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Mack stared down as Sukie reached up to a high bar shelf for his favorite strong beer.


Her tiny, shiny-black PVC miniskirt rode up, revealing the neatest, cutest cheeks ever, cut by a ‘V’ of  white satin panties. That white ‘V’ was marked with oily fingerprints.


Evidence of an earlier grope as she worked in this dive. She loved working here, it was populated by her favorite kind of man - the foul-mouthed, hard-fucking, woman-using stud, the car mechanic or biker type, straight from work into this dive of a place - the drunker the better. One of them had left his mark.


Mack was her type of man. 


He strayed a paw of a hand to his right and slid it over a duplicate ass. Duplicate because it belonged to Eireen, Sukie’s twin sister. The ass he now groped was sheathed in silver spandex workout shorts that clung to the cheeks, the crevice cut by a seam in the fabric. His finger traced that seam downwards, all the way, until his finger gently worked in the soft flesh of her cunt.


Eireen gasped, leant forward onto the bar, her eyes bright with lust.


‘I bet you’ve been fucked tonight,’ Mack leant into her and whispered.
‘I bet this hot little cunt has been worked out well, down at the gym tonight? Eh Baby?’


Eireen reached and grabbed at the crotch of his too-tight, worn-thin, greasy-dirty Levi’s...


‘All the better for you to suck, Eh Babes?’ she grinned, then grimaced as Mack’s finger prodded the whisper-thin spandex up her cunt, his other hand reaching across to fondle an over-ripe tit, through its white spandex crop-top partial-cover, his finger gently rubbing its proud teat.


‘You can see right right through this fucking top, Eireen. I bet every man at that gym had a jack for you. Come on, bitch tell Mack and your sweet sister Sukie how many cocks you’ve had up this horny box tonight.’


Eireen looked around. Apart from what looked like a hooker and a wimp that were at the other end of the bar, the place was empty - ready for closing.


‘Three,’ she said. ‘And two in the mouth.’


Turn for Sukie’s eyes to shine now, as she leant on the other side of the bar.


‘Where?’ she asked breathlessly. ‘In the gym?’


‘In the shower, sweet-sis. The men’s. One guy took me in, the others were already there, bollocks-naked, stink-sweaty, ready to get showered. They got a fuck instead.’


‘Well, not instead,’ she added, ‘before.’


‘Oh fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.’ whispered Sukie. ‘And I coulda been there but I was here, serving at this stinkin’ joint!’


‘I’m meetin ‘em next week, tramp. Just be there with me, Mack too. Same five ... plus.’


‘Right on!’ breathed Sukie.


‘She aint lyin’’ Mack said, his fingers prodding in the heat and wet. ‘These fucking shorts are creamed with yuk.’


‘Jeeze I’m fucking horny!’ Sukie blurted, doing something with the beer bottle that Mack couldn’t quite see. So he leaned over the bar and saw. 


She had the neck of the bottle up her miniskirt. And her hand was moving round and round.


‘Just don’t wear it out,’ Mack warned. ‘You close in five minutes, so get rid of the hooker and wimp and give me another beer.’


Mack leant on the bar thinking how lucky he was to have the twins.


Two young Heather Locklear look-alikes, except Sukie’s hair was bleached blonde and Eireen’s was dyed jet-black. But both had it in a wispy, slutty-frizzy style. 


Sukie’s bleached hair framed features and a pouting mouth . She wore a whisper-thin, low-cleaved, glo-white spandex boob-top, the fabric inadequate to restrain the twin thrusts of  her tits  beneath. A shiny-black, hip-slung, PVC miniskirt barely covered her ass. In fact, when she bent even slightly from the vertical, it didn’t - the cheeks peeked very cheekily beneath the hem. 


Eireen (unknowingly) licked her lips at the sight and (knowlingly) slid her right hand to her crotch. Already she was horny, she’d come to Sukie’s bar straight from the gym and the stares of the men as she worked out wearing sparkling-white spandex short-shorts and tight yellow t-shirt had gotten her juicing right from the start. She was sweaty, she hadn’t showered or changed and now as her finger licked slowly up and down the crease of her cunt that pushed through the spandex she could feel heat and sticky damp leaking out. 


Sukie was bent over a low shelf. Her ass said peek-a-boo, just as it would have been doing all night as she worked, with the bar full of male customers. Now she just had a handful of  voyeurs to please  - Eireen, Sukie, Al and some tart and her boyfriend who were at the far end of the bar.


Eireen loved Sukie’s ass. Both girls were very much ‘bi’, having enjoyed each other’s bodies since their game of ‘nurses and patients’ suddenly started to take on a more exciting facet.  


Eireen smirked inwardly at the memory, her tongue flicked over her painted lips as Sukie turned her back to reach to a high bar shelf to retrieve a bottle of Al’s favourite beer. Both girls knew full well that she kept his extra-strength stuff on that high shelf so that whenever he asked for it she could flash her ass at him - like now. 


As she reached, the eight-inch strip of PVC - allegedly a “skirt” - rode up her perfect, high-jutting ass that she was so proud of, the firm flesh sexily decorated by the  ‘V’ of scanty, white silk panties. (Not quite a ‘V’ because the silk was crawling between the cheeks, seeming to tantalisingly split them). 


Eireen smiled at the four black-oily finger-smears crossing the right cheek of  that cheeky and tanned ass, soiling the shiny-white panties, finishing in a circular mark of dirt which marked a bullseye for asshole.


Every customer in the place knew Sukie’s ass, knew she went to jelly when it was touched, knew she swooned when it was poked. That mark was stark evidence of  at least one earlier poke, one obviously delivered by Sukie’s favourite type of man - the oily, dirty, smelly, motor-mechanic-type man.


The hard-fucking, foul-mouthed, woman-using stud.


Her type of man.


Sukie glanced over her shoulder, giggled at the hungry stares.


‘What you two horny fuckers staring at?’ she quipped. ‘Never seen a girl’s ass before?’


Al leant on the bar and slid a hand to the bulging crotch of his too-tight, worn-thin Levi’s, visually eating what Sukie wanted him to eat. The last time he’d come into close contact with that prize piece of  ass-flesh it had also been wearing panties, pretty-pinky ones, soaked in (his own) piss and he had been thrashing it with a belt as the girl screamed for more, jerking and writhing at the bonds that fastened her to the punishment frame in the sex-basement of the house that the threesome shared. 


Eireen had been kneeling at the side of that frame, ramming (there was no other word for it) a ten-inch black plastic dildo repeatedly into Sukie’s cunt through the open-crotch of the panties, while Eireen herself worked her own body into a frenzy with her fingers, ready to take her twin sister’s place when she dropped from physical and sexual exhaustion.  


He’d pissed down her panties when she had been tied to the frame but Sukie had pissed over him first - said she couldn’t wait, pushed him down on a chair, lifted her skirt and pissed over his Levi’s - the same ones he wore tonight . His hand worked the bulge of the fattening uncut monster through his Levi’s. The girls liked it nice and juiced for action and the action would be starting soon when they’d kicked out the whore and her pimp (the only other customers). 


But time for another few beers yet, so he had the guts-full of piss these two bitches liked him to have for their deviant ‘foreplay’ before the threesome got down to the real fucking. Al could already feel the Viagra taking effect and he knew that the girls would have taken theirs already.


Idly, as he watched Sukie working, he shut out the girls’ chatter and recalled their last few orgies. They were getting worse - or better - depending on which way you looked at it. 


Fuck knew where they’d get their next kicks from - surely they’d gotten to the limit of degeneracy already. 


Their play had lately become (in the light of the following day) perversely disgusting and Al recalled distinctly the first time the corner had been turned - two weeks previously. 


The session was ending. They were almost fucked-out. 


The girls tied him to the punishment table. Naked.


Eireen sat on his chest. Sukie raised his head so that he was staring right into Eireen’s cunt. Eireen split herself open with the fork of two fingers. And pissed into his face. He’d loved it, opening his mouth and swallowing what he could, relishing the splash of  piss on his body, squirting out of the fresh fucked cunt a few inches in front of his face.


But then Eireen had moved down his body, squatted over his cock and shit on him, to the delight of  Sukie who had made a great play of smearing his cock and balls with her sister’s shit before (amazingly) leaning her head over his stinking crotch and taking that filthy cock into her mouth.


It was at that moment that Al realised that these two girls had played this game before and were now drawing him into it. 


That fact become increasingly obvious when Sukie, the nine-inch dildo stuffed in her cunt and weighted chains swinging from her pierced teats, had lain right down next to him and pleaded with Eireen to shit right onto her face.


It hadn’t stayed on her face though. She’d wiped it all over her tits, all up her thighs and over her cunt, shoved some into her cunt and then, screaming for A1 or Eireen to piss into her mouth she’d dildoed herself violently to a screaming, writhing, finally jerking orgasm. 


He still didn’t know everything that made these bitches tick. 


And then last Friday - just three nights ago...


He had been lain in the same position - they liked him tied there.


Sukie had knelt astride his head, squeezed a (she admitted) two days’ shit into her previously prettily-pink satin panties - groaning, farting, frigging and pissing them too - and then she’d squashed the not-so-pretty, bulging satin shit-parcel onto his face, squeezing the stinking, piss-dripping packet right onto his mouth, while frigging herself off through the crotch of  the panties. 


The climax had taken place on their dirty sex-mattress on the floor (It had since been discreetly dumped). The three of them slithered and slid and rolled and fucked together, sharing their shit with each other, their bodies a slimy mixture of excrement and piss.


Yes. 


Al was getting to know his bitches better every time.

  
‘Last time...’ Al checked himself and spoke softly so that the hooker and her friend couldn’t hear, 
‘Last time I saw that sexy ass it was filthy with shit and you were wiping it over my face,  remember?’ 


‘Mmmm I remember honey, keep talking me dirty,’ Sukie crooned, raising the hem of the tiny miniskirt and gently pushing the neck of a beer bottle against  her silky-covered cunt. 



‘Course I remember .... that shit was fucking ace and that final cum was wild!’


‘D’you remember eating shit?’ asked Al, his breathing quickening.


‘Sure! And you had garlic for supper - I never forget garlic shit it’s the best.’


Yes, thought Eireen, her hand straying unconciously to the crotch of her workout shorts. Yes, Sukie, you and me are peas from the same pod alright, two peas who just grew deviant together. 


The tender age of nine - two girls found they’d inherited an unnatural greed for sex and exhibitionism  - the ‘secret games’ started... 


They were ‘Rudey Queens’ - stripping and dancing for each other, pretending a hoard of ‘royal subjects’ were being forced to watch their sexual gyrations.


By age eleven the games had progressed - to their lighted bedroom. And it was played to an audience - not now of imaginery ‘royal subjects’, now it was played to the half-dozen perverts who gathered outside their window each night.


Sukie and Eireen - the girls who loved to show their panties to the boys behind the bushes in the schoolyard. Later still, behind the same bushes they had their budding bits fondled - pinched and groped more like - by the same boys.


Later, plucking up courage they groped boy-stalks through uniform pants... 


Later still they plucked up the courage to unzip the pants...


But (perhaps because the girls were so voracious), they had scared off  those male counterparts and it had been two dirty-smelly fairground workers who had finally fucked the up-and-coming sluts for their first time ... surprisingly, at the legal age of (a not-so-sweet!) sixteen.


They had been tarted-up (as always), wearing the tiniest and tightest of denim cut-off’s that had progressively had more and more cutoff them (and then what remained had been deliberately frayed) until there was just a strip at the crotch. Shorts and equally sexy tops. 


They had almost dragged the horny youths by the crotch of their tight, faded, worn-out, oily Levi’s behind the nearby cover of the burger-bar.


And soon had their first taste of cock. 


Eireen, kneeling in front of her boy, found it oh-so natural to free the thing of a thousand fantasies. 


Sukie copied.


Briefly, the two had glanced at each other, then turned their heads and put the unwashed, smelly cocks of the itinerant fairground workers into their mouths.


Neither boy had any chance of holding back, not with these two avid, hairbrush-handle-practised cocksuckers doing their thing. They leant against the rear wall of the burger bar and looked down as the two sluts licked, sucked and slurped their filthy cocks - to a quick climax.


And even as they sucked, both girls had pulled down their T-shirts and given up their tits to be groped.


All too soon the sucking had ended in new taste and the two horny young cunts were being expanded by more than the aforesaid hair brush handle. 


With asses bouncing off the grass to meet the lust-charged cocks fucking mercilessly at their young cunts, the two cock-happy sluts had won themselves the prize of a savage.


And afterwards, in their bedroom, they shared...


Kissing tenderly, mouthing whispered obsceneties to each other about how much they’d loved the tastes, how good it had felt to suck and how good it had felt to finally do IT.


And that night they had waited and coaxed, and loved it when the spunk had slowly slithered its way out, and been used on their bodies until both girls were streaked with the evidence and the smells of their conquest.


And before sleep overtook their weariness they lay in sixtynine - and fucked each other, first with the hairbrush handles, then with the bristle-end of their slimline favourites until their cunts stung and ached ... before drifting off to sleep with the smells still lingering on their faces. 


Happy sleep. Like pigs in shit. 


Which was, Eireen thought, just what they had become - sexpigs and it was their own shit. Sows, wallowing in every sort of perversion and degradation dreamed up by the warped minds of their chosen-for-the-purpose male friends.


Susan watched the girl behind the bar, amazed at the audacity. Not only had she just been flashing her (very sweet little) ass at the male and female customer, she was now holding up the hem of her skirt (which was as short as her own) and rubbing the neck of a bottle on her cunt!


She nudged Daniel. No need, Daniel had spotted it. He put his arm around his wife, pulled her to him and they kissed, perched on their stools. ‘Don’t stare!’ he whispered. ‘You’ll put them off!’


Susan was sitting at the corner of the bar and she had already been admiring the male. He was six-feet of hunk with long and straggly, dirty-looking hair. He wore a denim jacket, unbuttoned, displaying a powerful chest matted with black hair. Susan mused on his armpits, crotch and ass ... he’d be the same there - her kind of man. Pity he was with the tart, the twin of the bargirl. Those twins were gorgeous too, she wouldn’t mind a night in the sack with those two working on her either.


She shifted slightly, just managing to get a look down the side of the bar at the couple.


SHIT! He was fucking playing with himself! Skin-tight Levis, faded and nearly worn-through and his fucking hand was squeezing his packet!


And her! Indecent spandex shorts and feeling her cunt! Jeez!


‘Come home with us tonight Sukie?’ Al asked softly, unzipping his jeans and casually stroking his cock. ‘I wanna get my own back on you for last time. This time it’s gonna be me that shits on your face, but first I’ll take a long beer piss up that pretty asshole of yours. Enought to swell your belly.’

The bar-tart had a beer bottle up her skirt and what the neck of that bottle was doing up there was plainly obvious. It didn’t have to travel ‘up’ the skirt either - Percival had been glimsping sheer-pantyhosed ass and cunt all evening, the mini-skirt was so short. 

And her tits were so superb - right now heaving more than they’d been heaving earlier when he’d watched them get groped by nearly every man in that stinking dive... 

He suspected that she hadn’t just been groped either ... three times she’d taken men to the little back door and come back more dishevveled, more slutty, than when she’d gone in, and the men had been grinning lewdly at their companions...

The other tart - obviously the bar-girl’s twin sister - seemed just as much a horny bitch. But he’d have to be careful with staring at her, the guy they called ‘Al’ looked a real nasty piece of work.

He risked a glance - a glance that became a stare as Percival realised what the other girl - ‘Eireen’ - was doing to herself...

She’d leant against the bar, tits thrown casually on its top, uncaring that spilled beer was soaking into her white, filmy T-shirt, making the bouncy tit-flesh clearly visible throough the fabric. The teats of those proud tits stood through -  like plant-bulbs through a snow-covered earth...

His gaze dropped to her lower half. She wore black, super-shiny, PVC hipster shorts over sheer pantyhose - shorts so brief that the cheeks of her ass peeked beneath; so tight they dipped the crack of that beautiful ass. Hipster too, slung low on flaring hip where an evil-looking spiked leather belt was loosely slung, displaying a certain sado - threatening - femininity.

But it was what she DID that transfixed Percival! As she leant forward on the bar, she pressed her crotch against the sharp wooden corner of a bar stool.

That shiny-black, perfect, PVC-shorted ass moved, in a gently-prodding, circular-fucking motion as she worked the corner of the bar stool against her cunt...

THE HORNY BITCH WAS JERKING HERSELF OFF - ON THE CORNER OF A DAMN BAR STOOL!

AND, her beefy guy - HE COULDN’T BE! - he WAS! 

A thick slug of an ugly, uncut cock hung out of his 501’s - his fist was around it and he was slowly jacking the monster! As Percival watched, a drip of shiny juice swung in an arc and dropped to the floor. Percival instinctively licked his lips. He’d had dreams made of cocks like that. Dreams he tried to forget...

He shifted slightly, swayed a little - proving he was just a wasted drunk - and peered at the threesome.

‘Coming home with you?’ Sukie repeated, reaching her hand over the bar to grope her sisters tits through the wet T-shirt. ‘’Fraid not lover, you’ll have to get your own back on me some other time - I got a sixer cummin’ over, after they’ve had a bellyful of beer. Six ball-players, and cunt-starved randy fuckers at that.’

‘Ooohh Al! SIX BALL PLAYERS! Maybe WE should stay,’ Eireen crooned, stroking her hand over the head of her husband’s exposed cock. ‘Six ball players better than your idea of picking up an old drifter and having him fuck me?’

‘We stick with a drifter,’ the sound of Al’s gruff, gravelly voice accompanied the sound of a hard slap delivered to the PVC’d ass of his wife. 

She never flinched, though her cunt banged hard into the corner of the bar stool.

‘Oooh lover, that was niiccce! Fuckin’ hit me again,’ she crooned, holding herself with the corner of the stool firmly against her cunt. She sniffed the palm of the her hand wet from her lover’s cockhead, then wiped it over her mouth...

‘Your cock smells fucken gorgeous lover. Cheese, and old cunt there too.’

Al ignored the comment...

‘I need to take a piss before we go,’ he said slowly, staring into Sukie’s eyes. 

‘Good idea, Al!’ she said brighty. ‘The mensroom! Follow me!’

Percival Feeney had no idea what he was letting himself in for. All he knew was that he had to find out what the trio were up to. He followed to the door of the mensroom, cautiously pushed it open and peered around.

A rank smell of old piss assailed his senses as he peered around the door. But WHAT he saw assailed his perverted senses and instinctively his hand strayed to the crotch of his expensive slacks to squeeze at the throbbing hard-on that the behaviour at the bar had caused.

The bar-tart, Sukie, had whipped off the skirt and top, and now wore just the sheer pantyhose and black knee-boots. As he watched, the girl dropped onto hands and knees in the middle of the dirt-streaked, white tiled floor. 

She looked back over her shoulder at Al and Eireen who stood to one side of her. 

Al’s uncut cock hung from the fly of his filthy 501’s, looking as filthy as the jeans and as ugly and massive as any cock from any porn film in Percival’s (considerable) collection. 
He licked his lips, thinking that he was going to enjoy whatever the trio were going to get up to. 

Sukie looked round and up at Al. She was panting gently and now supporting herself on knees and one arm only - she had raised the other arm, and the hand was doing something Percival couldn’t quite see at her crotch. 

‘Mouth too, Al-Boy boy. Piss in Sukie’s mouth - I wanna taste,’ she said, opening her mouth wide and raising her face to him.

Al didn’t move from her side, simply aimed his cock at the girl’s head and pissed into her face. The head moved, her tongue licking wildly at the hard-forced jet. Briefly, her mouth found it and the two stayed locked for a moment, before Al turned slightly, pissing down her back and over her ass.

Sukie groaned and dropped flat on the floor, both hands underneath her body, clawing her crotch. As the piss rained onto her, soaking her jerking, sheer-pantyhosed ass, thighs and boots she writhed on the tiles, bouncing her cunt onto her hands, sliding her body on the cold, wet, filthy floor. Her mouth opened - Percival watched aghast as she licked piss from the filthy floor tiles.

As the stream ceased, a wail of animalistic orgasm started, echoing around the fully-tiled room. The girl flipped over onto her back, her right hand thrashing at her pantihosed cunt, her left repeatedly yanking on the waistband of the pantyhose, sawing its crotch up and down into the fleshy folds of a cunt that was clearly seen, squashed - mutilated by the sheer, wet pantyhose. 

Excerprt from 'HardShit Sisters' by Suzie SleaZe (1997)

With edits for Jeanne who has my permission to alter or 

add anything to suit her more dire perverions!

To recap – 

Meet Sukie and Eireen TwinTeenSluts. Both sexy-pretty, petite, big-breasted for their size, cute butts, shaven cunts, bleached,blondes. Both absolutely sexually perverted and willing to do anything to please their Big-Daddy-Biker type named Al. He is huge, black-bearded and filthy in mind and body. 

At this point in the story Eireen is wearing only bright yellow satin panties. Sukie is naked and Al wears only black workboots and a filthy white jockstrap, the stained pouch of which is massive with down-curved, thick cock and meaty balls  

START

Until that moment Percival had thought that girls in porn flicks were druggie chicks doing what they were told to earn their next fix. But what he was witnessing here were two teenage girls and a middle-aged, fat biker-daddy type engaged in filthy sex, feeding each others perversions. Quite clearly the man was getting off on pissing on the girl - and more so the girl was getting off on being pissed on by a man. And all in a filthy-stinking mensroom!

Percival, partly hidden behind the door the trio had left open,  watched the girl on the filthy tiled floor, writhing about with the fingers of both hands stuck up herself. He resisted the temptation to cum in his pants and eased up on his hand movement, watching closely, panting quietly.

Sukie lay on the floor for a moment, gasping for breath, tits heaving with exertion, her face, tits and belly streaked with piss  and dirt. Slowly she pulled her fingers out of her cunt and wiped her hands on her tits, cleaning them of the churned-up spunk and cunt mixture. Shakily, she got to her feet…

'I need another of those - I want another fucking cum like that,' she said quietly, pushing her fingers back up her bare-shaved cuntlet. 

She backed against the urinal, pressing her ass and back against the dirty white piss-wall while staring at Al and Eireen. She shifted her thighs apart, staring insanely into the faces of her abusers, then at Al’s cock, then at his heavy, dirty, black workboots...

'Kick my fucken cunt Al. Hard. I want your boot to smash at my cunt - make me nice and throbby for when those bastards turn up to fuck me.'

Eireen stared at her sister and wondered just where the twin sister's incessant sexual greed would end. Before even meeting the cruel men they now called friends, the two sisters had engaged in all manner of perverted acts to slake their unending desires, after ordinary fucking failed to satisfy, even though they were still so young. They were sick and they knew it. And they loved their sickness, which had been passed down from mom and dad.

Even now, as the excited girl stood in a urinal, begging to be abused, stark naked and piss-wet, Eireen could see the scars on the girl's nipples where she herself had speared them with thick diaper pins at her sister's request three weeks ago...

Sukie had lain on her bed, watching quietly as Eireen bent over her. Both girls had been naked, both freshly fucked by two married men picked up in a bar ... both girls high on the kick of the fucking,  but still craving more of that drug of sex.

At first Eireen had been reluctant, then, realising just how much her sister wanted her to do it, she'd complied. Three of Sukie's bunched fingers had thrust in Eireen's spunky cunt as Eireen had bent over her sister, quivering and shaking at the sexual pleasure that even the thought of the gross act was giving her.

Eireen had caressed the young and firm tit, flicked the engorged and rubbery teat. She had pinched it, pulled it, slapped it, bitten it then stuck the needle right through it.

Sukie's hands had shot to her own cunt then, and with her head raised off the bed, she watched her sister falter, afraid to carry on with the cruel act...

'Fucking do it Eireen,' she'd panted. 'Stick the fucking other one with that thing...'

She'd screamed when the pin burst the second teat, when the blood flowed and when she felt the metal spike pushing right through.

She'd gone wild over the blood, wailed and writhed as she spread it over her mutilated tit, as Eireen took the splitting dildo and rudely fucked her blood-sex crazed sister's cunt to wracking, bucking, writhing orgasm...

And now she watched Sukie wait for Al to kick her in the cunt. 

Cunt-kicking was a favourite - it left a dull, aching pain - one which made even ordinary fucking a joy. It had been a favorite with the sisters for years, a game which horrified their teachers who watched as the girls chased each other lovingly, and then stuck the boot in at the kill. 

And Al loved to kick cunt - Al was that type.

'Go on Al,' Eireen heard herself say. 'What you waitin' for. Kick shit outta the fuckin' bimbo’s cunt so she can cum off!'

Percival's world stopped for an instant, as Al's black-booted foot smashed upward, smacking into the cunt with a  dull, thudding sound. 

Sukie’s whole body lifted upward, her expression twisted first into a mask of pain, then into one of pleasure as her warped mind turned the sensation to sexually deviant pleasure.

Eireen's cunt burned with need for the same feeling. Her tits ached to be abused... She pulled at her tits with her left hand while she smacked her own cunt hard with her right. 

‘Kick her again, Al,’ she croaked. ‘Give the bitch what she wants.’ 

But instead, Al stood in front of the panting girl, held her head, tilting it backwards, spat a glob of saliva into her mouth then kissed her savagely. The girl’s hand shot to Al’s bulging jockstrap but he slapped her hand away and stepped back.

‘Aw, Al!’ Sukie pleaded, sniffing the lucky hand. ‘Give us your cock, it smells so beut-fucking cheesey-bad … let me suck it, please Al? Let me have your cheese?’

Al slapped her right tit with a force that almost knocked the petite girl over. Her hands flew to protect herself and then moved back to her cunt. ‘Beat me, Big Mister,’ she pouted ‘Beat the living shit outta your little pervert teenybabe. C’mon Al, big man, fuckin’ hit me. The yet your cock out, make me eat its sludge and fuck me.’

Eireen felt left out. Her sister was extra mouthy tonight and was likely to take the first cum on the cock. She went and stood behind Al, put her arms around him, pressed against his bare hairy ass and ran her fingers over the bulging cotton jock. ‘Piss for me, Al, babe?’ she said softly and was rewarded with a fart against her belly and warmth on her hands. She spread the piss back up the jock, up his hairy belly and chest and her fingers went to work on his nipples. He gasped as she gripped them, twisted, turned, pulled and twisted some more. She was rewarded with his grunts of satisfaction, the sound of him slapping Sukie and her whimper of lust.

‘Kneel down, Sukie,’ he commanded, moving away from Eireen and picking up a long-handled, black-bristled toilet brush. Eireen, piss your panties and stuff her mouth with them.’

Eireen cupped a hand under her crotch, farted and then pissed in the yellow satin panties, smoothing the piss upwards so that the fabric was soaked and see-through.

‘She’ll shit in them!’ Sukie wailed but Eireen knew full well that that is what Sukie wanted her to do before they were stuffed in her sister’s mouth. They had played those games for many years.

Eireen carefully stepped out of her panties, balled them, Sukie opened her mouth and the panties went in. Eireen tilted Sukie’s head backwards, spread her legs and sat her cunt on her sister’s mouth. With her mouth packed with the panties, Sukie couldn’t swallow, so she choked on the gush of urine, to the laughing delight of Al.

‘Stand up,’ Al ordered. ‘And come off of that wall, you’re about to get toilet-brushed. Eireen, your sister’s cunt needs cleaning. Do it. I’m not sticking my cock into other guy’s fudge.’

Spunk was dripping in strands from Sukie’s cunt. If Sukie could have smiled when Eireen obediently knelt in front of her she would have. But all she managed was a twist of the lips as she thrust her belly and cunt out and looked down to watch her sister.

Eireen took a long time over her task. At last she had the attention. First she licked away at the wisps coating the tops of Sukie’s thighs, ignoring the strands that continued to escape, strands that swung and attached themselves to her face as she worked. The tastes were fantastic, the smells incredible. Tastes of spunk, cunt-spew and dirty cock thrilled her senses and the act of being watched while licking, sucking and slurping the stuff out of a used cunt excited her to poke her own cunt as she knelt there and to cum off as she wiped the mess all over the face as she swallowed the remainder. 

‘Shit, you are one filthy cow, Eireen’ said Al, but he was clearly getting off on watching because the jock pouch contained full erection but down-pointed still in its dirty-cotton confines and his hand worked the thing. As she got herself sucked, Sukie watched and listened to the juice of the cock as it was worked.

‘Oooh, Eireen, suck the stuff outta me, go deep, tongue my cunt deep, can you hear Al’s cock, it’s fuckin’ filthy and it’s calling to us.’

Eireen heard and swung around, her face level with the dirty jock. ‘Piss for us, Al?’ she whispered, pushing Al’s hand away and wiping her face on the filthy cotton. ‘Piss your jock, I wanna suck on your rotten piss…’

Wetness bloomed on the jock pouch and Eireen’s hands were quick to smooth the wetness to it soaked the pouch, pushing her tits out so the drips were not wasted.  

Eireen   

Eireen looked around for 

Then, with the same expression on her face, looking down her dirt-streaked body, she cupped her hands under her cunt ... and pissed into the cup.

Yellow piss bulged briefly in the crotch of the pantyhose, then burst through, into her hands, overflowing, splashing and soaking down her thighs.

'Fucken Manshit,' she growled, her hands swiping upwards, washing her piss back up, over her belly and tits. 'Fucken Manshit. My piss stinks like the devil tonight.' 

She wiped her hands over her face and smoothed her hair back. 

The girl's dirty, piss-wet body heaved and glistened in the dim light...

'Fuck me Al, please?,' she panted, staring at the cock, angled upwards from his open jeans' fly.

Al shook his head and slowly, carefully put his cock away.

'Bastard! Fuckin' lousy man-bastard!' she spat. 'Fuckin' cut my hose then, I wanna frig without loosing the feel of the wet.'

Al took the knife from his jeans belt. With the six-inch, gleaming blade in his hand he stood in front of Sukie, and pressed the sharp steel into her crotch, resulting in a sharp intake of breath from the girl. He held the blade steady, breathing into her lust-crazed face, increasing pressure, pushing the blade against the resistance of the pantyhose.

Silence, but for the hissing of Sukie's breath through clenched teeth as the blade peirced the sheer fabric, and slid into her cunt.

Percival's hardon had gone. Deflated, fearing that he was about to witness the girl being mutilated. His blood ran cold and he slumped slightly against the door, creaking it open a little more...

'What the fuck!' Al shouted, turning angrily towards Percival, the blade flashing in his hand. 'What the fuck are you doing in here!'

'I ... I ... needed a piss ... I...'

'Fuckin' bastard's spoiled my cum,' Sukie whined, sliding down the urinal, her ass splashing into the overflowing, stinking trough. She turned her head, lifted her knees, and rudely shoved three bunched fingers up her cunt, through the torn pantyhose, the hand becoming almost a blur as she fucked herself with her hand, trying to cum before the interruption brought her down from the sexual plateau.

Al held the knife to Percival's throat. 'Need a piss do you, you JERK?. Well, that bitch over there gets off on getting pissed on. Need to take a piss? Piss on her!'

'I don't want no puff-man's piss,' Sukie wailed. 'Eireen, you do it on me, please?'

But Eireen liked Al's idea better, especially now that she knew Sukie didn't. Smiling, she pushed Percival towards her sister. Deftly unzipping his pants, she reached inside and fished out his cock.

'Come on you toffee-nosed jerk,' she said, pointing the half-hard down at Sukie and shaking it. 'Piss on her. Take no notice of the snivelling tart, she wants it.'

Percival knew he should be feeling revulsion at the act he had been spying on, and had now become a part of...

He - a successful lawyer - in the mensroom of a back street dive? And here in front of him, with her ass in a piss-trough, a girl stared up at him, with eyes plainly pleading him to piss on her - so she could have another digusting orgasm?

But Percival didn’t feel revulsion - in fact his cock, resting in the warm hand of the slut, began to harden... 

So he pissed on the girl with Eireen doing the aiming, and he watched the girl’s mouth chase the hosing jet of his piss, while her right hand rhythmically stabbed into her bushy-black haired cunt through the ripped pantyhose. 

Piss splashed into her face, flowed down her tits to her crotch ... and from that crotch arose the most disgustingly-erotic sounds that confounded Percival’s confused senses.

And, even over the rank smells of new piss and old, Percival smelled cunt. 

Instinctively he thrust, pushing his cock into her face.

And instinctively her mouth opened and Percy found himself getting his cock sucked.

Sukie had it in her hands now, first skinning the uncut knob and wiped the pent-up cock-drool over her lips.

‘Luvelly horny cock,’ she said, half smiling. ‘Luvelly, horny and smelly. You’ve been watching us haven’t you?’ 

Percival swallowed hard, and nodded in assent. The girl took his cock into her mouth and sucked greedily, her tongue swiping and swathing the head, searching out the creases in the underside.

‘I like dirty cocks best,’ she said between sucks. 
‘Specially the cheesey-dirty ones.’ 

She slid her body up the porcelained wall and holding his head, kissed him on the mouth, her hand sliding over his cock, then reaching inside his pants to feel his balls.

‘Like my piss-breath, fancy-man?’ she breathed - staring into his eyes. 

Percival was bewitched. By those eyes. By that feeling. Mesmerised by this dirty, dishevilled little slut.

He never once thought about the mess she was making, sliding her wet body over his suit like that. His hands slipped around her, down her wet back, and slid over the tightness of that gorgeous pantyhosed ass. He pulled her to him, crushing his now full-hard cock against her wet belly. She squirmed against him, kissing deeply. Her breath was rank with the smell of piss and the more acrid smells of old piss arose from her heated body.

‘Lie down,’ she panted, pushing him away. ‘On the floor. My cunt needs cock.’ She didn’t wait for a reply, didn’t have to because Al had him by the shoulders, pushing him down onto the tiled floor.

Once Percival was there, Al pushed Sukie down onto him. 
‘If you’re going to fuck the bastard, use him first - make him lick your cunt out,’ he growled, bending over to savagely squeeze Percival’s balls. 

‘Yea!’ cried Eireen excitedly. ‘See if our pervert voyeur likes cunt in close-up! See if he likes a pissed-up, slimy-wet, spunked-up twat wiped on that fresh-faced, expensive-looking complexion.’

Sukie did as asked. 

And clearly loved doing it.

She squatted over his face, lowered dripping fork to pink flesh and lewdly mopped his face with the piss-wet, burning bush that pushed through the gash in the wet pantyhose. Then, her glassy eyes staring down at him, she frigged herself. 

And pissed in his face.

Percival hadn’t minded pissing on the girl. He hadn’t minded the suggestion that she should fuck him. But having her cunt near his face was another thing, because he now knew that his earlier suspicions had been correct. 

The dirty cunt oozed dirty spunk from the dirty cocks that had been up it in that dirty back room. And Percival knew that she’d have at least three loads in there - and he didn’t want THAT on his face, never mind near his mouth.

So when she wiped the thing over his face and he smelled it up close, he struggled, especially when the big guy squeezed his nuts again. The struggle however was useless. The big guy whipped around and his foot came down on Percival’s forehead. 

He was held there, prisoner while she did it.

She pissed onto his face, jerking that soaking, slimy mop against his chin, mouth and nose.

The piss stung his eyes, the taste in his mouth was nasty, but better than the rank taste of her cunt. The boot on his head was removed but by now he knew that resistance was useless - these perverts were getting off on using him.

He felt his pants taken down and a mouth close around his flaccid cock. Shit! The other tart was sucking him now!

But when the piss ceased and he opened his stinging eyes he saw the other girl - Eireen - standing over his head, smiling down at him. The PVC shorts and T-shirt had gone and her fingers worked the crotch of the pantyhose. At her crotch, through the sheer pantyhose, Percival saw silvery snailstrails of juice.

It was the guy sucking his cock!

And SHE was getting off on watching it!

Percival fought back a wave of nausea. Through it he heard the dim voices of the two girls, discussing something - something to do with him...

‘Make him suck you,’ Eireen giggled drunkenly as she idly played with herself. Percival realised with horror who she was talking to as the Sukie woman got off his face and he was hauled up to his feet by the big guy.

‘Get the fucking clothes off him,’ Al barked. 

‘I need to see what’s sucking me off - let’s see what he’s made of under that stupid suit.’

The two girls wasted no time. They ripped his jacket, shirt and tie off and their tits rubbed on his bare chest as they fought to get his pants off. They dropped on the floor and the girls knelt to pull off his shoes, socks and pants. 

Percival stood, in just filmy, silky, bright red women’s panties.
Down-curved cock bulged them obscenely.

‘Ooohh I like his panties,’ Sukie crooned, thrusting out pantyhosed crotch and rubbing it gently on the bulge. ‘I love cock’s in panties, so quaint!’

‘Just get the fuckers off him,’ Eireen snapped. ‘Let’s see what a wimp’s cock looks like.’

Eireen carefully removed Percival’s panties.

Al pushed Percival to his knees. Percival looked up at the towering hulk of man. Al took off the leather jacket, baring his hairy torso, and undid the belt of his jeans. They fell to the ground.

Eireen stood bside Al, sniffing Percival’s panties.

‘He’s a cleaney,’ she announced. ‘No old cum or skidders, but there’s some slime in here, he must’ve been horny on us!.’ Percival watched her lick the gunge off his panties.

Suddenly, sickeningly, the smell of the misshapen jock reached him. Black, or supposed to be, it was streaked with something, whitey-creamey coloured stains, dirty-yellow stains - other stains too...

‘Oooh! You still haven’t washed that jock!’ giggled Sukie from the side. ‘It’s disgusting! Stinks!’

‘This is his fucking jock,’ said Eireen. ‘My favourite - it doesn’t get washed. Look how crusty it is Sukie. Have a feel.’ 

She looked down at Percival and said ‘I like my man to be a man - sweaty, with dirty, smelly underwear. He’s worn this in dozens of fucks and it’s good for a dozen more -  lovely and stinkey of old cunt and dirty cock don’t you think, Wimp?’ 

She wiped the hand over her nose, inhaling whatever she was inhaling. ‘And piss, and shit, and puke,’ she added, grinning.

Percival choked on bile, swallowed and awaited his fate.

‘Make him suck it,’ Sukie giggled, pushing Percival’s head forward. ‘Go ahead suck it wimpey, suck on Al’s dirty jockie,’ she said, rubbing her cunt off on the kneeling man’s bony shoulder. He felt warmth trickle down his arm and chest. ‘Mmmmm ... it feels nice to piss on a fuckin’ wimp,’ she murmured. ‘Wish I’d saved more.’

Al laughed, a strange, evil laugh and right before Percival’s eyes, the black jock turned black-wet-shiny as he pissed in it.

‘Oooohh yesss,’ Eireen whispered, scraping her bared cunt on Percival’s left shouler, as Sukie used his right. The smell was worse now - the heat of the piss made the smell of the jock even worse. And he could smell the two cunts now as well. 

Percival gasped as Eireen’s booted foot nuzzled in his crotch as he knelt. He gasped more when she squashed his cock and balls under the pressure of the heel. She laughed, pushed Percival’s head forward into her husband’s crotch.

Percival’s mouth remained tightly closed. The smell was nauseating, not just because he was closer - he now smelled a disgusting mixture - a sickly-smelling elixir of unwashed cock, old cunt, piss, shit and more.

‘Suck, you cunt-wimp,’ Eireen spat, her boot increasing pressure on Percival’s cock and balls. ‘Suck the piss from his jock or I’ll cut your fucking balls off with the heel of my boot.’

Percival did. And immediately the agonising pressure on his balls ceased. He didn’t know why, but his cock was getting hard, he found that he was panting, and that he - almost - WANTED to be their centre of lust.

Eireen watched as the wimp did as bidden, her cunt and tits raging at the pleasure of watching the wimp get used.

Sukie watched too, stroking his head, grateful now for the added interest the stranger had brought to the trio’s sex-play. 

Al watched. Enjoying using the guy, the guy of the type he despised. He looked down and watched him sucking, now licking, at his pissed-in jock and decided to progress. He pushed the jock under his balls and jerked his meat in the guy’s face.

‘Cock-suck time wimp, and clean it good, ‘cause it’s going up your asshole any minute.’

Percival stared at the ugly mammoth in the huge fist and at the piss dripping from the taughtened jock, now stretched under the hairy ballsac. 

He felt revulsion at the sight of the dirty, foul-smelling monster. And he felt other, stranger feelings too. Somehow he didn’t feel that it was him any more, in that place. Maybe he was in hell, maybe he’d died and this was his punishment for his years of private perversion...

A short, stinging blast of piss hitting him in the face brought him back to reality.

‘Suck it boyo, or I’ll shove it down your throat and piss down it ‘til you drown..’

Percival sucked. His hand replaced AL’s and he meekly licked at the mass of thick, clear goo clinging to the huge head of the thing. It tasted bad, especially the old stuff that peeked from under the foreskin. 

Dimly he realised his own cock was being sucked - and that the sucker must be Sukie because her cunt had gone from his right shoulder. He dropped his left hand and pushed the frizzy-blonde head harder onto his cock. She knew how to suck. Right now she had a mouthful of saliva and was force-washing the head. It felt good, Maybe - after all - he’d get some pleasure himself.

A brief thought...

The encouragement spurred him to skin the mighty cock.

Just a little...

More juice, more dirt. 

Fetid stench burst around his head, invaded his senses, permeated his whole self. It was like there were a dozed well-fucked cunts surrounding him, and another dozen unwashed cocks, together with a score of sweaty balls and shitty asses.

Again, the wave of nausea took him and he quickly backed his head, swallowing the puke that had got as far as his throat this time.

‘What’s up boy?’ Al laughed, holding Percival’s hair and thrusting the monster back into his mouth. ‘Don’t like a real-man’s cock in yer mouth, eh? Making yer gip is it?’ 

Suddenly, Sukie twisted her body over in his lap so that she now lay awkwardly over his thighs, on her back, her tits right under his head. Then she did a stranger thing - elbowed him in the stomach. If she kept at that it’d make him puke ... if he DID puke, he’d puke over her tits ... surely...

Whack! 

The weighty cock smacked a blow to the side of the face, knocking his head to one side as if he’d been punched. Al had swung his hips in an arc and deliberately clubbed the side of Percival’s face with the huge cock.

‘Keep yer mind on the job, Boy! You’re down there to suck dick, remember?’

Eireen groaned and moved behind Percival. Her crotch pressed into the back of his head as she reached to grasp Al’s nipples.

‘Ooohh Al baby, do that again. Beat his puny face with your cock again, it turns me on soooso much...’

Al swung his body to the right. Percival looked up, his eyes pleading for mercy and saw Eireen’s fingers torturing her husband’s nipples. They were pulled outward from the bulging pecs, and twisted to a grotesque degree, causing the big man to grunt with the sudden, savage pain.

He suddenly felt a searing pain in his own teats and was about to look down to see what Sukie was doing to them when the cock clubbed him on the left cheek.

His head smacked to the right and he howled with the blunt pain in his cheek and the searing agony in his nipples.

Eireen laughed, a dirty-disgusting laugh, and forced Percival’s mouth open to receive Al’s cock once more. Then, suddenly she skidded around behind Al and reached around him, both hands on the monster cock. She was bent over, her head under Al’s armpit so she had a close-up view of cock and mouth.

She skinned the cock, watching Percival’s face.

Percival stared at her, unable to comprehend that a woman could be so rankly disgusting, so perverted as to bear the smell of that cock now it was skinned. But in her face, only deviant pleasure was displayed...

He stared at the cock, at the whiteish stuff that clung to the head, at the thick gob of fresh, shiny ooze that pushed from the slit.

‘What’s up Wimp?’ asked Eireen huskily. ‘Want me to show you what to do with tasty cock?’

She pressed the thing to her face. 

Mouth open, tongue lolling, she slowly stroked the filthy object around her lips, swathing her tongue briefly over the head. She inhaled deeply, then pushed the cock away, closing her mouth and shutting her eyes tightly. Percival saw her tits heave as she gipped, almost puking at the vile taste and stench.

Then she smiled, bent to Percival and kissed him full on the mouth.

As her tongue pushed inside, fighting with his, Percival tasted foul cock, and smelled foul cock, the smell rising from her lips and chin.

‘Mmmmm, Wimpy boy,’ she muttered, feathering her tongue around his mouth. ‘Mmmmm, that’s it. This is sex. This is REAL sex. Now EAT THAT DICK!’

Percival found the cock shoved into his face once more. He stared at Eireen, who smiled sickly at him, and nodded.

Percival put his mouth around the cock, and sucked. It was inconceivable, but his cock had started to harden again and he felt the blood pounding in his head.

His eyes were closed so the sniff of amyl, administered by Eireen, came as a shock. He opened his eyes to find her smiling down at him, pressing the bottle back to his nose. He took another shot.

‘That’s it Percy,’ Eireen cooed. ‘See how you’re enjoying getting used now? They all do - the real men do anyway.’

The taste wasn’t so bad now, Percival had swallowed most of the rotten stuff and the fresh juice wasn’t so bad, cloying around his mouth like a warm oil. He still couldn’t quite believe what was happening to him.

Al wanked into Percival’s mouth.

All Percival could do was look upwards, try to ignore what was happening, and try to ignore the pain and the occasional thump of Sukie’s fist in his belly.

Al was groping his wife’s cunt with his free hand, and she was kneading hard at her tits, thrusting against that hand and breathing raggedly. 

‘Turn round,’ Al ordered and she did. Now she looked back over her shoulder at Percival with her husband’s cock in his mouth, and he looked up at her. Percival sensed that worse things were about to happen. He hadn’t yet seen her so excited.

Al cupped his wife’s pantyhosed ass in his huge paw...

‘Do it Eireen, Shit yourself. I’m waitin’ to feel you shit your hose, and waitin’ to watch this jerk eat on it.’

Percival couldn’t believe it. 

The woman farted and Al’s hand moved quickly away from her ass, the cock was plucked from Percival’s mouth but Al still wanked it slowly.

The three of them watched Eireen shit her pantyhose.

‘Oooohhh yesss!’ she hissed. ‘Watch me fucking shit myself. Ooohhh that feeels sooo gooood....’

A thick, hard turd pushed into the pantyhose, then crumpled under pressure, accompanied by a sickly, bubbling sound. 
‘Ooohhh fuck, it feels good Al. Does it look good Babe? Ooohhh ... more ... more ... and more...’

Slowly, a transfixed Percival watched that pantyhosed ass crack fill with shit until the fabric bulged with the soft, brown mess.

He felt sick with the smell and the knowledge that these perverts had only just started their session of depravity.

The woman backed towards Percival, looking around, watching his face. 

Al laughed.

And pushed Percival’s face into the softly-bulging, sheer pantyhose. 

Percival’s nose prodded the pillow of shit. The smell was unbelievable.

He dropped his head and puked.

His stomach emptied its contents of greeny-yellow puke, studded with bits of red and green in one movement.

Sukie got it on her belly, tits, and in her face.

Percival wiped his mouth and watched in amazement, knowing for certain now that Suke had got just what she had been waiting for.

She rolled away, snaking her back along the tiled floor.

Both hands roamed in the mess on her belly and tits, she wiped it upwards over her face, her tongue licking wildly. The other three watched the awesome spectacle of the depraved, filthy girl who was getting off on being puked over and who was now kneeling up in front of a full-length mirror, stroking her body.

‘Fucking Ace!’ she crooned, watching her own hands spread the filthy slime all over her. ‘Fucking ace. What did you have for supper, Wimp-Boy? Pizza?’


Get fucking standing you GIT!’ Eireen almost shouted. One hand reamed her cunt - the other reached around, pressing into her shit-filled, pantyhosed ass...

‘Stand close to my sister, she wants to fucking puke on you and fuck you, so that puny cock had better get fucking well shitting hard!’ she shouted.

Sukie stood against Percival, he could smell piss, shit, and the vile smell of puke from her breath and body.

She smiled into his face, kissed her puke-wet mouth on his, breathed pissbreath onto his face and with two fingers in a ‘V’, pushed them down her throat.

Al grabbed Percival and pushed him to the floor.

‘Stay laid there you cunt, I wanna see this. Do it Sukie, puke on the bastard.’

Sukie knelt, straddling Percival. Her crotch ground painfully against his cock and balls. She still had the fingers down her throat, from which peculiar mewling sounds emanated.

Then, with a rasp of hissed breath, she dipped her head.

And puked her stomach contents over her tits.

