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There ARE wives who go out to be fucked in public car parks by perverts. Visit the club parkingsexnl at clubs.yahoo.com and see hundreds of pics of wives doing just that. So this story is not, by any means, unbeliSuzieble. There ARE some women in the world who just LOVE filthy sex. I know, being one of them!

Filthy Teen Slut by Suzie Sleaze 

Tammie would be back soon, in fact, she was late already. Mick and me were dressed for sex, awaiting her. Sitting on the settee together: 

Mick in his 'sex-jeans'. Never washed. Filthy. Stained with spunk (his own and others'). Stained with cuntspew (mine and many others'). Stained with God knows what else. He wore them for our forays into nightlife sleaze, and drunken orgies. Skintight Levi's, always showing the bulge of a downcurved cock, thick and nasty. Also displaying the most gorgeous of asses ever seen on a twenty-seven-year-old, long-black-haired, black bearded, biker drop-out type hunk. 

This was Mick - my partner and pervert in Lust.  My Lover of two years.

Me? I was wearing my sex-shorts of course. Worn for our 'dirty parties', with like-minded pervies. 

White spandex  ( lycra ) short-shorts. Well, they were once shiny-sparkling white - now they are crusted with old cunt spew, old piss, old spunk, old cockdirt. 

And they stink of them all. 

I wore them just with a filthy, canary-yellow spandex crop-top which tried in vain to keep my 34dd's restrained, low-cut, unbeliSuziebly low cut covered.

Mick sat next to me wearing just the jeans and a denim jacket, open to reveal tanned, shaved flesh, mounded pecs, teat-rings, belly-ring. I shifted up close, moved my hand on his hard belly, pulled at the ring, twisted it until he gasped, ran my hand upward, under the jacket, pulled at his left teat ring, then back down to cup and gently squeeze the hardness bulging the crotch of those wonderful jeans.

'Fuckin' daughter-slut's late, where d'you suppose she is right now?' he asked, his right arm around my neck, the fingers of his hand flicking the teat poking rudely through the spandex. He found the ring, pulled it out, savagly at right-angles to my body, I stiffened, my hand more urgent at his crotch.

'She'll have done all her usual bars, finishing off at the bikers' place,' I whispered, coming around him, sitting astride him, scrubbing my cunt on the thigh of his jeans, on the old sex marks - crusty, cunt-slimed spunked spandex on crusty faded-blue, sex-crusty denim....

'She might be going to stay with the bikers, until they've finished with her,' I teased him, whispering into a kiss, my lips brushing his, my spandex'd tits swaying on his chest...

'Or she might have moved on ...  to dance her spunk-crusted body round the discos, fucking and sucking the married guys in the mens' toilets, even stopping at the park toilets on the way back to suck off the perverts, and then go on to ride the drunken bums one by one until the cum's pissing out of her not-so-sweet, sixteen-year-old horny little twatbox’.

'Why bother asking, Lover,' I whispered, my teeth biting his ear, my cunt riding high on his thigh to find the warmth of his cock.

Cock moved on cunt. Cunt moved on cock.

'After all, Lover, she takes right after me’, as I continued my teasing. Teasing, although we both knew every word was true of our Tammie...

'Tammie says there's always the drunken bums, she likes to finish off on them, down at the park, the down-and-outs. Says she loves to wake em up by sitting her loaded cunt on their faces and watching the stuff slide out into their mouths. She can't resist their cocks, she says. They're always so 'delightfully dirty', she tells me, and she loves just wiping the smell of them off on her, then riding them until they cum, if they can. If they can't she sucks them, and if they don't cum she kicks them in the balls and the next time, she says, they nearly always cum in her cunt, or else in her mouth, and the word, so she says, is spreading amongst them - if you don't want a kick in the balls, then make sure you fuck the little bitch when she wakes you up...'

Mick groaned, the crotch of his jeans a solid rock, my hand squeezed and manipulated...

'Cum off in your jeans, Mick. Pump 'em full of spunk. I'll get Tammie to peel 'em down and lick 'em clean from the insides before she takes that curled-up, fat stinking snake in her mouth and sucks you off while I watch...'

'Whose you talking about - ME?'

She was like that, you see, a total slut, one committed to total degradation, loving displaying her body to all men, whenever, wherever. She got her kicks out of older men, wore the skimpiest stuff out 'shopping' as she called it, around the malls. She was 'shopping' for older, married Cock. Cock's that would follow her for the kick of her wearing what she wore, she'd turn on them and lead them somewhere (anywhere) for a feel of their cocks, for a suck of their cocks, assholes and balls, for the feel of their cocks up her shaved-bare, teenage cunt, for the feel of them spewing their long-term spunk in her mouth, into her bowels, wherever ... it didn't matter to Tammie ..... our  Little Tammie....

Yes, there was no doubt that she would have been fucked by the time she got back, and she was well overdue...

She wasn’t really our daughter. We’d met her on one of our weekly forays to the filthy toilets in the centre of the park, close to the car parking area. We went there, me in my shorts and top, Mick in his jeans, boots and and open denim jacket showing his hair, his tats and his strength. We went each week, winter and summer. I went to get fucked by perverts. He went to watch me get fucked by perverts and to use the other men with filthy gay perversions. To use and be used. (Mick sits both sides of the fence when it comes to sex).

That particular fortunate night two weeks ago she had been there.  A teenage outcast from home because her natural sexuality and submissive sluttiness had become unbearable for her parents, and also her younger brothers whom she had constantly abused since even before her puberty. She'd walked out on them to search out her natural life - one centered around sex. And she found us on her second day adrift:

We found her on her knees, in front of the urinals, giving blow jobs for a fiver. So we take no credit for perverting her. She is as we found her: as perverted as I myself would have been at her age, had I had the courage to allow freedom to my sexual desires. I used to parade the park at her age wearing skimpy tops and skirts, revelling in the stares of the men. I used to go to a favorite tiny sunny glade in the park woods, sunbathe naked, pretending not to know I was being watched and wanked over by the park perverts, I used to roll onto my tummy and squeeze myself into the earth until I came, still pretending not to notice the perverts, I used to cum off that way time and time again as they watched my lithe sunburned body gently moving in a natural rythum and if the perverts had come out, waving their dirty cocks, I would have been where we had found her that evening, on my knees, taking one cock after another. My only difference would have been I would have done it for free, had just one man had the guts to approach me.    

The Venue:

Mick stopped the car in the driveway of the Victorian London terrace house and turned to look at me. I felt a shiver as his gaze absorbed me. We were dressed to be used for sex, as instructed. We had arrived at that kinky place. The house of sexual degradation. We were about to become bodies - toys to be used by filthy perverts who had met on the Net and now partied together each month. 

Mick's hand slid across the car, slid up my bared thigh to gently push my white latex panties lightly into my cunt. Beneath the whisper-thin, gleaming-white latex, my core juiced on the thought of the pleasures to come ... 

Men and women would use all three of us. 

We would be their fuckpieces.

Used to satisfy perverse, dirty pleasures.

Their playthings, their toilets, theirs to be abused.

I leant across, slid my hand up Mick's PVC-jeaned thigh to feel for our cock. The black pants were shiny, whisper-thin, his cock so easy to feel through the sexy fabric. Fingers stroked, gently squeezed. He moaned.

'For Fuck's sake Suzie, don't, I'll cream my pants ! Listen you two, are you sure you want to go through with this ?  It's not too late to back out?’

I leant over and kissed him long and hard, my tongue flicking in his mouth and tasting him ... 'Oh yeh, I want it baby,' I crooned. 'And so do you. You want me to be fucked by strange men, dominated by women, and you want too, don't you, horny lover. Your cock tells me you do'.

His hands slid upward, his fingers finding and squeezing a teat, peaking through my thin white leather crop-top - a favourite top because it left most of my tits bared.

Tammie leaned over the seat from the back. 'Don't you dare turn back Daddy,' she whispered.  It was her perverse idea to pretend that we were a Sex Family.  Mick was her Sex-Daddy.  I was her Sex-Mummy.  She was our Fuck-Baby. Then she kissed his ear while her fingers sought out his teats beneath the shiny-white leather vest.

'Don't you dare. I'm going to get what I want tonight, I can feel it in my tits and cunt.'

I hoped so. Because we knew Tammie certainly hadn't found it in boyfriends of her own age, nor even in swinging sex with us.  She was now searching for the 'rush' that unexpected vile sex brought. As I had been - all my life.

'C'mon on lover,' I groaned, 'let's go before the three of us start fucking - here and now...'

Mick drove around the back of the ancient and eerie house as instructed. He led the way up large stone steps leading to the decrepit back door but I wasn't looking at the house; all I saw was my lover's cute ass - with the shiny-black PVC pants sort o' rippling over it. His muscled torso also looked beautiful from behind - bulging-muscle through white leather crop-vest.

The door opened and a vision appeared - a gorgeous girl in her mid-twenties wearing a gleaming white, see-thru PVC crotch-high minidress. My eyes riveted to the hemline - where a bare-shaved cunt peeked from beneath..

'Mick, Suzie and Tammie ?' she asked, looking at us appreciatively, her gaze resting more down my cleavage and Tammie's scanty shorts than on Tom's bulging pants. Good - that was more interesting... 

'I'm CuntMissy. Come in.'

The long-black-haired vision led the way down a dark passage. The white minidress was so short as to bare all her tanned, muscled thigh from shiny-white thigh-boots top, all the way to a tantalizingly-peeking glimpse of bare-tanned-assed cheek. A swathing 'U' cut away most of the back of the dress, revealing dark-tanned flesh from shoulders to the suggestion of

ass-crease.  She wasn't dressed 'Dom' she was dressed 'come-rape-me-man'.

Abruptly she stopped, turned, looked me up and down and stepped close, her face close to mine.

'You like me Baby don't you?' she asked. 'Like to feel up my lovely big tits would you?'

No introductory pet - her hand went straight between my thighs and her fingers slipped on the skin of white latex snugged over my cunt.

'You're a hot bitch,' she breathed, her fingers sawing almost savagely at the soft flesh beneath, then sliding upward to my tits. I reached out a hand for her bared fig.  It was ripe, wet and shaved.  A horny-juiced-hot cunt.

And then I screamed.

My teats felt as if they had been ripped off, the brief twist-and-pull grip had been so savage. 

Her face glared into mine - a mask of twisted rage.

'Don't fucking touch my cunt - Bitch ! Unless I shittin-well TELL you to ! Right ?'

I gasped, slumped forward.  Pain glowed downward, warming my starved cunt.

Mick's turn. Looking him direct in the face, her hand slid over the bulging crotch of his PVC pants.

'You want to feel my hot cunt, BigCocked Lover-Boy ?' 

He nodded gingerly, his hand slipped between her thighs, his expression softening as it contacted that drippy-horny box. (I stared, burning for a lick of it).

'Like my tits Mick ?' the bitch asked, thrusting them out so that they almost burst the leather dress. They were 'sili tits' for sure, hard-thrusting, rounded melanous things, the low-cut dress only just concealing the rubbery stiff teats. Mick's hands slipped upward over the smooth leather ...

Hers slipped over smooth fabric too.  The fabric of his PVC pants. 

She gripped his balls - squeezed them like she was wringing out a sponge.  

My husband winced, slumped into her in agonised surprise. 

'I asked you if you liked my tits, I didn't say you could fucking touch them, you MAN BASTARD,' she hissed, staring at him like an insane cat. My heart skipped. This was what I wanted.  Mick's vacant, dazed look at me told me she was what HE wanted too.

'And what have we HERE ?' she asked, turning to Tammie who stood meekly, hands at her sides. She might have looked meek, but Tammie wasn't feeling meek - I knew it and Mick knew it.  She just liked to play the meek schoolgirl and she was dressed a schoolgirl tonight, just as she had been asked ...

The shoulder-length tarty-bleached, frizzy hair - a mimic of my own - was tied in a pony-tail, away from her sexy-pretty, tanned features. Her tits were shown, heaving lightly, beneath an almost-translucent, white silk blouse, the dark teats thrusting through the shiny-white. A white, pleated schoolgirl skirt dropped inches below her crotch, on a line with black stocking-top. 

'Lift your skirt, little girlie.'

Tammie lifted the hem gingerly. Peach-satin, shiny panties gleamed. Cunt-Missy nodded.

'Nice,' she said tartly, and turned, leading the way through a narrow door, and on down a dingy flight of stone steps. We followed, emerging into a basement - a stone-walled and floored basement - a basement of punishment.  My senses burned. I noticed but ignored the full-mirrored wall. The punishment tables.  The leather exercise couch.  The table piled high with drink.  The sunken bath. The whips and chains.  The rubber  sheets.

The smell of sex, hash, stale piss, and - faintly - shit.

My senses reeled. My tits ached. My cunt drooled my latex briefs.

Centerpiece of the dingy room were the two punishment tables.  Two black, short and narrow, leather-padded, waist-high benches, side-by-side. Hooks hung from the low ceiling above, and black wrist and ankle restraints dangled at the four corners of each. My mouth was suddenly dry as I imagined myself pinioned there, my body splayed for use, for abuse, for degradation of whatever perversion ... 

'I'll tell Mistress you're here.'

CuntMissy  left and I watched her cute ass flaunt beneath the white shiny latex dress, through the door and up the stairs. I got part-bared ass and the cameltoe of her cunt, lightly chewing as she climbed.  Mick was at one of the shiny-black, and - I noticed - shiny-streaked table. I smoothed my hand over his ass and bent to sniff at the leather top.

'Sexy smell.' I said, looking at him. 'Sweat. Cunt and cock. Piss.'  I drew in more from the leather. 'Shit and puke ... .'  

He bent over to smell for himself and I slid my hand up between his thighs from the rear. The slick PVC felt gorgeous, clinging over cock and balls, crinkling lightly in his ass. The cock was still rock, despite CuntMissy's treatment. He turned, eyes shining.

'This is for real girls. These are going to be real Sado's -  we're really going to get it tonight...'

He didn't finish. A goddess had appeared in the doorway.  Our Mistress. 

Tall, awe-inspiring, with jet-black hair falling straight to her shoulders. More impressive were huge tits bulging obscenely over a half-cup, black leather, silver-studded corset.  Dark nipples.  A cutaway triangle in the corset exposed a black-bushed mass of cunt. Muscle-toned, dark-tanned high-thigh was exposed, the remainder shimmered in black stockings rising from black-leather bikers' boots - boots with evil-looking spurs on their heels. 

She enjoyed our stare awhile, then stepped over to Mick.  Tammie moved close to me, took my hand and squeezed.

'So ! Mick-boy-baby wants to be dominated ?' she drawled sarcastically, sliding her hand over the crotch of his PVC pants, reaching around to pinch and grope at his ass. 'Well take off your vest and lets get a look at the wimpish body that wants to be used.'

He pulled the vest over his head and stood in the hipster PVC pants and boots. Beautiful Mick-Husband. Muscled, hairless, tanned chest thrust proudly - flat and hard stomach - hips flaring under the tight pants, ass thrusting, high and tight. A horny dream - right now a horny dream ready for slaughter at the hands of these sex-crazed bitches.  Our Mistress and CuntMissy.

CuntMissy, unbidden, handed a riding crop to the domina. The girl's eyes shone and her right hand fingered that shorn fig - that's why she wore her dress so short - she couldn't keep her fingers out of her damn cunt.  She kept glancing at the mirrored wall and I realised that, of course, it would be one-way glass. Behind it cameras would be whirring, recording all the  action. I parted my thighs and thrust out my tits, imagining the horned-out cameramen having to watch -  watch and wank over me.

Cocks boiling with spunk to rain over me.

Cunts pissing over me.

The cameramen coming out to squat over me and do it.

God I wanted that tonight.

Tammie was breathing hard.  Our Fuck-Baby had been looking at CuntMissy fingering herself and was mimicking the action.  Tammie loves to stand with her little skirt pulled up with hand at the back, while the other pokes finger in and out of her holes.

Mistress stood behind Mick, scratching the whip up and down his thighs; prodding the thin PVC into the crack of his ass.

'Like it up the asshole Mick ?' she asked, his body swaying with each prod. 'Like a greased dildo up here would you ?  Poking about.  Greasing in and out.  Make you do a shit.'

Mick nodded slowly.  I wanted to be underneath him when that happened.

Tammie had her eyes closed and she was rotating her ass on that finger.

'Like it ON the ass too, do we Mick ?' she asked, lowering the crop in anticipation of his reply.  He nodded slowly. His ass clenched under the tight pants. Gorgeously.

Our Mistress delivered a swingeing cut to the underhang of his ass. The sound of the crop on PVC cracked like a pistol shot around the eerie dungeon. Mick's hands clenched at his sides, but he still stood motionless.

 'Good BOY Mick !' 

Tammie was poking noisily now, working up to a wank-cum.  For all of us to see.

Our Mistress moved to his front. CuntMissy to his back. CuntMissy looking inquiringly at the whipping bitch and she nodded.

The girl pushed Mick's thighs apart, pulled up the hem of her dress and squeezed that juicy figlet of hers on my husband's tight ass.  She used it slowly, enjoying (I knew well), the feel of sliding wet cunt on a hot, slippy-PVC'd man-ass.  Reaching around my husband, she pinched his teats, stared around him, and nodded at Mistress.

Both of them almost lifted off the floor at the slashing uppercut between Mick's thighs.  Mick's balls and the girl's cunt done simultaneously - Our Mistress has done this before, I thought, many times. 

CuntMissy stepped back, rubbed her crotch, presumably to soften the stinging, reached around Mick, pushed her cunt-stinking hand under his nose, the other resuming his teat-punishment - and nodded again.

The second smacking uppercut was harder, Micks face contorted. CuntMissy, to the contrary, looked as if about to explode. Her hips jerked, then splayed, then fucked - in blurred, jerking frenzy. 

Tammie was out on it, doing her own wank-dance.  Squeezing and pulling on her tits with one hand, frigging hard and wet with the other.  Spittle ran down from the corner of her mouth.

Tammie was hot.  CuntMissy was hot.  I wished it were me, where she was, in the heat of it.  Soon, I knew, she would be pissing on my husband.

'Take off his stupid shiny pants CuntMissy.'

CuntMissy, on her knees in a flash, unsnapped the top stud with her fingers, and pulled down the zipper with her teeth (Mick was well-used to having that done!).  He stood, naked but for skimpy, white-shiny, PVC pouch, straining with heavy down-curved cock and full balls. 

Lovely cock and balls.  I wished we could fuck, there and then, with these

horny bitches, with Tammie wanking over us .. with the cameramen.   I slid a hand slowly to my crotch ... had to ... watching all this was burning me up.

My hand never reached its destination ... it was thrashed downward instantly by Our Mistress's crop. I screamed in surprised pain. Mick stepped forward in defence but she lifted the whip again, ready to strike him across the tits.

She spat in his face.  A gob of her sex-saliva hit his face.  'Remember, Mick-Boy, you gave yourselves unconditionally to us tonight, for OUR pleasures.  Get on the table WIMP !  And take off those stupid briefs I imagine YOU think YOU look sexy in !  When you are NAKED, you can be punished properly !"

Tammie came off at that moment.  Gasped with the pleasure.  As she stood there, legs shaking, she couldn't help it and let out a loud noisy fart.  Fuck-Baby would need a nappy soon.

Mistress gave a crude laugh.  Looked over at Tammie and, rolling it in her mouth, spat at her, the gob hitting her tits and making her sex-drugged eyes open in surprise.

Before Mick had chance to obey Mistress's command, CuntMissy did it for him. Showing a love for men in sexy briefs - as I have - she tongued

his cock lovingley through the thin latex ...

'CuntMissy ! Do as I say !'  The whip lashed the kneeling girl's back, leaving a savage stripe -one to match other, healing wounds, I noticed.     The girl flinched, but took no notice of the pain, peeling down those sexy briefs until they stretched across his thighs. 

Mick-Cock reared, jacking slowly up his stomach. His eyes looked down and watched the slut dip her head to lick the cock-drool from the inside of the latex, oblivious (or perhaps fuelled by), the upward cuts of the whip on her cunt.

This CuntMissy - I thought - was me at her age - had I been given a long enough leash, it was me. I wondered briefly what she would be like when she reached her early thirties.  Depraved and gorgeous.

Tammie had walked over to the sunken bath.  There was no water in it, but one side had a soft, contoured and padded seat in which she lay back, her head lolling back on the rim, legs casually apart and her peachy little cunt on show.  She was dreaming of the men who would come in and give her a lovely golden bath.

Mick, now on his back on the table. CuntMissy leaning over him, brushing his rearing cock on her face. She licked the swipe of glisten from her lips, and smiled, moving to me. In one easy movement she peeled my top over my head and I stood in white PVC micro and boots - my tits heaving with expectation. 

Our Mistress glanced toward me appreciatively from the side of the table. She grasped the cock, waving the monster in her fist, while her other hand delved deftly 'tween his thighs, harshly groping his balls. 

I knew that all the action wasn't for our mutual benefit. Knew that those hidden cameras would be recording everything - for this was a den of hardened perverts. I knew they were watching behind the mirrored walls, getting horny on the preliminaries.  Men and women perverts, wanking and grunting as they savoured our scene in that room.  I also imagined that Mistress's hand, between my husband's thighs, would be cold.

'NiceMeat,' Our Mistress observed sourly, bending her head, sniffing noisily. 'And clean too ! Not a CuntMissy cock this one -  you prefer man-bastard cock uncut, don't you CuntMissy - with stinky skin and cheese - don't you dirty slut !  Now then Mick-Baby, I wonder if it will be so proud and clean when we've all finished with it ?' CuntMissy giggled and groped my tits with one hand.  Her other was attempting to force my latex briefs up my cunt.  I squirmed, watching Mick, noting how excited he looked.

'Turn over Wimp !  CuntMissy ! Come here and tie him - good and tight !'

She did. He was secured, lying on his front. The table was short, supporting his body from neck to knee only. She spread his thighs, tied his feet to the legs with long thongs and secured his wrists to the legs at the top end. 

Now my husband was in a position for use, his head hanging unsupported

over the front, his thighs tied apart, exposing his hairy asshole, his full balls and the base of his big cock. His ass jutted proud, hard and bronzed, the cheeks forced slightly apart.  He was Nice Meat.

Then the door at the top of the stone stairs opened and the perverts came in.  Four men and four women, by the look of them couples in their 20s, 30s, 40s and 50s.  Two of the women and two of the men were chained together with neck collars.  The third woman was large and in rubber.  As she descended the stairs she was pulling on a big black rubber strap-on cock.  The third man and the fourth woman were naked and daubed in body paint.  The fourth man was black, his oiled body encased in leather straps and his massive cock pulled out of tight rubber pants, waving from side to side as he came down.

None of them said a word.  Our Mistress must have had them all in her power, for after an approving look as they entered, she went back to Mick.  CuntMissy was licking her lips, though whether at cocks or cunts I did not know.  Our Fuck-Baby's young eyes widened and she let out a groan of delight.  They were for her.  She knew they had come for her first.

And so it was.  The perverts went over to Tammie in the bath, leaving the four of us by the punishment table.  I was so excited I could barely contain myself.  There were new and stronger smells in the room now.  Bodies.  Sweat.  Rubber.  

'Mistress. I think Suzie needs cooling down a bit. Her cunt feels hot as hell in these pants.'

'Pull her pants down CuntMissy.  Let's see her slash. Mick can wait.  Mick can watch while we girls get acquainted and your dirty little Fuck-Baby gets her filthy soaking.  Can't you Mick ?' she sneered, savagely slapping his ass and moving to me as CuntMissy pulled my panties down, over my boots. 

I felt so deliciously vulnerable.

I smelt my own hot cunt stink rise up in my face.

'Leave the bitch's boots on. Just push her skirt up a bit. Come here Suzie-Sex-Toy, kneel here in front of me where Mick-Husband can see. He

can watch you suck my cunt. It's been a dirty horny cunt.  Full of nasty disgusting old-pervert-spunkies.  Make your pretty tongue lick. Make your pretty mouth suck the dirty spunkies out of me. CuntMissy !  Get Mick's shitter ready for plastic.  It's mine before Mack gets his grubby cock up it - go on and lube it well.'

Who was Mack ?  One of the perverts who had just entered, or some new and frightening Sex-Master ?  I glanced at my husband, raising his head so that he could watch me and Our Mistress. His eyes were glassed.   He knew now that he would have his fantasy. Two girl doms for now, then cock up his ass and wherever else some disgusting pervert wanted to stuff it.  He managed a grin at me as my hair was grabbed and my face pulled in to that black-haired bush.

Mistress cunt was horny alright.  A deep musk of cunt and cock.  And she had been fucked. White froth bubbled between the red-smiling gash, the black, tight-curled hairs wisped with drying sperm.  I didn't get much chance to savour the sight, just the taste and smell of it as my face was pulled in there hard and the wetness engulfed me.  Our Mistress spread her thighs and ground that lovely used cunt against my face. 

The dirty sex-thing seemed to envelope me, bringing to my teats and clit that desperate, throbbing - that strange hunger - that throbbing and hunger that filthy, deviant sex always brings.  

Behind me I heard our Tammie cry out.  The perverts had started pissing on our Fuck-Baby.

Mistress released her grip on my hair and allowed me to tongue her gently. I watched CuntMissy out of the corner of my eye. She was sliding and rubbing her shaved-bare cunt all over my husband's back and jutting ass. When she found a suitable hard piece on his body she stopped and jerked her cunt against him.  I glimpsed shiny-silver threads of cunt's drool on his

tanned flesh. She had the white leather mini-dress pulled up around her waist, her tits hanging over the top of it.   CuntMissy was enjoying my husband.  And she could see the pissing.

'That little girl can drink !  God she's getting so much of it.  See if this one'll take piss, Mistress. Piss in the Suzie-Slut's face and see !'

My heart raced.  I'd looked behind to the bath.  Saw Tammie standing up in it, a glimpse of her behind the perverts as they pissed all over her.  She was wiping her body, washing the piss over her tits and stomach, her head down and her mouth opened to release a load of piss that she couldn't swallow.  If the plug was in, then by now she must have her feet all covered in the yellow piss of the male and female perverts.  This was dirty heaven.

CuntMissy was fucking herself against my husband's ass.  Crooning 'Mack'll love this ass.  It's all firm and muscled - and tanned - just like

he likes them. He'll love to rape little Mick's asshole.'

'Little Mick ?'  I wondered how big 'Mack' was if Mick was 'Little'. 

I was soon to find out.

After My Mistress's piss drink.

She split her juicy peach with a forefinger - squatted slightly, spreading her thighs. I saw right into her cunt - gaping and slicked with juice and spunk. 

I saw it only briefly, because a stinging blast of piss hit my eyes. I opened my mouth to try to find it but she just aimed elsewhere, hosing my face, splashing my stiff-nippled tits ... 

'Stop Mistress ! Stop ! Save some. Save some pissy !'  CuntMissy squealed. The lovely squirting wetness ceased. 

Its smell was strong. This was stored-up, rank piss and it inflamed me more than anything. Little streams ran down my tits and I gathered them, spreading the stinking urine over my throbbing flesh. The heat of my body rose the smell to my nostrils, they flared as I drank it in. The taste in my mouth strong - a vintage wine with the bite of a spirit. 

I felt that I was now their slut - baptised in Mistress-Piss.  Stinking of it. And with the smell of piss on my breath.  I loved it.  Couldn't wait for more ... and dirtier.

In her bath, Tammie was now going round the circle of perverts, licking their cocks and cunts clean of the piss.  At least two of them must be ready to give her more.  In some of our sessions at home, we had heard Tammie cry out in her cums "God go on, Do it, Oh God do it, Piss me, go on, piss me, Shit me, Oh yes, SHIT ME !"  We hadn't, though I knew I could.  And now she might be about to find out just what it was like.  And Mick and I could see it, smell it, share it ... God this got me going too ....

Mistress pushed me down onto all fours on the dirty floor and slid up my skirt so it crumpled around my waist. She slapped my thighs apart and groped my cunt, thrusting two, three fingers brutally up me.

Mick stared down, watching.

'Fucking horny slut,' she growled, and I felt the thin black leather strap-on graze the lips, part them and slip inside. It felt wonderful. Release at last. 

I glanced up at my husband, sharing wide-eyed excitement, then looked up further. CuntMissy stood astride his naked, tethered body, thighs wide-spread. She was totally naked now, her tits looking ridiculously massive and swaying on the little body. The black leather strap-on swaying from her hips looking ridiculously long. She had both hands on it, stroking up and down; as if it were her cock and she was wanking.  Her face shone with kinky sex.

'Fuck the horny bitch, Mistress. Ram your cock up her horny snatch. See how she likes a real fucking while I ream Mick's asshole good.'

I tried to watch her, lying on my husband, but the cock-thing in my cunt was too pleasurable; the neck-angle too uncomfortable.  I let my head hang, breathing in the smells of piss rising from my own body and the filthy mess in Tammie's bath.  

Then our Fuck-Baby's voice, hoarse and strangely deeper than usual.  "Come on bastard, come on for me, I want it, God I want it, Oh God SHIT ON ME NOW !"

This was disgusting.  She must be lying back in the yellow piss puddle, her hair in it, looking up open-mouthed as the big rubber woman squatted over her face.  As another pervert, one of the men, stood legs apart over her body.  God this was going to be on the video !  But not the smell of it ... the first wave of it came across to me beside the table.  Mmmmm !

I looked up and saw my husband's contorted face. I looked into CuntMissy's face too. She lay on his back. Her head was moving to and fro as she fucked him. Those faces both showed a mask of sexual greed and I wondered if the girl was on something ... then thought that no, she was simply getting off on fucking a man's ass - a man strapped to a table-top to serve her deviant desires.  And they too were inhaling the same smells that I was.  They too were partners in the depravity around us.

I looked at CuntMissy's teats - in clamps - wicked, black metal things which she sawed against Mick's back as she fucked him.  She'd teat-clamped herself, the horny bitch ! And she was paining herself ! She was a sex-animal - inhuman.  

And the perverts had become just animals.  Tammie was on her knees in the bath, a long drool of her puke hanging down into the mess as the big black one in straps grabbed her from behind and stuffed her with his long and oily cock.  Around them the others were no longer standing but sat or lay by the bath, some with their feet in it.  They were coupling at random.  Male to male.  Female to female.  Female to male.  One couple hard fucking.  One fisting.  Others wanking and sucking each other.  Genitals engorged with blood, nipples stiff and mouths filling with juice.  It was a dirty orgy.

Mistress's thumbs split my ass like a peach, one of them slid to pry the hole. I groaned and swayed, trying to move from it. The sharp stinging pain of a heavy-handed slap forced me to think otherwise and keep still while that thumb pushed on in.

'Pretty little made-for-fucking asshole,' Mistress crooned as she fucked my cunt with the dildo, churning her thumb in my asshole. A remark not unnoticed by CuntMissy... 

'Fuck her asshole Mistress ! Fuck her dirty ass !' CuntMissy squealed. 'Fuck it good. Let me suck your thumb. Let me taste her dirty asshole.  Let me smell her from down there !'

She didn't at that point. But she did slap my ass with each thrust of the

dildo, matched by a twist of her thumb. I felt gorgeously plugged, ridden, used - and I hoped my Mick-Husband was watching every second...

'That's enough girls.'  A gravelly voice boomed from just behind me. 'You've had them long enough.  It's boys' playtime - time for the real action.'

He wasn't one of the perverts.  Must have come in from the other door.  It was Mack and he towered in front of my husband, squeezing what looked like a rolled-up pair of socks, bulging a tight, faded pair of greasy

Levi's.  He was a giant.  A shaven-headed, shaven-chested, black-bearded

giant, the chest bared by his open denim jacket - dirtier than the jeans. I gingerly stood and admired the hulking brute, sensing his radiated power. I stood up shakily.

The perverts had quietened by his arrival.  Most must have cum and they'd done enough pissy, shit and, in some cases, puke.  They must all be the sex slaves of this man, and of Our Mistress.  I saw Tammie stand up and get out of the bath.  She was completely naked, her eyes glazed and her body, face and hair coated with excrement and vomit.  Our eyes met but she didn't see me.  She was in heaven.  Then she walked shakily to a pile of towels in the corner and began wiping the muck off herself.  I knew at once that she didn't want yet to wash it away with water.  Tammie wanted to remain naked for us wearing just the stinking perfume of her depravity in the bath.  Water did gurgle from the bath's taps, slowly sluicing the first of the night's toilet sessions down the drain.

The giant moved to Mick's side, stared down at me. I hoped that the

nervous flicking of my tongue on dry lips didn't signify fear. Or perhaps that's what he wanted ? It didn't matter anyway. I wanted this man to dominate me - to fuck me, to use me - in whatever way he chose.  I wanted him to piss and shit on me, like Tammie but just his for me, his special gifts.  And with the others watching. 

His gaze was levelled not at my face, or even my tits. His gaze was on my cunt, bared because the dress was still bunched around my waist.   So I showed him how much a horny bitch I was.  I had to.  I shifted my thighs and slithered the fingers of my right hand into my gaping-horny split-peach.

His turn to lick his lips as his hand slid up my husband's thigh ; slid under where it moved on Mick's cock and balls. The hand was rough as it felt there to see what my husband had got - and no doubt to see what state it was in.  Mack looked pleased with what he found.

I watched that rough hand.  His fingers skidded the crease of Mick's ass, all the while his eyes devouring me and my fingers thrusting at my cunt.

Mick's eyes were on my fingers too.  They liked watching a slut.

I gathered spit in my mouth and bent my head, allowing it to slide and drip slowly onto my tits. I looked up at them - massaging it into my tit with the palm of my left hand.  My right was busy. 

Mack slapped Mick's ass. Hard.  He stiffened as a grubby finger dove the hole. Mick couldn't see me any more - CuntMissy had his head pulled up by the hair and was using his face to fuck her cunt against, shagging his head up and down.  As she did, she spat repeatedly down on him.

I gingerly stepped behind Mack, expecting pain from the hand or whip of Our Mistress. It didn't come. I reached around the hulk and slid my hands over his stomach under the flaps of the denim jacket.  Then slid them on down and I groped that bulging jeans-crotch.  And found that it wasn't socks in there. 

My hands found hard, down-curved cock through the worn-thin denim - they found big balls - they found heat. I looked around Mack and saw that the perverts were now all watching us.  We were the show.  Over in the corner, her eyes signaling that she was now aware of us - and enjoying the sight - was our Fuck-Baby.  She had found a large white bowl and was squatting over it.  All of her dirty toilet fantasies were coming true tonight.

As I unbuckled the heavy, studded black leather belt I watched another man's fingers use my husband's asshole.  And as I watched, Our Mistress handed Mack her crop and he (and  I) stepped back.  Now my Mick-Husband was about to get what he came for. 

To watch my husband's body abused by another man - a dirty, hulking stranger ! A fantasy - our fantasy come true. Mack took off his jacket and threw it to one side. I slid his jeans down. A powerful, muscled ass, thighs the same.  I reached under and found cock, swinging heavily, fatly, massively in a cotton jock. 

I rubbed my big tits on his powerful back, groped his cock and balls, inhaling a rich, animal-sex - and watched as he thrashed my husband's bared ass.  At the first cut, connecting right in the centre of both ass-cheeks, Mick's body jolted as if in massive electrical shock. His arms and legs starfished, yanking their leather restraints ; his ass clenched at the pain seething through his body.  My tits felt like two eggs ready to burst delicate shells - my cunt a fiery furnace, trying to extinguish with juice.

Our Mistress had stuffed the dildo-handle of a bullwhip up her cunt. The

tip was on the floor as support and she slowly rose and fell, fucking herself as she watched Mick's punishment. Her tongue flicked dry lips.

CuntMissy clambered back on the table and straddled Mick. She sat on his back rubbing her cunt roughly on his firm flesh, staring at the stripes on his punished ass. Her fingers were between her own thighs, frigging herself wildly ...  'Oooh Mack,' she crooned softly. 'Hurt him Mack. Let me watch you stripe his pretty ass good. Do his thighs. Hit his

balls. Mmmm ... I wanna piss on him Mack. Can I ? Can I piss on

the man-bastard ?'

Mack nodded. 

Around us, the Sex-Slaves began again the rhythms of their perverse couplings.  They had started again to play with themselves and each other.  Cocks were fattening, hands felt in slippery cunt-bushes, fingers slipped in and out of dirty holes.  Tongues licked and kissed.  The two chained pairs - man to man and woman to woman - were on the rubber sheet and starting to fuck.  The rubber dildo woman walked over to Tammie and pulled her up off the potty by her hair.  There was an exercise couch nearby and that was for Tammie to get filled up as she squirmed her tits on the hard leather and looked on at our perversities.

Here Cunt-Missy squatted on my husband's shoulders, facing down his body.  She split that bared, juicy cunt with both hands, and squirted

her piss in an arc onto his ass, down his back, then squashed her cunt on his shoulders, watching the river of yellow flow down his spine, briefly pool, and fall away at both sides.

Mack's hand swam it back up again, washing Mick's back in the CuntMissy Piss. 

'Enough Missy!'  Mack spluttered, as the piss rained and splashed onto him too. 'Go and replenish. We will have need later.'

CuntMissy climbed down and skipped to the table on the far side of the room.  On it were glass jugs full of drink - lager and cider mainly.  The Sex Slaves had also been drinking from them and for a moment I wondered whether some might not now contain other liquids.  But no, these were the official Piss-Replenishers.  Cunt-Missy greedily gurgled down from one of the jugs, frigging herself and looking excitedly at us, at the Sex-Slave action, and at Tammie as she got fucked from behind by the rubber woman, she grunting with the effort of doing it as hard as she could manage.  There was no tender fucking here.

Mack - naked but for his dirty jock - beating the shit out of Mick's ass, back and thighs. My hands were on that jock, squeezing his dirty meat. Our Mistress was fucking my husband's mouth with the dildo handle of the bullwhip. Rather fucking his head onto the handle of the bullwhip. Holding his hair in a firm grip and holding the handle still, she pulled his head to and fro, ramming it onto the handle.

Mack's crop rained blows onto Mick's piss-wet back, ass and thighs. At each stroke he jolted, straightened or shook, and I began to feel sorry for him, glad when Mack stopped the beating, though watching it had given me a cum, a luvly cum as I sniffed in the smell of piss and cunt rising in the heat.  Soon it would be my turn to be the centre of attention  ...

I hoped.

It was...

Made to kneel on all fours, my ass forward of the table - I knew so that Mick would have good sight of my ass about to receive pain. I trembled, shook as CuntMissy and Our Mistress took a place on either side of me. Both flexed long whips. Mack was behind me and I could see him only in the mirrored wall. He had the bullwhip. Also in the mirror I saw my husband's head, straining up to watch me get it. His body was moving slightly and I guessed he was squirming his cock against the padding on the table. He'd always fantasized about this - watching me get thrashed by perverts.

Tammie had shouted her cum as I had had my own latest one.  The Rubber Woman had now moved in front of her as she hang over the couch.  I looked on in amazement as she started squeezing the balls of her strap-on and white liquid shot out like a stream of piss and splattered Fuck-Baby's face.  

I wasn't expecting the first blow where it came.  Not straight on the cunt.  A smacking-wet blow straight between my spread thighs and I seemed to be lifted off the floor. Immediately, before I had recovered even from the shock, the two long whips got my hanging tits with a dual-delivery of stinging blows.  I reeled in pain and triple shock. 

My mouth opened in a silent scream, but even through the mist of pain I was aware that there were now more around me.  The Sex-Slaves had come closer.  Around me were their bodies, pressing forward, naked and kinky, some with boots.  The black leather biker's boots of Our Mistress. Long PVC boots, leather boots wet with piss and shit and cum.  Men and women.  Cocks and cunts.  Big nippled tits and sweaty hairy chests.

At last !

I was the centre-piece - the Fuck-Piece - for them all.

My husband could see me now on all fours with my abused ass pushed high.   CuntMissy's tight little ass was astride me.  The perverts were close and I could smell them.

Two had whips.  They set about me from behind with them.  I was ablaze with the sharp cuts to ass and thigh.  The female Sex Slave naked in body paint moved in front of me, grinning and holding a red plastic potty.  She squatted over it and, her head now level with mine, looked in my eyes and spat in my face as she released her piss and shit into the bowl.  Soon I would drown in a sea of depravity.

Suddenly there was a cock in my face.  A huge black cock being wanked by a greasy hand.  A cock erupting and jerking its white spew in heavy ropes, then finally plunging into my open, and very wanting

mouth.  It was such a fucking gorgeous horny cock, such a dirty big horny stinking cock.  As its owner pulled out to wipe the dribble on my mouth and chin, playing the thick mess on my face, I opened wide to try and get it back. The taste was strong - so overpoweringly male - the taste made me want more ... a lot more.

Looking up into his face as his long pink tongue licked in and out of his mouth, looking into his sex-crazed eyes, I wanted him to ...

And he did.  A hot wash of lovely piss in my mouth.  My mouth full of cum-piss-cocktail.  Mmmm.  Too much to hold, though I gulped down as much as I could.  The whips still came down.  The bodies were all around, hands - perverts' hands - on me everywhere.  Mick, somewhere close, was seeing all this.  Heaven.

I couldn't help spew the rest of the black guy's piss out of my mouth.  He had been pulled back by Our Mistress, who reached between his legs and grabbed his lovely fat balls.  She wanted him for her purposes.  On the floor, underneath where he had been standing in front of me, the body-daubed Slave had filled her potty with a very dirty, sticky shit.  A puddle of sloppy piss lay on top of it.  As I lay exhausted on the table, stinging under the whips and looking down at this disgusting sight, another body crawls along the floor between the legs of the depraved group around me.

It is our Fuck-Baby.  She wants more.  She and the naked painted shitter, a surprisingly attractive blonde woman in her late 20s, embrace on the floor beneath me.  They kiss.  Hands find the potty.  God this is disgusting, but they got the shit and piss and went mad with it.  All over their faces and bodies.  Kissing with it. Rubbing it in their cunts.  Cumming and jerking beneath me.

And I loved it.  I felt the very centre of it all.  The whips had ceased, but a cock - who knows whose cock - was filling my cunt from behind.  It must have been long and curved, it just went in and out of me as I lay there like a piece of Fuck-Meat.  Mouth full of piss and cum.  Cock up me.  Stink all around and the ultimate depravity beneath me.

I couldn't help the puke.  On our Fuck-Baby and her dirty friend.  And they loved it too.

Mick had seen all this and he was now standing there, his body covered in scratches and his ass a mess of bleeding cuts from the whips.  Our eyes met and he seemed so calm and happy standing there, while all around was the sound and smell of Sex Slaves as they fucked and groped and pissed and shitted and puked.

We smiled the closest of smiles.  Because we knew that we were now where we wanted to be.  In the dirty heart of our sex-heaven and sex-hell.

And then we were both engulfed in hands and bodies, swept away by a thousand snakes, pulling and squeezing, reaming and poking.  Mine too as I jerked on the table and tried to push my whole fist into the sloppy cunt of  the rubber Sex Slave.  Someone was pissing in my hair, his prick banging against my head.  Everything smelt and tasted so amazing.

Lust crazy.

The group thinned out in front of me and I could look ahead.  The black guy and Our Mistress were fucking on the floor, each trying to push a hand up their back holes.  And there also was Mick ...

Mack had him again now.  Mack and two of the men,  They were using his mouth to clean their assholes.  Laughing and farting in his face.  Mack stood back a couple of feet and started spraying piss over my husband, hosing him up and down from a reservoir of golden yellow that seemed limitless.  I'd cum so often now I didn't believe it possible, but seeing this was so great ... a hand underneath pawing savagely at my clit, I jerked again with two more, the last as I saw the daubed male Slave wank a thick rope of hot sperm straight into my husband's open gagging mouth.

I had to join in.

Standing up from the table where I had been lying, my bare feet made sticky from the puke-shit mess on the floor, I was drawn to Mick and Mack.  I wanted to help Mack cum in my husband's mouth, to feel their assholes and suck their cocks.  

They were near the table with the drinks on it.  On the floor, her back leaning against the other end of the table, was our Fuck-Baby.  Beyond help now in her own toilet fantasies made real.  In her mouth was a pair of piss-soaked panties or jock-strap.  Smeared all over her tits and stomach was stinking shit.  Gagging on her mouthful, a pool of piss was spreading on the floor between her open legs.

I must remember to never show the video of tonight to her parents, swingers though they are.

But now I wanted the masters' cocks and I was by my two men.  I knelt so my head was level with Mick's.  Mack pushed his cock inside my husband's mouth.  I groped Mack's balls and felt for his asshole, looking up, begging him to let me share.  Then Mick's body started moving and his face contorted and I realised that Mistress had got behind and was reaming his asshole with a dildo.

I took Mack's cock in my hands, lovingly stroking the soft, wet shaft. With foreskin closed over the head, I slowly skinned it, knowing what I would find ... the slut's caviar ... the mass of thick, glistening cock-drool.

The smell was sickly strong - cock, cunt, old sex.  'Luvelly smelly-cummey cock ..." I crooned, wiping the pungency around my mouth and chin, "Lovely, horny smelly cock ... I love the smell of cock. I love the feel of thick, throbbing-horny cock."

I touched my lips to the head and backed a little, looking up at him, so he could see the thick threads of his thick, shiny drool bridging us.  They  broke, hung from my chin.  I wiped Mack's dirty cock over my husband's face, pushed it inside his mouth. Holding Mack's balls hard I rocked him back and forth, fucking Mick's mouth.

'Harder Baby,' Mack growled, taking over the to and fro rocking. 'Harder. Squeeze ma nuts harder ... yessss like that ... squeeze 'em hard while I 

shoot my load down your pretty husband's sweet throat.'

He held Mick's head firmly and fucked his face. I squeezed, squeezing the nuts themselves in their hanging bag of wrinkly skin, enjoying the feel - and the effect it had on Mack ... 

He stopped and pulled out. 

It was a big man's spew.

A spew which fired long and hard. 

Mick's mouth dropped open and he watched the ropes fly at his face, into his mouth.  He was a starved baby bird, begging for food. 

But I had the last, taking that stinking knob and wiping it around my mouth, pushing it inside and sucking the slime and piss from it, tonguing the meat under the foreskin.  And doing it I came again, ramming my cunt up and down, fucking myself on an anonymous reaming hand. 

I came again ... collapsing in a heap a the dirty floor of that lovely room.  Our Fuck-Baby all pissed and shitted up on one side, the Sex Slaves at it on the other.

Suddenly CuntMissy was astride me, lowering her dripping cunt to my mouth. That shaven cunt slick with fresh curds - she'd been fucked too by many cocks, had her cunt pissed in, done her own pissing out of it.  The taste as she skidded the filthy thing on my mouth was of all these...

... of cocks and cunts and sweat and piss and cum.  Some of the mens' spunk slid down my throat as I pushed my tongue up her cunt. My face became a slithering mess.  

Mmmmm. Suck ... lick.. swallow the filthy cunt-drool....  

She was an animal of sex, grinding the filthy, stinking thing on my face until she came off, screaming, shouting obsceneties, spitting, drooling and finally puking a bellyfull of filth over my tits...

...moving her body downward to mash our mouths in a vile-smelling, lump-filled kiss of violation, dirt and slime, she humping her cunt on my thigh, me fucking upwards, sucking, tasting licking at her face, both of us locked the throes of orgasm death itself could not separate. 

Mick wasn't finished with yet.  He was back on the table, restrained by three men.  One held his arms above his head, two others held his feet, pushed his legs up so that his thighs were pressed back onto his chest.  His      asshole was ready for rape.

Our Mistress, standing now completely naked, pressed a joint to his lips.  He sucked greedily, his eyes taking on an even more crazed expression.  He inhaled again just as the first cock, having located its target, thrust in one powerful stroke and stole my husband's asshole.

I winced and thought about the pain.  CuntMissy had slithered off me and I was now by the side of our Fuck-Baby, on the floor and leaning against the table.  Looking at my husband being fucked by men.

His face betrayed drugged surprise before it was hidden by Mistress' hairy cunt.  Somehow she'd eeled her way between his gangling feet and legs and sunk her stinking, drooling cunt onto his face.  The joint now between her spunk-coated lips and an animal expression on her face as she banged her meat on Mick's mouth. 

Then she started a torrent of filth.

'You fucking good for nothing cocksucking bastard,' she screamed at him, bruising his face. 

'Suck my cunt, you whore-faced trash ....'

She paused because another joint was offered. As she took it she looked down. The movement stopped. She exhaled a lungful of smoke slowly ... pissing into Mick's face. A huge gusher as she emptied her bladder on my husband's face, her hips jerking.

'Fucking toilet-mouthed man-bastard,' she went on.  'Drink my fucking piss you filthy stinking cunting slut-slave.'  His throat contracted, he gurgled as he swallowed.  Our Mistress came off as he drank, her fingers strumming her engorged clit.   

Tammie opened her eyes and for a moment came back into the world.  She saw her Sex-Daddy drinking piss from a horny domina bitch.  She saw him being fucked up the asshole by the dirty cocks of the Sex Slaves.  She saw Mack as he came back for more and wanked another heavy cum into our Mick's mouth.

And as a final revelation, both she and me looked on in wonder as our Sex-Husband was rolled onto his back on the punishment table.  Two men stood by his head and Mistress crudely pulled open his mouth for them to piss in.  A third Sex Slave stood up on the table and just let go with piss and crap all over our husband's body.  It was too much.  He turned urgently to one side, facing Tammie and I.  We saw him gag and puke uncontrollably.  A pile of puke on the floor, to join the turds and the piss around that hellish table.

"Fucking hell !" said Tammie beside me.  "I think we're going to die in here."

I turned to her so my tits brushed against hers.  She had coated them completely in shit and her nipples stuck out hard through the filthy cake.  My hand went down to play in the piss pool between her legs.  I smiled at my Sex-Baby.

"I think we will."

And we kissed for ever, tongues deep in our mouths, together in dirty heaven at last.

