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My wife greeted me on the doorstep with a glass of champagne in one hand and a blindfold in the other.  I smiled as I stepped out of the car.

‘Hello, birthday boy,’ she grinned as I approached.  I slipped an arm around her and kissed her on the doorstep, liking the juxtaposition of our outfits - my dark expensive suit, albeit a little crumpled after a full day at work, her in her gym gear: black tracksuit bottoms and a a grey vest, thick white workout socks.  To anyone who saw her they’d assume she’d either been working out or had just had a day of lounging around with no urge to get properly dressed.  I, however, knew she’d chosen this outfit carefully: for whatever reason, it drove me absolutely wild.  I couldn’t really say why.  Beth put a lot of pride, effort, and money into her appearance, so perhaps it was simply the novelty seeing her a bit scruffier that did it for me.

We broke the kiss.  Beth glanced up and down our suburban street.  Once evening fell, all curtains were drawn round here, and tonight was no exception.  She grabbed my tie and stepped back into the hallway, bringing me with her.  I kicked the door closed behind me.

She handed me the glass of champagne.  I downed it in one, but didn’t swallow it all: she kissed me again, and we passed the sweet liquid back and forth between our mouths, between our tongues.

She took my glass.  Looked at me carefully.  Beth was a couple of years younger than me, but still pushing forty: nonetheless, to me she remained as beautiful as when we’d married a decade earlier.  Her dark brown hair, practically black, was streaking slightly silver at the front.  She had initially been mortified by this but I liked it, and so she was letting the streak show for a little while.

She held up the blindfold and raised an eyebrow.

I turned around, as she fastened the soft material lightly around my eyes.

She led me by the hand through into the dining room, and sat me down at the table. I heard moving around whilst I waited patiently, my excitement quietly growing.  I’d been receiving messages from her all day about whilst in the office about how I ought to get ready for my birthday treat that evening, and had been slightly distracted ever since.

Eventually she whipped the material away from my face.  A smallish gift box was on the dining table in front of me, sealed with a ribbon.  Beth sat down on the adjacent chair, one leg cocked over the other, and watched me with a lazy grin.

‘Happy birthday,’ she said simply.

I looked at the box.  I undid the ribbon slowly, savouring the build-up.  I had no idea what she had planned, but Beth had imagination and kinkiness to spare.  I glanced at her one last time before lifting off the box lid and placing it to one side.

I looked inside.

It was a toilet roll.

I looked up at her again with a no doubt quizzical look on my face.  She was grinning even wider now, lips pushed together, looking outrageously naughty.  As I reached a hand out to take the roll I noticed I was trembling ever so slightly, excitement coursing through my body now as I put the pieces together.

On the first sheet, in lipstick, Beth had written the words ‘Look in the Bathroom. X’

I swallowed.  Pieces were falling into place but I still wasn’t entirely sure where this was leading.  Beth knew many of my… kinks, fetishes, desires.  She wisely didn’t indulge me with them too often: not out of distaste, but because she knew that, when she did, the build-up made for a more explosive event.

‘Now?’ I asked with as much calm as I could muster.

She was twirling a strand of her hair playfully.  ‘I don’t see why not,’ she said.

I stood up.  I hadn’t even taken my shoes off, I noticed, but was hardly going to stop now.  I walked up the carpeted stairs to the closed bathroom doorway, Beth following a few paces behind.  I put my hand on the handle.

Beth gave me a peck on the cheek.

‘This is for you,’ she whispered, and my erection by this time was straining at my trousers.

There was a girl sitting cross-legged in the bathtub.  I let out a groan as soon as I saw her.  She was young, and blonde, and dressed in an exaggerated high school uniform of short black skirt, knee high socks, ludicrously short white blouse that revealed the her navel, and a striped tie.  She smiled hesitantly when I entered and said, ‘Hi.’

‘This is Hannah,’ Beth said as she sidled up beside me, slipping an arm around my waist.

‘Hi,’ I said, looking down at her.  My mouth was dry.

‘Hannah is nineteen,’ Beth continued.  Her hand moved from my waist to my crotch, where she firmly grabbed the stiffness of my bulging erection.  I let out a groan.

The girl was watching us, her eyes flicking from our faces to Beth’s hand.

‘She may be young,’ Beth went on, ‘but she knows why she’d here.  Isn’t that right, sweetness?’

‘Yes, mistress,’ Hannah replied meekly, looking down, and the sound of utter submission in her voice, and the strong, almost cold domination in Beth’s tone, made me want to groan out loud again.

Beth moved in front of me, pushing gently on my chest.

‘Sit,’ she said, and pushed me back onto the toilet seat.

‘Watch,’ she said.

I watched as my wife turned to the teenager in the tub.

‘What did we agree that we were going to do first, piglet?’ Beth asked her in a loud voice, hands on her hips, as if she were speaking to a simpleton.

The girl’s voice was stutter at first.  Her nerves were driving me wild.

‘That I would lick you, mistress,’ she managed.

Beth looked down at her and snorted in disdain.  She looked across at me with almost a, ‘You can’t get the staff, nowadays’ look.

‘Where are you going to lick me, piglet?’ my wife demanded.

The teenager swallowed.  Hell, I swallowed.

‘Your arse, mistress.’

This was too much.  My shaking hands were unzipping my flies.  I didn’t intend to wank – not yet, I was enjoying the agony too much – but I simply had to release my raging cock.

‘That’s right,’ Beth drawled.  ‘You’re going to lick my arse.’

She turned away from the tub.  Facing me, her eyes brimming with a dark combination of love and lust and depravity, she bent over and pulled down her tracksuit bottoms.  She wasn’t wearing any underwear.  She kicked off her socks and slid those and her bottoms away.

She bent over, again still facing me, with her bare arse facing the tub, her hands on her knees.  I leaned forward from my position on the toilet seat and kissed her.  Her face was at pretty much the same level as mine.  Behind her, the girl sat up, shifting.  I broke the kiss and leaned back so I could see her move behind my wife, place her hands on Beth’s cheeks, and press her face into her rear.

It looked unbelievable.

I gasped out loud, straining to see over Beth’s shoulder at the young girl’s face buried between her cheeks.  

‘Move closer,’ Beth whispered to me, her lips by my ear.

I did.  I slid out from beneath her and shifted round.  I sat on the floor, my back resting against the edge of the tub, my face alongside the girl’s.  The girl really was tonguing Beth’s anus: she was spreading my wife’s cheeks wide and really pressing the tip of her tongue into her.  Beth was sporadically demanding something along the lines of, ‘Harder, pig, put some fucking effort into it,’ and the girl would be forced to up her intensity, forced every once in a while to stop and gasp for air.  

As exquisite a sight as it was, I couldn’t merely watch, and found myself leaning forward from time to time and tasting the girl’s saliva from Beth’s butthole and then pushing my tongue into Hannah’s mouth.  Beth was pushing increasingly back onto our faces, her pussy sopping wet, still verbally belittling the young girl and cooing encouragement at me.

After a good session of the girl and myself taking turns to rim Beth out, Beth shifted position, moving closer to the tub, so she was practically squatting over it, her rear over the edge and her thighs resting against it.  At this, Hannah too shifted, and began to slide beneath my wife’s buttocks.  I leaned back, giving them space.  They’d clearly agreed what was to happen beforehand.  I wouldn’t have thought it possible for my excitement and arousal to intensity to grow, but they were doing.

There was an agonising pause that seemed to last for hours, the only sound the beating of my heart.  Beth, bent over, face fixed in a grimace of concentration, this practically anonymous girl sprawled in the tub beneath her, her eyes and mouth closed expectantly.

Waiting.

Water began to splash from Beth’s pussy and across the teenager’s face.

Both Beth and I exclaimed at the same time: me, with uncontrolled desire, Beth, with a mixture of delight and relief.  Once the dam had broken she pissed freely across Hannah’s face.  Her hair, shirt, and tie, immediately soaked through, stuck to her skin, the white blouse soon growing transparent in its wetness.  The girl kept her eyes closed and her mouth shut, for what good that did: piss sprayed her everywhere, in her nostrils and across her lips.  It formed in a gently yellow pool in the tub beneath her head.

I was wanking freely now.

‘Oh baby,’ Beth cried out delightedly, looking over her shoulder at me pumping my cock in my fist.

‘You’re pissing on her,’ I muttered stupidly, simply saying the very words adding to my overwhelming arousal.  ‘You’re pissing on her face…’

But by this point her piss was running out, the last few blasts coming in jerky hesitant spurts rather than a powerful flow.  ‘I am,’ Beth whispered nonetheless, knowing her words would drive me crazy.  ‘I’ve pissed right into her teenage whore face… But there’s more…’

I stopped my wanking at this point for fear I could come too soon.  My hands went to mouth to control my disbelieving groans.

I was watching Beth’s pussy and arsehole closely.  My face was right there.  It was clear she was still applying pressure on herself, pushing, as both her beautiful holes were distending, opening and relaxing.  I looked down at the girl beneath her.  She was frozen in place, eyes and mouth shut.  She knew it wasn’t over.

‘Oh god,’ I said quietly into my hands as the first small fart croaked from Beth’s beautiful anus.

Beth ate healthily, and her scat reflected this.  The turd she pushed out was brown, firm, solid.  It came slowly.  There was a smell, I can’t deny that, but I was so into it all by then that it actually added to the whole beautifully debauched scene.

Beth let out another delighted ‘Ahhh’ as it broke through her ring.

It passed, and dropped heavily onto the girl’s face, landing diagonally from cheek to chin.  She remained statuesque.

‘There’s more,’ Beth whispered again, and I placed my mouth on her cheek and bit and chewed softly as I watched another brown log pass from her rear.  Smaller than the first but it too fell with definite weight across the teenager’s pursed lips.

Beth gingerly rose, her load spent, and sat down on the toilet to give her legs a rest.  My load, however, was raging.  Wrenching open my flies fully, I clambered into the tub, my knees either side of the girl’s head.  It wasn’t exactly a comfortable position for either of us, but raw filthy desire was taking over.  I pushed my cock into the girl’s face, smearing it with my wife’s mess.  I pushed through one of her logs, breaking it up over my shaft, and pressed the tip of my shitty cock against Hannah’s closed mouth.  She held firm for a few moments, but after a few thrusts I broke through her lips, and my cock, and Beth’s shit, were pushed into her mouth.

With encouragement from Beth, who was sitting watching on the toilet with a blurred hand furiously rubbing her pussy, I fucked Hannah’s mouth.  I’ve heard the phrase ‘fucking the shit out of her’ many times: here, I was fucking the shit into her.  She was gagging instinctively with the filth and stench, her retches around my cock only making the sensation all the more intense.  I looked from Beth, howling as she came over on the toilet seat, to the girl’s head beneath me, smeared in brown and struggling for breath and I pumped my load into her mouth, and into Beth’s shit, as I flung back my head and howled my way through an orgasm the likes of which I’d never before known.

Quietness followed.  I clambered out of the tub and fell to my knees in front of Beth, exhausted after her own orgasm, still sitting on the toilet like a queen on a throne.  I kissed her, she kissed me back.  We both looked down, and giggled at the sight of the front of my trousers, covered in shit from thrusting against the girl’s dirty face.

Hannah began the long process of cleaning herself up.  She showered, tossed her filthy costume into a bin liner.  Beth had provided the outfit here: Hannah’s real clothes were in another room.  She wouldn’t make eye contact with me, only speaking again after that to Beth as they settled up the remainder of the fee that Beth owed her.

When the whore had gone Beth and I showered together.  The intensity of what had just happened was such that I found myself hard again, and we fucked beneath the warm water.  We dried off and I headed downstairs.

I poured myself another glass of champagne and sat, exhausted, at the dining table.  My eye caught the toilet roll in the gift box from earlier, and I smiled.  

It was Beth’s fortieth birthday the following month, I mused.  I’d have to really pull out all the stops for that one.
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