Sarah’s Last School Trip

After the embarrassing episode in the Maths lesson Mel and Sarah became closer not least of all because each shared an intimate secret about the other. As it was the their last day in school, their Art teacher Mr Lingum treated them to a final trip to a gallery in town. This meant hiring a bus for the girls and they were delighted to see that it had comfortable seats for the journey into town was a good two hours ride. The trip was great fun they enjoyed the gallery, which contained many famous paintings by such artists as Pisscaso, Constapate and Toulouse Control. There were only eight girls on the trip and as someone had thoughtfully smuggled some wine along, by the time they were ready to go home, the girls were in a very exuberant mood. Mr Lingum was the antithesis of Mr Pubes. He was young handsome and had a great rapport with his girls. Sarah had fancied him like mad ever since he arrived at the school and he knew it. He was an honest man however and had never let anything inappropriate pass between them.

They got back on the bus in high spirits, the driver however seemed to be a complete asshole, threatening that he would kick them off if they caused any trouble. As they got on Mel turned lifted her skirt and gave the driver an eyeful of her pert well rounded bum barely encased in a pair of white knickers.

“There you are you old pervert that’s what you’ve been after” she sang and reached across a lifted Sarah’s skirt too to reveal her white lacy panties. The driver snarled at them.

“Little tarts” he growled. Mel made up her mind to get him back for that somehow.

The bus began its journey back to Waterington. The girls were singing and they were all a little drunk by now. Mel was in full swing but they had barely got going when Mel decided that the movement of the bus had made her desperate to pee. The bus was small and the girls occupied the rearmost seats. Mr Lingum had the front seat to himself and was preoccupied reading the gallery brochure. Mel sat in her seat with her hand between her legs, her short skirt lifted revealing her slim thighs. She was giggling.

“Can we stop the bus for a toilet break”? called Mel.

“No way” shouted back the driver “we’re late enough as it is. Stuff a bung in it!”

“Charming!” said Sarah as she too began to feel the need for relief.

“I need to pee,” said Jasmine “I’m going to do it now” she drawled laughing as she did so. Jasmine was holding herself too and she was almost at the point of no return when she slid off the seat lifted her short skirt and squatted as best she could. Sarah watched as she gazed down at her pink knickers pulled tight between her legs and she gave a little moan as her gusset grew dark and a stream of warm pee flowed out of her onto the floor of the bus. Jasmine gave a sigh of relief smiling as her friends watched her pee herself. The stream flowed steadily along the floor and underneath the door. Well that was something thought Sarah, at least we won’t be flooded out! Jasmine finished and squeezed her gusset with her fingers, got up and sat in the seat as if nothing had happened.

Katie was crossing her legs showing her shapely thighs off to the rest of them when she started to moan and bend over.

“Ohh I need to go now!” she grimaced.

“Squat like I did then Katie” said Jasmine “the relief is fantastic.” Sarah noticed that Jasmine had her hand between her legs again and appeared to be gently rubbing herself.

“I couldn’t” grunted Katie and the discomfort of holding on was beginning to get too much for her. “I need to be more dignified.” She continued then “oh dear”. A brief look of panic swept across her face followed by an expression of relief. As Sarah watched Katie sat up and relaxed, she still had her legs crossed and she was breathing heavily with relief. A wet puddle began to form of the seat and a gush of pee flowed from between her thighs as Katie gave in and pissed through her knickers onto the seat. Her pee began to drip underneath as the cushion reached saturation point and still with her look of relief Katie parted her legs slightly to empty her poor tortured bladder. 

Well that was two down six to go. Sarah was determined to hold on but couldn’t help getting aroused by her friends losing control as they did. Hayley was next; she was holding herself and writhing around in the seat. When she gave a little sigh, she parted her legs and slid as far down the seat as she could. Sarah watched as she closed her eyes and still holding herself she peed off the edge of the seat so hard the drops splashed either side of her fingers wetting her skirt and sending a torrent into the back of the seat behind when she parted her fingers.

It was all action now. Emily squatted down with her back to them all lifted her skirt and was about to pull the gusset of her black thong to one side when the bus lurched. Emily let go of the thong to steady herself but it was too late. With a short gasp she peed through her thong wetting her legs and shoes as she tried to steady herself.

“Stupid driver” she moaned as she gave in to fate and pissed through her black thong onto the floor. Steph managed to sit upright and parted her legs so that no one could see her piss the seat; however her expression of pure ecstasy gave it away as did the large puddle forming under her seat. Sam was not sure about what to do she half stood up and unable to make her mind up she peed where she stood. Sarah saw the stream of pee squirting out from under her skirt onto the floor behind her. She squatted a little and smiled a little embarrassed at her rather ‘full on’ show.

Jasmine was still rubbing herself and she had her eyes closed. Sarah spoke to her in an effort to take her mind off the almost inevitable.

“Jasmine” she said. Jasmine opened her eyes and saw that Sarah was watching her with a look of concern.

“Mmm”, Jasmine cooed “I like playing with myself when I pee it makes me sooo horny”. She looked up “Try it, may take your mind off the need” Sarah felt a little shocked, erotic sensations were not new to her but she tended to keep her desires under wraps. It was then that Mel decided that she had to go. It was also the moment that Mr Lingham decided to come to the back of the bus to see if the girls were ok.

“Every one all right” he asked smiling. Sarah smiled and they exchanged glances briefly, however Mel was behind him and slowly keeping her eyes on him she was sliding down to squat as the need for relief was upon her and she was desperate to go. Mr Lingham turned to go and in doing so would have seen Mel pissing herself onto the floor of the coach but Sarah thought quickly she went to touched his arm to get his attention back but in her haste she reached over and touched the front of his trousers by mistake. She realised her error but for some reason held her hand there a bit too long. He felt nice, then quickly she realised what she was doing.

“Erm sir, she started catching his attention just in time as the spurt from between Mels legs turned into a gush and the poor girl flushed with relief as she pissed her white knickers the wet patch spreading as she relieved herself at last. “Erm How long until we are back at school?” asked Sarah thinking quickly. Mel was wiping the drips from her panties and sat back on the seat.

Mr Lingham looked mildly embarrassed at Sarah’s touch but he said quietly “About an hour” then turned and went back to his seat. 

“Thanks Sarah” said Mel as she relaxed at last “Go if you need to I’ll cover you” she whispered. But events began to intervene.

“Sarah” called Mr Lingham “There’s a picture of that Pisscaso you used as a reference for your last painting, come up here and see.”

Sarah panicked, as she knew to move anywhere was inciting trouble in the panty department, however she rose and made her way forward to his seat. She reached her teacher and looked over his shoulder at the catalogue. She bent over and the pressure on her bladder caught her unawares. She gave an audible gasp at the first spurts wet her knickers and she knew it was hopeless to hold out any longer. Mr Lingham looked up at her.

“Are you all right Sarah?” he enquired. But Sarah had a pained look on her face, as she said “No” weakly then it started. Like a torrent she felt the to spurt turned into a gush as she peed copiously into her knickers and then down her legs onto the floor.

Mr Lingham looked down and was startled by what he saw. He couldn’t take his eyes away as Sarah parted her legs and he watched the stream of hot pee run in rivulets down her thighs and a spurt gushed from under her skirt. Sarah felt such relief and her embarrassment was lost for the time being as the warm felling seeped across the gusset of her knickers wetting her pussy and her bottom. At length the pee subsided and suddenly the realisation that she had just wet herself in front of her favourite teachers dawned on her. 

“Sorry” they both said together. Mr Lingham spoke.

“Driver can we stop these girls need a break!” he called forward.

“No mate we’re on the motoway there’s no services until we come off for Waterington. They’ll have to hold on.”

Sarah whispered to Mr Lingham, her courage returned as the alcohol removed more of her inhibitions. “To be honest sir, we have all peed ourselves back there we needed some relief.” 

“I see,” said Lingham slowly. “I’ll come back to see if everyone is all right” Lingham followed Sarah back to her seat and came upon the girls still a little merry but fidgeting in their seats. Lingham sat down in a seat, which the girls pointed out, was dry.

“Everyone ok?” asked Lingham. The girls looked at each other then almost as one the said “Sir we need to go to the toilet badly”

“I thought” started Lingham turning red as he prepared what he had to say, “I erm thought you had” he stammered.

“We need to shit, sir” said Emily, never one to mince her words, as she was holding herself between her legs. “Really badly in fact” she finished then with an “Oh no I can’t hold it” she slid of the seat a squatted on the floor. Poor Emily only had her black thong on and she was panicking as she felt herself pushing. “Aaah” she squealed as her thong began to move visibly as Emily lifted her short skirt around her waist as she prepared to shit into her skimpy knickers. Then someone tossed her a plastic bag, which she hurriedly placed underneath her as the long stiff poo emerged with a gentle crackle. The thong slipped to one side and Emily’s shit curled gently into the plastic bag beneath her. With a final breath she pushed two more small lumps out of her hole before sighing with relief.

Mr Lingham stared in disbelief around him as he watched Hayley close her eyes and mutter ‘It’s coming out’ and she slid down and griped the sides of the seat with her hands. She parted her legs and Lingham was presented with the view of Hayley’s shapely thighs parting before him revealing her damp gusset, which had stuck to her body, and the wet transparent material barely covered the outline of her neatly trimmed pussy. The material moved as Hayley’s little hole began to dilate and she was gasping as a small lump appeared between her legs. A gentle crackle followed and Hayley parted her legs to let the firm mass ooze into her white panties.

“Ohh, it’s going to be a big one” she breathed. The lump stopped momentarily and Hayley caught her breath then “Aaahhh” she felt her body contort and the second push forced more warm shit into her steadily filling gusset until the load sagged. Lingham good hardly steel his eyes away as Hayley shit so much it stretched her elastic and he could see the thick log emerging from her body through the leg hole in her knickers. At last Hayley’s ordeal was over. She sat for a while before Emily passed her the plastic bag.

Steph decided that if she was going to shit herself then she might as well be comfortable. She turned and knelt in the seat and poked her bottom out so that the wet gusset of her panties could be seen under the hem of her school skirt. She gave a gentle moan and the bottom of her panties began to dilate. Her knickers were virtually transparent and Lingham could see her little hole dilating then it widened and Steph began to stiffen as the nose of her poo emerged and began to push the material taught. She grunted and then with a smooth flowing squelch she laid a warm pile of soft shit into her knickers which spread beneath the material and down between her legs. 

“Mmmm, that feels good” she cood as she stood up and felt the weight with her hand grinning at Lingham with a slightly red face from her exertions.

Jasmine still had her eyes closed and by now she had two fingers inside her wet pussy, which glistened, with her sweet juices. She rubbed her little bud gently and Lingham could see she was aroused beyond caring. As she increased her motion she raised her bottom off the seat and gave a sharp grunt. A harsh crackle was heard as she pushed her lump out and forcibly shit herself when it suited her. As the final piece squeezed out of her tight hole she visibly shuddered into a climax, which had been building up for some time.

Katie meanwhile still had her legs crossed and was determined not to let herself go. She squirmed on the seat for what seemed like an age, then suddenly she sat still and her face went red. She gave a short terse grunt a couple of times then relaxed. She looked worried.

“Did you stop it Katie” enquired Hayley who had now sat down again in her dirty panties.

“Not really” said Katie quietly “I was hoping the seat would hold it in but it didn’t. Just a bit has come out”. Katie began to look agitated and she tensed again. Her crossed legs revealed her slim thighs but no more however soon Katie’s dignity would be challenged. With a little cry her body stiffened again. This time she gripped the seat and began to turn quite red. The she gave a gasp of despair and a soft crackle announced that despite trying to hold it in Katie was now shitting herself. She lifted the skirt and uncrossed her legs and Ligham could see her white panties disappear in a V between her thighs. Katies kept her legs together as she pood herself in an effort to contain it. Sadly Katie underestimated her capacity and soon a brown bulge formed at the base of the V as the warm shit forced its way into the small space inside her gusset. Katie felt the warm load flow up the crack of her bottom and over her wet pussy. 

“What a mess” she sighed as she gingerly parted her legs to inspect the damage. 

Sam just stood up and gripped the back of the seat and bent her knees slightly. With the look of someone who has to face the inevitable, she lifted her skirt revealing her black panties, which cut a sensual V shape as they disappeared between her thighs. Her breathing was quick and harsh then she held her breath and gave a grunt. The black gusset began to grow slowly as the faint wet crackle confirmed that Sam too was shitting herself. The bulge grew until poor Sam’s knickers changed from a V to a figure of eight. Sam breathed again and pushed another piece into her straining panties. She parted her legs to make herself more comfortable but the bus lurched and poor Sam fell backwards onto the seat. Her face was a picture, a mix between embarrassment and pleasure as the soft poop was flattened against her wet pussy and across her thighs. Poor Sam.

Sarah had watched the display from her seat as well as Mr Lingham. She looked across and saw the large lump that had formed in the front of his trousers. He got up to go back to the front of the bus somewhat embarrassed. He turned to try and make a reassuring comment. Sarah was still a little light-headed for the drinking earlier on and she had found the display quite erotic too. She also fancied Mr Lingham and being the last day at school and all that she decided to do something rash. After all tomorrow they would probably go their separate ways.

“Sir” she called to him and he turned around. His fly was level with Sarah’s face and without a second thought she reached up unzipped him and reached inside for the contents. He froze as Sarah drew out his firm hard cock into view. There was a hush as the others girls sat up.

“Go for it Sarah” breathed Mel as she knew of Sarah desire although she had not realised how far she was prepared to go. Sarah looked up at him; he looked scared, she was nervous too. It was a fine time to admit she was a virgin and had little experience of what to do with the thing she had in her hand.

He felt warm and alive as she slowly moved her hand up and down. She knew what to do next and hesitantly took the smooth flesh into her warm wet mouth. He tasted nice very masculine she decided as she licked around his glans with her soft tongue.

Lingham moaned gently as his young pupil gave him such an exquisite sensation. He looked down into her soft blue eyes. They were looking up at him gauging his reaction. Would she get an A+ for this? Sarah was acutely aware of her own arousal and her need to shit too. She knew she had to go but when? She had started something now she had to finish. Then it came to her. She would shit herself as Lingham pushed his hard cock inside her because that was inevitable now. Sarah made up her mind that she would fill her knickers as she was being fucked for the first time. She writhed on her seat at the thought rubbing her little bud onto the rough material of the seat though her wet panties. She couldn’t hold back any longer. She had to have sex and she had to shit!

Sarah took him out of her mouth and rolled herself back in the seat she brought her legs up and spread herself for him moving his hard stiff cock towards her pussy with her hand. Lingham was caught between desire and morality. It was wrong to fuck your pupils, he knew this but he felt helpless.

“No” he stammered, “we can’t do this”. Sarah glared at him her eyes ablaze with desire.

“Fuck me, sir” she snarled at him wondering where her boldness had come from but not caring much about the answer. She needed him inside her NOW! She pulled her sodden gusset to one side giving Lingham a look at her wet pussy, which was opening to receive his manhood. Sarah moved his throbbing cock until the tip became encased in her wet opening.

“Aaarrgh” complained Lingham but he was overcome by desire and with a firm but gentle push he slid his hard cock inside Sarah’s warm wet body. She was tight, and he came across some resistance. He realised that it was her inexperience and gently pushed until she opened up and he felt his length fill her lustful depth.

Sarah sighed with relief she was no longer a girl but a woman. His cock felt big but she had nothing to compare it to. She felt him nudge at her virginity. “Go on” she urged him silently. He did and she felt his hardness slip deeper into her wet pussy.

He began to shaft her more quickly now and she knew there was one thing still to do. She felt her urge to shit increase now and she wanted desperately to fill her knickers with him inside her.

As the urge grew Sarah noticed that Mel was stood beside Lingham watching him as he screwed her she was clearly turned on as she had her hand between her legs and down the front of her knickers rubbing herself as she watched Lingham’s cock thrust in and out of Sarah’s body glistening with her wet juices. Then Mel grabbed Lingham’s hand and moved it to her bottom where he then stroked her through her panties. Sarah saw him circle his finger around her puckered anus and Mel began to smile. Her face gave a satisfied look as she bit her lip and Sarah heard her push a nice warm lump into her knickers and into Lingham’s waiting hand. Mel looked up at him her body bent slightly and her legs parted as she shit into his hand, which was only protected, from her shit by the thin material of her panties. She gasped and forced the last piece out and relaxed a little.

Lingham managed to continue his deep thrusts into Sarah and began to push Mel’s full panties with his fingers, working them into her still dilated hole. Mel was still playing with herself and it became clear that she would soon cum. Then as Lingham pushed a finger deep into her anus Mel squealed and her body rocked as she came violently push back into Lingham’s hand and rubbing herself fiercely wither fingers as she shuddered into a satisfying climax.

Sarah could hold back no longer, the urge to shit was too strong. She gritted her teeth and lifted her bottom clear of the seat with Lingham still trusting his stiff cock into her pussy. She gripped the seat and her face shone as she felt the stiff tip emerge from her hole making her most intimate area a zone of pleasure and sensation. She opened her eyes and stared at Lingham. Her shit was oozing gently into her knickers and soon she felt his balls smacking into it flattening it against her bottom as he pushed into her.

“Harder”, she squealed “HARDER!”. She forced the last piece of poo into the wet material and began to finger herself as Lingham increased his strokes at her command spreading her shit over her bottom the tops of her legs. She was so close to cumming.

“Wait Sarah” said Mel. “Sir must catch up with us”. Mel had her hand by Lingham’s bottom, his trousers were now half down and Sarah could see his short pants from which his cock emerged and was steadily fucking her to orgasm. 

“Now, sir it’s your turn” whispered Mel as she circled her finger around Lingham’s anus. Lingham obliged with a terse grunt. Mel’s eyes widened as she felt his warm load emerge and fill her hand with a firm log of poo. She pressed it and squeezed his shit into his pants. It was too much for Sarah with a load gasp she came and came, her body jerked in ecstasy as the sensations inside her and outside made her climax so intense. She hammered the seat so hard in her pleasure that Mel thought she would split the cushion. Lingham gave a cry, her pulled his cock out of Sarah in time to spurt his warm creamy juice over her pussy. Sarah felt the sticky cum with her fingers as it flowed over her bud and onto the warm pile in her panties. 

It is customary on coach trips to leave the driver a gratuity once the journey is over. The girls obliged by contributing to the plastic bag that was being passed around. As they left the coach the driver was handed the collection, which he was told ‘contained a suitable ‘thank you’ from the girls for his kind attentions’. He smiled that was nice, after all he had been mean to them He waited until they had left before undoing the tight knot on the bag and looking inside to see what those nice young ladies had left him.

