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I wanted to defecate on my teenage neighbour. 

She knew this.

I had no idea she only lived down the street when we first made contact with one another.  It was through an adult meet-up site for individuals with particularly deviant tastes.  I had indulged in my watersports fantasies occasionally in the past, with an ex-girlfriend with whom I was otherwise horrendously incompatible and a couple of anonymous, desperate hookers.  Yet my wife Helen was far from into such perversions: even the knowledge that they turned me would have unsettled her.  I had to keep them hidden from her.  I focused on married life, on being a parent (we had a six year old daughter), and on work.  As my mid-thirties blurred into my late-thirties, I was quietly confident that the sexual excesses and obsessions that so engulfed me before I met Helen were confined to the past.

Not quite, it seemed.

I felt too young to be suffering from the cliché of a mid-life crisis, but who knew.  If I were to die in my early seventies, I was halfway there already.  Earlier that year, in bed with an erection and my wife sleeping soundly beside me, my thoughts began to return to memories of the wildness of my twenties.  Of splashing female faces with piss: of exploring their backsides with my fingers so deeply I could probe the contents of their rectums: of trying to persuade a heroin-addicted prostitute to allow me to shit in her mouth.  (To her credit: she refused, and stuck to her guns, so I instead sodomised her in her grotty bedsit room and handed her a couple of twenty pound notes).

I began to browse a couple of cheating websites, scrolling through profiles and listings, wondering how many people were currently living sexual lifestyles I felt had slipped from my grasp.  The more mainstream sites held little interest to me: most people simply seemed to be either playing the numbers game, desperate to get laid regardless of context or partner.

That wasn’t what I was about.  My wife and I had a healthy enough sex life, but that was the problem: it was healthy.

I wanted to indulge my dark side.

I found a site that seemed far more geared towards experimentation and filth.  It was used by far fewer people than some of the other sites, but I took from it a more interesting vibe.  It was a subscription membership, and so automatically suggested a better chance of serious users only.  I set up an account, paying for a three-month pass through an anonymous pre-paid card.  I uploaded pictures of myself, using carefully cropped selfies that gave a decent idea as to my looks without being totally identifiable.  I spent a good hour or so writing my profile, trying to explain myself, my likes and dislikes and need for discretion, to the best of my abilities.

I began browsing.  I began sending out messages, introducing myself, chatting.

I’m not sure if I ever genuinely expected to meet someone in reality.  It was exciting enough, constantly checking my phone during the day, to continue conversations with any women with whom I was fortunate enough to have made contact.  There was a great deal of filthy talk and sharing of fantasies: it soon became clear that, regardless of being so open about their sexual tastes, most women on the site were not up for meeting at the drop of a hat.  I could totally understand the need for caution.  I needed caution myself.

Polly actually contacted me first.  I’d seen her profile in the listings, but instinctively felt her age – she was nineteen – would mean I was too far out of her interest-range.  I’d have probably messaged her eventually, admittedly, but for the time being felt my best bet was to focus on women closer to my own age.

I don’t think I recognised her from her pictures.  She seemed vaguely familiar, perhaps, but like mine, her images helped disguise her face with those weird high selfie angles.  I could tell she was short, chubby, a little goth, with dyed black bangs obscuring much of her face and dark lipstick tracing the contours of her knowing smirk.  She simply asked me how I was, and we took things from there. 

I’d been way off regarding my age being a turn-off to someone her age: looking at her list of likes and turn-ons, and getting to know her through the messages, it became clear she had some major daddy issues.  She admitted it willingly enough: knowing it was something I was more than happy to explore helped.  It surprised me to learn that she’d had experiences with older guys who were put off by her wanting to explore the whole age-difference vibe.  I’d figured all guys were into younger chicks.  Maybe they are: maybe just having to confront that reality is what unsettles them.

Eventually, of course, the conversations had to start to focus more on me, and my likes, and my kinks.

I was honest.  There was no point in not being.

I told her I was looking to meet a woman with whom I could indulge my pissing and shitting fantasies.  I guess I expected her to be shocked – even though we’d made contact on this site, and had already exchanged some fairly edgy messages, I suppose I still ultimately thought she must be naïve beneath that youthful exterior.  If she was, she hid it well.

‘Oh yeah..?’ she replied after I first told her.  ‘Nasty mister.  Have you done it before?’

I was on the couch, messaging her on my phone.  Helen was in the chair opposite, watching some crime show on the tv, no doubt assuming I was looking up the football scores or something.

I explained to her that I’d pissed on a few women in the past.  I kept quiet about the fact that I’d had to pay all but one of them.  She seemed intrigued.

‘Go on…’ she messaged back, and my heart leapt a little.

I explained what I had done.  I described how I would like to go further.  Deliberately peppering my fantasy with aspects I knew she was into, I told her how I would like to take a young girl, bind her, smack her around, call her a young naughty thing, and shit over her.

I hit send.  Across from me, Helen used the remote to change channels.  I hadn’t even noticed the show she’d been watching had finished.

A little while before I received Polly’s reply, and even then it was brief: ‘Oooof.’

‘That a good Oooof or a bad Oooof?’ I typed, obviously hoping for the former.

Helen pushed herself up out of a chair.  ‘I’m going to grab a drink,’ she told me, walking past and giving my hair a brief stroke.  ‘Would you like anything?’

‘I’m fine, thank you baby,’ I smiled back as my phone lit up again.

Polly: ‘Good Oooof.’

We went down this path.  I would increasingly ask her to imagine herself in this situation: dominated, used, shat on by a daddy figure.  We continued messaging like this for several days.  I got under her skin, I could tell. She was certainly under mine.

We began discussing the possibility of meeting.

It was awkward, she explained.  She lived with her mother, who was home much of the time.  My place was clearly out of bounds.  Still, there was no rush.  We’d sort something.

I asked if she had any more pictures she could show me.  I had masturbated over the ones already on her profile countless times by now.  She played coy for a little while, teasing, before sending me half a dozen or so.

They were different to her profile pictures, far more natural, her face more clear, less overtly sexy and mysterious.  They looked like pictures she’d have used on Facebook or somewhere.  Sitting on a couch makeup-less with a cat, drinking beers in a park with a few other young people, in the crowd of what I assumed was a music festival. Always wearing black, and heavier than she appeared in her carefully-posed profile images. Even though they were more everyday and domestic, they were incredibly exciting to me, allowing as they did a clearer figure over whom to fantasise.

It was only after a few moments did I recognise her.

It hit me suddenly.  Christ.  She lived down the road.  Admittedly, we live on a long terrace street – perhaps sixty houses long – but still, I suddenly realised I had seen her around.  And, yes, with a woman who was clearly her mother.  I seemed to think they lived down by end near the newsagents.

I panicked.

I put my phone down, heart racing.  My entire fear of being exposed, of Helen finding out about this, suddenly seemed very real, very possible.  She was mere houses away: quite literally too close to home.  Had she recognised me..?  We’d never given one another a second glance on the few occasions we’d passed one another in the street, as far as I could recall.  There was no reason she would have necessarily realised I lived further up the road. 

Still, I remained quiet for the next few hours, in inner turmoil, telling myself to simply delete my account and all my conversations with her.  Consider this fair warning, and behave from now on.

And yet…

It was difficult to do.  She continued to message me, asking if I had received her pictures, asking if she liked what I saw.  Fuck, I thought.  Of course I did.  I veered from worry to arousal to worry again within moments.

I decided to fess up.  I didn’t feel cool simply blanking her like that.  Besides, I thought things through rationally.  There were nude images of her on her profile, with identifiable little tattoos on her meaty shoulders and thighs.  I had these saved.  She’d always spoken of the need for discretion too: she wouldn’t want to cause a scene.

I messaged her around nine that evening, apologising for my quietness.  I told her I recognised her.  I told her we lived very close to one another.  I expected her to freak.

‘Oh god, how wild!!’ she replied, surprising me.  ‘How funny.  Can see why you panicked.  Will have to really be careful now!’

Relief washed over me.  She hadn’t recognised me either, and had no idea we were so close.  She re-emphasized, in no uncertain terms, that we would have to be careful.  The last thing she wanted was her mother finding out, she told me, or getting a kicking from my wife.  This was music to my ears.

Reinvigorated after that initial scare, I pressed her for a time she would be free.  I even offered we get a room somewhere in town.

‘My ma will be away all day tomorrow,’ she messaged, and my heart sped a little.  Okay, my heart sped a lot.  ‘If you can come round in the daytime, maybe we could meet?’

My erection was raging.  Again, I was on the couch on my phone, Helen watching the tv opposite me, oblivious.  Surely Helen could sense my raging arousal: inside, I felt like an over-excitable wreck.  But, nothing.

We agreed to meet tomorrow afternoon.

I was meant to be at work the following day, but I had built up enough flexi-time hours to be able to leave at lunchtime.  Helen would be home, so I would have to be ridiculously careful, but she rarely ventured down that end of the street.

I could barely sleep that night with anticipation.

I kissed Helen and my daughter goodbye that morning and told them I’d see them later.  Drove to work.  Spent four of the longest hours doing little other than shifting numbers from one on-screen column to the next, killing time, unable to focus on anything other than the debauchery I had been promised.  Polly was quieter than usual: I began to wonder whether she was thinking of backing out.  Some part of me almost wished she would, so I could put this crazy idea out of my head.  But the message I received from her at noon – ‘I can’t wait for my daddy to come round and utterly degrade me this afternoon’ – showed she was far from cancelling.

I had a bacon sandwich and a couple of coffees whilst at work.  I’d held off shitting as usual that morning, which felt strange.  There was a definite feeling of bloat in my guts as I headed out of the office and to my car.

I drove across the city, taking the usual way home, but clearly aware I was not heading home.  I felt slight paranoia as I drove, keeping an eye out in case Helen happened to be passing by.

I parked up a good few streets away from mine, in a cul-de-sac that meant there was no reason Helen would happen to pass by and notice the car.  I walked to our street, getting my excuses straight in case I was spotted on my way.

I knocked at Polly’s front door.  I glanced up and down the street.  No-one was around, no-one was peering through windows.  Why would they be?

Polly opened the door to me, and smiled.

‘Hi,’ she said, stepping aside, blushing a little.  ‘Please, come on in.’

I stepped inside.  Her and her mother’s house was the mirror-image of mine in terms of layout.  It was crammed with books and ornaments and records.  I stood half-awkwardly, half-polite, as Polly locked the door behind me.

She was cute.  Big, as I’d seen from her pictures: round, heavy belly, balanced out by an equally sizeable rump.  She was wearing a long black skirt that was stretching in all the right places and a black and white striped top.  Brown hair pulled back in a ponytail.  A small ring piercing her bottom lip.  No makeup today.

She turned round to face me.  She held out her hand as she said, ‘Nice to finally meet you.’  I shook her hand gently, slightly bemused by her formality.

‘And you,’ I said.

‘Can I get you a drink..?’ she asked. 

‘A glass of water would be grand,’ I told her.

She led me through to the kitchen.  I watched her rear as I followed.  I’d never had much of a thing for big girls in the past, but felt practically ravenous for this young, curved, sensual creature.  She poured me a glass of water from the tap, and handed it to me, struggling to maintain eye contact, but with an excitable, subtle smile curving her mouth.

I drank, watching her.  She cleared her throat, glancing around the kitchen, clearly a little nervous.  I hadn’t met a stranger for sex for a long time.  I felt I ought to try and put her at ease, but I suspected she was getting off on her own nerves.  From what I knew of her, the edginess would be driving her wild.

I put the glass down on the side. 

‘Where’s the bathroom,’ I asked her simply, darkly.

She still couldn’t make eye contact.  Her expression was veering from nervous, unconscious grin, to pale and shaky.

‘It’s, um, top of the stairs,’ she said quietly, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

I watched her.  Her skin was smooth, although there were traces of acne on her face, reinforcing her youthfulness.  The fact that she was a teenager.

I had to degrade this girl with my shit and my piss.

‘Take daddy to it,’ I ordered her, and she practically sighed at my words.

She went first, walking slowly up the narrow stairs.  I followed, my face level with her ample, swaying behind.

Like the one in my own house, the bathroom was reasonably-sized, at the back of the house.  It was fairly tidy.  Lots of products.  Polly wandered into the middle of the room and sort of bashfully gestured at the toilet. 

‘It’s here,’ she muttered, mostly gazing down at the floor.  Her chest, and her enormous young tits, her rising and falling with her deep breathing.

‘Strip for daddy,’ I told her.  I saw her close her eyes, her breathing growing even more ragged.  I wondered what internal conflicts were raging within her.  I wondered if I would have to tell her again.

To her credit, the young chubster did as ordered.  I took a step back, to give her room, and to take her in fully with my eyes.  Her top went first, pulled up over her rolls of smooth belly, and then her bra.  Her nipples were stiff from excitement.

She lowered her skirt to the floor, where she kicked it away.  Her belly hung over her knickers, which she tugged down.  She stepped out of them, and stood, hands clasped in front of her, head down, as if waiting for inspection.

I circled her, slowly, not touching her at first, but eventually letting one of my open palms slide across her bare, freckled shoulders, making her gasp, and then down her back, where it took a handful of one of her meaty buttocks.  I pulled it open a touch, and she gasped.  Head still down, eyes still closed, chest still rising and falling.

I told her to put her hands behind her back.

She did.  A beautiful image of submission.  I gripped her throat for a moment, and spat in her face.  She gasped, the weight of reality dawning.

I stripped.  This was no doubt going to get messy.  I led her to the toilet.  She moved meekly, doing exactly as told.  I sat her down on the toilet.  She looked good like that, as if ready to take a dump herself.

I unzipped my flies, and removed my cock.  It was right in front of her face, but she was still submissively gazing down.  I gently put my fingers to her chin and lifted her face.  I slipped my thumb into her mouth, making her open wide.

Struggling not to get an erection and thus not be able to urinate was a major concern, but I was trying all kinds of mental tricks to keep my physical excitement under containment.  I aimed the tip of my cock into Polly’s mouth.  Time seemed to slow.  I thought carefully about the implications of what I was about to do.

I began to piss into a nineteen year old girl’s mouth.

I peed carefully, sparingly at first, so as not to overwhelm her.  She swallowed in big, terrified-looking gulps, face scrunching a little in instinctive grimaces, throat constricting as she fought back her gag reflex.  Trickles of piss began to flow out of the corners of her mouth and down her chin.  I held my cock in one hand, and stroked her face with the other.

‘Good girl,’ I muttered, clenching momentarily, stopping the flow, and giving her a chance to swallow.  ‘Oh, you good little thing.’

She was breathing heavily through her nostrils.  Her entire body seemed to be rising and falling.  ‘Oh god,’ she said simply, swallowing, the first words she had uttered in minutes.  The smell of my piss was strong: I was quietly impressed at how this first-timer was managing it all.  She opened her eyes for the first time, looking up at me.  Her pupils were dilated, her expression dark and wild.  ‘Oh fuck.  I’m such a slut.’

I smiled.  I slapped her face.  She gasped, shocked, before turning to look back at me.

‘You are.  You’re daddy’s little slut.’

I pissed some more, really putting pressure on my bladder to squeeze as much urine out as I could.  The overflow trickled from the sides of her mouth, down her chin, coursing its way down her bare shoulders and breasts.    I fired a few final spurts at her nose, at her forehead, soaking the strands of hair hanging into her face.  She looked like some obscene, debauched model in a shower commercial.

I was stiffening. 

I shuffled closer, cupping the back of her head in my hands, and pushed my meat at her lips.  She opened her wet, warm, piss-saturated mouth, and took me.  She breathed heavily through her nostrils as I fucked her sloppy mouth, balls pushing against her chin, causing her to drool and retch spit and piss over my shaft.

She had to pull away at one point, leaning over into the bath, spitting the filthy sloppy mixture filling her mouth out into the tub. 

‘Oh god,’ she gasped, breathing heavily.  Her tummy folds looked taut as she leaned over like that.

I moved her, my hands positioning her.  I pushed her from the toilet and onto the floor, knees on the white fluffy mat, leaning over the side of the bath with her face hanging down into it.  Her rear was wide, heavy, and delicious.  I clambered down to my knees, manoeuvring myself behind her, lining my cock up.  Enjoying her animalistic grunts, groans, and exclamations of surprise, I worked my drool-soaked length up into her teenage butthole.

If she’d anal sex before, she hadn’t had much.  Deliciously tight, but she was a trooper, gritting her teeth and forcing her eyes shut and allowing me to push as far up there as I could manage.  From the noises she was making, it all certainly sounded like a new experience to her.

‘There’s a good girl,’ I muttered, slapping her meaty cheeks.  ‘There’s a good little girl.’

I could feel resistance up in her bowels, against which the tip of my erection was probing.  Knowing I was hitting shit pushed my excitement to new levels, and I pumped furiously, sweat beginning to form on my brow, leaning round to watch the youngster’s grimacing face as she was reamed by a far older man.

I pulled out without coming.  I didn’t want an orgasm bringing this to a close quite yet.  My cock was slick with dark smear.  I grabbed it in my fist and yanked it furiously, straddling the tub, pushing my crotch at her face, smacking her cheek and nose with my meat, leaving shitty traces against her skin.

Polly clambered to her feet as I helped pull her up into the tub.

She lay on her back, sliding beneath my astride legs. I looked down on her.  Face messy, even without makeup to smear: caked in drool and piss and smears of her own rectal residue.  Her eyes were wide, almost alarmed-looked, gazing up at me with trepidation, excitement, and expectation.  How I longed, at that moment, to know what the hell was going through that young, messed-up mind of hers.

I squatted, lowering myself carefully over her face, her expression hidden beneath my cock and hairy balls, resting on my haunches an inch or so from her head – her nose at one point tickling my arsehole as I settled. 

‘There’s no going back from this,’ I gasped, holding on to the side of the tub for support with one hand, pumping my meat in the other.  It wasn’t necessarily a warning, or an offer for her to reconsider: more, I wanted her to be completely conscious of the enormity of what was about to happen.

She was allowing a stranger to shit on her face.

I was shitting on a teenager’s face.

Remarkable.

I began to apply pressure on my bowels.  Such a curious sensation, going against your body’s instincts, veering from the defecation instinct to the sexual instinct in a matter of moments.  Yet I was full, having skipped my morning toilet trip and having made a point of eating breakfast.  This wanted release.

A brief, noisy fart against Polly’s mouth and nose heralded the main event, as I began to squeeze thick, stenching loafs of shit out of my guts, and across the girl’s face.

Even hidden beneath me, I could hear live the glorious noises I’d only hitherto heard in scat films online.  Appalled, excited cries, muffled – even without seeing, I knew she had her lips tightly sealed against this onslaught – and attempts to prevent a gag or vomit reflex.  For my part, it was a satisfying dump – the load felt thick, firm, and benefitted from a smooth release. 

The stench drifted up to my nostrils as I continued to shit, so I could only begin to imagine the intensity of debauchery and humiliation the girl must have been feeling about this point.

I wanked with abandon, and shat, squeezing anything I could onto her.

How I loved fucked-up women.

At pretty much the end of my load Polly began squirming beneath me, needing to move.  I rose, to give her space, and saw her turning her head to let several enormous logs slide from her face to the tub below.  Her face was covered.  Not in my wildest dreams had I imagined such a successful bout of degradation.  Her lips, nose, chin, all covered in peanut-butter textured smears of waste.

As it dropped off her face and into the tub, she began gasping for air.  Her noises were wild, overwhelming.  ‘Fuck, daddy,’ she kept repeating, over and over.  ‘Fuck, daddy…’

It was far too much.  I flipped her awkwardly onto her belly, pressing her face down into the fallen shit in the bath beneath her, and clambered down on top of her.  I forced my cock back into her dirty anus, and pumped deliriously, the stench and the debauchery overwhelming, as I shot my load up into her guts.

Ragged breaths in the aftermath.  Disbelief.  At some point, face resting in my muck, she began to laugh at the lunacy at it all.  I laughed too.  She puked soon after.

We showered together, using every bottle of product we could get out hands on.  It was a far more intimate, gentle affair, although as I focused soaping up her dirty anus, cleaning it thoroughly, I began to grow stiff again.  I had her again, this time standing up, her pressed against the wall as the hot water cleansed our bodies.  I sodomised her once more: I would leave that house having only had sex with her arsehole, I mused later, with some satisfaction.

If she had been a meek, embarrassed young girl when I first called round, she was doubly so now.  She led me back downstairs with her gaze downwards and her thoughts her own. 

This would stay with her for life, I knew: this was an exciting thought.  This was a line in the sand in terms of her developing experience went.

We left with a handshake and a peck on the cheek.  I headed down the street, careful not to be seen, to get my car from the nearby cul-de-sac.  It was still earlier than when I was due back from work.  I drove the city for a while, listening to the radio, musing on the day’s events, waiting to see if Polly would message me again.
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