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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.


About the Authors

Brown Stain are a kinky male / female couple with a fetish for the taboo and experimental.  They live in Manchester, in the UK.

Say hi at tabtaste@hotmail.com  .

OEBPS/images/image_2c312253-f853-4681-867c-9791b357afd08283918182693868202.jpg
[

: —y ]
= v
TN s, WP ——






OEBPS/images/image_cc1bafeb-6b58-41cd-b6b2-0986310248a7.001.jpg
TOILET
TRAINING

BROWN
STAIN





