“DirtyMouth TeenSlut”

A Sequel To SchoolDazed Sex

by Suzie SleaZe

The characters in this sequel originally featured in 'SchoolDazed Sex' - the story of how the Perkins' twins met their future step-mother!

The Characters:

Claire Perkins - the narrator - Me! Out and out pervert along with my husband, Zach.

Zach Perkins - my hunk of a husband, perverted as me, a filthy movie-maker.  

Kikki - our sixteen-year-old, dark-skinned, raven-haired gypsy girl who loves sex (to put it mildly) and has been recruited by Perkins Inc. to be an up-and-coming porn starlet.  

Trix - another up and coming sixteen-years of starlet, recruited into Perkins Inc. due to her unnatural loves and 'abilities'.

Chris and Jamie Perkins - handsome, 17years of age bisexual skinhead hunks with savagely-worked-out bodies. My new ‘step-sons’ WOW!

Lenny Shultz - bisexual janitor/gardener of the school (in 'SchoolDazed Sex'). Voyeuristic pervert at the school, now fired and recruited into 'Perkins Inc.'

(Other characters from 'SchoolDazed' I have written out). 

This action takes place some weeks after the first story, in the basement of our plush, central London, Victorian-built terrace house from where Zach, me, Chris and Jamie run Perkins’ Inc. 

'DIRTY-MOUTH SLUT' 

By Suzie SleaZe (Writes to PleaZe!) mandsuz@hotmail.com

Started Sept 1996/ Updated June 1998/Completely re-written Oct 2000!


Zach, was sex itself.  To any girl, woman or bi or gay male just SEX. He is six-feet-two, sunblack skin, powerful frame, all-male looks. His presence said one thing - SEX. The all-man, cockscrewing, cunt-busting, teat-tingling, hard-fucking type of sex...  


He stood in the doorway of our 'orgy cellar', the basement of a Victorian terraced house in London, the base and HQ of  'Perkins Inc' - fetish sex videos for any Internet pervert


From black, shiny, biker's boots rose powerful, hairless thighs. At their juncture a shiny-black latex pouch hung low on his loins, a pouch bulging but - as yet - featureless.  The black cape, clipped at the neck sheathed his arms but gaped at the front, laying bare that crotch and also a hard-muscled, tanned stomach and powerful chest. The belly, punctured by a savage-looking ring, the teats punctured by equally savage-looking black rings, joined by a length of heavy chain which had the effect of pulling his teats off of his body. 


'Where's the YoungCunt?' he growled, surveying the candle-lit dingy, huge cellar room. 'Are they late? Are we destined a tit and cunt-thrashing when they return?' His huge hands flexed a riding crop, his eyes devoured me dressed as I was, for Orgy Night. Saturday night was Orgy Night in the Perkins' household. Each Saturday reached new levels of depravity as we all plumbed the depths of our minds. The recent additions, the 'YoungCunts', were recent additions, new and very willing recruits 


'Our 'YoungCunt's' not here yet Zach,' I said coldly. 'So when they do arrive they're late and will deserve correction.'


'They'll get it! Nothing better than whupping the ass of a slut who knows what's due to her! I see you've prepared Chris and Jamie, but where's Shultz?'

     
I nodded to a black shroud draped over the punishment table.

     
'Under that. He's in need of correction too - he couldn't

keep his filthy eyes, hands and even filthier mouth to himself so I tied the bastard down and covered him up.' 

     
Zach strode over to the shroud and lifted it. Schultz lay on his back, his body starfished by wrist and ankle thongs, tied to the four corners of the table. He was naked except for a tiny pair of white, shiny, latex briefs. The gurgling noise was probably induced by his wanting to speak - and being unable to do so because his mouth was stuffed full of shiny-yellow fabric.

     
Zach bent to examine the prisoner. His hand strayed to the single item Schultz wore - thin, almost translucent, white latex briefs. His hand cupped the bulging pouch, and squeezed with increasing force. Schultz's eyes bulged, more and more as the pressure on his cock and balls increased, until they snapped tight shut in pain. Zach smiled and released the pressure, giving the bulge a playfull slap. 

     
'What's the old bugger got in his mouth, Claire?'

     
'Some old panties from under the table.' 

     
'Old panties? How old panties?' 

     
'Very old panties.'

     
Zach smiled wryly.

     
'Why's he been dribbling so much, Claire?'

    
'He hasn't been dribbling. I pissed on the panties.'

     
'Before or after they went in his mouth?'

     
'After.'

     
'Good girl - but from what I've heard of your old friend


Lennie Schultz, he'll have enjoyed having his mouth stuffed with crusty old panties? And adored the softening process?'

     
'True - and it wasn't just me that did the softening. Jamie had to have a go too - you've perverted those twins of yours Zach!'

     
'I haven't. They've had it since birth - like you and me Claire. They've had the itch.'

     
My hand reached under the cape and found that latex thong-pouch - hot, soft to my touch. Balls crept in my hand under the softest, thinnest of latex. He pushed my hand up his chest, bent his head to kiss me.  A kiss as sweet as ever, as succulent as ever, and as we shared the drool of our mouths I tugged his teat-thong.

     
He gasped into our kiss, and his hands slid down my back, enjoying the smoothness of the second-skin of latex. His fingers slid over my ass and delved the groove, pulling me to him, the soft-bulging pouch feeling wonderful, squashed against my belly.  He leant into me further, his fingers pressing the crease, sliding under, to the edge of my cunt.

     
I gasped. It was the first touch - I'd even stopped myself touching - though tying up the two naked boys had really done it for me...

     
Zach turned, looked at his sons, strung up by wrist thongs to ceiling chains hanging from metal runners. They hung there watching us, their tanned, muscled, naked bodies wonderfully exposed. He glanced again at Schultz, tied on the table.

     
'Good preparation Claire, but where the hell are the tarts?'

     
I hadn't been there when they'd gone out but Schultz had....

     
'Schultzy darrling,' I drooned, bending over the prisoner, snaking a hand down to gently squeeze his cock, lewdly angular under the white latex briefs. 


     'Darlinggg Schultzy ... where did the tarts go?'

     
His eyes bulged, there was a grunting sound and his head beat up and down on the black leather-padded table. It beat partly because he wanted to answer my question and couldn't with his mouth stuffed with panties, and partly because my fingers had lifted the waistband of his briefs, my index was wiping cock-oil around the slippery head of his cock, and my head had slid to rest on his lower belly, and my breath was breathing into his sexy briefs.

     
I straightened, pinched a tweak of the panties 'tween finger and thumb and plucked them out, dropping them onto his belly.  They slapped - and oozed over his flesh. I played the ooze, circling his nips with it. He gasped, panting.

     
I bent again, brushed my tits on his chest, and bent my head to kiss the perverted bastard who had probably warped a hundred of my male students during my stay at Easton College.

     
'Where did the tarts go Schultzy?' I whispered, my lips brushing his. 'Where did they go, horny piss-mouth?'

     
'They went to a club - Benny's...'

     
I replaced the panties and kissed down his belly, tongue once more flicking over his flesh. He lifted his head to watch. I lifted that waistband again and sniffed inside.

     
Latex and cock - gorgeous. My tongue swirled the head of his cock, gathering the taste and the goo. The taste invaded my mouth and my senses, but my attentions were averted by the sound of girlish giggling... 

     
'Where have you two been?' demanded Zach, glaring at the two girls, the crop arching once more in his powerful hands.

     
The smiley faces vanished from Kikki and friend Trix. Vanished from the far-from-innocent faces of the two teenagers. Their expressions, as they took him in, changed to awe.

     
'Er, er, we bin to Benny's Mister Zach,' Kikki stammered in her squeaky schoolgirlish voice, as she stared doubtfully at the crop. 'Are you going to whip us?'

     
'You're late. Why?'

     
'It was Trix. She got fucked.'

     
'Where?'

     
'Up her cunt of course - silly!'

     
I moved to Zach's side, excitement soaring at my first sight of Trix and at Kikki, and at Kikki doing her favourite turn-on trick - mimicking a  horny-mouth-schoolgirl. I slid a hand under his cape, fondly caressed smooth, hard ass - and gazed at the girl standing meekly at Kikky's side. So this was 'Trix', Zach's up-and-coming porn starlet!

     
She was gorgeous. 

     
Oozing sex - like Kikki. Like Kikki she had body, face, and a cheeky-indifferent attitude screaming - 'I love sex, I need to be fucked.'

     
Where Kikki's dark skin and jet-black, straight hair brought out her sexiness, Trix's blonde frizzy, shoulder-length mess brought out hers. The hair framed waywardly-sluttish features, mainly due to a wide, liquid mouth, one of those mouths that silently spoke ... 'I take cock. I love to suck cock, I love to eat spunk. Put it here, and spurt.'

     
And petite, like Kikki, except for the tits. They were totally out of proportion to her size - but I knew that she'd visited one of the special clinics where Zach sent his up-and-money-making stars.

     
'Who fucked you Trix?' Zach queried softly, trailing the crop up the girl's thigh, lifting the hem of a ridiculously short, black-shiny PVC mini-skirt the one-inch necessary to reveal the stark-white 'V' of the girls silky panties. Gently, he sawed the crop on those white panties. I licked my lips. It would be nice to suck on those panties - especially if she'd been fucked, to suck her horny-spunky cunt through them..

     
The girl tensed, gasped lightly and shuffled her thighs apart. Kikki looked at her in apparent disgust and answered Zach's question...

     
'She went into the mens room to get fucked, the dirty bitch! She leant back on the basins, hiked her panties to one side and told the next guy who came in to fuck her. He wouldn't, but after she'd pursuaded him into letting her hold his cock while he pissed in the stall, then got down there on the mucky floor and sucked him he got randy. He pulled her panties down, pushed that top up, and fucked her up against the wall!' 

     
The 'top' was a crop in white, wet-look filmy rubber, under which the girl's melonous tits burst proudly - Zach's clinic had overdone the poundage. If she'd been dancing, those tits would have been flouncing under that rubber. And they'd be wet with sweat. (I love that about dancing in my rubber disco outfits - sweat has nowhere to go, and trickles under the fabric.  

     
'Show us your tits Trix,' Zach commanded.

     
The girl yanked the top above her tits. It stayed there. She stood, with hands by her sides, thrusting them out proudly. 

     
Bared tits, bared belly, the strip of shiny-black skirt, and black-shiny thigh boots. 

     
The classic slut.

     
And standing as she was, the skirt had lifted slightly, exposing the shiny-white 'V' of her panties. I imagined that crotch, fuck-dancing on the dance-floor at Benny's dive - she must have created quite a stir.

     'Introduce the new starlet Zach,' I said, sliding my hand to the crotch of his pouch. Surprisingly, the bulge was soft.  Kikki and Trix's eyes watched my hand. Trix licked her lips - she looked like a cat, rather a kitten - staring at a bowl of cream.

     Suddenly, the girl seemed to notice her surroundings - the black decor - the wall-bars - the punishment tables - and the twins, hanging from their ceiling chains.

      'Fuckin' 'ell!' she exclaimed. 'This is REAL spooky! Why's Chris and Jamie swingin' from them chains?'

     'Shut up and be quiet slave!' Zach barked. 'Have you forgotten who you are - what you're here for! Speak when you're spoken to, do as you're told! And for starters you can bend over that horse - NOW!'

     A startled, dismayed, Trix obeyed. After eyeing Zach uncertainly she dutifully bent her little body over the black leather top of the vaulting horse.

     The skirt rode up of course, revealing most of a perfect ass, one that the clingy white panties tried to hide. 

     'Claire! Be good enough to raise that belt she calls a skirt! And pull her panties down.'

     Gladly, I obeyed, pushing the skirt up and the panties halfway down her thighs, baring tanned, quivery cheeks, lightly split by the girl's bent-at-the-waist stance. I managed a swipe across a creamy cunt as I did it, then stood back. Yes, a perfect ass - with a curious blob of untanned flesh at the apex... 

     'And how did the sexy little ass on my sexy little girl-slave get this sexy little no-sun mark?' Zach sneered.

     'I've been sunbathing ... all this nice weather ...  sunbathing in the park.'

     'And how come this little bit up here?' asked Zach, tickling the tip of the black riding crop on the mark. 

     Our centre of attention squirmed delightfully.

     'I ... um ... pull my panties in the crack, so the sun gets

all my bum, see?'

     'Stand up Slave! Turn around!' 

     'Lift your skirt!'

     Trix - panting - lifted the hem of the tiny skirt, and shuffled her thighs apart. 

     To say that she looked ravishingly sexy, standing there with top pulled above her tits, and wantonly exposing her cunt like that wouldn't begin to describe...

     A bare-shaved, girl-cunt ... a strip of lightness up the pouty, glistening vulva. The remainder of her flesh - the same dark-skinned tan.

     'She's leaking Mister Zach.' Kikki pointed out, quite needlessly. 'I told you she'd been fucked...'

     I got the distinct impression she wasn't telling us that to pass the time of day. I was right.

     'She needs cleaning Mister Zach. Can I do it for you?'

     There are a lot of things which can be used to clean spunk-

drizzle from a cunt - as every slut knows - even if it's only fingers, surreptitiously wiped later on something or other.  Certainly, there were lots of things in that room which could have been used to clean this one.

     But Kikki used her mouth to clean it.

     Trix's panties were stretched across black shiny-booted,

lightly muscled thighs. 

     They stretched some more as Kikki approached her little friend, because Trix spread them, grinning wolfishly as she looked down at Kikki kneeling in front of her.

     Kikki's white lycra mini-dress was as short as trix's skirt.

Now she was kneeling on all-fours it rose, exposing a delightful, girlish ass. As she shuffled forward, gaudy-pink panties slid a little more into the crease. Beneath the cleft, the shiny triangle of pink, shiny satin was snugged into her cunt. I resisted the temptation to doggy behind her and tongue that girl-ass and girl-cunt, to sniff the sexy panties and drink from the horny font - as I had done on that first meeting in Chris Perkin's study at school... (see '70k of Filth' story)

     I'd almost forgotten the twins! I risked a glance in their direction...

     With their arms tied above their heads, unable to move to adjust or touch themselves, the naked boys had twisted, to face each other. They appeared, at first, to be joined at the crotch. 

     But not so. 

     As I watched their hips moved - parted - moved together.

They were cheating...

     The half-hards which had previously dangled between their thighs now stood proudly up their hairless muscly bellies and they were using what momentum they could muster to move against each other - giving those painfully taut cocks at least some of the attention for which they must have been painfully screaming - judging by the state of them. 

     Kikki, on her knees, examined the cunt from a distance of a few inches, probably to make sure we knew just what she was about to eat. To the uninitiated, a disgusting sight...

     The panties had trapped the spunk, it was now plastered all around the pouty lips. A strand of white thickness connected girlish cunt to the top of her left thigh. Trix slid her hand down her stomach and with two fingers of one hand in a 'V' she split those lips, squatting more, gazing down at herself.

     'He blew his balls-load,' announced Kikki, quickly dipping her head and turning her face upward to catch a thicker slither, exiting on account of Trix's fingers splitting herself.

      Briefly, the slither connected Trix's cunt with Kikki's mouth, before falling in a smooth coil on Kikki's dark-skinned cheek. Proudly, she turned her head to show us, her mouth open in a gleeful, sexual smile, her tongue swathing a semi-circle to gather what treasure it could reach.

     'Do my panties, Kikki.' Trix suggested. 'They're full of jizz - shame to waste it?'

     'No gussett on these sexy, filmy panties, the cum that had already seeped out of the girl's cunt was pooled on the shiny fabric. It lay there, waiting.

     Kikki carefully slid them down over Trix's thigh boots, Trix lifting her legs so that Kikki could get them off without wasting any of the sluts' caviar.

     Kikki ate it as we watched. 

     And Kikki watched us watching her as she ate it. There was

no glimmer of shame in that face, not a morsel of revulsion, the slut loved eating old cum out of her friends panties. And as she did it she looked at us watching her do it. And I knew that us watching her do it was the icing on the cake to Kikki's enjoyment at doing it. Or should that be the icing on the panties?

     Next off was Kikki's skirt - easily done. 

     She stood, naked save the boots. I hoped they would stay

on - I love dildo-fucking a girl with her boots on.    

     Kikki's mouth set about its original task - that of cunt-cleaning. And while she did it the tip of Zach's crop poked her cunt, exposed by the ridden-up dress.

     'Ooohhh,' she managed, as the sounds of her slurpey cunt-sucking were matched by the 'sicket sicket' sound of the crop moving in her cunt.  'Ooohhh, further ... stick it in me...'

     'Can I kiss her?' Kikki mumbled, rising slowly to her feet, carefully pushing out her tongue to let us see the mess gleaned from Trix - her eyes pleaded with Zach. The nod was inevitable.

     No kiss to start with though - not for Kikki. Instead, she stood close to her friend, slowly swaying her lycra'd tits on the bared ones of Kikki. Holding the other girl's head steady she licked Trix's face, from mouth, up cheek, over eyes, down cheek, back to mouth. Then the two girls began uncontrolled, passionate necking until the sharp, stinging swipe from the Zach's crop on Kikki's ass turned kiss into scream.

     Kikki leapt back. Trix, once more, was centre-stage.

     'Turn around! Tell us Slave,' Zach said slowly, tickling the

little white blob at the top of her ass. 'Tell us ... if your sunbathing takes place in a public park, how come the sun has bathed every square inch-but-one of your sluttish little Slave-body!'

     'I ... um ... strip off. There's this place in the woods.

No one can see me - 'cept the Scrotes.'

     'You mean that you lie there in the woods, stripped off, with those dirty bikers around you?'

     ''Cept for my panties! I got those on! Why not anyway - it's safe with all them around ... they've all seen me before! Oh! I see what you mean ... well they sit around and smoke their stupid weeds, and drink, I get bored with all their bike-talk so I ..  um ... I sunbathe.'

     Trix's tits thrust proudly out, heaving lightly - defiantly.

Hardened teat evidenced that she enjoyed being the centre of attention.

     'You mean you strip off, pull your panties into your sluttish ass and cunt, lie back and enjoy getting them all horny for you! That's more the truth isn't it Slut. You like to be letched at!'

     'Yess ... suppose. It's horny hearing them talking about me.'

     'Tell us then Slut! What do like about being around so many men?' 

     'I peep and watch 'em looking, they ... touch themselves and talk about me, about what they like to do to me - and the naughtly things I like. It makes me horny.'

     'What else?'

     'I lie on my back and open my legs a bit, to get the sun.

With my panties pulled tight they split my twat so they can almost see it all.'

     'What do they do?'

     'Jus' get randy and move closer. I like to watch them, they feel their dicks through their jeans and I watch 'em getting hornier. Sometimes some of them move to touch me but the others hold them back.'

     'Why?'

     ''Cos they know I'll get hotter for 'em if they leave me ...  so they let me...'

     'Let you what? Come on tell us everything Slut! We want to hear everything.'

     'I roll on my tummy and 'cause I'm horny I squeeze myself into the grass, and up and down ... like a dog? With my panties half into my twat it feels nice, rubbing it on the grass - it helps the itch. They watch my bum squeezing in and out and they watch me rub my tits on the grass, as well.'

     Zach's shiny-black leather pouch no longer had a rounded bulge. It had taken on a distinctly angular shape. Kikki was squeezing her thighs together, her eyes betraying intense arousal. My teats and clit burned, listening to the innocently spoken, childlikely-sincere replies. 

     I resisted the temptation to touch my cunt and liberate a boiling orgasm. Instead, I took my mind slightly off things by removing Zach's cape. And pushing Chris and Jamie's sweating bodies apart before they managed to rub each other enough to spunk.

     In the process I gleaned the elixir from bellies and cocks and wiped it on my mouth. Now, I could smell cock while I listened to Zach wring the whole sordid tale out of the slut - my bodily pleasures would wait until he'd finished exploiting her mouth.

      'What then? What do you do then?'

     'I roll over on my back, play with my tits - and by then I'm really horny so I have to play with my twat too, 'cos I need to cum off ... knowing how horny they are because of me...'

     'Go on!'

     'They come roun' me then, start feeling me all over, licking and sucking sometimes. THAT IS luvvelly, feeling their doggy tongues licking at me! Sometimes they pour beer on me saying I need coolling off, it cools but then they lick it off and I just get all horny again!'

     'And what then? What do you like them to do?' Zach's composure was wilting, evidenced by his faltering voice. His left knee began trembling slightly, and I thought of the cock-slime surely being delivered by his mighty weapon inside the leather pouch - and made a mental note that it would NOT go to waste on one of these sluts...

     'I ... like ... I like it when I get to lick their dicks.

When they give me their dickies to suck!'

     'Why?'

     'I like to watch all their faces when I do it - it makes me

horny 'cause they like watchin' me suck cock. Now I'm making your films, Mister Zach, it's even better! All those men wanking off on me! And then there's the cameramen afterw...'

     'Never mind the films! So, in your spare time you're a cock-sucking, exhibitionist slut! Tell us what else you like about the park.'

     'I ... like the feel, the ... taste of them ... and the smell of them after they've been horny on me ... they're juicy and smelly 'cause they've waited - I like the feel of their juicies on my face - and thick sperm in my mouth - that's luvvelly ... when they go off in my mouth.' 

     'What else do you like?'

     'I like them to hurt my tits.'

     'How?'

     'With their fingers or a belt ... or a stick.'

     Desperate for contact, I moved behind the trembling Trix,

reaching around and squeezing at her teats.

     'Tell us why you like them to hurt your tits Trix.' I said softly, over her shoulder.

     'It feels nice down here...'

     'Where?'

     'Here.' 

     Her hand slid, lifted the hem of the skirt. A shaky finger

touched, rested on her clit.

     'Are you enjoying me doing this to your tits now? Pulling them like ... this? Does it feel nice in your little cuntey now ... as I squeeze your teats ... hard ... like this?'

     'Yesss!  I want to cum off!  My fanny feels throbby and wet ... hot ... like a fire burning inside me. Do it more!'

     'Tell us what else you like men to do with you, Slut.'

     Zach's crop tickled up Trix's thigh, its leather point

entered. Trix gasped and slumped a little forward. I cupped her tits - as much as I could 'cup' the monsters - and pulled her back upright, against me. Another mental note here - Zach could send his new wife to his 'nice men at the clinic' too!

     'They fuck me ... Oooohhh! poke me some more - it feels oosooo nice! '

     'Be quiet Slut! Speak when you're spoken to! Go on, tell us everything!  Tell us everything you like men to do to you.'

     'They fuck me. I ... like my bottom ... my arsehole fucked too ... and smacked, when I'm horny. Sometimes they fuck me in both at the same time. I like that, like being the meat on an man-sandwich.'

     'Do they all fuck you? How many?'

     'Mostly they all do, but some say I get too gummy - complain about the others messing up my tits up n' that. But then, some go the other way - 'specially when they've had a few beers. Some WAIT 'til I get like that and then they fuck my tits in all the mess. I like that a lot, 'specially if I get to suck 'em a bit while they do it.'

     'What? How?'

     'You know, Mister Zach! Like in 'TeenThroat'? They lie on me, put their dicks in my tits and sorta s-l-i-d-e 'em back and forth. On the 'back' that's nice ... on the 'forth' I sometimes grab their asses an' pull their dicks into my mouth, I leave it open see ... like this...'

     Trix stood and slowly opened her mouth. I'd been right about that 'you-can-cum-in-my-mouth-if-you-want-to' look. She had it.  And if if this little horny-talking, horny-looking bitch didn't make a fortune for Zach - us - then Zach's team needed seeing to.

     'What else?  Tell us!'

     My knees had minds of their own - right now they thought they were vibrators. I leant into the girl's back, pressed my crotch against her little shiny-leather'd ass. I spread my thighs and rubbed - not too much for fear of cumming.  

     Zach was doing things I wanted to watch too. I straightened and looked down over the girl's shoulder.

     My hands slid over soft tit - squeezed hard teat. Trix looked down too, panting. I breathed softly into her ear and she quivered like a jelly.

     The tip of Zach's crop was in Trix's cunt and he stared closely at the girl, as his arm moved up and down slowly.

     'Come on you SLUT! Tell us!' 

     'Sorry, it's so noce, you doin' that ... mostly they try not to spunk inside me. They like to do it on me. I like that best too, it's a waste if I can't see their stuff, an' feel it. I ...  like it 'specially on my face ... and tits ... ooohh ... yessss ... poke me with that thing... I rub it into my tits - they like me when I do that, so that makes it horny for me doin' it. In the sun I can smell men off my tits. I luv to smell men off of my tits.'

     Zach picked up a glass phial.

     'This is spunk, Trix. Pretend spunk we use sometimes in our

- your - films when the men can't perform as - YOU definitely - should make them perform. Have they used this on you Trix? When you're filming?'

     He tipped the phial and the stuff hung, then dropped in a thick, white curd onto her tits. Thick, white globs slid on down, over her stomach. 

     'It's just like spunk, isn't it Trix,' I breathed, my hands collecting its slide down her stomach and spreading it back upward, over her tits.

     'Pretend it's spunk, Trix - it's lovely, thick juice like you've been telling us about. See how it's sliding and sexy, glistening on your tits.' 

     I could hardly get the words out - almost choking on the high.

     'Tell us more Slut!' Zach seemed to forcibly gain some composure, by almost spitting the words... 'What else do you like men to do with you?'     

     'I like them to stand around and watch when I kneel and a Scrote holds my head and fucks my mouth, then lets his stuff spurt,' Trix said proudly. 

     'Some of 'em can't stand that - can't even wait to use my cunt or ass or mouth proper! They run over and spunk on me, in my face, or hair usually, but sometimes my tits or bum! But I luuvvv that too! So horny when they can't wait!'

     Zach's crop rapped repeatedly, on Trix's cunt.

     'Is there anything else, anything you haven't told us?'

     'No ... well yes ... but they're dirty things!'

     Zach's eyes met mine in an unspoken, mutual question ...

after what she'd already described, just what in the hell were 'dirty things'?

     'What?'

     'They test me. They put their bums on my mouth and see if I'll lick their holes ... or they put their balls in my mouth ...  they like it when I suck their balls. I show 'em how horny I am ... that I'll let them do anything ... I love the smell of mens' balls anyway. Usually by this time they've all cum enough and want to go back to their beer so I have to do other things ...  it's not my fault, I can't help it! I want to sex them all day!'

     'So you let them rub their bottoms in your face? Is there more?'

     'Yes ... a bit.'

     'What?'

     'I ... sometimes, when I've been fucked a lot, I need something else, something that always gets me horny again.'

     'What?' 

     'I ask them ... to piss on me, just a bit. That always does it for me, when they hold their cocks in front of me and piss on my tits, or on my cunt. I wank myself and cum off easy when they do that.'

     'Don't you think that's disgusting, letting them do that to you?'

     'Yes.'

     'Why do it then?'

     'Because I want to ... I can't help it ... I have to.'

     'You're a little pervert then aren't you - when you want to

do things you know are disgusting?' 

     'I know ... afterwards. But I can't help it! Honest! I want them to do it ... I like them to get the hot on me.'

     'And you frig yourself while they piss on you?'

     'Yes. I tol' you!'

     'Is that all you have to tell us?'

     'No.'

     'What then?'

     'I get them to piss in my face and into my mouth - just when I'm nearly cumming off. Having a belly full off beer-piss feels lovely. And by that time my ass is bursting too, my tummy goes all swollen-like when a few of 'ems filled me that way...'

     'Once ... they gave me some grass, and I'd had some of their beer. I needed to piss and I told them - they made me piss in an empty beer bottle.'

     'And?'

     'The lead biker - Scrote hisself - he was drunk, or stoned

-

 or both. It was getting evening and he said 'let's have us a party - a piss party!' He told me to lie down on my back on the grass and he straddled me and pissed in his tight jeans - it went all over the insides and soaked right through! That really got me going, now they were getting the SPIRIT of the thing!'

     Trix's eyes sparkled, her hand strayed towards that little bared figlet. It almost reached it...

     Zach's crop smacked the back of her hand.

     'Ouch! That hurt! I can't help it! I wanna frigoff while I

tell ya all these dirty things! Pleaazze Mister Zach?'

     'No. Tell us without touching your cunt - feel your tits if you want.'

     The little slut did - with relish. And the hand-smack hadn't quietened the eye-sparkle, nor the radiance in the little tanned, almost cheeky face peeking from the frame of spiky-blonde hair as she told us...

     'First he made me kneel up and suck the bulge in his jeans

-

 I liked that - they don't wear underwear, they never wash their jeans and they always smell of cock. Anyway, I sucked the piss out - or tried to. I watched his face as I did it, waiting for the nod which meant I could take his jeans off. Then the strangest thing happened. He told me to put my panties back on!'

     I swallowed the golf ball that had somehow got in my throat, knowing that whatever came next had to be more degrading, more perverted than that preceding...

     'I told you he was stoned? Well, once I had my panties back on he lay down - he was naked don't forget - and he asked me to sit on his mouth. Then he asked me to stand up again - even before I'd sat! I know why now - even he daren't ask me!'

     Trix looked excitedly-nervously around the gathering, her eyes blazing with exhibitionist pleasure. The girl relished every split second of this and we - and the hidden cameras - did too.

     'What daren't he ask of you Trix?' Zach asked almost tiredly

- though I knew that to be far from an accurate description of his feelings at that moment in time.

     'He asked me to piss in my panties! They were all slimy with jizz already and it feeled lovely standing there - they were sexy ones - pink satin - Kikki's borrowed 'em tonight!'

     Kikki was in a dream, and right now stroking said panties.

With the white lycra mini-dress raised the inch needed to reach it with the fingers of one hand, the fingers of the other idly stroked the crinkly fabric into her cunt. 

     I drooled at the sight, I wanted to lick them, I wanted HER to piss in them as I licked them...'

     'And did you? Did you piss for them?'

     'Yes. Can I show you?'

     Zach nodded.

     'Gerrem off, Kikki.'

     Kikki got them off, handed them to Trix who, predictably,

didn't immediately struggle into them - first, they went to her nose...

     'Horny-cunted slag,' she said, wiping the crotch under her nose and over her mouth and chin. 'Bet you frigged-off in these while you watched me get fucked in that mens' john, didn't you?'

     'I didn't watch you get fucked, I helped him fuck you, you slag - your brain was in your cunt, that's why you didn't realise! I had my hand between the old sod's legs and was stuffing you with his greasy cock ... he only came 'cos I poked his asshole a bit! But I did frig off while you were sucking off that taxi driver on the way back here. You mucky bitch! I could smell that cock from the back seat!'

     'You ... sucked off your taxi driver?' Zach queried. He sounded genuinely surprised - I couldn't imagine why, after what we'd already heard.

     'It's cheaper! Free in fact!' she said proudly. 'An' I never 'ave to wait for taxi's neether!' she added, sliding the pink panties up her thighs and wriggling her ass into them.

     'Anyway, where were we, Mister Zach?'

     'You were about to tell us - show us - what happened the day the biker leader was stoned ... and you had partaken of weed.'

     'Oh yea! Well I was bare, like I am now, 'cept for me biking boots an' these panties. He was there, on the ground in front of me. Kikki! You be Snakey! Get laid down there. Oh! I nearly forgot Mister Zach. Before that, I 'ad me cunt smacked. D'you wanna do that first?'

     Zach's turn to swallow the golf ball, as the girl spread her legs, waited for Zach's reply.

     'Turn around slut!'

     She turned, keeping the legs-apart stance. 

     Bare back, little hips, bronzed, lightly-muscled thigh,

shiny-black boots.

     And in the centre - that cutest, most gorgeous of girl-asses

- rounded, high-jutty, beneath the sexy, gaudy-pink, silk sheen of satin panties.

     'Go 'ead. Smack my ass first, like Snakey did.' she said, looking back over her shoulder, with screwed-up face.

      Zach's wrist flicked. The crop connected straight across the cheeks with a sharp smack - the sound loud, though there hadn't been much power behind it.

     'Owwww! Owweeeii...' she wailed, clutching the satin-pantied focus of our attention ... 'Ow! Ow! Ow!'

     'Shush!' Zach interrupted. 'It didn't hurt that much. And how does it feel now - nice is it? Nice in that horny little cunt of yours?'

     Trix ceased the mock writhing, rubbed her ass.

     'It feels burny,' she announced. 'Do me again.'

The crop swished, harder and harder. Trix's face screwed up more and more. After each stroke the little body shuddered. 

     She turned, shuffled her thighs as wide as she could, put her hands on her hips and looked down at her cunt...

     'Fuckin' well do my fanny now,' she said faintly. 'Do it soft.'

     Zach tickled the crop on the inside of Trix's knee. His wrist flicked upward sharply. A wet-sounding smack. Trix stiffened. I watched her face as she assessed sensation ...

     'Do my cunt again Mister Zach. Bit harder this time.'

     Another wet smack. Trix jerked. Another and yet another.

     Her hands flew to her abused cunt, she ripped at the crotch,

frigging herself like a wild-cat.

     'Fuckinggg Shittt, I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum,' she panted...

     'Hurt my tits Mister ... a lot ... now!' 

     I wanted another feel of those proudly- arrogant things, now jerking up and down as the girl abused herslf. I pinched her teats hard, pulled and twisted them savagely, staring into the frenzied face, twisted now in an almost evil-looking selfish lust.

     She gasped, her body jerked forward against me, shuddered, then jerked again.

     'Bitch's cum!' exploded Zach. 'How dare she cum like that!'

     I slid my hand down over her flat stomach and slicked the

crotch of the panties.

     'She's burning a furnace in here Zach, and pissing juice...'

     'Trix! Remember you were suposed to be showing us something?

Zach barked. 'Kikki, lie down in front of her!'

     Kikki lay on her back, sideways to Trix. Her mini-dress no longer hid what it only attempted to hide when her body was vertical - now, the slutty teenager was exposing to all, her raven-haired, neatly trimmed, puffy-lipped cunt.

     And she knew it.

     She raised her knees, planted her feet on the floor, and

spread her thighs. If Trix's horny-mouth had upstaged Kikki for a time, Kikki was pushing her way back into the action - making the best offering she could - and she loved doing it.

     Kikki - at last - had the excuse to offer her cunt.

     I thought she was looking at me as she lay there - then

realised she was looking past me at the two boys. Their view was right between her legs, straight into that open, horny gash.

     She smiled at them, slicked her tongue over her lips, staring at their cocks. She slid her hands to her cunt, split it rudely and jerked her ass up and down, bucking a fucking motion on the floor, staring at the boys - or rather their cocks. They managed a weak smile, Chris fucked his boyish hips playfully, jerking his painfully hard (and ... wastedly-dripping!), cock.

     Unspoken, lewd, bodily gestures saying all...

     'I want YOU to put THOSE up THIS'... from Kikki... 

     'I want to put THIS ... up THERE'... from both boys.

     I wanted to put those rearing cocks up me too, but Zach was

boss - and Zach hadn't finished wringing everything he could out of his new little starlet...

     'So I stood like this, in just my panties an' boots, Snake was down there, where Kikki is. He tol' me to piss in my panties, an' I did ... like this...'

     Gaudy-silky-peach flowered into dark, peachy wetness. A bubble formed briefly, then her piss burst from the panties with a soft 'sshhhhhh' ... flowed down her thighs and into her boots. 

     'Mmmm I love ... pissing ... in my panties ... 'specially with men watching ... Snakey knew it, that's why he tol' me to do it. It's so luvelley and ... DIRTY ... pissing my panties, with men watching...' 

     The flow stopped abruptly. 

     Then, Trix, her face a mask of dirty-perverted, 'look-watch-

me' bliss, hooked back the crotch of her panties, laughing silently - sexually - down at her friend. 

     'Then I pissed on Snakey, like this...'

     The world stopped for a moment...

     Then a stream of piss rose in an arc from the girl's bare-

shaved cunt, spattered down onto the white-lycra'd, teenage body of waiting, eager, Kikki.

     Kikki's hands snaked, stopping any flow-off, scooping it back over her, soaking the piss into her dress. And while her hands slithered, the lithe little body did too - as she tried to get the wettest she could. But there was no need for the body-slithering... 

     Trix straddled Kikki, standing with both hands splitting her cunt, splaying it wide. Piss poured out of her, showering Kikki from raven-black, mussed-up hair to bared, tanned thigh.

     But Zach sprang, hand cupping Trix's spurting core...

     She looked straight into Zach's almost apoplexic face...

     'You tol' me to piss Mister Zach,' she said quietly, in that

damn innocent-schoolgirl voice, 'I wuz only doin' what you tol' me? Mmmm, THAT feels nice ... your hand there. Poke my cunt through my pissy panties Mister Zach!' 

      Zach was losing ZachCool (at last!) - I could tell. I moved forward, smoothed my hands on his back, snaked around him to feel again his - our - cock. It was time to release our cock. I untied the side-tie and it fell around his knee. His balls were sweaty-horny, his cock the same - and oozing juice.

     Kikki was on her knees in front of Trix, her mouth on the wet panties. The front of her dress was soaked, the white lycra shining with wetness, clear from low-cut cleavage to navel. The fabric moulded over her tits, the teats hard, dark little stalks - proof of the girl's sexual greed.

     Then Kikki stood up slowly, put her hands on Trix's shoulders, pushing the girl to HER knees. Trix looked up at Kikki...

     'Yea, do it Kooky Kikki ... piss on my tits ... I wanna feel your piss on me...'

     The little slut bunched three fingers as she said it and thrust them mercilessly up Kikki's cunt.

     Kikki doubled in shock, straightened, forked two fingers to spilt her cunt and pissed. Trix withdrew the fingers and sucked them.

     It became quickly apparent that Trix didn't want it just on her tits. Also apparent was the fact that Kikki didn't want to waste it on her tits either. It was plain that these two had played the game before. 

     The forced beam of Kikki's piss sprayed across Trix's tits, but quickly the beam was cut. Trix, almost in one fluid moment, deftly pushed up her tits, dipped her head and licked wildly, at the glistening wetness.

     'CuntSaddle,' Kikki said quickly and Trix tipped her head back, mouth wide open.

     A cute, very apropriate name that - 'cuntsaddle' - for that is what the girl's sensuous mouth formed, and Kikki used it, straddling the head of her minxy little blonde friend, settling her cunt onto the saddle-shaped lips.

     And then, legs straddled, feet firmly on the floor she used her saddle as if she were riding a horse, rising up and down in fluid motion. 

     Except girls don't piss when they're riding horses.

     And Kikki pissed. All the time. She seemed to piss for ever.

     When she sat on the mouth, she filled it, so that when she

rose - in her mock 'ride' - the mouth poured out its filling, over Trix's chin, over her tits and belly, over her now all-dark-satin-peach panties, to the floor beneath.

     When Kikki rose, it cascaded over Trix's upturned face, soaked the blonde hair which hung frizzed-out behind her, and poured off it onto the floor. 

     When Kikki'd finished pissing, she started frigging. And while she frigged, she used not just Trix's open mouth - she used the whole of her face, pressing Kikki's head backward at an alarming angle. Trix didn't seem to mind - Trix seemed to be that sort of girl ... one who got off on anyone else getting off on the use of her body ... whatever the use, whatever the reason - like me.

     But while her face was used as a wanking-post by Kikki, she did have a hand down her soaked panties, and judging by the shape of that hand it was clear she had more than one finger poking her own juicy cunt. 

     I was feeling more than a little left out. My cunt needed cock the most, but anything would do...

     Shultz!

     A spare cock AND mouth - right there, on the table beside me! I climbed atop, kneeled over his face and twisted his head away from the spectacle of the two girls.

     He looked up at me, a sort of twisted, brutal look...

     I felt brutal too...

     'I hope you like horny woman-cunt, Shultz - 'cause mine's

as slow-cooked as any horny cunt you've ever tasted.' 

     In reply, his mouth opened - wide. 

     In reply to that, I opened my cunt - with the fingers of

both hands - and let him see the stuff I was about to mop his face with.

     The sweet stink of clean-but-hornied cunt rose to my face, so what it was like down where Schultz was, was anyone's guess.  Shultz didn't seem to be objecting - and I suppose being tied down it would have been a fruitless excercise anyway - so I squatted my cunt right down on his nose ... and wriggled.

     Accompanying the delightfully sticky 'schluk schlukk' sound of my nose-job, came the sound of my conquest's tongue slurping in my ass-crack. He wanted ass? He could have ass. I gave him ass.

     I slid forward a few inches on his face, hearing a delightfully, disgustingly-dirty squelching sound, and sat it on his mouth - letting his wet-warm tongue do its dirtywork.

     'That wasn't all.'

     Trix was back on her feet, eyes shining, dark-tanned face

streaked with juice, piss drying on heaving tits, and a hand in her panties.

     'Why? What else did they do to you?'

     Trix seemed to have the golf ball in the throat now. Her breathing quickened, the hand in her panties stopped moving.

     'They didn't make me ... I ... I tol' them I wanted to do it...'

     'Wanted to what? get on with it slut!'

     'I wuz feelin' so horny, even after they'd all fucked me.

I had their stuff all over me, see? And that makes me go on an' on, when I see and feel their stuff ... and smell cock on me.'

     'Yes?'

     'I asked them if they wanted me to shit my panties. They started listening to me again when I said that.'

     'Did you?'

     'Yes.'

     'While they watched? What did they do?'

     'Jus' watched.'

     'Did you like doing it?'

     'Yes.'

     Kikki pressed into the trembling girl and kissed her.

Kikki's hand stroked down her back and she pressed her index finger into Trix's ass cleft, over the panties.

     'Do it now Trix,' she whispered. 'Do it for us - shit your sexy panties.'

     'No,' Zach interrupted. 'Not now, later. Claire, stop gunging Shultz's face and come here.

     Zach bent and whispered brief instructions in my ear, then untied the thong of his pouch. I sank to my knees as the girls flanked me. Zach turned so that Shultz and the two boys could see.

     The mammoth penis - our cock - swayed between his thighs, and my nose flared with the wonderful horny smell steaming from it. Uncut and knarled, it was an ugly beast - a thing to put the fear of splitting and bursting into the mind of an inexperienced female - there were none such present tonight. 

     I reached and cupped the hanging, gloriously full-feeling,

hairy and sweaty ballsac and squeezed - hard - Zach liked women

to cause him pain. I looked up, and saw Kikki pulling downwards

on one of his teat rings, stretching the already tortured teat

-

 Kikki knew Zach too. As she did it, she forked her thighs and humped her cunt on Zach's thigh. But she was in my way so I pushed her aside - this was my show.

     'Cunt it first Zach?'

     Trix's question, I looked sharply to my left. She stood, with thighs splayed, the index and first finger of each hand pulling her cunt open, causing the girl-juices to seep, to add to those already streaking her thighs.

     'Mistress likes cunted cock,' she explained, and the solution was obvious of course - she was offering her cunt for the purpose - the fact that she'd be first to get Zach's cock up her wasn't an issue, she'd be doing it for my benefit? Like hell!

     I looked up at him, hearing - as always - the perfect answer to the problem.

     'Cunt it then - with your fingers. But don't touch the head or Mistress will rip your tits off.'

     I sat back, noting with some satisfaction the disappointed look, as Trix used two fingers to scoop her cunt. The resultant gung she applied carefully to the shaft - with a little more affection than was necessary for the job, I noticed.

     She was about to wipe her fingers off on her tits as if it was the most natural thing to do when she spied a movement from Shultz who was craning his neck painfully to watch the full procedings...

     'Poor Mister Schultz,' she mocked, taking a quick skip to the punishment table. 'Poor, poor Mister Schultz, all tied up and nothing to fuck. Never mind, have some of Trixies cuntie froth to keep you going.'

     Then she was back, leaning into Zach, sucking his teat ring, with her chin on his chest, gazing up at him. I couldn't see them but I knew those puppy-dog eyes would be pleading with him.

     Puppy-dog eyes - slut's mouth...

     'Can I just have a smell of your cock, please Mr Zach -

before Mistress gets all the joooseees? Promise I wont suck?'

     I made sure she didn't suck - made sure that natural instinct didn't get the better of her. I gripped the black hair with one hand, the cock with the other and held them at a distance of two inches - tongue-reach distance.

     The, the moment I'd been waiting for - skinning that cock, almost forgetting my grip on Trix's hair at the sight of the thick coat of clear goo clinging to the fat head of the thing.

     The heady smell of horny cock bloomed suddenly around us.

     The pent-up lust of the girl's behaviour and the promise of

the orgy to come had produced mass seepage - of the slut's caviar.

     MY caviar. 

     I tightened my grip on Trix's head, sensing Kikki bending

over to get a better look.

     'Ooooooooh, fuckin' look at all that scud,' Trix murmured, the pressure of my hand keeping her flicking tongue at the inch-close distance. Trix WAS over my shoulder...

     'I 'ad four cocks once, like that,' she said. 'They were drunk and been watching me dancing, well feeling me dancing - I'd been fucking up against 'em on the dance floor. They took me to the mens', stripped me and wiped that stuff all over my mouth and tits. I'll never forget, afterwar....'

     'Kikki, another time,' interrupted Zach. Mistress wants your juice on it.

     She bent to her task...

     'Ooohh ... that ... feeels .... sooo n..i..c..e,' she

moaned, making a show out of scooping her cunt. 

     'Luvvelly horny bollocks,' she crooned, spreading the stuff over the shaft, sliding under to wipe her fingers on his balls.  Zach groaned - he was losing his cool and I knew that once I started working that cock it would blow almost immediately. I also knew that when he blew there was two days' worth stored up - and two days for Zach meant showtime without a doubt. I allowed myself a quick frig, sank to my knees and took the thing in my hand.
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