, had tried to picture the handsome man’s face from the brief glimpse she had managed.

It was perhaps inevitable that Stacey and Carol’s paths would eventually collide so messily.  Both were liars, cheats, and whores.  It was a minor miracle it took this long.

*

Stacey came home from a morning with her friends.  She was perturbed.  Her friend, who had been in Stacey’s year at school, had discovered the church.  She’d married a mopey fool who interned at a bank at eighteen, and was now pregnant with their first spawn.  Stacey had tried to avoid her recently, but a few of them had wanted to get together before the baby arrived.  Stacey had gone along.  They’d met for coffee.  It was like everyone was playing grown-ups.  Stacey had looked at them all in silent bewilderment. 

She couldn’t make her excuses and get away fast enough.

She took a cab home.  She tried flirting with the taxi driver in the vague hope he would let off with the fare, to no avail.  She was wearing her college girl-style gingham skirt, knee-length socks, and black boots, and was crossing and re-crossing her legs constantly.  She received barely a second look in the rear view mirror.  She sniffed in irritation.  It’s not like he was anything to write home about.  She paid, and climbed out in a huff, figuring he must be gay.

She noticed Martin’s car parked across the street immediately. 

She frowned, wary.  She hadn’t made plans to see Martin today.  Besides, she’d texted him a couple of hours ago, saying she’d be up the city most of the day, anticipating being out with her friends for longer.

She glanced up and down the street.  She walked up the garden path, heels clicking on the concrete.  An indistinct sinking feeling began churning in her belly.  She pushed it aside.  It probably wasn’t even Martin’s car.  Just one that looked similar.  And it wasn’t like father was home – he was out at work.  That was one of the reasons Stacey wanted to have stayed up the city longer – the house was empty today, just her and –

Carol.

Stacey unlocked the door with infinite care, keeping as quiet as possible.  She stepped inside.

The house crackled with the type of silence only an empty building in the middle of the daytime can generate.  Stacey stood on the doormat, listening carefully.  Nothing.  Carol was out.  That car must belong to somebody else.  Her imagination was playing tricks on –

‘Fuck,’ a male voice grunted from within the house.

Stacey froze, her heart suddenly racing.  She strained her ears.

‘Fuck.’  The voice was muffled, coming from upstairs.  A few words Stacey couldn’t make out.  Then one she did recognise: ‘…Whore.’

It couldn’t be Martin.  Christ, it couldn’t.

No.

It sounded like him…

No.  Stacey had finally walked in on Carol, catching her at it: she was up there with some fat middle-aged blob in a suit.  Stacey should just let herself out and head out for a few hours and be thoroughly grossed out.

‘Come on, you fucking whore.  You can manage it.’

Stacey’s heart was racing.  She was breathing heavily, her cream-coloured top rising and falling.

Surely it wasn’t Martin up there.

Stacey found her legs slowly, carefully, taking her up the carpeted stairs.  Stacey knew every creak in the house, and moved silently, even in her boots.  The voices grew clearer, more distinct as she ascended.

Well: one voice grew clearer.  The female voice – Carol – remained little more than moans and grunts. 

‘That’s it, you dirty bitch.  Oh, Christ.  You – fucking – take it up there – fuck –’

It was Martin.  There was no point denying it now. 

Her heartbeat hammering in her ears, Stacey moved across the landing.  The bedroom that Carol shared with Stacey’s father was at the far end, the door open.  The creaking of the bed grew louder the closer Stacey got.

Barely breathing, Stacey peered round the doorway.  Even after all that she had heard, she blinked, not quite believing her eyes.

Carol was naked on the bed, on her fours.  She was facing away from the doorway, head down in a pillow, so Stacey had a clear view of her stepmother’s spread rear.  Martin also had his back to the door.  He was sitting on the bed, in trousers and a short sleeved shirt.  An almost empty pot of lube lay lidless on the duvet. 

Martin was working his hand, greased all the way up to the wrist, into Carol’s rectum.

‘You filthy cunt,’ Martin was saying, in that gentle, threatening voice that Stacey knew so well.  His other hand was stroking the older woman’s clit, a finger or two occasionally slipping inside her dripping hole.

As if by force of habit, Stacey felt her pussy ache, listening to his words.

Carol was groaning, grunting, muttering almost nonsensically into the duvet.  Stacey couldn’t quite see, but it sounded like her stepmother had her face pressed into the covers.

Stacey took a step, further into the doorway.  She didn’t know what she was doing, or what she was meant to do.  She and Martin were hardly an item, and she felt no sense of betrayal witnessing this.  She was shocked, certainly. 

But, fuck.  It looked so outrageously hot.

Martin had all four fingers in Carol’s shitter, all pressed together, and was pushing the tip of his thumb in too.  Stacey couldn’t believe her stepmother could take so much in her bottom.  Martin had fisted Stacey before – someone has a fetish, Stacey thought now, sniffily – but always in her teenage pussy.  That had been more than enough!

‘Ow, ow, ow, ow,’ Carol was gasping now, and Stacey felt a weird combination of sadism, arousal, and sympathy.

She took another step.  She didn’t know what she was doing.  She just needed to see… more.

Martin turned, and saw her.

Stacey froze, eyes wide, her mouth slightly ajar.

Keeping the other firmly in Carol’s arse, Martin pulled his hand away from her pussy.  Looking Stacey dead in the eye, he held a finger up to his lips.  Stacey could see the wetness coating it.

Calmly, he made a ‘Shhh’ gesture.

Stacey’s mind was all over the place.  Should she run in disgust?  Confront them?  What?

Instead, she found herself taking a step into the room.

Martin turned back to Carol and jammed two fingers into her cunt.  Carol cried out into the duvet.  ‘You fucking whore,’ he hissed at her, really grinding into both her holes.  ‘Getting fucking double penetrated while your husband’s away…’

Stacey moved forward in a daze.  The closer she got, she began to make out the strap around the back of Carol’s head, slightly obscured by her wild, dishevelled hair.  She was wearing a blindfold. 

Stacey froze again upon seeing this, as if terrified Carol could somehow hear her.  She looked at Martin.  He gave her a grin in return.

Carol’s hands were behind her back, cuffed.  She was utterly at Martin’s mercy.

As Stacey gazed in disbelief, Carol shifted her head, lifting it a fraction from the bed.  Her face was red, hair plastered to her forehead with sweat.  She was gasping, groaning, rocking her body.  Her blindfold was as much an eye mask as anything, completely covering her vision.  She turned her head, in the direction of Stacey, and again Stacey froze, her pussy clenching, for one mad second thinking her stepmother could see through the dark material.

‘You filthy bastard,’ Carol gasped over her shoulder at Martin.  ‘Oh god.  You’re going to make me squirt.  You dirty bastard…’

‘Does it hurt?’ Martin demanded, giving the hand already stretching her anus a particularly rough thrust.  Carol groaned, sounding like she was about to pass out, and her head dropped back to the bed.

‘Yes,’ she somehow managed to say.  Her voice sounded low.  Degraded.  ‘Yes.  Oh fuck yes.  It hurts so good.’

Martin shot Stacey another grin.

Stacey had her hands up to her face, covering her mouth, in some instinctive expression of shock.  As she looked back at him, he glanced down his body, and nodded at her.

Stacey was too bewildered, it too her a few moments to realise.  He was gesturing to his crotch.  His bulging erection was still hidden behind his trousers.

Careful not to make a sound, Stacey stepped forward.  Being in such close proximity to her naked stepmother was one thing.  Being able to feel her heat, smell her sweat and cunt juices, was quite another.

Stacey noticed her fingers were shaking as she reached forward and unzipped Martin’s flies.  She jumped a little as Carol shook, violently, crying out, Martin clearly probing a particularly delicate spot deep inside of her.

He gestured down to his crotch again.  Stacey looked up at him, as she slipped her hand inside his flies, grabbing his rigid meat, and pulling him loose.

His cock out, Stacey stepped away.

‘Okay, cunt,’ Martin muttered to Carol, as he slowly pulled his fist from her anus.  Stacey didn’t want to look, but couldn’t stop herself.  His fingers were coated in a combination of lubricant and smeared brown bum butter.

Stacey was gasping, using all her energies to remain silent.  God, it was all so vile.

Without thinking, she wrenched her skirt up, and pushed her fingers down her panties.  Her eyelids fluttered as she began to frig her damp pussy.

Martin was turning, lining up behind Carol.  He had both his hands on her buttocks, holding her wide.  Her arsehole, red and swollen, gaped. 

Stacey slumped back against the wall as she frigged herself.  If she made a noise, Carol never noticed.

Martin proceeded to buttfuck her stepmother as Stacey masturbated furiously, knees bent, watching.  Martin turned his head to look at her, grinning at the debauchery.

He was rough with the older woman.  Already stretched from his hand, she was able to take him balls-deep in her rear, and Martin slammed against her backside with abandon.  He smacked her rump, again and again, until her cheeks were glowing red.  He yanked her by the hair.  He called her a whore, a cunt, a filthy bitch.  He reminded her that she was married.  He reminded her that she was old enough to be his mother.  With a wicked glance to his silent companion, wanking frenziedly with her teeth clenched, sweat dripping from her forehead, he asked Carol what her stepdaughter would say if she could see her now.

Carol was all howls and groans and whimpers and pleadings.  At the mention of her husband’s daughter, however, she lifted her head, and, somehow managed to form words.

‘I want… you… to piss on her,’ she gasped, with effort.  ‘The next time… you’re with her.  Piss… in her face… Tell me… later…’

Stacey couldn’t believe her ears.  She threw her head back, eyes closed: her free hand she had to slam firmly over her mouth, as her orgasm began to shake her, and her knees weakened, and she began to slide, trembling, down the wall.

Carol’s words clearly had an effect on Martin.  ‘You evil bitch,’ he told her.  Stacey could still hear him slamming into Carol’s arse.  ‘You depraved slag.  I’ll piss in your face –’

‘ – oh Christ, yes –’

‘I’ll come on your shit and piss in your fucking mouth –’

‘Do it – oh fuck, do it, do it – oh, shit –’

Stacey was slumped on the floor, shaking.  She had to force her eyes open to watch, as Martin, grunting furiously, gripping Carol’s cheeks, shot his load up into her bowels with a deliriously satisfied cry.

Surely it had to be over, Stacey thought, lying there on the carpet.  She tried to work out her escape plan.  She’d obviously need to be gone before Martin unfastened Carol and removed her blindfold.

Martin staggered back, cock leaking spunk and traces of shit. 

Yet Carol wasn’t finished. 

She was still grinding on the bed, moaning, begging.  Clearly, she and Martin had touched on a kink that went deep with her.  Martin stepped in front of her, pushing his dirty cock into her mouth.  She took him eagerly, licking his cum and her grease, tasting her own arse.

‘Piss on my face,’ she was groaning when her mouth was free.  Pleading.  ‘Please… I need it.  I need to be used…’

Delighted, Martin turned to Stacey.

Stacey looked at Martin in something approaching disbelief. 

‘Really..?’ she mouthed.

Carol’s moans continued.  She sounded drugged, her pleas were so repetitive and guttural.

Martin got Carol to her feet.  He kept her blindfold on, and her wrists cuffed behind her back.  Holding her by the hair, he dragged her out of the room.

For a few moments, Stacey half-considered staying where she was, or getting out of the house: some things simply couldn’t be unseen.  For all the troubles she and Carol had experienced over the years, she wasn’t sure she wanted to see her humiliated like this.

She pushed the thought away.  Who was she kidding?

Her legs still shaky from her orgasm, she crawled on her hands and knees through onto the landing.  Martin already had Carol in the bathroom, the door wide open.  She was on her knees in front of him.  He had one hand on the back of her head, holding her in place, the other aiming his softening cock.

Still blind, Carol was turning her head this way and that, unsure from which direction the stream of degradation was going to hit her.

Martin urinated into her mouth.  She coughed, first, sounding in shock, but Martin gave her pause enough to be able to swallow.  He continued, his flow increasing, pissing faster than Carol was able to swallow.  A pool of urine formed in her open gaping mouth, flowing over, across her face and chin and down her middle-aged spread.

He directed his flow all over her face.  Over her hair, up her nostrils.  Her blindfold grew darker, the more it was soaked.

She was making the most extraordinary noises.  A combination of laughter and arousal and gargling and choking and horror.  She was wanking herself crazily.

It was getting too much for Stacey.  The stench of urine and pussy and sweat and the vague shitty smell from Carol’s well used arse was getting to her.  Emotionally, she couldn’t even begin to imagine the turmoil in which she would soon find herself, once the shock had worn off.

The sound off her choking stepmother orgasming in her ears, Stacey stumbled down the stairs, and let herself out of the house.

Even though she, too, looked a state, she hurried back towards town.  Her legs were trembling, her mind was a riot.  She found a quiet coffee chop and cleaned herself up in the bathroom.  She ordered a latte, and sat there, either deep in thought or with not a thought in the world, and gazed out of the windows.

She would have to go home sometime.  The thought filled her with excited dread. 

She thought of Carol.  She thought of what she had seen.  She wondered whether she’d get the chance to see it again.
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