THIS TEXT INVOLVES INTENSE SEX-

WITH SHIT, PISS & PUKE INVOLVEMENT. 

YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED!!!!!!!!!!!

Continuation of  my ‘DiscoSlut!’ story - Tammi (TeenSlut!) and me (Suzie WifeSlut) being fucked in the sleazy biker-disco’s men’s room by a gang of dirty bikers - a birthday treat for Tammi! The shit fun is just about to start.  Also present is my hunky hubby, Mick - to whom this story-letter was written, and also six members of  Snake’s biker gang. Also an eighteen-or-so year old sexy hunk of an exhibitionist boy who picked us up on the dance floor. Want a better picture? Read ‘DiscoSlut!’

The Setting (for those who haven’t read ‘DiscoSlut!’)

The sleazy-disco men’s room is white-tiled, floor to ceiling, stinks of stale piss. Dirty bikers’ boots have made the piss-wet tiles dirty. The urinal is old - a deep white stone trough, the drain of which  is blocked to provide an ever-ready font of old piss for when the ‘on-tap’ supply runs out.  The floor slopes into the trough for ease of cleaning. A janitor’s sink with hosepipes on the taps is useful for the clean-up proceedings following the orgy. (The room is regularly used by Snake, the black-bearded, huge biker  (named after his cock) and his biker gang for piss and shitplay, after closing time, joined by the more daring - the more drugged  - of  his ‘chicks’.

So! Let’s re-start where “DiscoSlut” finished....

‘ToiletSlut’

By Suzie SleaZe ... Writes to PleaZe

April 1998

e-mail me your views at

mandsuz@hotmail.com


‘Who pissed on you, horny boy-babe?’ Blondie asked, moving close to Boy, her hand moving on the bulging crotch of his soaked, shiny-yellow spandex shorts.


‘Shit them for me, HornyHoney?’ she breathes at him.  ‘I want to feel these fucking sexy yellow shorts full of smelly shit, to rub my face in, I want to suck your cum and your piss and your shit through them, I love spandex on men...’


We’d arrived. Shit’s been mentioned - the taboo is broached. 


Once broached, there would be no going back...


Blondie steps back, shucks off her dress. She’s got the white satin panties pulled up and they look great; shiny, not too tight - a slinky, sexy sheath for her sassily-sexy, suckable ass. She knows it.


She’s stoned on beer and sex and (I recall), she’s had a joint too. Nice combination and it shows in the slut’s face. 


She’s panting, glassy-eyed - ready for a good fucking in filth ...


‘Wanna watch mommy shit her panties first?’ she asks our ‘BoySlut’ - a sexy, lithely-built young  muscly hunk. It isn’t a question -it’s what she wants to do.


Some of the cocks are zipped back into their jeans at the suggestion and leave, leaving a hardcore - you and me, Snake and Blondie, a quivering Tammi, a drunk-looking PJ (middle-aged Piss-Jeans), our ‘Boy’, and six other rough-and-ready bikers who are stripping off their jeans and jocks. I get the impression they’ve been here (to this kind of party) before. 


The last one to strip isn’t wearing a jock. He’s wearing skimpy white shiny-spandex scantie-male-panties with a lovely display of cock and balls and he leaves them on. Wet spandex, too. He hasn’t pissed them but he must have fucked me or Tammi - perhaps both because there’s a nice show of slippery slut-syrup and cock-oil making them more shiny, more sexy. I’d love to get down there and sniff -guzzle the cock and cunt smells it’s collected, and the sweaty bit under his balls  but we’re past that point now...


Blondie leans forward into the urinal, hands on the copper tubing that makes the spray. She shuffles her thighs apart, sticks out that cute, white-pantied ass, looks over her shoulder, and wriggles it. Her gaze rests on Snake. I notice tufts of black hair under her armpits and think that’s just one reason Snake goes for her - he loves his slut’s to have hairy, smelly, sweaty armpits and to lick and suck off  the smells.


‘Do it, Babe. Shit yourself,’ he says, shucking out of his jeans, standing wanking slowly at that crude pole of his.  It’s halfway up his belly, the great, floppy foreskin peeled back revealing the lovely, ugly, fat head I love to worship oh-so-slow.  Trapped cock juices go ‘clukk-clukk’ as he wanks, causing my mouth to water, cunt to juice, teats to tingle. He never washes his cock, it gets washed regularly by the mouths of his sluts. And there’s no shortage of those fighting for the privilidge. That’s once it’s out of his delightfully-dirty, cum, cunt and old-piss stained Levi’s which he never washes...

Cut from ‘DiscoSlut!’ :::

The jeans are famous, not because of  the famous Snake - that hugest of cocks that bulges the crotch of the faded, worn-through jeans; they’re famous because he never washes them and they’ve been spunked in, spunked over, pissed in and pissed over countless times. Not to mention the more evident marks and stains resulting from Snake’s rule that whenever he or another of his biker’s has fucked a girl, she is obliged to wipe her spunky-juicy cunt on the jeans, and then piss on them. (Whether he’s wearing them at the time is immaterial).


And then there’s Snake’s weekly ‘tithe’ - once a week, each of his bikers must wank over, and cum on them (after a work-up by a chick, or in a chick’s absence by Snake himself). And after the wank, there’s the obligatory blessing in urine (of course). The result is that the jeans can almost stand by themselves. 


They’re hard, crinkley - stink like the devil himself. To kneel and lick at them, rejuvinating the old, dried elixirs with my mouth and tongue, to rub my tits on the hard crusts of old sex to crouch over his thigh, as he sits, and to stroke a cunt in that old filth is one of the sexiest things, a favorite pleasure.,


But right now he’s not wearing them, they’re safe - draped over a cubicle wall.


(Just thought you’d like to hear that ‘DiscoSlut!’ bit again!)


‘Do it Babe!’ Snake urges. ‘Shit your fucking panties. And piss ‘em up with that dirty-smelly, juiced-up,  fucked-out cunt that my beard fucking well stinks of.’


Boy moves next to Snake, fondles the great, hairy, hanging ballsac. You move behind me, your arms around, groping my tits. You’re panting, as I am. We’re all panting at the depravity in which we’re about to indulge. I lead you to stand beside SexySpandex’d panties, reach my hand to feel his slippery bulge. His hand moves across, gently strokes my cunt.  


‘Wet them for me,’ I whisper. 


He grins, pisses in them. I cup my palm, spread lovely warm piss over them, bob my head and kiss him. He responds, we kiss. Your head is on my neck, watching our kiss, your mouth biting hard. You reach round me, your hands join mine in loving his cock, mine move to his ass, his hands are everywhere, on both of us. 


‘They’re not wet back here ... on your gorgeousl ass,’ I whisper. You hear me - know what I’m wanting - oblige with a stream of piss up his back so it runs back down to be spread into the sexy fabric by the firm pressure of my hand. ‘They’re lovely now,’ I whisper. ‘Do you like men to piss on you?’ He nods, feels my cunt. His panties are lovely now - lovely slippy-slimy-wet at front, see-thru piss-soaked at back, kind of crinkley over his ass. My finger prods hole, he bends slightly...


‘That’s better,’ I whisper, ‘nice and pissy, better for when you shit them for me, when you fill them with your  smelly crap and let me suck at it through them.’


(Okay, I adapted Blondie’s line - why not - it’s a good one). 


He swallows, nods, turns his attention back to the action. But Blondie’s display is overtaken by Tammi....


[It’s Tammi’s eighteenth birthday today - this is her birthday treat. She’s raven-haired, dark-skinned, very petite - schoolgirlish looks and loves to pretend she is one. One difference - since the first story - she’s had her tits done and now they’re just far too big for her muscled but small body.  Far, far too big. That’s my opinion but I have been proved to be in a minority on this one!]


She stands, thighs splayed. When she first stood like that she was playing (inevitably - as you who know her will have expected - with her box). Now three bikers have scurried to her and they’re  fondling tits, ass and cunt. (The ass used to be her pride and joy. Now it’s her tits. It’s easier for her - saves her time. Now, instead of turning her back on every mirror she passes to admire her ass, she can admire the tits as she passes!)


Her hands are full of cock and she looks like she’ll explode any second. Her hair drips piss. She all drips piss in fact, spunky spume is still sticking to her all over and dropping out of her cunt and I realise I’m in the same state (we were both fucked-out and pissed on in DiscoSlut). One of her fondlers takes a swig at his beer, licks her neck, sucks piss from her hair. He whispers, she nods, turns her face to his, her thighs spread wider, she shoves three fingers up her cunt. It’s drooling biker spunk and her own bitchcunt’s juice. Spunk squishes out, over her fingers ... we hear a ‘squilchsquilch’ sound as she pokes herself... 


The biker pulls her fingers out. Stares her in the face. She feels the neck of the beer bottle worm at her cunt. 


He stops, stares. Waits....


‘Fuckin’ do it,’ she spits at him. ‘Bottle me, you dirty bastard.’


Her hands grip his balls, squeeze. He gasps, grunts. 


He rams the bottle wickedly, vertically, hard, there’s a thud when the neck gets in, when the body of the bottle smacks into her cunt lips.


She gasps now. Her mouth drops open. Her knees buckle. Her eyes are wild. 


Snake watches, admiringly - bursts a popper under her nose... whispers ‘Beautiful slut’, bends to kiss her tits ... to lick the piss-spunk mixture from them


He straightens, kisses her hard, turns to the bottle-biker...


‘Fuck her with it,’ he orders. ‘Give it to her hard, show the bitch what we’re about.’


Tammi’s eyes fly open with surprise as the bottle rams up and down her cuntlet, her expression alters to one of amazed (drugged?) wilful bliss at what is happening to her most favorite of places....


We know, and Snake has quickly gathered, that the little bitch loves it hard - loves savage sex, loves being used, abused. The little cunt thrives on it. 


(And we should know, my Lover, with her practically living with us).


Her eyes go wide, knees tremble, tits heave. Yes - she’s loving it. The ramming continues. The biker is enjoying this. His cock’s up his belly, jerking down, smacking up with every vicious thrust. 


Then he stops. Stands close. I thought he was going to kiss her.


Instead, he coughs, spits - she gets a big shiny, thick wad of phlegm in her face.  


Her eyes close, her mouth opens. The filth has hit her forehead, it slides down her face. She takes the beer bottle off of the biker, and resumes the fucking herself.


‘Fucking spit me again,’ she gasps, her searching tongue tongue searching for the spit , finding it has almost reached her mouth.  She sucks at it...


‘Give it me in the mouth this time, you filthy faggot, I want your filthy faggot-spit.’


Her mouth opens, she bottle-fucks herself, her tongue licks, her eyes close...


He coughs into her face, spits a glutinous mess into her mouth.


Her knees shake, she rams the bottle in and out of her like she was working a machine; she’s cumming, pushing the phlegm out of her mouth so it drops in strands to her tits, she’s cum, she drops to the tiles, mewling softly to herself, rubbing the neck of the bottle gently at her clit.


Everyone saw it. Watched her get it. Saw how much it hornied her to be spat on and get bottled.


She crawls back to her feet, swaying slightly, glassy-eyed, bushy-assed, wiping the spit into the rest of the gloop that’s drying on her face so she can see clearly and - looks across at Blondie who’s been watching Tammi from the urinal, gently pulling her teats. 


Blondie resumes her stance at the urinal rail. All of us stare once more at that shiny-pantied, stuck-out ass, mesmerized by the act about to take place; the act that will signal the shit-fucking party to begin.


Blondie’s pushing. A burst of piss down her thighs, now dripping from the pantie-crotch. She wriggles her ass, sticks a hand down her panties at front, does a lewd fucking motion with her ass as she works the fingers up herself, then stands still, bent forward slightly.


She farts into the white-shiny panties. 


Moans. 


Farts. 


And pushes a bulge of shit into the slinky-shiny-white.


My heart leaps at the sight of the turd, so heavy, so sagging, in the sexy fabric.


‘Fucking Ace!’ breathes Tammi, moving her hands from the cocks of the two men she’s been groping to rest under their asses, as if willing them to shit in her hands. 


But Blondie hasn’t finished her filthy stage-play - not by a long way.


She turns from the wall, struts proudly around us, pulling her teats, stopping to put a hand down her pantied crotch, fingers up her cunt, lewdly fucking her hips towards the men. 


But it’s not her hands we’re watching. It’s the way that sexily-pantied ass moves with its swaying, almost ‘jiggling’,  parcel of filth. 


Now she’s back at the piss-wall, looking back at us, looking as if she’s going to cum off just on the filthy show she’s putting on.


She pouts at us, pushes. Triple-fart (wet-sounding), pantie-bulge swells, satin sags deeply. The shit’s hanging in her panties. 


This load is wetter than the first - brown juices seep through the white satin.


Snake’s behind her, poking his donger into the pantie-parcel, fucking his loins, stabbing his cock into the softness. More seeping. And a gorgeous sound.


‘Fuckin’ lovely filthy shitass bitch, this is one HOT crackfull!’ he tells her, before leaning into her and fucking up against her.  (That hairy, tanned, muscly ass looks great when it’s fucking, I love it). His hands on her tits are merciless, squashing and squeezing them like they were water-filled ballons but she loves it, that much is obvious by the panting, the sweating lust in her face. 


There are soft, puppy-wet, squishy sounds as he fucks, then he backs off...


The packet’s gone, lumps and watery-brown stains remain.


‘Do it, Babe,’ he says. ‘Disgust us. Get us ready for a puke-session. You can do it.’


Blondie turns to face us; slides her right hand into her panties at back, brings it out with a cake of  filthy shit.


Looking down, she carefully presses the cake onto each of her tits, spreads her thighs and wipes her shitty hand onto the gleaming-white pantie-crotch.


‘Whose goin’ to suck my tits and fuck my cunt now?’ she asks, starey-eyed, swaying slightly.


She’s stoned on filth.


A naked PJ (Piss Jeans but he’s now naked) steps forward, she looks at him questioningly.


He takes another step and that’s answer emough. He gets her shitty hand on his cock, around his balls, up his belly; up his chest.  She sooths her filthy fingers over his lips, his mouth. 


While he just stands and lets her do it. 


He’s wanking slow. 


His cock’s a solid rod. 


He’s dipped to this level of depravity before. 


Snake moves behind Blondie, pulls the waistband of her panties out, pokes his cock down there, pisses a shot, then lets the panties snap back. His hands move on her ass, smoothing the shitted piss all over her panties. They’re total brown, with thick sludge seeping out of the crotch, sliding down her thighs. She wipes it up, into the crotch, upwards over her belly.


Then Snake slides both hands right into the panties, gathering wet shit which he slides around her waist, and does her belly, up to her tits, up to her neck, over her face, finishing off  with his fingers pushed into her mouth. She’s sucking them Sucking her own shit.


And all the time Blondie stares around us, searching for reaction. Mostly she sees basic hungry horny awe at the spectacle she’s providing...


Her face is filthy with brown soft mess, there are fingermarked swathes of it wiped up her belly, and over her tits. Snake finds a lump in her panties at back, drops it into her panties at front, pushes the pantie-crotch, squashing it, adding to the stains there, and he’s pushing it right up into her cunt that’s  bulging through the filthy satin. 


She looks down at her mess .... 


‘That feels fuckin’ gorgeous, Snakey, now kiss me you lovely-dirty bastard.’


Her head sways towards his, trying for a kiss, succeeding only in reaching his beard which comes off the worse on account of her spunk-slimed shitted-up face.


He dodged her kiss but now he kisses her, and his mouth is all over her face, his tongue licking, his beard accepting the little pocks of shit, his tongue seems to be in her throat, his right hand is down her panties, and the shape says several fingers are jerking up her cunt...


‘Oh, YES, sweet fucking bitch ...’ he hisses.


‘Dance on my hand ... fucking cum off on my hand while I lick shit off of your face...’


His left hand punches upwards, between them, into her tits...


‘You like your tits hurting when you cum, don’t you, YOU HUNGRY-CUNTED SHITTED-UP BITCH!’ 


He’s doing it for her benefit; knowing excatly her wants - needs.


We see her from the rear, we see the shit-caked, pantied ass jerking in a reciprocal fucking to that of the fingers up her cunt, in fact the fingers are held still now; it’s HER that’s fucking herself WITH THEM, holding his wrist and jerking it up and down, fucking herself with his hand...’


‘Oooooh piss, SNAKE! Fucking fuck ... fucking horn me with your cock ... Jeeez Babe, suck the fucking shit out of my cunt, make me eat your shit, puke over me, fuck me, poke my shitty ass...’


She’s had it. Collapsed against him, him holding her upright, stroking her hair.


‘Oh Yeah, sweet sugar,’ he says, pulling her mouth to his. Oh Yeah. That was a good one, that was the best.’ 

Blank line - a little later...


PJ’s brown-smeared cock stands up his belly, throbbing. He grasps it, staring at Blondie, wanks it slow, staring at Blondie. Pokes out his tongue, staring at Blondie.


She moves in front of him, throws her tits out. ‘Hold me, big boy’, she says, and he does, he puts his arms around her and lets her wriggle that filthy body on his. After his hands slide over the outside of her panties, squashing, pushing and pulling and bits of shit, they delve into them, and then his hands are wiping up her back and she’s as messy at back now as she is at front.


Some of her blonde hair gets dirty when he pulls her head into his, their mouths meeting in a deep, stinking shitkiss and we wait with baited breath; watch the shit-sharing spectacle, our hands frozen for those moments on each others piss-wet, sex-slimed genitals. 


Suddenly, PJ is coughing, trying to push Blondie away but she holds him, she wants him to stay, and we realise that he isn’t just coughing, he’s puking and she’s taking it in the face, and not only that - it’s what she wants to do - and suddenly she’s kissing him while he’s puking, pulling his mouth onto hers, even though he’s struggling to get away, until he realises that it’s what she wants and then his mouth is open wide, dribbling puke, then more puke pours into her mouth, over her face, and he’s wiping his filthy mouth onto her face, tonguing the filthy stuff all over... 


He’s gargling the last bits - spits them in her face - fisting his cock - punching Blondie in the belly with every wank - fist thudding into her. 


Savage...  


He’s been here before -  I realise. 


And so has Blondie. He knows Blondie.


Blondie has joined in these sort of games many times too. 


Still this is not enough for Blondie. Now she is pushing him away but she’s gotten her fingers shitty again with a crud from her belly - she’s pushed the fingers down his throat, and she’s waggling them there, and his eyes are bulging, his sweaty-firm chest heaving.


‘Again, you fuckin-lovely, dirty bastard!,’ she screams, puke and shit spraying from her mouth. ‘Puke on my fucking tits! I wanna cumoff  with you puking on my fuckin’ tits!’


She spits into his face, drops onto her back on the tiles, raises her knees, throws her thighs apart and with both hands, rips her panties acrross the crotch. They split clean across the crotch seam and she flips the shitty-white triangle of shitty white satin up her belly.


Her cunt is open, openly-begging, dribbling  spunk, pocked with shit.


Suddenly, Snake is there - on the floor beside her banging a beer bottle up Blondie’s cunt like it wasn’t a cunt. The bottle proper smashes the cunt lips, the neck way, way deep. 


She screams, freezes, relaxes then her hands are frantic in the puke and shit on her body. Her tongue licks stuff  sliding down her face. 


‘Fucking hit me again with that sukin’ bottle Snake, it feels fuckin’ wild,’ she shouts, ass banging up and down on the tiles, as Snake fucks her with the bottle.


‘Come on you CUNTS! PUKE on me! SHIT on me. FUCKIN’ FUCK ME!!’


She was wild-eyed before. Now she looks a total wild animal. 


Abandoned. 


Depraved. 


Stoned.
On her depravity, lying like that on  the dirty tiles, begging to be puked and shit on. She writhes like a crazed one, her face with a rabied-dog look.  


But she gets what she’s begging for.


PJ, on hands and knees, leans his head over her tits, his fingers down his throat.


Puke squirts, gushes over her tits, his head swings, hangs motionless over her face for long seconds, his mouth grotesquely wide. His chest heaves, there are clear gurgling sounds. He’s waiting there to puke.. 


Pizza-puke. No doubt. Tomato, partly-digested crust, in a beer sauce, splashing thickly onto her face.  She chokes, coughs a spray of bits, then revels in it; using her hands to wash and wipe the content of PJ’s stomach down over her tits and belly, over and into her cunt, back up, over and into her mouth. The puke mixing with the shit.


Snake bends down to the prone body, bursts a popper under her nose.


‘More! You C U N T S! PUKE ME MORE!’ she screams. FUCK ME! FUCK ME YOU DIRTY FUCKIN-BASTARDS! STUFF MY SHITTY CUNT WITH COCK! LIE ON MY PUKEY BODY. SUCK THE FUCKIN’ PUKE OFF OF MY TITS,’ ...


But  Blondie doesn’t get chance to be fucked some more ... not yet...


Tammi  - I haven’t mentioned her until now because it would have distracted from the main subject - has been lying beside the urinal trough for the past few minutes, splashing the old piss onto her newly-put-back-on, white satin panties. They’re urine see-thru’, yellow-looking, and clinging in every tiny crease of little ass and teenage cuntlet. Her outsize tits drip with the ‘old-stinky’ mens’ elixir.


Now she’s pushing PJ out of the way, straddling Blondie and sitting that cold-piss-soaked, drippy-stinking pantie-crotch right onto Blondie’s pukey mouth.


‘Make me puke on you, Miss Blondie,’ Tammi says (in that innocent-sounding, schoolgirl’s voice she puts on so well).


‘Make me puke on you, make me shit my panties, too? Please?’


After saying that she lets go a fart that ought to have blown those cute white-shiny panties right off of that tight, tanned-all-over, pouty-proud ass. Then there’s a wet shitcake - no - a shit pudding splurtting out into them, making  a weighty pouch in the stinky-piss-soaked, dripping satin. 


The ‘frrrrrrrt ... frrrrrrrrrrt’ sounds are a signal to Blondie (who can’t see) that she’s done her panties .. and the sound also indicates just what she’s likely to find IN those panties.


Her hands reach around Tammi, her fingers starting low, at the pouty cunt, slide upward - up the asscrack - pushing the contents upward until they burst out of the waistband.


The look on Tammi’s face tells us she’s in paradise. 


Blondie’s hands slide in there ... right in there ... they wipe runny shit all up and over Tammi’s back, go back for more - wipe the mess all up Tammi’s belly, up her tits ... when her hands reach Tammi’s mouth she pauses, pants breathlessly..


‘Oh yes, sweet shitty-big-titted sweetslut, puke on me now...’


And the fingers of both hands stretch Tammi’s mouth open, washing over her lips, poke down her throat...


Tammi makes a peculiar noise ... and something very firm and yellow, very disgusting-looking,  in a blackish Bacardi-Coke sauce exits the young girl’s stomach.


It’s perfect, because she’s shucked back a bit so that she’s sitting her shitty-pantied ass on Blondie’s tits, she’s got her head tilted so first her own tits get the yellowy stomach-gunge, then it takes a slippery slide down her belly to her scantied fork and onto Blondie’s tits.


Then she moves her head forward a few inches, retches, and spews the rest of  her belly-contents onto Blondie’s face. 


Totally disgusting.


And beautiful to see.


Because both girls, through their own disgust and revulsion, turning that into a sexually dirty ‘thing’, cum off on the act.


The flaps of Blondie’s shitted, torn-apart  panties stick to her belly as her loins jerk and buck up and down on the tiles in a wild, lewd, fuck-motion, Snake holding the bottle still and making her get her own fuck out of it. Her hands claw the bottle from his grasp and push it impossibly hard up her cunt, she screams, coughing and spitting bits of  Tammi’s puke as she cumms off.


Tammi’s head is thrown back, jutting out her proud, puked-over tits, they’re bouncing because Tammi seems to be riding Blondie’s tits, she’s got two fingers of her left hand tickling the back of her own throat, her right hand is inside her panties not being gentle, the riding motion becomes a scraping motion because she’s shit her panties some more (we heard her), and she’s turning crud into paste by the squishing of her cutey, muscly-hard litte ass on Blondie’s soft body, enjoying every millisecond of her depraved act, loving the feel of her panties full of squishy-soft shit. 


And she’s cumming, and she’s straddled Blondie’s head, is slapping her satin-shitted ass up and down on Blondie’s face, still with her hand down the panties at front, crying  - ‘yes, yes, yes, yes, oooh, piggin-shit Yessss!’ and jerking and shaking and cumming...  


I look down my body. I’m piss-wet, streaked with dirt. My panties are clean though, bright, canary-yellow and clean, except for drops where the piss has wet them when I put them back on. And except for the crotch - that’s squishy with the never-ending slide of  past-injected spunk.


I look clean, far too clean; feel clean, far too clean, I want to get shitty and I want to get pukey and I want to get spat on and I want to get fucked.


Tammi and Blondie are recovering, the rest are just standing watching, apart from the inevitable fondling. 


Suzie’s turn for centre-stage.


I take a leaf from Tammi’s book, she’d looked wonderfully depraved when she did it, so why shouldn’t I?


They’re watching me. Blondie and Tammi are standing up now, approaching the clean bikers but they’re all watching me. The girls reach the men. The bikers get their hands dirty - on the girls’ bodies. One of them is kneeling, dirtying his face in Blondie’s cunt.


But they’re still watching me....


I lie on my front, on the tiles, in front of the urinal - the sacred font.


The smell of the old piss in the huge overflowing trough, and on the dirty, boot-trodden tiles is rank - stinkingly ManSmellingly, clit-thumpingly, teat-burstingly  WONDERFUL


Smelling-salts for a  ShitSlut.


I slide sideways into the trough of piss and floating cigarette butts. It’s cold. Lovely.


I’m loving watching them watching me.


The two bikers’ hands and faces are dirty - they’ve enjoying feeling the puke and shit and feeding on the puke and shit on the girls’ fucked-out, shit-slimed, piss-stinking bodies... 


They can enjoy me soon...


The left side of me is completely submerged, the piss overflows up the sloping tiles, lapping at the rest of me. I drop my head, soaking my hair in the urine, then turn onto my back, doing that side too. My left hand strokes cunt through slinky yellow panties. I feel like shitting them then and there, but I don’t.


I think about what I’m doing... 


Bathing in piss. 


Not only that...


It’s cold piss.


It’s old piss.


It’s stinking, old, cold piss.


Beer piss, from sixty drunken bikers’ filthy cocks.


It’s men. It’s a drug. I want more of men. More of cock to feed my hungry mouth, my cunt, my ass, my hands, my  everything...


I put my face in the trough, lick it, suck it in, roll on my back.


I  fountain it out of my mouth, like I was at a swimming pool..


A cascade of yellow and cold mens’ urine - onto my tits - rivers down my belly. 


Cool on my yellow satin’d, cock-jizzey, cock-smelly cunt.


I feel it with my hands - despite the cold bath it’s hot, open, the panties are cutting it.


It’s juicing it’s own juice and donated spunk. 


I’m a Fucking-HolyDirty SlutBitch, bathing in filth, gorgeous, stinking, old ManFilth. 


And the fountain-mouth bit has got them. 


I see it in their faces, wondering what the hell will come next..


What will the NewBitch Snake has found do next? Do for them?


I don’t know. My deviant mind hasn’t thought that far, yet. 


Except that I know that I want shitting on, and I want to eat shit, and I want to be fucked while rolling in shit, eating shit, and being shitted on, I want my cunt to be full of  mixed loads of mens’ shit when I’m fucked, and I want to suck every cock that comes out of my cunt clean of it’s crust of  mixed shit, jizzey-slime and I know that will make me cum more and more, even more than I’ve already cum tonight while being fucked by all those men in here, their curds of lust still churning my cunt, my ass, my stomach....


And I’m on show, now. They’re all watching


‘What will this bitch do next?


I get a lot out of thinking that the fountain idea was all mine...


I get down there and suck up another mouthful.


I stand, totally drenched. Immersed in men, stinking the stink of men.


Snake loves me for it. His arms go around me, his hands push my hair back, wringing the piss out of it so it runs down my back, bends his mouth to mine to accept his gift.


I squirt him the now-warmed piss. His head backs a little and he squirts it back into my face.  


My hands find his cock and balls, I love them with my hands, feeling the length of that thing, it’s touching my tits and I can even smell it. I remember that tonight - as yet - it’s hasn’t cum - as far as I know.


I want it. It’s mine, if the other girls will stand back while I take it. I back a few inches and look at the thing rearing between us, the thickness of the foreskin, almost closed over the head. My prize will be there, I know, and I skin the thing to reveal it.


The sluts’ caviar.


Pre-Fuck. CockOil. Sluts’ Caviar. Thick, warm and oily, cloying to the head.


Old cunt froth too - perhaps.


Old wanks too - perhaps (but it’s Snake’s cock, so more likely old cunt).


The cruds are there too, those tasty cock-cruds, I feel them with my fingertips, feel the old nutty bits of cock-cheese amongst the freshness of clean thickness.


I don’t have to bend my head far to get it. I inhale the smell of the giant, it invades my senses, it’s so HUGE, so wonderfully UGLY, my tongue gently licks, laps the precious sex. I skin the foreskin fully.


It stinks. Cock-Stink... 


Fucking clit-thobbing, teat-tinglingly gorgeous...


My lips form an ‘O’, close over the filthy tip, I move my head downwards, feeling the ploughed-up ghoo build up on my lips. 


I suckle the head with my mouth, washing it, cleaning it, the taste of the thing so strong I almost gip, adding to the pleasure. Here, it doesn’t matter if I do, I’ll just turn my head and ther’ll be a biker ready, ready to have his face or his cock puked over...


I look up at Snake, showing him I haven’t wasted his present to me - it must look like lip-gloss, except that this is dripping now, sliding down my chin. 


His cock-filth, on my mouth..


‘SexySlut enough for you, Snakey?, I ask. ‘Shit me? Filth me up and fuck me?’ 


He pushes me to my knees, turns his back, bends over. 


Obvious what’s expected. 


He’s going to take a dump annd wants me to have it in the face, or mouth.


Obvious  - but I don’t know if I want it - just yet. Not that - the whole way - just yet. 


This is our  first time in the party-shit scene and for one thing I don’t know what you will think... Up to now I’ve always refused the mouth, even with you, my Lover...


But my mouth stays where it is, between those hairy, nicely-muscled biker’s asscheeks, my tongue seeking, finding, being pushed back by outward pressure from within.


New taste wipes out the old.


Man-asshole-taste replaces man-cock-taste - almost.


A fart blasts into my face, shocking me but I stay where I am - the little SlutToilet for the big, bad, biker master. I breath fart, it’s not so bad - and I wonder about you - my Lover - what you’re thinking...


I wonder only briefly ... because it’s coming... And ALL are watching...


My hands reach through his thighs and grasp the cock, use it as an anchor to keep my face right in there, and it’s still coming...


A man is shitting into my mouth! Straight into my mouth!


While a dozen others watch me take it...


Suzie is going to eat shit, with others watching, groping each other...


The thought of it ... I piss my panties


I become aware of them more now, knowing I’m the subject...


It’s not Tammi or Blondie now...


Or Tammie and Blondie now...


It’s ME, just ME, Suzie ... there in the filthy-smelly men’s room, kneeling behind a brusque and huge biker, willing him to shit into my face - to shit right into my mouth.. 


They talk about me - not to me but about me. 


Encouragement. 


Appreciation. 


Envy. 


Excitement about what will come to them later.


More excitement for me, knowing I’m instrumental in the build to the final climax - whatever that might be... 


The start of a thick, wide-assholeful of shit slides over the tip of  my tongue.


It’s sharp - and has a pointed end.


I hold my tongue flat, under his asshole, a wet runway for the shit to land on - to slide over - a runway right into my wide-open, depraved mouth, my open throat.


I hope it doesn’t make me  puke - not yet.


I want to puke onto others, later, perhaps when I’m being fucked... Perhaps I’ll be puking shit...


I want to do that - to puke shit onto Tammi, Blondie, or a sex-crazed biker.


I want to look as filthy as Blondie and the PJ man.


You’re behind me, Lover! Kneeling behind me, your chin almost on my shoulder, your breathing labored. Your hands give me encouragement, pleasure my tits, stroke upwards to my face...


‘Do it Suzie,’ you tell me. ‘Take the shit. I want to see you with a mouthful of another man’s shit.’ 


It’s hard, solid, thick. It slides along my wet tongue, keeps on coming. If I let it touch my throat I’ll gip so I back slightly, hold my hand flat to accept the rest. 


It’s out, sticking grotesquely out of my mouth, the remainder lying heavily on my hand.


‘Snake straightens and turns. ‘Oh yeah, Suzie,  you look fucking ace, Babe.’


I wish I could see myself  like the rest of them can and I wonder what the hell they want me to do now. I close my lips around the thing, my hand under my mouth supports the rest of it.


Cocksuck it. Wank the log of shit like I was sucking cock, I decide. I close my fist around the protruding bit and move it carefully-gently in and out of my mouth. The slide is lovely between my lips, silky-smooth like a cock, but bits of it are coming off and I feel a thick syrup running down my chin, dripping onto my tits. I imagine what it looks like - that syrup, and slide a hand to my cunt. It’s dissolving, I hang my head, ease the full log out of my mouth. 


Snake wipes his fingers in his ass crack, wipes them off on my tits.


And then I’m using the turd like a crayon on my belly and tits, looking down, looking at the mess it’s making.


Tammi’s crouched over Snake. He’s lying on his back, she’s crouching over his head and suddenly she’s shitting into his face. Onto his face! I can’t believe it because this is really wet stuff and it’ll choke him but he’s just wanking, rather holding his cock steady while bucking his ass up and down on the tiles. Then he’s spitting shit, gasping for air and his free hand wipes Tammi-shit down his chest. She sits herself on his cock again and one of the bikers straddles Snake, sticks his ass close to Tammi’s face, blows a long fart, then a staccatto pebble-dash of shit that gets Tammi’s face and tits. But then there’s lumps dropping out of his asshole right in front of Tammi. She’s staring like it was gold or something and she’s playing with the mess that’s droppped on Snake’s belly. 


She looks as if in  a dream world - she is - it’s hers. She’s done this shit-play with herself, many times, tried to get us to join her...


She’s going to cum, I can tell by the way she’s writhing, still embedded on Snake’s cock. It turns out she wants to cum dirty because she grasps the shitting biker’s hips and shoves her face right into his dirty crack, licking and sucking and shouting filthy things into it, but they’re too muffled to make out. 


The rest of us stand watching the three get dirty - three because the biker is sitting on Snake’s chest now and pushing his cock towards Snake’s mouth. It’s pissing, even before it gets there, still pissing when it’s in there, and Snake is swallowing, and Tammi is wiping shit all up the pissing biker’s back while he (now) wanks himself off into Snake’s mouth, cumms into Snake’s mouth and over his face. Then he shuffles, sits his ass on Snake’s mouth. The sounds, the look on his face tell us that he’s getting cleaned.


Tammi lies on her belly on the tiles, scoots herself so that her face is right into the biker’s crotch, right over Snake’s. While the biker gets his ass cleaned by Snake, he gets his cock loved back into a usable state by the warm suckling of Tammi’s mouth.


Another biker kicks Tammi’s thighs apart. He stands between them, prodding her cunt with his toes, she wriggles that ass of hers. 


Intrigued, the biker himself  lies on his belly between her thighs, his hands split that peach of an ass, his head takes a dive. His hand is beneath. By the movement of his elbow, her cunt is getting what it wants.


She mewls, lifts her ass slightly ... ‘Gimme yer fist,’ she manages before once again filling her mouth with cock...


It’s harder to believe that any world other than this exists ... anywhere...

*******************


Our ‘Boy’ is shit-free, still wearing his sexy shorts. I want him to get dirty with me so I lead him to the trough, push him to his knees and kneel before the font with him.


I kiss him, lick his face, whisper ‘let’s have some fun,’ tweaking and pulling at his teats. He responds by kissing back, licking my face, licking and sucking  the smears of Snake-shit, hurting my teats with reciprocal tweaks.


Then, love him,  he lies down, rolls right into the urinal trough. I get down there, splash him, love his soaked shorts with my hands, love that tight-shorted young ass, his balls, his fattening cock. When I squeeze it, piss runs through my fingers. He’s totally soaked. 


I push him onto his front right there, in front of the urinal trough, straddle and sit on the backs of  his thighs. The yellow shorts are see-thru on his tight ass, I think he knows what I want him to do before I tell him...


I lean over him, biting his neck firmly, wiping shitty tits on his muscular back, whisper ‘shit your fucking sexy shorts for me,’ slide back down his thighs to watch.


It’s the sounds that get me as much as the sight. As much as the lewd act.  


A huge splurttts into the bottom of his asscrack, just above his balls, the accompanying heavy, smelly farts seem to blow the spandex. The noise sounds like a drian being cleaned.


I get it with my fingers, starting by pushing firmly against his balls, pushing the stuff up the crack of his ass, squeezing it out into a into pancake across his buns under the thin, wet spandex.


The sight makes me want to jerk off on his butt, like I love to do.


So I do. 


But as I frig, I piss, and the sight of the spray of my cunt onto those shit-muckied shorts gets me off...


I shuck down, lying between his thighs on the tiles, hips raised, hand working feverishly at my cunt, my face in that dirtied crack, licking, sucking the pissy, shitty spandex into my mouth, spreading the dilute into a paste on my face, forget my cunt and begin to peel the shorts down...


‘How cum we didn’t hear about the party then Snakey?’ 


  I look up from my prone position - see two visions of lovliness:


Twins: About twenty years old, both slutty-pretty, both made-up to look the sluttiest-fuckiest pair I ever laid eyes on. 


‘Fucking BRILL!,’ says a biker. ‘Fresh Fucking Horses for the cavalry!’


I wasn’t so sure I wanted fresh horses - fresh horses meant less cock, piss, and shit for ME.


But they WERE lovely...


I won’t go into the sexy  disco-slut stuff  they were wearing, because as soon as they were in there they got naked, totalled naked.


Twins, but their cunts were different. Their hair was different, one had shoulder length bright red, the other shoulder length bright yellow. Their tits were the same, their asses were the same, their everything else was the same...


And they were both dripping spunk from their cunts...


‘Glad we found the party, Snakey!’ RedHair splurted.


‘Shame on you for not inviting us!’ the YellowHair adds.


‘It was kinda impromptu,’ Snake explained, after spitting a mouthful of biker-shit onto Tammi who didn’t turn a hair. ‘I didn’t arrange this one, it was kinda spontaneous. Y’see, Tammi here, it’s her birthday and...’


‘Likely story!’ RedHair retorts, taking an interested look at Tammi before sliding her body next to Snake’s and rolling on top of him, squirming her tits in the mess on his chest, licking it off of his face.


‘This is good shit, Snakey,’ she breathes, kissing him now, farting at the same time. ‘Stick your finger up my ass, SnakeHoney, I need some lube. 


She seems to fluidly slide this one, she does it so she’s straddled Snake’s head and while he plays dirt-finger with her asshole she pulls her cunt open with both hands and squirms a dollop of spunk over his face and into his wide-open, begging mouth.


‘Jizzey cunt just for you, Snakey. Fairground workers’ dirty jizz. Dirty fairground workers’ dirty jizz, they gave us free rides so we gave them free rides, the whole fucking gang... Suck it out o’ me cunt, Snakey, oooohhh yes, suck the fucking dirty jizzies out of Sweet Samantha’s smelly, fucked-out cuntie... They put their dirty fingers up there first, their smelly-sweaty-dirty-oily fingers, I bet you can taste their oily dirty fingers Snakey.’


She looked nothing like a ‘Samantha’ - so I’ll stick with RedHair.


YellowHair has found my ‘Boy’.


‘Ooooh, you poor thing, you shit your shorts,’ she’s crooning, wiping a pair of very perky-pointed tits on his chest. Her arms go around him, she pulls him into her, her hands all over his ass, her cunt squirming on his cock-bulge.


‘Turn around, lovey,’ she says. ‘Beth wants to get her face dirty in your gorgeous young ass. However did you get to be mixed up with a nasty-dirty lot like Snakes’


She’s not a ‘Beth’ - Beth’s are good girls - so I’ll stick with YellowHair.

******************


Blondie’s standing, thighs splayed, hands splitting her shitted cunt open. It’s being sucked by RedHair while Redhair is holding hers open over a prone Snake’s face, having it de-spunked. Redhair’s getting horny and telling Snake what to do to her... in her own special way, between slurps at Blondie.


‘Suck me out, Snakey you old whore-cunt-lover. Fucking clean my filthy, fucked-up spunkey hole. Poke asshole, darlin’, feel my shit, I’ll shit in your hand and you’ll get your feed. How come I’m the only one roun’ here with clean titties, shit me up Snake! Wipe that fuckin’ lovelly shit on me...’ she only shuts that foul trap of hers when Blondie grasps her hair and yanks the girl’s face into her cunt. Her filthy mouth is silenced in a muffled ‘ummmffff’.

*********************


YellowHair kneels behind Boy, rolls his shorts down, just under his ass, so the roll pushes that gorgeous butt upwards slightly. I did a good job - both buns are heavily plastered, but there’s still a great fat ball of shit hanging in the shorts, the shorts that are dripping brown pissy shit down his thighs and onto the white tiles. 


There’s Snake, RedHair and Blondie together.


And next to them, Boy and YellowHair, now Suzie...


I slide on my back between YellowHair’s thighs, look up past a spunk-spewing cunt, over perky tits to see YellowHair’s face is already pushing into Boy’s ass. Her tongue is in the crack, licking, and she’s swallowing the damn stuff. Watched from beneath it’s really strange. Shitty piss drips onto my forehead as I lift my head, fasten my mouth onto YellowHair’s cunt. 


A snort of surprise from above, my head is sent crashing down to the tiles, the cunt pressing down, feeling urgently for my mouth.


It’s wiped on my face. I love it. 


It stinks - this cunt.


CuntStink. 


CockStink. 


SpunkStink. 


PissStink.


Smells of the fairground fucking that she’s had.


A cunt that’s been fucked, proving RedHair’s boast - one good open-mouthed suck on the hole, my mouth is filled, cloyed with the heavy, thick stuff - The spew of a hoard of  rancid cocks - in slimy-thick, cunt-cream sauce.


My eyes are suddenly stinging and I realise she’s pissed in my face, then I’m sucking more slime, or trying to, but she’s evidently intent on getting as much of the stuff wiped over my face as she can. 


I don’t care.


It’s wonderfully dirty doing this, and others are watching.


Suddenly she’s whirled around, she’s on top of me, squirming her tits on mine, screwing her cunt onto mine, licking my cunt-slimed face with her shitty one.


‘Ooooh yeh ... sweet bitch ... you like sucking cunt ... that’s good ... we’re goin’ to get on.. Feel my cunt grind - you beautiful ShitBaby - taste the stuff off of my face, suck my lips, suck my tongue... Do I smell? Do I smell fucked? Shitty?  Tell me how I feel, how I look, how much I smell, tell me what a dirty bitch I am, tell me what you want to do with me...’


You’re there above us, Lover, suddenly there above us! Shit-smeared chest and face, shit-glooped cock and balls - and those cock and balls are being loved by a kneeling biker’s hands! His shaven body plastered from head to toes with shit.


But you do what you came to do, despite his queer  attentions - you piss onto us, piss into YellowHair’s hair, into my face, over her back, and then you let him have you. You look down at me as you let him suck your cock, mouth your shitty balls, then you’re holding your cock and pissing into his face and I’m reaching my hand to the fork of his shitty thighs and wanking him, feeling all that lovely, human dirt on his jumping, jerking cock. Watered dirt because of your piss that’s pouring down his body.


YellowHair turns her face up to the biker, lays her cheek against mine...


‘Want us to suck your shitty cock, Cogs? Want to fuck us?’ she asks.


My hand slides in the mess on his cock, goes under his balls, feels the cruds in his ass as he leans into us, leering drunkenly.


His throat gargles, he spits venomously, forcefully into our faces, then leers, watching us blink away the blinding spog of spray. YellowHair looks at me, licks at the fresh mess on my cheek, looks at ‘Cogs’.


‘Puke on us, Cogs,’ she asks. ‘Puke on our faces, on our tits. We’ll let you fuck us?’


He sneers, pushes my hand off of his cock and he takes over the wanking, slowly. Two fingers go into his mouth, YellowHair’s hand filthies itself  in his ass as he leans over us - his breath foul with shit, laced with whisky.


His matted chest heaves, he gips, his eyes bulge. I close mine but nothing happens. Someone’s fingers are rammed up my cunt, I splay my thighs and jerk my hips in encouragement, open my eyes cautiously in time to see the open-mouthed leer for a fraction of a second and then my vision is obliterated by the hot, spraying, contents of his belly.


I gasp in surprise, perhaps revulsion, the result is that I choke, struggling to open my eyes while coughing and spitting the filthy mess I’ve breathed.


I see ‘Cogs’ kneeling, his head hanging over my tits. I wipe my face with my hands in time to watch another load of puke eject his mouth, splash on my tits, my belly, this load whiteish, brown-flecked, and lumpy with bits of sweetcorn and carrot.


The revulsion disappears, churned to sexually deviant desire by the churning hand in my cunt and my own depraved mind. I turn to YellowHair lying next to me, also getting reamed. It’s one biker with both his hands in our cunts, trying to fist us by the feel of it, others are giving encouragement to him, and to Cogs who’s kneeling down and swishing his puke towards the reaming hand at my fork.


If we’re the stars of the moment, we’ll behave like them, I decide. I grin at YellowHair, roll on top of her and once again we’re kissing the kiss of  filth with some stranger’s piss raining down on us.


 There’s a cheer from the onlookers and seconds later a dump of soft shit plops in the middle of my back, nothing I can do about it there.


‘There’s ... shit ... on my back...’ I kiss, YellowHair finds it with her hands and she’s smearing and slidijng them over me, then she stiffens, gasps, there’s another cheer, I realise that the fist has gone up her, then her body’s jerking and she’s gasping and I know she’s getting a cunt-punching fisting and I’m wishing he’d magane to get his other hand up me and give it to me like she’s getting it because the look on her face tells me she’s in a seventh heaven though I know that tomorrow she’ll hurt like hell. She’s jerking about under me like a beached fish. Her body’s flopping like a beached fish. Her eyes look like a drowning fishses. Her mouth is opening and shutting, silently, like a beached fishes. She’s getting it that hard.


Suddenly we’re swamped with cold piss. A toilet brush holder of  piss from the trough has been  thrown over us.  Someone laughs. 


Me and YellowHair don’t. It’s so fucking horny it sends us back into the loop of sucking and licking and sliding our bodies together in the fresh stink. A biker kneels, grinning, waving his cock at our faces, pushing it between them. His body, even his balls are shiny-clean, I notice. Strange because the cock looks like it’s been dipped in a pile of soft shit. It slides between our mouths, interrupting our kiss, we do what’s expected. His cock is soon as clean as the rest of him.


But then a biker sees how clean he is, pushes him to his knees, pushes him down to the floor, pukes over him. Mr Puked On Biker looks as if he’s going to puke himself. That is, until me and Yellow hair dive on the fresh mess, our three bodies intertwined into one. Then YellowHair sits on him and fucks him while I lick the last traces of puke off of his face. Then I sit on him and fuck him while YellowHair goes in search of pastures new.


Kinda funny, I haven’t even had a shit yet...

*******************


Blondie’s tied up, kneeling. Her wrists are tied to the grating that covers the janitor’s sink, the thing they put the buckets on. She’s naked, of course, she’s shit-smeared, of course, her back’s just been pissed over so there are runnels of clean flesh showing through the brown. Clean bits around to her belly too, and piss is dripping off of her tits onto the tiles. Underneath her she’s made a brown soup on the white tiles. 


It’s where she wants to be, of course. She’s been pleading to be tied up and now Snake’s done it. There are now empty beer bottles everwhere bacause Snake has been for refreshment - re-filling of empty bladders more like. (More beer = more piss = more fun).


She’s got a biker’s cock up her cunt. He’s been kneeling behind her, doggyfucking her but now he’s stopped and it doesn’t take a genius to know the reason he’s stopped. The look on his face, and on her face say he’s pissing up her cunt.


Snake has got hold of Boy’s yellow spandex workout shorts. Except they’re not yellow any more, they’re filthy-brown and there’s still a huge dollop of shit in there from when he dirtied them for Blondie. Boy grins, wanking leisurely (he looks great - a beautiful long, thin cock - and that ass...). It seems a lifetime since he was a sprightly teenager dancing with us on the club’s dance floor. It seems incredible that that same dance floor is only fifteen yards from where we are now. Another world altogether.


Snake swings the shorts, he’s folded them so the ball of shit is at the lowermost point. A biker pisses into Blondie’s own white panties and shoves the sodden shitty satin into her mouth, she looks round to see what’s going to happen to her, the filthy, dripping rag of satin hanging from her mouth.


Snake sees the rag, thinks this is a good idea. He pisses onto Boy’s shorts first.


So they’re dripping when he swings his filthy instrument.


The WHACK of the piss-soaked shitty spandex with its weight of filth on the flesh of Blondie’s sexy ass is unbelievably loud. Snake grins, showing us what used to be the ball of shit in them. Its flattened, he squeezes it back into a lump and smacks Blondie again. She’s managed to push the panties out of her mouth and she’s panting with excitement, looks like a puppydog told “walkies!” 


I wonder, how come her cunt’s full of piss and it isn’t out on the tiles by now?


‘Do my cunt,” says Blondie. ‘Hit my cunt with that thing.’


Snake straddles her, head over her ass, him facing down her body. He lifts the shorts upward, over his head and brings his arm down in a wide arc.


A direct hit, right on the cunt. The shorts smacked straight into her asscrack and whipped right round to her cunt.


Her mouth drops open, a silent scream, her fingers scrabble, she unties herself, flips onto her back on the floor grabbing a beer bottle, its destination - the obvious. Her cunt obviously feels hungry too.



A biker decides she needs more decoration, or action, or something. He wanders across, and takes a casual piss onto her head while swigging a bottle of beer, finishing off  aiming for her mouth. Her head raises to meet the flow, she swallows noisily, like the filthy slut biker-bitch that she is. She’s certainly out-performed the rest of us girls in here tonight.


‘Snakey, you fucker, get them to fill me up,’ orders Blondie, getting back onto hands and knees (seems she likes to be like that as much as I do!). 


‘And get the fuckers to fill me good an’ full this time.’ 


Snake nods to a biker who jockeys at Blondie’s ass-end and finds (with a bit of contortion) he can get his cock up her asshole - no lubrication needed of course, not with all the shit in and around it, not to mention the army of cocks, bottles and other objects that she’s had up it tonight.


My box gets the itch again, seeing her wantonness and I get down on hands and knees near to her, look over my shoulder and that’s all it takes. Three bikers step forward to have me. Only one wins and he gets up me, fucking leisurely (there’s no rush any longer, just a decadent, evil enjoyment, the embers of a great orgy). He’s got enough urge (or consideration) though to lean into me and grope my tits while he fucks me. His hands are shitty. They feel wonderful. 


He manages to slide them up and over my face and I get fresh stink and it’s nice but I’m glad when they get back down to my tits. My tits - teats anyway - are tickets to a shuddering-good cum - to be fucked, have my clit loved (sucked into a slobbery mouth prefferably) and have my teats pulled at the same time - that’s orgiastic heaven for me - especially if different men are doing it.


There’s a lot of splashing from the urinal. Boy and Tammi are sitting in it, their backs to the piss-wall. Boy has just emptied the toilet brush container over Tammi’s head, she grabs it off of him after doing a lot of spluttering, fills it from the trough and tips the contents over his head.


He’s playing with a donger between his legs and once she’s emptied the piss over him she resumes a slow tickle of her own cunt, watching Blondie’s predicament with interest, while the rest stand around in various states of copulation, groping, kissing, some sucking. Two of the biker’s are sixy-nined on the tiles, their mouths full of cock, their asses full of fingers. They’re not gay, just stoned on sex. Out of it, on the experiance.


Blondie’s still getting her ass fucked but then it’s the same over again because the fucker stops fucking, gets that peculiar look and Blondie gets one too when she feels her ass filling up with hot piss. Then he’s off, plugging her asshole with his finger while another does the jockey-bit, trying to get cockdeep enough to carry out the appointed task - to give the Blondie what she’s asked for - to fill the bitch up with piss until she’s fit to burst (apparently). It’ll be interesting to watch, to say the least...


I squeeze cuntie on my fucker’s cock because he seems to be getting bored and it feels really nice to be fucked like this. It works - he resumes the slow fucking that keeps me simmering.


‘Snakey! Stick yours up my ass, and firehose me with it,’ screams Blondie. 


The assfucker has dismounted, presumably having swelled her bowels some more, now Snake himself has decided that he wants to take a piss up his girl’s ass. 


‘Holy Geeze, FUCK! Not from this angle Snakeeeey...’ she howls like a kid but he’s getting up there, carefully. Then he’s in, in further, in further still, and he’s fucking his bitch hard up the ass for several minutes which is a joy to watch because from the look on Blondie face she thinks his cock’s going to come out her throat any second.


Then he stops for a few moments and thinks of Mother, his face telling us he’s trying to piss. Then his face telling us that he’s doing it. Blondie’s face tells us he’s doing it too. 


‘Full up yet, Slut?’ he wheezes, reaching under to squeeze her belly. It does seem to be hanging down an awful lot, and she had a flat one before this latest little deviation started.


My fucker gives up, pulls out, comes round to my head, carefull not to obstruct my view while he pushes his donger into my mouth. Another cock has replaced his in cuntie before she’s chance to cool any at all. 


Blondie’s back on her feet, she’s feeling her belly, pushing and squeezing it, her asscheeks are clenched.


‘I’m fucking bursting,’ she announces, looking around. ‘Who wants an assful of piss?’


‘Me’ (My voice but I didn’t make me speak it).


She bends over in front of me, her cheeks are spread, her asshole there - right there. Someone must have pissed in the crack since last time I saw it because there isn’t too much shit in there.


She backs to my face, wriggles her ass on my nose, prodding gently, then moves away a foot. I leave my eyes open long enough to see the bud open a little, then I shut them tight.


She blows the lot at once. I can tell by the force of it, the length of the hit. There’s lumps of shit in there too because I feel them hit my face amongst the (surprisingly cool) piss.


‘Like a fucking pressure washer,’ YellowHair mutters as I open my eyes. They’re all staring down at me. Blondie backs her asshole right in there for cleaning and that’s what I give it. Then Tammi shoves her cunt in my face. It’s shitless now, but she stinks of the trough and the old spunk is watered down, it’s kinda thin now, as it dribbles out of her little cunnie - and not as much fun...

***************


YellowHair, GreenHair, Blondie, Tammi, and Snake. 


Lying on the floor, all facing the same way, lined up like sardines. 


For The Grand Finale.


The Final Fucking. 


What’s that? It’s where anyone who thinks he or she has any shit, piss or puke left to share stands and gives it to the rest to use. Once given, the giver becomes a taker until there’s no givers left. At which point (we’re informed) it’s The Final Fucking - Snake’s party-rules.  


I still haven’t shit,  I know I can piss, so I’m standing. 


Two bikers lean over the four prone subjects. They’re gipping deliberately, making wonderfully disgusting, deep-throated gurgling sounds, then one is puking, he grabs his friend by the neck, twists it savagely, and pukes into his face. That sets the friend off too. 


They sway over the four, puking down onto heads, tits cocks and cunts and the owners of those heands, tits, cocks and cunts go wild. Tammi and Blondie get most of the stuff. It looks like slop being thrown to pigs, only this slop is partially-digested, stinky puke, most of which goes over the pigs. 


Then the pigs roll on top of the other pigs, there’s a sea of filthy flesh, hands, mouths, cunts, asses tits, cocks everywhere, doing everything, sharing the slimy stuff, cocks pushing easily up cunts, into mouths, up assholes, the tits are smeared over faces, over cocks, the cunts being wiped over faces, over cocks, onto cocks, over asses, some of the cocks dribbling their last piss, some of the cunts doing the same, an occasional fart, an occasoinal last turd - to be greedily used for whatever purpose might enter the filthy, sex-crazed mind of its perverted finder. 


Gender is forgotten in this last, crazed, wanton orgy of  depravity...


Because I see Blondie push her cunt into Tammi’s face.


I see RedHair sucking shit out of YellowHair’s cunt while YellowHair gets her mouth cockfucked. She doesn’t want the mouth-fuck though, she keeps trying to get to suck the shit that’s plastered thickly all around the hanging, hairy biker’s ballsac. 


I see one biker suck the shitty cock of another, while another tries to fuck the sucker’s ass.


Snake pops poppers around in earnest and even us - the watchers - get off on the fumes, he’s popping that many.


Tammi, right in the thick of the bodies - the fumes - must have been sniffing far too much up that cutiepie nose of hers, only it doesn’t look too cutie-pie right now, on account of the ground-in brown staining. And I wonder how many asses - and shitty cunts - it’s been stuck into tonight.


She stands slowly, looking like she’s on another planet, or from another planet.


‘If Mama could see me now,’ she whispers. 


Her eyes are flick wildly around the group which disentangles itself, sensing something is about to happen. They move back, giving Tammi some space.


Snake steps towards her, stands in front of her, cock swaying gently, semi-hard, pops her a full one.


‘What would ‘Mama’ say, Slut?’ he asks, eager to coax the language that the foul-mouthed, eighteen-year-old who likes to pretend she’s the inncocent fifteen likes to produce. 


‘She’d beat the crap out o’ me for being here with you dirty wankers,’ (grinning).  


‘Oooh - me fucken tits feel like they’re explodin,’ she announces and squeezes them, apparently in an effort to stop the phenomenon from ocurring. 


‘Dance for us Tammi,’ Snake orders, probably eager to see her do it again - now that her petite body is smeared with shit, spattered with puke, with the remaining tanned flesh shiny with urine.


The wild, mating-ritual, cunt-thrusting, tit-bouncing dance starts, just as we saw earlier on the dance floor. But then, the tanned. big-titted, petite body was decorated in sexy dancewear, now it’s the real Tammi we see - the naturally deviant-minded slut, strutting her stuff amongst her fellow perverts. 
But she doesn’t do it for long, it takes her to her paddling-pool trough where she turns to tell us what she wants to tell us...


‘I love shit,’ she begins, her hands wandering dreamily from pleasure-zone to pleazure-zone. 


‘At home, I shit my panties sometimes when I’m wanking. It makes me cum, to feel my panties full of shit.  My boyfriends wont do it for me,’ (giggles). That’s why I aint got no boyfriends, I keep askin’ them to shit on me and they think I’m loopy or somethin’. All they want is cunt and tits, cunt and tits, they can’t stand a bit of shit. Can’t stand piss, most of ‘em. Once I pissed on a guy’s cock and it wilted like I’d pissed acid.


‘Tonight’s been llovely. Brill. You’ve had my cunt, you’ve had my tits, I’ve had your piss, you’ve had mine, you’ve had my shit an’ I’ve had yours, and you’ve had my cunt again, my tits again, we’ve had more piss, more shit ‘an we’ve puked over each other.... 


‘I love being fuckin’ puked over, that really  makes me cum.’


Snake holds her, his huge body overpowering her small one. He kisses her savagely and she struggles her hands between them to get at his cock. He pushes her away...


‘What do you want now, Tammi?’ Snake breathes, wanking the now erect pole.


She looks down her body, picks at flecks of shit, sucks them off of her fingers, spits them out, looks at the trough of old urine.


‘I’m filthy,’ she announces. ‘Goin’ to get clean and start over...’


And with that, she lies down and rolls slowly into the trough...


*************************


They’re back on the floor, lined up. Tammie and YellowHair have got fingers in their own cunts. Blondie’s got a lotta bottle up hers but she’s not doing anything in particular with it, just twisting - with an occasional stab and accompanying grunt of satisfaction..


Snake’s got a stonker on and I decide that it would be a very good place for my shit to start on its travels.


It feels wonderful, straddling Snake, the others looking up at me, watching me.


Push...


Fart.


Crouch.


Wank myself (cuntie making lovely sickky-sickky noises)



Shit coming.


Wonderful


Disgusting.


My hands on my tits, I want to come as I shit.


Fingers slide in the shit on my belly. Clittie’s a bursting bud.


Push.


Fart in the breathless hush - wet - loud.


Shit.


Lots of shit.


Wet, runny shit that gloops down onto Snake, slides down the backs of my thighs.


Stink. That’s me stinking (I think). It’s me, center of attention. Me shitting on a man...


It’s falling out in soft ‘flops’ onto Snake’s belly, his cock. His head lifts to watch, he looks up to see if there’s more. 


There is. I squat over his face, kneel, and shit right onto it.


The backs of my thighs are plastered with the stuff. Snake struggles to a sit, wiping his eyes and runs his hands up and down my thight, delighting in it with his hands.


Then, at the top of a run, he pushes both thumbs up my cunt. 


Him looking up, me looking down. I piss onto his hands, it pours down his pwerful arms. He grins, stabs me again with his thumbs, widening me, pulling me open, he wants to look right up my cunt.


Then suddenly a body crashes into me, a leery biker grabs me and shoves his puking face right into mine. Instincively I push him away and he leans over Snake and pukes over his head. He’s grabbed by YellowHair, pulled away, pushed to the tiles and she lies on him, kissing him, licking his face, writhing her body onto his, her ass jerk-fuckking as she rubs her cunt on his cock.


I squat onto Snake’s pole and manage to get most of it up me. It’s bursting me, splitting my cunt and I wonder again how Tammi manages the monster. A biker’s ass appears in my face, he’s straddling Snake, he’s shitting, blowing a pebble-dash into my face, then dropping turds, first onto Snake’s belly, shuffling up to his head.   


I push down further on the cock, get the belly bits and slide them up Snake’s chest until I’m lying on him and that filthy, bearded, grinning face is right under mine.


I work up the courage for it while grinding on the cock, Snake magics a popper in a filthy hand, pushes it to my face, and then I have the courage. I kiss him through the mess of shit and puke - my tongue searching his mouth through the mess that’s his beard. I gip, almost puke - and then I’m cumming and I don’t care any more apart from that monster up my cunt, and I’m sucking and spitting into Snake’s face, sucking and spitting, writhing and fucking, licking and spitting and he’s got my teats in those vice-like fingers and he’s twisting and pulling the fucking things off of me and I’m still cumming, still fucking, still sucking, still spitting and my teats feel like they’re burning, Snake’s fucking me now, jerking that wonderful fucking beast up to my throat, it seems, I’m licking, spitting, Snake’s spitting and licking, there’s puke from above, I’m still cumming ... then ... blackness...    
 


********************


It’s easy. I remove any idea of sex from my mind, forget the ever-present itch in my box, the sights and smells ... I open my mouth, and puke over the lying bodies.


It’s thick, greenish, lots of it. 


The place goes wild, a seething mass of bodies in the middle of the floor, they’re smearing themselves, they’re a shoal of greedy piranah that’s just been fed. 


My fingers go down my throat, I stare at a standing biker who’s trying to shit his last, I stand in front of him in the midst of the bodies and cheat those on the floor by puking into his face. He grabs me, kisses me, his hands everywhere, our faces smeared and sticky, he stinks of shit, he pukes into my face, into our kiss and that does it for me, the puke and the shit, I reach for his rampant cock, dragging him down into the melee - we’re dragged in, to join the writhing, rutting, sucking, fucking, poking, groping, puking, pissing, shitting - sea of  filthy human flesh.


Sensations. A million sensations:


Slippery, sliding bodies; bodies oiled with what should be the vile, the repulsive, turned into something wonderful by the magic of dirty sex. We writhe together, intertwined, reptile-like, always moving, constantly searching for the new. Our hands, mouths, tits, cocks, cunts, assholes, seem to merge - they become one. 


I’m lying on my back on the tiles,being fucked. Another groin is pushed into my face, its cock  in my mouth and it’s trying for my throat. When it gets there, I choke, can’t breath, struggle and regain some space, just enough. My left hand is between two fucking bodies, feeling cock, slimy with something (probably everything), feeling cunt, beautifully filthy cunt.


My right hand is up the cunt of a kneeling girl - not Tammi’s, too large - I can’t see, I can only guess that she’s sucking cock, but thinking about it I realise she could just as easily be sucking cunt, or asshole, or she could be being fed shit, or she could be just kneeling with face raised to be puked on - anything could be happening in this room tonight.


My body jerks with each thrust of my fucker, each thrust that terminates in a rotation of his cock, so that it stabs my very depths. I feel a hand slide between our bodies, just like mine is between two bodies, and like mine it’s feeling cunt and cock, and ... deliciously ... clitty too. I guess that it’s a girl’s.

*******************


There’s shit everywhere now. I mean everywhere, not just on us. It’s smeared all over the white-tiled walls ... on the floor it’s watered to a coffee-colored runniness by piss and mixed in to the puke. Our bodies drip with the stinking human wastes, some are stuck up with harder shit. It’s the harder stuff that’s making the coffee - when it’s melted by piss it runs off  to make it.


I stand up, stand back from the bodies to get a breather. Tammi does too. We detach from the  rutting, seething mass for a while. Tammi fills the toilet brush holder with piss and pours it over them, looks at me and then launches her petite lithe body onto the top of the heap. 


I watch until she is dragged right in there - disappears completely apart from one kicking foot. 


I notice that there are more arms and legs than there should be. Notice a face. Notice some huge tits I don’t recognize. Another face. Some more have joined our party! There I realise that there are some fresh cocks in there. A clean pair of fried-egg tits appear and disappear and I realise that there’s fresh cunt in there somewhere too... 


I step forward 


I lie on the fluid pile, lie on the seething mass and - like Tammi - I’m dragged in there too.

***********************

DON’T FORGET! IF YOU ENJOY ME (AND WANT MORE!) E-MAIL AND TELL THE NET-MASTER.... E-MAIL HIM AT 

MAYUMI@CZQ.COM

YOU WILL GET MORE!!! OR E-MAIL ME DIRECT WITH YOU COMMENTS!!

Suzie SleaZe ... Writes to PleaZe

mandsuz@hotmail.com

Anonymous comments welcome. I will only reply if invited to do so.

