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DiscoFuck

(A STORY-LETTER TO MICK, MY BELOVED PARTNER IN FILTH)

Dearest HornyCocked Lover,


After the ParkSlut episode Tammi attaches herself  to us, becoming a permanent houseguest, our daughter in sleaze. Her sexual appetite knows no bounds, the three of us fuck our way through the swinging scene in addition to our daily perversions at home (which get worse and worse with Tammi around, of course!).


Her sixteenth birthday approaches, we think about where to ‘party’ and ask her what she’d like to do. We get the dreamy face, the sexy smile, she shucks down in the armchair. Her hand strays to her shiny yellow panties which glare from under an incredibly short, bright-green plastic mini-skirt .... (yes, yellow and green - she likes to contrast panties with skirt 'so they flash more' she tells us). 

She’s hiding her tits today - almost - in a white spandex crop-top, bare-bellied (her battery-powered belly-stud light is winking on and off all the time). Her gypsy descent shows in her all-over dark skin made almost charcoal by her addiction to sunbathing almost naked at the local park.


‘I know where I’d LIKE  to have my sixteenth party,’ she says  (in that put-on schoolgirly voice), ‘but I don’t know if you'll let me.’


‘Just tell us what you want,’ you tell her. 'Tell us, we’ll arrange it!'


She puts on a coy look, flashes a white smile, flicks her spiky-cut jet black hair.


‘I want an orgy in the mens' toilets at SnakesPlace,’ she says calmly, staring at us, her mouth pouting that ‘put-a-cock-in-here’ smile (while she idly strokes the silky-shiny canary-yellow film of satin trying to conceal her cunt.) She squirms in her chair, pushes the panties into the crack of  her ever-horny little figlet. 

She looks every bit the gypsy waif she almost is.

 
The bits of the panties that she’s fingered are a darker yellow, not because she's fingered them but because her cunt's drooling - as usual. And we both know that that much drool doesn't come from a cunt unless it's cum-drool - yes, my Lover, as usual, Tammie has come home to us with a cuntfull of spunk.  


'I want the usual filthy bikers that go in there and a few extra biker chicks,' she says, resting her head on the back of the chair in front of us, opening her legs wider.


'I want me and you, Suzie, to get fucked like we've never been fucked before.'


Her choice of party venue doesn't surprise us of course. Far from it. She’s been wittering about this fantasy for ages and the thought of it has got to me too. To be honest, a mens' toilet orgy has been with me since our honeymoon when you fucked me in the public toilets at the beach - remember, Lover?


‘Tell us about it,’ you say, somewhat throatily. You and me are sitting together on the settee, you are just home from the gym, wearing your white with red flash lycra-spandex shorts and matching top. You're sweaty and you know that turns us on - your shorts are stained with sweat around the crotch and ass. Tammi's eyes keep flickering back to your crotch where your cock is down-curved and fattening. My hand idly slides up your thigh and rests gently on it, moving slowly. Tammi looks like she's going to cum just watching my hand. 


She gets up, stands, thighs wide, knees bent, frigging herself. The skirt finishes at crotch level anyway so it's no hindrance. The white top is quite a cover-up for Tammi because since she’s had her tits done she hardly ever wears a top at all when she's home, she just floozies around the house, showing her 'newbies' off,  'airing them' as she calls it, feeling them all the time, stopping at every mirror, poking, jiggling, thrusting the damn things at herself.  


Yes, Lover! She's been to see the nice man down the clinic and her tits are nearly as big as mine now! Right now the hard, firm-thrusting, upturned teenage-type things are bulging that spandex, teats poking right through, begging at us both. Her spare hand slides to them and she comes to me jiggling them, pulling a nip through the spandex, still playing at her trap. I know what’s coming. I know Tammi. 

She thrusts her fork rudely at my face, in my face, right into my face, adjusts for my mouth. She holds my head, wipes her pantie-covered cunt right onthere, hard.


‘Lick me out, Suzie. Make Tammie cum in your mouth while I tell you what party I want.’ 


The smell up my nose is just fucking gorgeous. 

Cunt.

Fucked-out cunt.

The panties are guzzled with goo.

The area all around the crotch - on her tanned skin - is slimed with dried snail-trails of cock.

'I saved them for you, Suzie,' she whispers, wiping the crotch-mess on my mouth.

'Can you see the marks ... I wiped the dirty cocks on my legs before I let them stuff me?

'See the slime, Suzie, it's there ... just for you...'

I see the dried slime, I imagine the dirty perverts in their filthy toilet, I imagine the smell that surrounded her as she let one after one lay on her, fuck her up gainst the urinal, fuck her in the dirty-filthy stalls, fuck her while she laid on her back and let another and anotheer stick an oversexed thick cock up her fifteen-soon-sixteen-yesr-old ass xxxxxx. 

I lick and slurp my tongue up those snail-cock trails, tasting and smelling the filth of each dirty cock that's paid its entrance fee by oozing its built-up ooze on her teenage flesh. The smell overpowers, and the taste flicks me out of this world...

For a moment it's me there, on my knees in that stinking men's place, sucking cock after cock, suckimng lines of them, queued up just to fuck my mouth, fuck my brain with their filthy thoughts,

She put

 new panties on after our fuck session last night, slept in them so the cum would mess them up and ‘make 'em ripe for morning’ as she put it.  She dried them this morning, wore them out this afternoon crusty with your cum and her cunt and I'm sure that the wet patch on them isn't just horny cunt - it would surprise me if she'd been out and come back without getting herself fucked somewhere or other. Right, Lover? Has she ever been out and not come back fucked?


Right now, those panties are in my face. When she backs off  I get close-up of  shiny yellow, taut over bulging cunt. The look of those old stains and new is a teat-tingler. I pull her to me, lick gently, feeling the heat and dampness of her cunt, tasting  the taste, smelling the smells of old sex, and of the fresh and hornied cunt beneath. And yes, I smell spunk, too. And cock.

Her cunt seems to be breathing in my face it’s that heady.  She has both hands on her tits now, and she’s staring at you, enjoying my mouth. She whips the top off and she stares at the lump in your spandex workout shorts as she pulls at her tits, gives you her lip-licking trick. 


‘I want a real, hard fucking tonight, Mick,’ she says. ‘And some pissfun... Oooooh, pissing in  jizzed-up knickers, I fuckin' love that feel...’


She starts her ‘pissfun’ right then and there. 

In her panties. 

Right in my face.


‘Oooh, Suzie. Watch me piss my fuckin’ knickers. It feels...’


How she thinks I can watch her when they’re in my face; being wiped up and down, round and round I don’t know. Piss is running down her thighs and I smooth it up into the panties with my hands, over her little sticky-out butt too. (Mainly so it doesn’t get on the carpet but it does feel nice, wiping that girlpiss everywhere). You reach out and stroke the wetness on her ass, she pulls the panties up into the crack, squeezes so the piss drips onto your hand.


I think briefly of the shorts she wore at the start of last nights’ marathon session. Pink lycra. She’d worn them after countless fucks to save her ‘spunkies’. They’ve been pissed on too and with the crusty residues of piss and spunk they almost stand up by themselves (when they’re dry). 


She gave me just a quick burst. Just enough to soak the panties. She backs away a little and stands with her thighs splayed looking down at herself and running her hands over the wetness.


‘Looks funny,’ she remarks. ‘Having big tits’. 


As if she’s just noticed!


‘Tammi,’ I cut in. ‘You’re supposed to be telling us about your birthday treat.


‘Oh. Yea. But we can still have fun while I tell you,' she says, climbing on the settee, straddling her thighs and sitting right in your lap. The yellow pantie crotch sits right on your (now  bursting) cock, she puts her arms around your neck, pushes those tits into your face, lifts slightly and brushes her satin'd cunt on your spandex'd cock. I reach in there for a feel. The heat from her is incredible.


'Suck 'em, Uncle Mick,' she croons, pulling the little-schoolgirl trick with you, pushing her tits in your face so you're gasping to breathe, 'suck my tits and feel my hotty cunt on your cock. I'm burning down there, burning up for your cock and I'm drooling spunkies into my sexy panties. Wanna feel my spunkies, Uncle Mick? Stick your hand in my panties and feel the filth, wipe some on your shorts? Wanna know whose jizz you're feeling, Uncle Mick? Can you smell cock on my tits? Taste it? 

'Oweeiii!!'

I slapped the bitches ass because enough is enough. 'Get on with it, Bitch! You got to tell us or you'll burst! Now get on with it!'

She grins, looks straight at me.

'Slap me again Auntie Suze.' She sticks the thing out at me so I do.

'Nice,' she says, 'burney and nice,' settling her fork back down in your lap.

'There's dried spunk on this one, Uncle Mick, no it's this one, I forgot,' she says, pushing her right tit at your mouth. 'Smell it first 'cause his cock was all gooey under the skin and I wiped it all over there before I sucked it till he came on my tit. I licked the most of it off, but you can have what's left, Uncle Mick. It's boy-spunk, you like boy spunk, he's only eleven...'

She's got me burning up with her talk and with frustration at not knowing who...

'Who the fuck did you fuck with, Tam. Tell us!'

She stands up, still straddling you on the settee, pushes her slimy yellow satin'd fork at your mouth, slicks her fingers up the crease, 'suck my knickers, Uncle Mick, I wanna feel your mouth suck my jizzy knickers.'

Your mouth is busy, noisy, her ass moves as she uses your mouth.

'Oooh, that's nice, your tongue is good and hard...'

At last she tells us...

'It was four kids down the park. Oooh! Yesss! Tongue Tammies clitty, Uncle Mick! Make Tammie cum in her dirty knickers...

'Four kids, two sets of brothers. The older ones were about twelve, the younger about ten or eleven. I'd been followed round the park by the pervies, of course, because this green miniskirt flashes my cunt and ass, well my cunt and ass just covered by these yellow skimpy knickers. I'd been in the bushes with one guy who gave me a grope, tits, cunt, ass the lot, I was ready to suck and fuck with him but he spooked and just fuckin' ran off! 

'Anyways, it got me really blazing horny, that did... Oooh! Yes, Uncle Mick! You want me to pull my knickers down yet? Wanna suck jizzies outta Tammits knickers?'

 you ask, I feel your cock through your spandex shorts, play with the slime oozing through the fabric where your cockhead is. I kneel and suck it gently, my senses, inflamed by Tammie's narrative, now burst at the smell off of  your crotch, smells of cock, sweat, my nose goes under your balls, my tongue licking, I breathe deeply of the special heat there.

'Camerons start at eleven, like I said, and go up to seventeen, their parents fuck with them, Mom, Dad, Uncles and Aunts too and they're all horny as hell, they like each others' asses as much as any cunt, totally depraved, all of 'em!'

As if SHE isn't!

'And the friends?' I ask, lifting her skirt at back, sawing gently at the slimy yellow crack.'

'Oooh, that's nice, Auntie Suze, wanna suck my ass?'

I'm looking at it, tiny, boyish, tight yellow panties taut over it. If ever an ass looked suckable, Tammie's does right now.

'The friends?' I prompt.

'They were about twelve, hardcocked little scags, though and randy with it. After we'd finished they let the two pervies at 'em.'

  Mick, lay on your back on the floor, give me your mouth, I wanna give you a treat.

I wanna go in your mouth. Suzie, pull his shorts off and climb on.’


So there you are, Lover. Shorts off  t-shirt still on; on the floor. Tammi squats over your face; I on your cock - up to the hilt in one. I move on you softly. Then grind our pubes together, feeling your pole scrape me deep. Tammi’s facing me and I can see her playing with you. She’s pulled the crotch of the panties back and she’s brushing her piss-wet, shaved-shorn fig over your sucking mouth.


‘I want us three to go to SnakesPlace, get drunk, maybe stoned. Then I want to party in the mens' toilets’, she tells us, all the time lifting up and down so your protruding tongue goes in and out all the way.  


‘I want as many as possible men to fuck me so stupid I have to be carried out. Only before I get carried out I want them all to piss on me. Geez! I can't get it outta my mind! Shagged-out-stupid on the floor of a dirty-smelly piss-stained mens' toilet then have a load of  fucked-out scummy cocks piss on me ... Oooooooh watch out Baby-Mick I’m goin’ in your mouth...’


Your cock’s a rock, Lover. It sort of clenches inside me when she squats that figlet of hers onto your open mouth and fills it. Then she does your face. Then she sticks the fingers of both hands into her cunt, splaying herself, and forces the jet onto your t-shirted belly so it runs down to where we're joined. We make a lovely “sicysicky” sound now.


She gets up quickly, hikes off her panties and thrusts them at me, then squats on your mouth again.


‘Slap me with my panties, Suz. Hit my fuckin’ new tits with my pissed-up panties’. She’s getting breathless, almost ready to cum.


With pleasure, Tammi-girl. Those perky new things need breaking in.


I smack her tits. Sounds great but piss flies everywhere. The hiss of her breath and the way she’s jerking herself on your mouth mean the bitch’s ready to cum so I give her one across the face too. 
Smack! 


That startles her. 

Smack!

But her cunt’s still jumping all over you. She snatches the panties, sticks her face into them and starts sucking the cocktail out of the crotch. How she wails at the same time I don’t know. But wail she does. You’re there too. Your cock goes off, firing its lovely charge up my cunt. I jump off, stick your oozey cock in my mouth and cum off with my fingers, sucking that lovely syrupy gloop off of  our cock. 


Strike one for the evening. 


So, Lover,  that’s how it came about and now we’re here, the three of us just a little drunk and all of us already hypo on what will happen later, if all goes to plan.


We are the stars of the dancefloor in SnakesPlace - a dingy dance bar. Snake himself is D.J., with one of his blonde floosie biker-chicks at his side on the podium.  Snake is the leader of the local biker pack. He’s thirty-something, tall and muscular, with a huge black beard  that feels great when it’s scratching your tits or wiping your cunt. (His beard ALWAYS smells of cunt!) Two years ago he opened the dive and named it “SnakesPlace” - a haven for rough-and-ready biker boys (or those who would like to dress like bikers, and also some middle-aged regulars who like a noisy night out. Most are straight in relationships some secretly bi and some outright gay).


Snake’s a looker; really fit for his age and the nickname is born of his cock, always displayed in his infamous crack-snugging, worn-thin Levi’s. 


He - like us - is an out-and-out pervert. Because of that, he is our friend!


The jeans are famous, not because of the hugest cock that bulges the crotch of the faded, worn-through things; they’re famous because he never washes them and they’ve been spunked in and pissed in, and pissed over and spunked over countless times. And that’s not to mention the more evident marks and stains caused by his rule that whenever he’s fucked a girl she is obliged to wipe her spunkie cunt on the jeans and piss on them. Pissing on them is optional. Spunking isn't.


I’m wearing a dazzling white mini-dress in wet-look spandex, low-cut to show off most of my tits. The bits of tits that can't be seen can still be seen on account of the fact that the spandex is translucent. A hemline falling just one inch below my crotch means that the canary-yellow ‘V’ of my silk panties is constantly winking as I sexy-dance for our admirers. The panties, of course, can be seen through the dress anyway, a yellowy ‘V’ at the front with its tip just winking, a larger ‘V’ at the back. White PVC knee-boots complete the slut.


Tammi’s suit for her birthday is almost the one she was born in. 


The bra-top is one of those disco-jobs in crimson satin, ridiculously low cut and not doing anything to hinder the flouncing tits as she dances. By the way she's bouncing and jiggling the things they wont be in there much longer anyway


Matching mini-skirt. Crimson satin. Slung low on her hips, about seven inches of it so it’s flashing  shiny-white satin panties pulled right up her crack at the top of the perfect, lightly-muscled, deep-tanned thighs you know so well. 


At back, the tiny panties have snuck right into her ass-crack and she’s flashing bare-assed cheek. Often, she leans forward, sways her tits, making the skirt ride right up that damn-suckable ass. She has the bikers hooked. 


I'm in full-pull mode too. My right hand on my belly gently pulls up the fabric so my  jerking cunt is directed at our targets, full and pouty beneath the yellow satin panties. Then Tammi decides to go for our lezzie routine, dancing behind me, feeling my tits through the dress, snaking her hands to my crotch, goosing my fork, all the time jerking her mini-skirted hips against my ass, all the time knowing that every cock in the place is drinking us in - about thirty of them.


And you, Lover! You’re a focus for the bi's and gays as usual! In your white leather gear! 


White leather vest-top, tight so it shows off your pecs and biceps. White leather tight-tight short-shorts (with the wide, uncovered gold zipper). Shorts that show your cock in detail, your ass to perfection. And you’re wearing your white boots too. Bit overboard for the disco? Not on this fantasy, Lover! 


Being dressed this way, of course, gives you a permanent semi-hard and it’s lovely; bulging lewdly, downward-curved.  And of course, your fantastic ass is stretching that lovely, white, soft leather... 


I see a guy in the corner. He’s in his forties, maybe fifty. I know the signs of a man cumming and he has them all. Glassy stare, frozen look. He’s watching Tammi and she's spotted him. She’s dancing for him alone. She’s standing at the edge of the dance floor right in front of him, she’s slid up her skirt to show all her panties, she’s running her free hand over her tits and pouting her best ‘cum-in-my-mouth’ pout. What she CAN’T see is his hand. It’s squeezing what looks like a rolled-up hiking sock in his jeans. And then he does the twitching thing and I know he’s spunked his jeans.


She does too because when he gets up and heads for the main-street exit she follows. And I know why! No way that jizz that she’s made is going to waste! No way that horny cummy cock and jizzed-in undies is going to be wasted by Tammi! I let her go. Jealous, but knowing she’ll be back when she’s got her due.


A little more dancing and she’s back. Looking like that cat that’s had the cream.


‘Where Tammi?’ I shout over the music. ‘Where? How’’


‘Back alley,’ she tells me. ‘Up against the wall. Nice and dark and I got his jeans down. Pink panties he was wearing! Girls panties and all full of lovely jizz, and a beut uncut of a thing, nice and messy and cock-smelly.’


She puts her face close to mine and I see the trails around her mouth. I can smell cock off of her face. She breathes on me and  I smell spunk and cock on her breath. She kisses me to give me the taste as well. Ignoring cheers from our admirers, our tongues share her conquest.


‘Soon, Suzie. We gotta go soon. I’m bursting for a fuck. Juice is pissin’ out o’ me.’


She puts my hand up her skirt. Satin. Jelly-like with juice.


‘Soon, Tammi. No rush...’  

 
Suddenly, we find we have a dance partner! A 'pretty-boy-blonde’ type about Tammi’s age. Short, slim, lithe and muscular and can he dance!  He’s  wearing baggy Levi's, white T-shirt and cute, white leather ankle-boots ... until he takes his damn Levi's and top off, right there on the dance floor! 


A fellow exhibitionist!


ClitTingling, spandex work-out shorts!  Bright gleaming yellow with white thigh flashes, the healthy down-curved shape of a fat cock showing he isn’t petite where it matters most!  He obviously works out and enjoys showing off  his lithe and muscular bod. I wonder what he’s doing here - in this biker-den, but only briefly. 


He matches our movements, grind for grind, thrust for thrust and the sight of him relishing the attention really gets to us.  I watch that cute, boyish ass thrust and corkscrew in those gorgeous shorts; watch the bulge get bigger and bigger. And I can’t keep my hands off him!  


When we dance close, Tammi’s and my hands stray over that tight crotch; that tight ass. His stray to our equally hot panties. You’re hornied by him too - your shorts bulging obscenely! This can’t  last! While the lad dances at the side of us, you dance behind me, close.  Your hands come around me and grope my tits through the dress; I pant in lust. Every pair of eyes is focussed on your hands!  I slide my hands behind me and find your bulged shorts-crotch.


Your hand snakes down my belly, lifts the hem of the dress and gives them a proper look of my silky, canary-yellow panties. I nearly cum. 


When your finger strokes my clit over the sexy silk, I do. A double knee-trembler - I almost collapse. My squeezing hand has done it for you too. You push against it and I feel your warm pulses as you unload in your shorts.  


Next phase ... journey to fantasy-land... 


You lead the way. All I see is your tight, muscly ass ripple under the thin, shiny leather; looking like it’s chewing a toffee across the dance floor and into the dimly-lit passage. 


Tammi and our new ‘Boy’ friend follows behind, his jeans and T-shirt in hand.  In the passage you stop, lift my arms above my head, press me up against the wall, kiss me.


'Are you sure Suzie, sure you want to go through with this?’ you breathe into the kiss. 


Boy's hand gropes between your thighs and finds my cunt. On it’s way back he caresses your cock. Tammi is behind him, and giving treatment to the lump in his shorts. 


Four of us now; each as deviant; all wanting whatever is to come... 


'I want it, Lover,' my slut-voice growls. 'I want fucking in the men’s room as much as  Tammi. I want your horny cock, and theirs in my cock-sucking mouth. I want your cock and theirs in my horny cunt, and up my ass. And I want their spunk and juice rubbed into me; all over me. And I want to see Tammi get all of that too, and I want to watch her get pissed on too. '


Moments later the four of us are in a cubicle in the mens room. It’s ideal. Not the tiny cubicle type but one of those with one toilet and double the normal space.  You lock us in. 


All so far, according to plan. 


And the venue is perfect. We have the double cubicle we initially wanted.  At the other side of the now locked doors is the main room. There is a huge old urinal in white porcelain along one wall. There  is a filthy, white-tiled floor that slopes into the urinal trough.


And best of all; the place stinks of man. Reeks of stale man piss.


You stand on the toilet seat, hands on hips. I press my face into your crotch, lick up the wide zipper. Can I hear your cock squeak the leather?  I unfasten the gold top stud, unzip the zipper right under your balls and pull the flaps aside.


My prize is there.


Globs of thick white, pumped when you were on the dance floor, cling to the inside.


The smells of your body; your cock; your spunk rise in the heat - wonderful.


I nuzzle, brush my face against our cock;  I grasp it, skinning the head.


Curds of thick spunk beneath; the pre-fuck ooze from the dance floor; the smell now almost orgasmic. 


Fresh spunk, underlaid with old juice - the sluts’ caviar.


I draw your ballsac from the shorts, they stick out, big, fat, wonderfully ugly. I still haven’t tasted of your cock. I’m an actor, building for effect because your watching me and...


Tammi has her Boy up against the wall. She’s kissing him, moving on him. She has one knee raised and is gnawing her satin-thonged young cunt on his spandex’d young cock. I wonder she hasn’t got it in her mouth yet; but Tammi has learnt. The best things in sex will wait. 


And both of them are watching us - me - out of the corners of their eyes.


They’re watching me moving my wet mouth slowly up and down your soft-skinned shaft; they’re watching my hand squeeze under your balls, probing for your asshole in the confines of the shorts. I roll the shaft on my cheeks, hold the cock upright, look up at you.


My lips form an ‘O’, touch the tip; I press my head forward, ploughing up all that lovely smelly goo so that it coats my lips. You watch me do it. Tammi and Boy watch me. They watch the expert slut. Tammi watches and learns.


‘Geez-Fuck!’ I love it when she does that!’ (from Tammi). ‘Look at the way she’s got the stuff to build up on her lips!’  


You love it too, Lover. You’re gazing down as I gaze up; gazing at your slut-wife with her lips heavy with the filth from your cock. Gorgeous cockfilth; the first (I hope) of  much, much more.


I suck the piss slit, imploring you to do it - to give it to me. You can’t. You’re too hard.


‘She wants him to piss in her mouth,’ Tammi tells her friend. Testing him.


‘I’ve had men do that to me, never a girl. I’d like to have it done though.’


I’d thought so; the clothes, the dancing; our Boy plays both sides of the fence.


Tammi’s mouth is on his; she loves him for it; she’s losing it.


But now he’s leading her; they’re behind me; she reaching, pulling the dress down over my tits; his warm hand trickles up my thigh, finding soaked-sopping panties.


‘There’s a dripping furnace down here,’ he says. ‘She must have pissed her panties they’re so wet,’ he says.


‘She hasn’t. She just pisses juice when she’s hot,’ this from Tammi who’s mouth moves in on my neck, my bared back. Boy’s fingers probe gently. He’s unhurried. He’s good, this one...


The four of us are ready to explode. The tension is wonderful. He finds my clit. He’s wanking me off...


There are noises from behind the locked doors...


'Are you ready, Suzie, Tammi?’ you ask urgently. ‘Ready for all the cocks you've hornied out there on the dance floor?'      


‘Fucking too right...’ Tammi breathes into my ear. ‘I’m fucking aching for it. You Suz?’


'Yes, ready’, I look up at you, my mouth feathering your cock, my hand moving on it; wanking you. ‘I want loads of cocks to suck. I want them up my cunt, in my ass, my mouth. I want them to spew load after load after load of spunk, up me, into me, over me until it’s all I can taste and feel. I want a bodyslime of spunk and juice. Then they can whip me; and watch as I piss myself with the lovely disgustingness of it all.' 


Your cock twiches and you pull my head against you.  You fill my mouth, my throat. I hold still as you gently rock my head back and forth, enjoying the tightness of my throat.


Boy’s  watching closely, breathing hard over my shoulder, two fingers up my cunt. He likes the horny talk too; we'll have to get together with him again sometime...


I grin up at you, feeling the viscous fluids melting from my mouth, trickle down my chin.  I touch the head to my lips, savouring the taste, the feel, the smell of cock. Closing my lips over the head I wash it forcefully with saliva and tongue, look up at you.


Open my mouth; let frothy elixir of cock pour out; onto my tits.


'Tammi, will you let Suzie suck our new friend?’ you ask. She nods, petulantly. ‘It’s supposed to be my party you know...’


You get down off the toilet; he gets up there. 


Slim, boyish hips. Bulging, shiny-white spandex shorts; every lovely detail of the throbbing thing  clearly visible through the shiny fabric. A shiny glisten of pre-fuck at its head. I lick it, then gently mouth the bulging head through the fabric. 


Tasty. Not unwashed. Just clean,  hornied cock.


My hands adore hard-muscled young ass, go on under to find nutty young balls. My firm-fingered feelings produce a grunt from above.


You, now behind me, slide my dress up, bunch it around my waist. The fingers of your left hand pull my left tit, hard and outward. Three bunched fingers of your right hand push up me. 


'Suck him Suzie,' you whisper.  'Suck boy-cock, like you've always wanted. Stick a finger up his ass and make him cum in your mouth. I want to see him use it.'


I shudder, hook my fingers in the waistband of  Boy’s shorts, peel them down his thighs. Mancock.  Juicy, circumcised; long, healthy, fat. I wank it against my lips, looking up into the innocent face, made more innocent by the curly blonde hair. His expression, bearing down on me - disbelief, excitement; and above all else, lewd greed.


I hold its base, my lips close on the tip from which hangs a thick, pearly thread. My free hand caresses the insides of his firm, tanned, hairless thighs, slides upward to cup his balls then invade the tight crevice of his ass, my nostrils flaring with the man-musk arising from his groin.  My head bobs on the cock, my index prodding asshole.  Boy holds my head and fucks my mouth gently, pushing in, pulling out; wiping cockdrool over my lips, then wiping it around. My face becomes a snailtrail of  two  cocks’ lust, his adding to yours. 


Your fingers thrusting up my cunt; the cock in my mouth, the nip on my tits, the feel of tight asshole gripping my index, your cock nudging my ass ... I can’t last and you know it. 


'Suck the boy, Suzie. Use your cock-sucker's mouth like only you know how.  Make him cream in your mouth, on your lips, then kiss me...'


The boy hears and falls over the edge with me.  Slim hips buck twice. Ropes of thick and creamy gloop spit into my face and I aim it, mouth open, tongue extended. Baby bird looking for its worms. As the pleasure-wave hits me and courses through my body, burning my tits, firing in my cunt, I hold his cock, and allow the afterflow to pool on my tongue.


I extend it and show him. The lovely stuff is sliding about in my mouth, sticking to my teeth, cloying on my lips.


You, Lover - amogst the sounds of the others breaking in on us, kiss me. You share the spoils of your slut’s actions.  


They’re in on us. A babble of excitement. Several eager pairs of hands grope me and you’re getting jostled.  'They're here for you Suzie. Here to fuck and use you because of the way you've flaunted yourself. Enjoy them...' 


You’re gone. Lost in a cram of bodies. My hands go down, grope hard and hardening denim-covered crotches. From one to another. Then on to another. 


And it’s supposed to be Tammi’s birthday! But I suppose they’re onto here too. 


They are. I hear her delighted squeals through the jostle of  bodies.


I shake my ass against groping hands and swallow Boy's cock once more, delighting in the delicious feel of wildly-pawing hands. 


I’m Meat. CockFodder. 


The Cunt, ass and tits for the Gangbang. 


And the realisation sends an extra shiver through me. 


'Shit! Look at the hot bitch suck that cock! We're in for a fucking good time lads, she loves it.' 


'She sure does,' you say quietly, your cock quietly erupting in the crack of my ass, inside my panties. I didn’t even know you were there.


I still have the dress but it’s bunched around my waist, pulled up and down. It’s no hindrance but the panties are. They are ripped off and a drooling cock slips up my thigh and into the crack of my ass, lubing on your spunk, preparing for entry. 

 
Another takes Boy's place on the toilet seat; eager hands turn me sideways to the toilet (I’m still standing in front of it, but sideways-on) and I have to turn my head to take the new, fresh-and-horny cock into my mouth.  The heady, rousing smell of a score of rampant cocks  envelopes me, inflaming desires that are already screaming. 


Heavy, excited breathing covers me with the raunchy smell of  beer-drunk maleness. A man is pressed against me, his mouth guzzling my neck with beery saliva.


I reach for where his cock sticks hard through his jeans flies, take it and shuffle onto it; putting it where it wants to be. 


I accept a mouth-load from the toilet seat and hug my man around my neck, kiss him, moving on his cock. He spits spunk back into my mouth soon as he realises but continues to grasp me, while I move my cunt on his cock. He recovers from the shock, grunts, puts his hands on my ass, pulls me to him and fucks me in earnest. It’s wonderful. I’m ready to cum again. 


The smell of my cunt rises in the heat, even over the smells of old piss, cock and beer.


Somewhere in the background Tammi screams in orgasm and a man screams in pain - she’s a bitch with her nails when she cums.     


I twitch with each thrust of man.  A finger slides up my asshole. I groan as my head is turned towards the toilet again and a wanked cock spurts in my face. An eruption in my cunt. I reach down and grasp the jerking cock, jerking it in and out of me; noting with satisfaction the extra grunts of pleasure extracted from its owner. 


Then I pull out the spent cock, manage to wipe its sweetness onto high-thigh before its owner is pulled back by the next eager participant. I guide the anonymous pole of pleasure to the turnstile, straddle; sink onto it.  


I do this with my head held turned to one side. I can’t see who’s fucking me; I don’t care. A warm gush deep in my ass accompanies a cry of pleasure from behind me. That cock is ruthlessly removed and another is there, fresh hands splitting my ass.   

 
My own orgasmic moans, the sucking, suckling, groaning sounds of raw sex are accompanied by the lewd comments of the men as they fuck me one after another. My tits are under constant abuse, especially by my ass-fucker. I wish I could see Tammi. I wish all this was being videod.


They take me roughly, not an ounce of emotion; just a desire to get their rocks off fucking a slut. Just the way I wanted it. My body is squashed, pummelled; used. Between sweating, rutting bodies. The stink is indescribable.


Cock after cock fills my cunt ass and mouth.  Taste overpowering now. I realise most of the smell is coming off my face where a miriad of dirty cocks have been wiped. 


My face itself  - caked with pre-fuck juices,  semen; cockdirt.


Caked in my hair, on my thighs, my belly, my ass. Many, who got carried away, came in my groping hands; my wrists, hands and forearms are thick with slime. I wipe themoff on my tits in between cunt-fucks. Waste nothing.  


That’s saying nothing of the countless assholes I’ve prodded, poked and sometimes reamed while getting fucked in every hole. Holding the fingers to my nose I get the sweet stink of assholes too.  


You’re back, husband!


You again! Back on the toilet seat! 


A semi-hard hangs from your leather shorts. You take my head in your hands and bring it to your cock. You gaze down, I gaze up. Your face bears a peculiar expression;  I know the meaning of that expression.


I reject a male’s frontal attack to turn all my attention on you. The is a sudden quiet; as if those present know that events are about to escalate.


Tammi is here beside me! The throng of men back off a little, giving her room. Tammi is in the same state as me. Whitish curds cling to her face; they are matting and drying in her black hair. Her tanned tits are heaving with exertion, shining with slime; yet still glowing so proudly with life. They’re dirt-streaked too, I notice. Dirty from the dirty hands that have groped them; and kept them in the state of arousal - her teats are firm, fiery-red. They are chewed, bitten, squeezed teats - and I realise that mine are in the same state as hers.  


The scum dripping in sticky-thick threads from her cunt is too nice to waste. I cup my hand there, scrape up the groove with my fingers; gather the stuff in my palm. I wipe it up her belly and over her tits. 


The stuff’s oozing from me too; hanging, dripping, sliding down my thighs. I cup my hand there; smear myself with ooze; bring the hand to my face; inhale deeply. 


‘It’s what we wanted, Suzie,’ Tammi breathes, her hands reaching to me, gently sliding over my tits. She bends her head, mouths them. Breaths onto them; licking, sucking, biting gently, then raises her mouth to mine. 


The men are forgotten as we kiss, breathing into each others’ mouths; sharing our tastes, our smells; rather the smells and tastes of our conquests. Our breath strong-smelling; heady with the intoxicating liqueur of sex.


‘Mick wants to piss on me,’ I whisper to her ear, snaking my tongue in there to capture a forgotten little puddle of spunk; snaking again to capture another  fluke trailing on her neck...


‘He wants to do it in my mouth, Tammi. With all these watching.’


‘Lucky Suzie,’ she whispers, sliding her slippery tits against mine, squeezing a hand between us. She cups it under my cunt. Her lips brush mine, her tits brush mine. Her index goes up my cunt. Her hand still cupped there.


‘Piss into my hand, gorgeous,’ she whispers into our kiss.


Cocks are beginning to jostle us again; hands resuming their steady reaming. Will they ever have enough of us? I hope not.


I turn to you, Lover. Offer my mouth. You put your cock inside. Close mouth on it. Stare up at you, waiting.


‘Jeez! What’s she doin’ now!’ exclaims a voice. ‘She ain’t suckin’ ‘im! Looks like she wants ‘im to fucking piss in her mouth!’


‘You must be joking,’ says another.


My mouth fills with piss. Tammi’s hand is back there and I can’t resist. I don’t think the men will know...


I piss - just a squirt - Tammi groans with delight and wipes her hand on her belly and cunt. She sucks her palm, licks. Her hand delves there once more...


I swallow as more lovely piss squirts into my mouth; controlled squirts. It does it for me, that taste of piss. I want more; but before that I want to be fucked again, in the main bit, on the piss-stinking, dirty, male-pissy  tiles. 


To go where no girl has been before. To do what no girl has done before.


That is Tammi’s fantasy, borne of my own, the seed sown when I fucked with Mick in the public toilets on holiday.


I turn, push my way through the throng, seeing not men; only cocks; some hard, some soft - all being played with. The size, shape, age of them; or the size, shape age of the bodies to which they are attached is immaterial to a ranting slut, part-way through a birthday party orgy. 


I’m out. Out into the main area with its dirty, white-tiled and stale-piss stinking floor. 


The stench of months of  drunken male cocks. 


It should be nauseating. 


It’s fucking wonderful. 


My tits crawl. 


Clitty throbs.


I drop to hands and knees on the tiles. Drop my head and smell their smell. My ass and cunt are raised. 


Available. 


Offered.


Like a bitch-dog’s cunt when she’s on heat. 


I am that bitch-dog. And wanting to be used like one.


‘Do what you want, you bastards!’ I hiss. 


‘Fuck me. Use my fucking holes. 


‘Bang your cocks up my cunt and ass. 


‘Cum in my mouth. Use it. Fucking piss in it if you want. Piss up me. In me. On me.’


I’m facing Tammi. A naked Tammi. Sitting right in the damn urinal trough, back against the porcelain wall - fuck her originality! 


She’s staring at me, watching a cock  go up my cunt; another go in my mouth. Her thighs are spread, her hands are playing in the spunk-slime oozing from her cunt onto the dirty tiles and she’s wiping the stuff up her belly and over her proud tits.


‘Piss on me, too,’ she says, matter-of-factly.
Churlishly.  Schoolgirlishlly.


‘I want to cum while you piss on me. And it’s my birthday, so you gotta be nice and do what I want. It’s not Suzie’s birthday. She’s at my party...’ 


She’s frigging herself now, and there are slappy-sicky noises as the fingers of her right hand work her scummy cunt, thrum her clit. Her left hand gathers the slithering, escaping birthday presents and spreads them; working them into her belly, her tits. She creams her face with the stuff like she was making up.


And then she’s pissing. A thick, yellow stream between her spread thighs, up the sloping white tiles. It flows back down to her cunt where it drains into the urinal trough...


Until she realises she’s losing it. When she does, she slides her ass forward the inch necessary to plug the gap between cunt and trough. She watches her piss make a small lake.


She splashes it over her thighs; her belly; her tits. She smells her hands then splashes her face.


She looks like a baby, sitting in a paddling pool, playing with the water. 


I’m buffetted from behind, my body jerking to and fro with the cock that reams and circles up my cunt. The man’s hips smack my thighs. He’s good, this one. He’s giving pleasure and enjoying it. Not just taking his turn. He leans into me and gropes my swinging tits. I wish I could watch his bare ass jerking into me. (I love to watch myself getting dog-fucked; I love a mirror at the side to see the cock sliding, and I love to watch hands groping my tits as they swing and jiggle with the thrusting).


The cock that has just been shoved into my mouth is flaccid and it stinks. Not the first really dirty one that’s been in my mouth tonight, but it’s the worst. It’s hardening; fattening and I close my lips and move my head back and forth on it, feeling with my tongue as the foreskin peels back. I want to cum with this one in my mouth..


With this cock; stinking of maleness; its taste overpowering. 


I feel nutty curds of old juice and spunk in my mouth.


I’m almost reeling with the excitement of  the gift of such a filthy thing. 


I feel like puking and cumming at the same time...


Three men are pissing on Tammi.


She’s sitting with her back up straight on the piss-wall. He ass is sitting right in the overflowing in the trough now. She’s loving it ... mouth open, available. They aim there first. Then just hose her all over. 


She steams piss. Shucks forward and saves it between her thighs again now. It’s quite deep. Lapping up her cunt and she’s doing her baby-at-the-pool bit again. The tiles between her thighs are washed clean-white by the piss. It’s cleaned the dirt off of them. And she’s splashing the stuff all over her.


Shit! What depravity”


She’s stoned on it.


Fucked out on perversion.


Her every hole reamed, crammed with injected spunk. 


But this IS her birthday. 


But if this is her eighteenth, where will she be at our age? Lover? Can you imagine?   


Fresh floods fill my mouth. And I wonder why filth-cock keeps it there. Then I find out.


A new taste wipes out the old. I’m drinking... 


Drinking piss tasting of garlic and I find myself desperate to suck his asshole to see if he tastes like that there, too.


A middle-aged man is spreadeagled on the tiles between Tammi’s thighs. He’s naked from the waist up, wearing a pair of dark blue Levi’s and black ankle boots. He’s got a good bod for his age. Nice tight ass under tight jeans. He’s lapping at her cunt. 


Must be lapping cunt or else he’s lapping her play-pool. She’s holds his head and I can tell by her expression she’s pissing in his face, or trying to. I can hear him sucking now.


He coughs. Spatters her belly. I realise it must stink to holy heaven down there on the floor and I realise that it’s where I want to be now...


Another man pisses over the middle-aged cunt-licker’s jeans-sheathed ass, soaking dark-blue denim a darker, shinier blue. The stream plays down his legs, back up again to finish on his ass. The ass squeezes, the guy is squeezing of in his jeans! On the hard floor! While he laps Tammi’s pissy cunt!


Another participant for our future devious parties perhaps! 


Now another cock is pissing over his head. Now that same stream plays over Tammi. This one is dark yellow. Heavier, stinkier urine. I’ve missed out on that one. 


Tammi looks like a drowned kitten. I realise that I want to look like that; to feel like that too.


The middle-aged guy is getting up. He looks drunk, and about ready to puke.


I crawl, dragging with me the cock up my cunt; it’s owner shuffling behind me, reluctant to relinquish what must be the sloppiest fuck of his life.


By the time I get to the urinal there is another diversion; another perversion taking place next to  Tammi. Two, in fact.


Number one is the middle aged guy squeezing himself off through those tight, piss-soaked jeans. He’s squeezing his cock and pissing at the same time, leering at Tammi-of-the-Trough with glazed eyes and open mouth. The jeans are soaked at back, striped with wet on the thighs, soaked at the bulging crotch.


Number two perversion is our ‘Boy’. He’s standing at the trough, leaning back into the urinal. His yellow spandex shorts are stained heavily with cum at the crotch - all over in fact, from inside and out,  and  I wonder what’s been going on out here while we were in the cubicle. His cock is flaccid inside them; the shorts bulging; the shape of the cock and balls visible through the wet-stained yellow.  
He’s still wearing the little ankle-boots. Looks a cutey standing there waiting.


I feel a need to peel down those shorts and lick the cummings out of them. But resist. 


Mr PJ (pissed-jeans) sees him and gets his cock out, shuffling closer to our Boy, wanking himself lewdly. There is a small gathering around Boy of various men in various states of undress.


Boy gets pissed on - of course. It’s what he was asking for, standing like that - at the trough with his back on the porcelain. First it’s his shorts that get it, while he fervently squeezes his cock back into an erection under the stream of piss. Then it’s his belly, then the stream snakes up his chest, just reaching his mouth. 


He bends his head and opens his mouth; sucking at the piss, breathing it like he was drinking from a drinking water fountain. 


That’s not enough, he sinks himself down the wall into the trough next to Tammi, turning to grin at her sheepishly. Her hand goes out to his crotch. She squeezes it. Piss squeezes through our depraved little angel’s fingers.


Boy’s bum-buddies (?) take their turn - maybe it’s his birthday too? Who cares - I’m between Tammi’s thighs now, and we’re getting the same treatment from the ‘normal’ men - warm showers of blessing from above.


I’m belly-down on the piss-stinking, boot-filthy tiles; my chin resting in the deepening pool between Tammi’s thighs, piss lapping my tits. Suddenly I’m sliding towards Tammi’s cunt because she’s clutched my hair and slid me in there. 


My face buries in her dirty fork. My mouth searches out her clit and then she’s pissing into my face and wailing because she’s cumming and I feel men’s piss raining down on my hair and back and they’re pissing on Tammi, too because it’s pouring down her belly into the little cesspool she’s made between her legs, the one I’m lying in, and I’m going to drown in it if I stay there...


I flip over onto my back, my head resting on her belly. Piss pours down onto me, three hoses; three destinations - face and hair, tits, and cunt. I shut my eyes, pull my cunt open with both hands so I feel the stream right in there, and wait for them to finish their fun.


The showers slow, drip and stop. My eyes sting. I wipe them with my hands, open them...


There’s a semi-circle of wankers, just watching now. At its head is Snake, wearing his famous jeans. He knows I’ll want them, of course. Because Snake knows me well. He knows you as well, my Lover, we’re as perverted as him and his pack.


The bleached-blonde floosie is at his side wearing a shiny-black lycra minidress with white panties and shiny-black thigh boots (like she’s had lessons in the slut’s dress code from Tammi and me!). She’s pretty, but judging by the rough look of her she’s been well used, well taught,  by Snake’s pack of hairy-assed, dirty-cocked, beer-swilling bikers. I wonder if she’s had the full tied-up, sado treatment yet that the pack give to all their biker-chick initiates. I have - and I make a mental note  to arrange that Tammi gets that pleasure.  


Blondie looks straight at me, takes a last drag at a joint she’s smoking and gives it to Snake.


She’s staring at me and Tammi with what could be either envy or indifference. Her hands are at her sides and any second I expect her to start frigging those shiny-white panties. She looks the type that needs no encouragement. The black lycra dress ends at her crotch and that’s why I can see the V of  white silk pantie (or thong perhaps?).


For myself, I’d be content to carry on with the cock feast but the showgirl in me takes over...


The men will like this (I know!). Rejuvinate them perhaps (hopefully). They’re replenishing themselves, and getting more drunk too, on a crate of beer that Snake must have brought in with him.


I shuffle on my knees, rise in front of Blondie. The dress has a diving cleavage almost to her navel. I stare into her face,  pull - almost tear - the dress outwards so that her tits spill out. 


Not bad. Full and firm. Gold teat rings. Big ones for biggish tits.


I ringpull. Twist slightly. Look for a reaction. And get one...


‘Go on then slut-bitch! Fucken hurt my fucken tits you dirty-cunted whore!’


She takes a pull at a bottle of beer. 


Hard twist. (Almost hurts me to do it).


The mouth drops open a bit, revealing large, white, even teeth. She gasps, dribbling beer. Starts to pant. I release the teats. Move on her, tit to tit - my scummy-dirty tits to her clean ones. My scummy-dirty belly to her nice, clean, shiny-black dress. She never flinched - good. 


My arms go around her, lift the dress, grasp her pantied ass and pull her into me.


We kiss. Her beer bottle bounces off of the floor. 


Rather, I kiss her.


‘Can you ... smell my ... cock mouth?’ I murmur into the kiss. 


‘Taste ... my cock-stinking mouth? Taste piss?  Smell it ... on my breath?’


Testing... Seeing how dirty she is...


Now she’s kissing back. Squirming a bit, too.


Another hot one for future parties. Our battery of cocks will be pleased.


She pushes me down, I’m on my knees again, looking up over those spilled-out tits. She’s looking down. She lifts the hem of the dress, spreads her thighs rudely, squats her white satin-pantied fork onto my face.


‘Lick my panties,’ she says. ‘Suck my cunt through my panties.’


A Dirty Mouth. No wonder Snake likes her.


‘Cripes!’ says Tammi and her wet and slimy body presses into mine from my left side. Her breath stinks of piss. Even over the smell off of our bodies.  She’s watching closely - of course. Kneeling beside me, dripping onto the floor. 


I can smell Blondie’s cunt through her panties. A ripe cunt. I like that. 


But then she pisses her panties. Rather she pisses through them into my mouth. My hands slide quickly up the backs of her tanned thighs, under the dress, yank the pretty white things down her thighs. She stops pissing. Pulls my head into her cunt.


She’s been fucked. And recently. It’s probably Snake-scum that’s plastered all over the hairest  black bush you ever saw. So hairy that I can’t see the hole it’s oozing from.


‘Go for it Suzie,’ Snake growls, standing next to me; almost on top of me. ‘Go for it, Babe - eat the fucked-up cunt out, there’s two ballsloads up there. But eat my jeans first, SuzieBabe, they’re more matured since you sucked ‘em last.’


I look, can’t help it seeing as how he’s shoved them almost in my face. There are dark, dried piss stains. There are whitish, crusty bits, and other, dried-slime marks. The snake bulges the denim, but semi, half coiled and there’s shiny-wet cock-spit pushing at the snake’s head.


I take time out from licking cunt to lick jeans. The old smells are great, are reactivated by the fresh saliva. I take time over them, gently sucking on the marks. I lick, suck, gather a mouthful of saliva; spit it out onto the bulging crotch. Snake growls - he likes his bitches to be dirty bitches. The snake’s uncoiling and I squeezie it gently.


‘Piss ‘em for Suzie, Snakey?’ I ask, looking up at him. His beard opens in a crook-toothed smile and obliges while I sit back on my haunches and watch, reaching out to wipe steaming piss all over the crotch and thighs.


‘Oooooooh! Fuck! Geeze!’ cries Tammi, her hands all over him too. Then she rises up, thrusts her cunt out and says ‘can I wipe my jizzey cunt on your jeans, Mr Snakey, please?’


The answer is obvious. While she does it - straddles his left thigh and wipes her frothy little box up and down it - his hands are all over her tits. I leave them to it. I’ve got a cunt to serve.


But I haven’t! It’s gone! Blondie’s spied our eighteen-year-old ‘Boy’ and turned on him. He’s standing in front of the trough, she’s kissing him, her hand is sliding on the bulge in his piss-soaked, nearly see-thru, bright-gleaming yellow turned darker wet workout shorts.


‘Mmmm, little baby,’ she’s crooning at him, mouthing his lips. ‘Little boy wants to grow big so Momma can suck him through his sexy shorts.’ 


He’s growing, I can see it under her encouraging hand.


Now she’s standing at his side. She’s groping the front still, but her other hand is reaming up and down the crack of his ass, pushing the soaked spandex into his asshole.


‘Cum on baby, she says. Cum in your sexy little tight shorts, let Momma lick it out.’


He’s got three fingers up her cunt. No finesse. They’re just stuffing her, in and our. Looks nice though. I want that too.


I glance at Tammi and Snake. He’s sitting in the trough, snake at attention, sticking out of his jeans flies. Shit, it’s huge! Tammi is straddled, crouching over him, banging her cunt into his bearded face. Now she’s sliding down him, holding the prong and trying to sit it into her cuntlet. Snake’s slapping her ass - as he’s apt to do when he gets excited.


‘C’mon, Little HotCunt, get the fucker in that box!’


She does it, whimpering.  She’s got the full thing busting her, and she’s scouring the lips of her cuntlet on the metal flies of his jeans. (I love the feel of that).


‘Oooh, honey-boy,’ Blondie interrupts my thoughts. ‘You’ve squirted your shorts... Will you shit them for big bad momma?’


Blondie’s getting carried away. She’s still feeling him up at front, poking  his asshole at back. 
The shocking question has got Tammi off of Snake’s cock in double-quick time and he’s looking hurt. The question has stunned the gathered  cocks. The question makes my stomach lurch. 


So we’d come to that.


Once said, there would be no going back.

THIS STORY CONTINUES IN...

 ‘ToiletSlut’ 

READERS WHO ARE OFFENDED BY SHIT AND PUKE SEX SHOULD NOT READ IT!!!! IT IS MY MOST INTENSE STORY EVER!

(There was no going back!)

