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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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