LEARNING TO SERVE
BY XTREMEINK
Part 1: The Meeting

Sara stood looking over the crowd. It wasn't particularly hard, since the crowd consisted mainly of fourteen and fifteen year old girls. Most did not reach her five foot seven inch height.

The school planning committee was used to seeing Sara there. She often volunteered to chaperone at these events, despite having no children of her own. The other woman accepted eagerly since being around a bunch of teen girls and boys was hardly their idea of fun.

It was fun for Sara though - for reasons that most, if not all, the parents would have been horrified if they'd known. Sara did it because she liked the view. She got sexually aroused watching the teens dance and flash their long, still developing limbs. The parents would have been even more horrified if they'd realized that Sara wasn't watching the boys. Oh no. They held no interest for her at all. It was the girls that Sara watched.

Each night she went home from these events, she'd be so horny that she'd be dying to cum. She'd imagine her mouth sucking their breasts or kissing them between their legs, licking the sweet juices their little cunnies produced. She'd rub her clit - slowly, very slowly, getting herself so close to orgasm that it was maddening. Then she'd stop - denying herself that pleasure, and wait, often until morning when she'd finally roughly rub her clit while twisting her large, brown nipples to give herself a huge orgasm. She'd imagine inhaling their sweaty musk and licking the girl's bald little cunts, sucking the slick mucus they produced as she frigged herself and convulsed in orgasm. Sometimes though, a girl would catch her eye; a special girl who was very good looking, and Sara would think of doing other things to her - or for her.

When the thoughts of doing especially nasty things for these girls got into her brain, she'd stop herself from cuming again, then go into the bathroom and sit on the toilet. There, as she finally got her orgasm, she'd let loose and piss on her hand, the salty fluid spraying all over her thighs and splashing on her cunt as waves of orgasm rolled over her. Often, she'd lick her fingers when she finished, cleaning off her cunt slime and piss with her tongue.

She thought it was funny that, for as much as the parents would have been horrified at what she was thinking, it was clear to her the teens were thinking along similar lines. She had found a number of couples together in areas of the school where they should not be. Usually, they were kissing and groping, but a few times she'd found them giving or receiving oral sex and once or twice actually having intercourse. These discoveries would have pissed off the parents, had she bothered to tell them, but not send them off the deep end. Sara, of course, always broke up the couple and sent them on their way with a stern warning not to do it again. Unless it was two girls.

Then she would hide and watch. She knew that the parents would never believe their sweet little girls would ever do anything as nasty as kissing another girl. No way - not their little angels. But in point of fact, she'd found almost as many girl-girl couples as she had girl-boy couples. She'd never seen a boy-boy couple - thank god.

It was only the middle of the dance, and already Sara had watched two girls sneak away and have a go at each other. Consequently, she was very hot and very frustrated. She knew that tomorrow, since it was a Saturday, she'd be sitting in the bathtub rather than on the toilet when she masturbated to her cum. And when she pissed on herself, she'd make sure she swallowed as much of her hot brew as she could.

She'd noted the two girls, who couldn't have been older than thirteen, entering a corridor that was off limits. She quietly followed them, watching as they found an open classroom. By the time she got to the classroom, they were already in a deep tongue kiss, lightly pinching and pulling each other's nipples.

One was a little blonde, very thin with small bumps for breasts and the other, taller, not quite as thin, and with much bigger breasts. She had red hair and Sara almost melted watching the two of them together. Both were wearing very short skirts and belly shirts, showing off their flat tummies and nice tans. Their legs were bare and the blonde had a thong on, something that Sara realized when her friend pushed her back on the desk and spread her legs.

The little strip of red silk was damp where it rested on her plump cut lips and her friend's eager fingers pushed it aside giving Sara a momentarily clear view of the girl's cunt. She almost groaned; the swollen little slit was already oozing its creamy liquid. The redhead obviously liked what she saw because she dove in between her friend's legs and quickly slurped up the whitish lube. In a short time they were in a sixty-nine, lost in passion as they drove each other to orgasm.

Sara almost ended up cuming right there in the hall. She hid when they finished and exited back to the dance hall. Sara entered the room, her own cunt a swamp, and smelled the musky scent the young teen's cunts had left in the air. She did groan out loud as she saw that there was a small puddle of milky slime where the blonde's cunt had rested. With her hand under her own short dress, Sara plunged her fingers into her hairy slit and rubbed her swollen clit while licking up the remains of the blonde's passion. She almost came, but managed to hold off.

At one point, she thought she heard a sound behind her, but she was so far gone in her pleasure, as she licked the desk, that it didn't really register. When she could take no more, Sara carefully licked her fingers clean, then left the room and went back into the dance hall. Her blood was boiling and she knew that tomorrow morning, before her shift at the diner where she was a waitress, she'd be spending some time in the tub, pissing on herself. In fact, she thought, maybe she'd really get dirty and collect her piss tonight and use it in her morning games tomorrow.

Once back in the dance hall, Sara noted that there were some new arrivals. Her heart almost stopped when she spotted one of them, surrounded by several other girls. This girl stood much taller than her friends, but rather than hunch over like many tall women did, she stood straight. It took a second look to really take in her beauty.

Sara was five seven, but she suspected that this girl stood even taller, perhaps five-eight. She had long, very light blond hair, and her slim body had very long legs, a lot of which Sara could see a lot of because the girl's dress was so short.

Her breath caught as her eyes drank in the slim form. The girl's breasts were larger than Sara's own somewhat modest breasts - they were perhaps a 'C' cup and stood firm with her youth. Her thighs were lean and tanned and Sara immediately soaked her panties even more as she thought about having her face held between them. Her breath quicken as she imagined the girl, a smile on her almost angelic face, releasing her bladder into Sara's eager mouth. She shuddered and nearly came thinking about the hot, salty liquid filling her mouth. Yeah, thought Sara, tomorrow morning she'd be drinking her own piss thinking of this girl.

Sara spent a lot of time watching the girl. The tall blonde never seemed to notice the older woman who was almost shadowing her. Finally Sara needed to use the bathroom and nodded to one of the other chaperones letting her know that she was leaving the area for a few minutes.

She pulled her skirt up and sat down on the pot. Her panties were soaked with thick, milky fluid. She pulled the panties off and held them tightly over her nose and mouth. Every breath drew in the strong scent of her cunt while Sara played with her sloppy cunt and imagined that it was really the tall blonde's panties that were in her mouth. She froze as someone else entered the bathroom.

"Ohhh, I really have to piss," said a voice. Sara's heart nearly skipped a beat when she recognized that it was the blonde girl that she'd been watching since she'd spotted her. At first she thought the blonde was talking to a friend but quickly realized that she was actually talking to herself. Sara held her breath as she heard the stall a couple doors down open. She couldn't see under the walls and from the things the girl was saying to herself it was clear that she didn't realize she wasn't alone.

"Mmmm, that feels sooo good," said the girl as the sound of a thick stream of urine hitting the bowl rang through the small bathroom. "Gee, I had to go so bad, it looks like I peed my panties a little. I guess I'll just leave them here."

Sara was too horny listening to the teen to think twice about the fact that she was giving a running commentary on what she was doing. A distinctive crackling sound followed by several soft phuts echoed through the room as the blonde began to take a dump.

"God that feels so good, sliding out of my ass like that," said the girl, her voice seemingly too innocent to be speaking such thoughts. "God, I'm really a mess tonight."

The thick smell of the teen's shit began filling the bathroom. Sara was lost in her fantasy of licking the teen's piss wet twat, and maybe even getting to drink it as her hands slid through her own furry bush. She tried to keep quiet, but it was hard not to moan as she pictured her nasty fantasies while the teen continued to comment on the coils of soft shit being emitted from her bowels.

"Eww it's so sticky, it's getting all over everything," said the girl. "But if feels so good... ooo, it makes me feel all warm and tingly, emptying myself like this."

Finally the girl finished taking a dump and left. Sara, the smell of the girl's shit and her own excitement thick in her nostrils had a hard time not cuming. Then she remembered that the girl said she was going to leave her panties in the stall because she'd peed in them. Without wiping herself, Sara pulled up her own panties and quickly went to the other stall. There, hanging on the hook, was a pair white G-string panties. Sara almost ripped them pulling them off the hook and opened them to look at the crotch. Sure enough, there was a big yellow stain on the cotton pad as well as a thick layer of fresh white discharge. Sara, her knees week from the scent rising from the panties, quickly folded them up and put them into her purse. Once outside, she found some plastic wrap and covertly wrapped the panties to keep them fresh and damp. She then tucked the plastic covered wad under her clothes to keep it warm for when she got home.

Once she did get home, Sara was beside herself with lust. With shaking hands she pulled the still warm panties from their hiding place and opened the plastic. Immediately the scent of urine and musky cunt juice filled her nose and she almost ripped her clothes off. It was obvious that she wasn't going to be able to wait until tomorrow morning to get off - she was just too excited.

She draped the clothe over her nose and mouth and while pulling and pinching her brown nipples used her other hand to roughly rub her clit and pull her cunt lips. In her mind, the blonde girl was squatting on her face, her long legs folded as she balanced her beautiful pussy over Sara's mouth. The heavy smell from the panties shot bolts of lust through Sara as she came hard, her muscles bunching and releasing as her cunt flooded the sheets. She was far from sated though, and soon began sucking on the cotton pad, her teeth holding it as her tongue licked and sucked the pasty discharge from the cloth. The taste of piss was strong too, and Sara came hard enough to see spots in front of her eyes.

Images ran through her mind, things like how embarrassed she'd be if the girl somehow found out what she was doing, how hot it would be if the girl made Sara kneel in front of her teen friends while she pissed in Sara's mouth. Finally, even the sounds of the blonde girl shitting slipped into Sara's mind forcing a last, mind blowing orgasm that caused her almost to pass out. As she lay there in a daze, she slipped into a deep sleep with the teen's panties over her nose and mouth.

When she awoke to the alarm the next morning she wondered where the smell of piss and cunt were coming from. As it turned out, the panties were sitting on her pillow, right next to her nose. Her own cunt, sticky and gooey from last night, started to emit more slime as she remembered what had happened the following evening.

Since she was still so horny, she ended up going into the bathroom and sitting in her tub. There, she brought her legs over her head and let loose a thick, smelly stream of morning piss all over her face and head. Her open mouth caught a lot of the bitter liquid and she swallowed eagerly, her fingers plunging in and out of her cunt. One finger slid into her asshole and she moaned as it brushed a small piece of her shit. Sara was so gone in her fantasy of her fantasy girl squatting over her and pissing in her mouth, that when she switched hands to suck on her fingers, she plunged the one that had been in her asshole into her mouth with all the rest. There was shit stuck under one nail, but she scarcely noticed, the fingers of her other hand plunging in and out of her cunt and asshole while orgasms wracked her body. She loved the feeling of having all three of her slut holes filled. It made her feel used, and Sara knew she was born to be used.

Sara was at work a few hours later; she was doing just fine, serving tables and running around, right up until the time when she found herself face to face with the blonde from last night. Sara found she could scarcely breathe, looking down at the vision sitting before her.

This time the girl was in a skimpy halter top, and Sara was sure those pert breasts were not being held up by a bra. Her smooth, tan stomach was showing, and once again a lot of leg was displayed by a short, white skirt. Her face managed to look so young and innocent compared to her well developed body. Her blue eyes were clear and bright and her lips had just a hint of red lipstick and were obviously made for kissing. Sara was immediately in love, then, as she remembered the filthy things that those lips had uttered when the girl thought she was alone, felt her own cunt start to leak. Her breath came short and she felt her nipples harden and press against her shirt. She wasn't wearing a very heavy bra because her breasts were so small, and she was sure that the girl would see the nipples. This made Sara even more aroused because she felt humiliated by the possibility of the girl knowing how excited she was.

"Can..." Sara started, then had to clear her throat, "can I help you?"

The girl licked her lips in what seemed to be an unconscious gesture. She looked at Sara in an appraising manner with neither like nor dislike in her eyes. It was a look that seemed out of place on such an innocent face. It seemed to weigh Sara to decide if she was worthy of... something. Sara didn't know what.

"Oh, hi," replied the girl. Then she frowned and said, "You look familiar. Have we met before?"

Now that she had spoken, the girl's voice made her seem very young. Not the woman she appeared to be, but her real age - perhaps fourteen or fifteen.

Sara smiled and tried to control herself. "Maybe. I was at the dance last night." Frigging my wet cunt in the next stall while I listened to you piss and shit, continued the thought.

She smiled and Sara's heart rate sped up. "Oh yeah," said the girl, "I remember now."

They were silent for a moment, Sara trying to speak while the girl just looked at her. Sara wondered if the teen could smell how aroused she was. Sara thought she could sense her cunt smell coming from under her dress.

"Would you like to order?" she asked, falling back on routine to keep from getting on her knees and begging to eat the girl's cunt.

The teen's eyes narrowed and she got a sly smile on her face. "Sure! What do you like to eat... here?" she asked, that pink tongue running lightly over one of her lips.

Sara knew there was no way the blonde could miss the red flush that started at her throat and rose over her face. She was a full grown woman and should have been in complete control of the situation, but somehow this young teen had the upper hand and Sara had no idea how that had happened. It seemed like she already knew all of Sara's filthy, disgusting fantasies.

Pulling herself together, Sara offered, "The turkey sandwich is pretty good..."

She trailed off as the girl's balled fist went to her own crotch and she squeezed her legs together. "OK, great. Get me one of those. But first, I need to use the bathroom. Where is it?"

Sara almost paled as all the blood rushed to her cunt. "Back that way," she said, her eyes glued to the junction of the girl's legs. She wondered how quickly the cops would arrive to get her if she offered to let the teen piss in her mouth.

"Thanks," the teen said quickly getting up and heading toward the restrooms.

Sara tried to get herself under control, but it seemed as if the girl was flirting with her the whole time she was there. Sara had slipped into the bathroom after she watched the girl leave it. It was a small, one person bathroom and Sara quickly closed the door behind her after the tall blonde left. She knew she had a minute before she had to be back out in the diner and she'd already put in the order for the turkey sandwich. The room smelled strongly of piss and shit and she pulled her dress up to more easily get at her cunt. If she didn't have a quick cum, she'd never be able to deal with the object of her fantasies.

Looking down at the toilet was almost enough to make her cum. The seat had several large splotches of liquid on it - obviously piss. Her breath caught and she felt almost dizzy. The toilet had a rather large log of shit floating in the dark yellow water, but the fact that she could actually taste the teen's piss - even indirectly, made Sara groan with arousal. Her fingers were making squishing noises in her cunt and her hand was getting coated with her thick juice. She bent and sniffed, but the odor of urine was eclipsed by the smell of shit coming from the toilet. Still, she trembled on the verge of orgasm as her tongue touched the liquid the girl had left on the toilet seat. The bitter taste exploded through her mouth and she started to lick the seat with abandon. The realization of just how humiliating this was - her licking the piss of a stranger off a toilet seat in a public diner - made her cum incredibly hard. The smell of shit was everywhere but it only seemed to add to Sara's excitement. Waves of orgasm flowed over her and she never noticed the little shadow on the floor that indicated someone was just outside the door.

Once she got control of herself, Sara washed her hands, flushed the toilet and left the room. There was no one waiting for the bathroom, which was good since she'd been in there too long. She rushed around getting the orders to her tables not that there were many. Fortunately for her the place wasn't very crowded so her absence hadn't been missed. However, all the control she thought she had regained with her orgasm was lost when she approached the table to deliver the sandwich to the teen. Just thinking about the actions she'd performed in the bathroom made her sticky cunt start to ooze lube again.

The flirting didn't help - especially since Sara couldn't be sure the suggestive comments the girl made meant that she was flirting. Certainly the comments all had more than one meaning. Toward the end of her meal, the teen's attitude changed slightly. While still being somewhat distant and very polite, the teen ordered Sara to get her a drink and just treated her like a servant in general. Sara didn't know why, but the girl's attitude just got to her, making her weak in the knees and flustered as she tried to perform her duties. She became very deferential to the teen.

Finally, the young blonde was finished eating. She sat for a short time talking to Sara, then gave her a credit card for the cost of the meal. Sara thought it was odd for a young teen to have a credit card, but the girl shrugged it off.

"My mother encourages me to be responsible," said Kimberly - Sara had read the girl's name from the card. "She likes me to make my own decisions... get my own things."

That last had comment seemed to have a meaning that Sara couldn't quite grasp. Kimberly left after signing the slip and Sara realized that she was still amazingly horny from her encounter with the girl. The rest of the afternoon went quickly, although Sara was mostly on auto pilot. She couldn't believe that she'd actually licked off a toilet seat just to get the taste of Kimberly's urine. She knew that she'd be going right home after work and that she'd spend hours playing with her own piss and masturbating - sucking her juices off her fingers and wishing it was Kimberly's cunt she was worshipping. Every time her thoughts drifted to the shit filled toilet and the smell in the bathroom that she'd gotten herself off in, her pussy clenched wetting her panties even more. She was humiliated that, in her desperation to taste the urine of a girl less than half her age, she'd performed those actions, but that humiliation just got her even hotter. When her shift ended she left and walked to her small car sitting in the parking lot.

"Hi Sara," came a voice from behind her. Sara almost jumped out of her skin, but her heart started racing a mile a minute when she turned and realized it was Kimberly.

"How'd you like to give me a ride home?" asked the teen with a brilliant smile. Her tone of voice indicated that it wasn't really a request, more like an order that Sara should obey. Sara couldn't seem to focus her thoughts and simply nodded opening the passenger door for the long legged girl who simply got in and waited for Sara to close the door.

Sara got in and realized that she was hot, sweaty and could smell her own slimy cunt. She hoped the girl wouldn't notice - but being this close to Kimberly was making Sara's head spin. Kimberly casually directed Sara where to drive without ever actually telling her where she was going. Consequently, Sara was a bit confused when the ended up in a small park that was quite deserted.

"Where are we?" asked Sara.

"Where I wanted to go. You can take me home after," said Kimberly. "Now come around and open the door so I can get out."

It never occurred to Sara to tell Kimberly that she could open the door herself. She just rushed around and opened the door, apologizing for making the teen wait.

"Come with me," said Kimberly, "I want to walk for a bit."

They walked deeper into the trees and Kimberly was silent until they reached a small clearing. She looked at Sara and said, "Do you think I'm pretty?"

"Yes," answered Sara. "All the boys must want dates with you."

Kimberly wrinkled her small nose and said, "I don't like boys. I prefer someone who will do what I tell her." She stopped and got very close to Sara, her slightly greater height allowing her to look down on the other woman. "If I told you to do something, would you do it?"

"Maybe," replied Sara, her voice almost a whisper. What was she thinking, allowing this teen to talk to her like this? Still, she thought that at this point, she'd do anything Kimberly told her.

A slightly annoyed look came over Kimberly's innocent face. "Only maybe? I don't like indecision. If you can't do what I want, then I think that you should take me home."

Sara's heart almost failed. Take her home? Despite the fact that that was where she thought they'd been heading, she was thrilled beyond belief to be alone with the sexy teen. She didn't want it to end.

"No," she replied, "wait. I... I can do what you want."

Kimberly looked at her and hur-umphed. "You think so? I can be very, very demanding."

Sara trembled. She was sure the innocent looking teen couldn't possibly know what was going through her mind - how badly she wanted to get on her knees and lick the girl's cunt. Sara was sure that if Kimberly knew how badly she wanted to drink her lovely piss, that she'd be disgusted and walk away.

"No, really. What ever you want."

Kimberly stood back a bit, folding her arms and letting one long, well manicured finger nail tap her lower lip. "Take off your clothes. If you're going to serve me, I want to see if you're worth it."

Sara acted as if slapped. Take off her clothes? Here? In a public place? What if someone saw her?

"Do it," said Kimberly, "or I'm leaving here right now."

With shaking hands, Sara reached around and opened the zipper of her dress. She removed it and stood in her bra, stockings and pantyhose. Kimberly took the dress from her almost numb hands. "Keep going. I want to see it all."

Blushing furiously and praying that no one would happen upon them, Sara continued to remove her clothes. Shoes, then pantyhose were next, then when she saw no relief in the young teen's face, her bra and panties. Kimberly took them all from her, then dumped them in a pile of dirt.

"You're out of shape," said the teen, "and that hairy rug, while it has the advantage of covering your no doubt ugly cunt, offends me."

Sara stood shivering slightly. It wasn't cold - not at all, but there were too many sensations coming at her at once. Being naked in the open and under the teen's somewhat cruel gaze terrified her. She was also humiliated and more aroused than she'd ever been in her entire life.

Kimberly walked over to a log resting on the dirt and, taking Sara's dress, which wasn't quite as dirty as the stuff under it, pulled it off the pile and draped it over the log. Then she sat down and looked at the much older, completely nude woman.

"Do you have any idea how to please a woman?" asked the teen. Her innocent looks and young sounding voice were totally at odds with her comment.

"I... think so," replied Sara.

"Then get your ass over here and let's find out."

Sara started to walk over and Kimberly looked at her and said, "Crawl over here. You shouldn't approach me unless you're on your knees."

Sara, her sticky fluids now coating her upper thighs, crawled over to the girl. By the time she finished crawling through the dirt, her hands and lower legs were coated with brown dust which stuck to her sweaty skin. When she got there, Kimberly had pulled her short dress up and spread her legs. Her pussy was covered only by the smallest of white lace thongs.

"You're hands are filthy," said the girl and Sara's emotions quickly rose to anger. It hadn't been her idea to make her crawl through dirt. "So just use your mouth and don't touch me with anything else. You can do that, can't you?"

Sara might have objected, but Kimberly pulled aside the small piece of lace that had been covering her cunt and Sara couldn't think anymore. The exposed pussy was completely hairless, pink and shiny with the teen's excitement. Sara didn't think she'd ever seen anything so beautiful in her life. When Kimberly used her long fingers to reach down and spread her outer lips, Sara actually moaned in lust. She was very close to the object of her desire, so close that she could smell Kimberly's musky odor. Once the slightly puffy outer lips were pulled open, Sara was treated to the sight of a long, thick clit poking out of the girl's hood and milky strings of mucus oozing over the lips.

"Well?" said the girl in a slightly impatient voice, "get started."

Sara moved forward, still on her hands and knees and licked the girl's salty crotch. A strand of thick juice connected her tongue to the delicate, inner petals that had just been separated by it when she drew her head slightly back. Desire and arousal shot through Sara, blotting out everything except the strong smelling, soaking wet sex in front of her. She licked and sucked, surprised at the amount of lubricant the teen produced. Sara was moaning, her own hips rotating as her hairy sex ached for something to play with it. It didn't take long, and in fact, was too short a time for Sara's liking, before she felt the teen tremble with orgasm. Sara felt one hand on the back of her head, pressing her face to the slimy sex as she licked and sucked the prominent clit.

After Kimberly's orgasm, Sara thought she'd let her go, but she didn't. Instead, she started having another orgasm, but this time, she pulled Sara's face away from her crotch. Sara's mouth was still open when a stream of dark urine burst from Kimberly's pee hole. It hit Sara in the face and open mouth, splashed on her nude body. Kimberly angled the thick stream and wet Sara's hair, soaking it in the dank fluid. When she finished pissing, she pulled Sara's face to her drenched sex.

"Lick it up slut." ordered the teen.

While Sara, still in a lot of shock from how fast things had happened, started licking, the teen spread her legs wide to keep Sara's wet hair from contacting her skin. Sara licked her and was sure the teen had another orgasm, white fluid oozing from her tunnel as Sara did her best to make sure there was no piss left. She couldn't remember a time when she'd been more horny. Finally, Kimberly pushed her away, leaving Sara sitting in the mud, her legs spread wide, hairy snatch exposed, with piss drying on her body.

"Only lowlife of sluts would get off on that," said Kimberly. "Did you get off?"

Sara, panting just looked at the girl, who once again had pulled down her skirt and looked very innocent.

"I didn't have an orgasm."

"But you liked it, didn't you?" accused Kimberly.

Sara bowed her head and said, "Yes."

"Do you want to cum?"

Sara didn't trust herself to speak and just nodded.

"Well get to it," said Kimberly.

Sara looked at her in confusion. What did the teen want?

"C'mon slut. Play with yourself. "

Sara still hesitated and Kimberly snapped, "Do it now."

Sara jumped and looked around for something to wipe her hands off with. They were filthy with piss and dirt.

"Forget wiping them off. If you don't do it right this second I'm leaving and you won't see me again."

Sara, started to rub her cunt with her muddy hands. It hurt a bit, because it was so gritty, but Sara was too horny to care. It was obvious she would soon have an orgasm. Before she could, Kimberly said, "Stop!"

Sara jumped, but obeyed.

"Piss for me like the little tramp you are."

Sara, her orgasm stolen from her, looked up blankly.

"Piss bitch. Right like you are."

Sara had gotten to her knees as she masturbated, so she just let loose. Urine squirted down her legs and over her muddy cunt. Soon she was kneeling in even more muddy piss than she had been before.

Kimberly stood up and looked at her. "You're a mess," she said. "I'll walk the rest of the way home because you smell too gross to be near. You really are a pig, aren't you?"

Sara didn't know what to say.

"Remember this," said Kimberly as she walked away. "The next time I want to use you, it's going to be worse than this. And," she said over her shoulder as she continued down the path, "if you expect to get near my cunt again, you'd better get rid of all that disgusting hair over your gross cunt."

Sara sat in the mud, dazed and horny, and watched the lithe teen walk away.

Part 2

Sara didn't see Kimberly for over a week. She masturbated every single day, recycling her piss each time while thinking about the beautiful blonde girl that had totally captivated her.

Sara had gotten home OK that night. She'd put her dress back on, even though it was covered in mud, and walked back to her car. She had a blanket in the trunk of the car that she used to cover the seat. On the drive home, Sara was shaking with reaction and the need for an orgasm; Kimberly's parting words echoed in her brain and Sara wondered what else the teen could do to her. Visions of being humiliated by the tall, blonde fifteen year old made her so hot that she almost couldn't think.

Each day at work, she kept an eye on the bathroom, waiting for an underage girl to use it. If one did, she tried to use it right after the girl left. Sara was hoping, much to her embarrassment, that the girl would piss on the seat or forget to flush. A few times they forgot to flush and Sara would masturbate staring down at the yellow water in the bowl, thinking about her time with Kimberly. She knew that if Kimberly let her, the teen would never have to use a toilet to pee - Sara would always be there for her. Often when she was in the bathroom, there were bits of shit floating in the water as well. Sara tried to ignore them, but they strangely added to her cums - not that she'd admit that.

It was a busy Friday afternoon and Sara was looking for a rare weekend that didn't involve coming to work. On the other hand she was nervous about not being there since each day she came to work hoping Kimberly would show up. Sara wondered if she should come in any way since if she wasn't here, she might miss Kimberly, who had no other way of getting hold of her. Sara was really hoping the girl would want to contact her. Of course, Kimberly had no idea just how badly Sara wanted her.

Each morning, after she masturbated while pissing all over herself, Sara shaved her now neatly trimmed cunt. She had to admit that it looked better with less hair. She'd trimmed back the fur until there was only a neat triangle over her mons and some covering her outer labia. She was sure that Kimberly would be pleased by her actions.

"Are you going to take my order, or just stand there?" asked a voice.

Sara jumped and almost dropped her pad. For a second, she couldn't speak or even move. Her cunt tightened and she stopped breathing.

"Hello?" asked Kimberly, her sweet, innocent voice touched with impatience.

"I... I'm sorry," said Sara, "you startled me."

"What you were surprised that you had a customer?" the girl giggled.

Sara's face flushed and sweat dampened her armpits. She was sure her panties were getting sticky.

"No, I, uh, it's just that..."

"Never mind," said the teen sharply. "Get me my usual." Then she stood and headed toward the bathroom.

Sara's eyes remained glued to the slim form. Today Kimberly was wearing high, strappy heels, a short, white skirt and a belly top that clung tightly to her body. It was hot as hell outside, so her skin shown slightly as she walked to the bathroom. All Sara could think of at that point was following her and begging to be allowed to service her.

Because she had several tables to wait, Sara was unable to get into the bathroom right after Kimberly had used it. It was a few minutes before she could get back to the girl, who was demurely motioning that she'd like to order. Or at least, that's what Sara thought she wanted.

"Waitress," said Kimberly, as if she did know who Sara was, "this apple juice that you gave me tastes a little funny. Could you taste it and tell me what you think?"

Kimberly's voice was a little loud and a few people looked their way. Sara had no idea what she was talking about because she hadn't gotten the girl anything yet. Obviously someone else must have served her.

"Oh, I'm sorry Kimberly, " said Sara reaching for the glass, "I'll go get you another one."

Kimberly's hand on her wrist stopped her. "I said you should drink it," said the girl in a low voice, "and that's what I want you to do. Don't make me repeat myself."

She let go of Sara's wrist, and Sara, still a bit confused, reached for the glass. It was warm to the touch and she paled as she looked at Kimberly.

"Drink it. All of it." There was no pity in the girl's innocent face.

Trembling slightly, Sara brought the full glass to her lips and began to drain it. She had to stop after taking a mouthful of the salty, bitter liquid, but Kimberly's expression told her she'd better get on with it. So Sara drank the entire contents of the glass. Sweat broke out on her brow and her panties started turning into a sodden mess. Sara put the glass down, almost cuming right on the spot. She'd just drunk an entire glass of the teen girl's piss in the middle of a crowded diner.

"Very good slut. For that, I might let you touch my cunt - eventually," smirked Kimberly. "Now bring me my food."

Wildly aroused from the humiliating experience, Sara nodded and started to turn, but Kimberly's voice stopped her. "By the way, you don't have permission to call be by my first name," said the girl. "I expect you to call me Miss, while I'm here."

Again Sara nodded and went to check on Kimberly's order, her belly warm from the piss she'd just drunk and her cunt lips squishing together as she walked. Sara was flustered, to say the least, and she desperately needed an orgasm. Her cunt was clenching and her nipples ached from being so hard. But Kimberly wasn't finished with her yet. When she returned with the order, a turkey sandwich with a side order of fries, Kimberly smiled at her. It was a sweet, innocent smile which made her comments even more dirty.

"I bet you'd like to cum wouldn't you slut?" she said in a low voice.

Sara nodded, but that wasn't good enough.

"What, are you too stupid to speak in a full sentence? Tell me, do you want to cum?"

"Yes, I... I want to have an orgasm."

"Orgasm?" asked the girl. "You don't have orgasms. Piss drinkers like you cum like the toilet sluts they are. Now, did you follow my directions?" asked the girl.

Sara's knees were weak and she gripped the table as a mini orgasm made her cunt contact. "Directions?" she asked in a breathless voice.

"Yes. Did you get rid of that disgusting hair all over your sloppy cunt?" asked Kimberly.

"I trimmed everything very neatly." Sara couldn't believe that she was standing her discussing her pubic hair with a girl less than half her age.

Kimberly's voice showed her disappointment. "Trimmed? I didn't tell you to trim it, I said to get rid of it. I guess you're just not interested in me after all." The girl made to get up and Sara's heart skipped a beat, her arousal dashed to nothing.

"No please, I'm sorry. I'll shave it all off. Tonight. As soon as I get off work. Please, don't go."

Sara saw something in Kimberly' eyes, a glint of satisfaction and... something else. The girl's nipples were hard and easily seen through her thin belly shirt. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. She slowly sat down again and picked up one of the greasy, salty fries on her plate, playing with it.

"You didn't do what I told you last time, how do I know you'll do it this time? Besides, I don't want you to shave it - shaving always leaves stubble. Get it waxed off."

Sara's breath caught. Waxing hurt, but for Kimberly... 

"And, to prove that you're sorry for not doing what I told you, I think you should be punished - at least if you want to see me again," she continued.

Sara didn't know what Kimberly wanted, but she knew *she* wanted a chance to suck on the teens beautiful pussy again.

"O... OK. What should I do?"

Kimberly glance around until her eyes rested on a tray full of empty glass salt and pepper shakers.

"Bring me one of those."

"But they're empty," protested Sara.

"Listen to me very carefully," replied Kimberly. "Either you start following my directions or I walk out of here and you never see me again. This is your last warning."

Numbly, Sara went over and got a salt shaker. It was the big, heavy glass kind, slightly rounded at the top, but octagonal for most of its length. The edges were pretty sharp, but not jagged. She walked back and handed one to Kimberly.

"Now," said Kimberly as she idly started to run her grease and salt coated finger over the outside of the shaker, "I want you to tell me if your cunt is wet."

"Yes."

Kimberly just looked at Sara who blushed and said, "Yes, my cunt is wet."

"And do you think you should be punished for not listening to me? I mean, after all, I let you eat my cunt, and today, I gave you a whole glass of my piss - which, I might add, you didn't thank me for." She looked at Sara, obviously waiting for the older woman to say something.

Sara's hormones were back in overdrive. Her cunt was clenching and releasing little globs of slime and she felt hot and sweaty. "Thank y... you for letting me eat your cunt and drink your urine." Stammered the woman.

"And?" Kimberly prompted.

"And I should be punished?" ventured Sara.

"Are you asking me if you should be punished or asking me to punish you?" said the cruel teen, drawing out the conversation.

Sara's mouth was dry. "Asking you to punish me." She whispered.

"Good girl. Now for your punishment, I want you to push this into that slimy cunt of yours and leave it there until I see you in the parking lot."

Sara couldn't believe that Kimberly wanted her to do that. She took the greasy, salty shaker from Kimberly's hand. The teen had managed to coat the entire surface, and Sara looked at it as if she'd never seen one before. It was pretty big, which wasn't too much of a problem, but the edges were going to be very uncomfortable. Not to mention that the grease and salt would sting like hell. Kimberly sat back with a gleam in her eye. Sara sighed and turned to walk away.

"Where do you think you're going" Kimberly asked, her voice cold.

"I... I... you want this inside me," said Sara, her mouth like dust. "I was going to go to the restroom."

"Do it," came the reply, "right here. Otherwise I won't know that you followed my directions."

They were sort of in a corner and Sara's skirt was short enough that if she were very, very careful, no one would see. She could see no relief in Kimberly's face; it was clear that if she wanted to please the girl, she'd have to follow her orders right here.

If Sara thought that drinking a glass full of piss was challenging, that was nothing compared to this. She couldn't help but groan as the narrower end of the shaker - the metal head - slowly separated her swollen lips. She was right, the salt that coated the top of it stung her sensitive tissues. However, as wet as she was, and with all the grease on it, it was pretty easy to slid the glass tube into her cunt. She moved her panties back in place and squirmed a bit, getting used to the cold object in her heated cunt.

"Very good. You must really want to drink my piss if you'd do something so gross right here in public," smirked the girl

Sara was silent and Kimberly said to her, "You *do* want to drink my piss again, don't you?"

Sara nodded, unable to speak. Her cunt was burning and the edges of the salt shaker were already making themselves known in her body.

"Here's the credit card to pay for my meal. Normally I leave a tip, but you drank your tip before I discovered that you disobeyed me."

Sara took the card and rang up the sale and walked back to the table, her eyes longingly running over Kimberly's beautiful, lean body and firm breasts.

"Remember, that stays in there until I tell you to take it out, understand?"

Sara nodded and said, "Yes Miss." She hoped it wouldn't be long. It had only been a few minutes and already her cunt was sore. Kimberly left the diner.

By the end of her shift, Sara was almost in tears. The hard object in her body, held in mainly by her tight panties, constantly rubbed and shifted. The salt and grease were very irritating, not to mention the eight corners of the salt shaker. She almost went to the bathroom to take it out, but when she did, she thought of the beautiful, innocent looking fifteen year old and how her smooth cunt and strong piss had tasted on her tongue. Sara left it in.

Sara hobbled out to her car after her shift. She knew that if Kimberly wasn't here, she'd have to take the salt shaker out no matter what. It just hurt too badly. Her heart quickened when she sighted the tall, blonde figure waiting by her car.

"Is it still in there?"

"Yes Kimberly."

The girl frowned, but Sara didn't know why.

"Take it out," she said.

Sara was in enough pain that she only spared a quick glance around the lot before pulling up her skirt and removing the mucus coated salt shaker. It was a major relief, despite the burning soreness that was still evident inside her.

"I bet that slutty cunt of yours hurts, doesn't it?"

"Yes."

"That's 'Yes Miss'. Why do I have to keep telling you these things?"

"I'm sorry," replied Sara. The humiliation of giving in to this teen was bringing back her arousal in a big way.

Kimberly moved to the front of the car, which faced away from the diner and toward the woods. She had Sara stand in front of her, then got onto the hood of the car. Kimberly spread her long, tan legs and Sara could see that she wasn't wearing panties. Since the skirt was so short, Kimberly's baby smooth snatch was easily revealed and the girl ran her long fingers through the delicate petals.

"If you hadn't been such a bad girl, I might have let you lick me. I'm a little sticky and I would have liked your tongue to clean me up a little. But since you're being punished, I guess I'll have to do without."

Sara's eyes were glued to the slick crotch with its red, slightly swollen skin. Kimberly's thumb pulled back her clit hood, exposing the prominent organ which she flicked with her finger The girl jumped each time her finger rolled over her clit and white cream oozed from her hole.

"Kneel down," commanded Kimberly. "Make sure you keep your mouth closed."

Her breathing had gotten heavier as her fingers moved faster until finally it was clear that she was having an orgasm. Sara was transfixed by the sight. Kimberly was so beautiful! As the girl heaved in climax a long, thick spurt of urine squirted from her piss hole. As commanded, Sara didn't open her mouth, despite her longing to have it plastered to that twitching sex, drinking Kimberly's salty brew. Instead, hot piss splashed on her face and soaked her hair, the sight of the degraded woman obviously fueling Kimberly's lust. Finally, she got off the car and stood over Sara.

"Open your mouth," she said.

Sara opened up without any hesitation - maybe Kimberly would pee in her mouth after all. Instead, the girl spit a large wad of saliva into Sara's open mouth. The woman flinched as the warm drool oozed over her tongue. She also shuddered and had very small cum.

"Close your mouth and swallow."

Sara did, feeling the warm spit travel into her stomach.

"That," said Kimberly removing something from her purse, "is as close to kissing me as a worthless toilet like you will get. So enjoy it." She dropped a card onto the wet ground. "Call that number tomorrow at noon. That should give you time to get all that hair waxed off your ugly cunt. Don't be late calling me and don't call me if you haven't followed my orders."

With that the girl walked off leaving Sara kneeling in a puddle of piss on the hot pavement. She came to her senses a few minutes later when the noise of a talking couple got her attention. Sara was once again soaked in the teenagers urine in a public place. Her sore cunt clenched from the thought that someone would discover her. She quickly retrieved the blanked and headed home.

It was an uncomfortable evening for Sara. She masturbated to orgasm as soon as she got into her apartment, which made her pussy hurt like hell afterward. But then she'd remember why it hurt, and the things that Kimberly had done to her, and have to jill off all over again, which, of course, made her cunt hurt more.

She was up early the next morning so she could go through the phone book to find a place that would do a Brazilian wax for her. Most places were booked, but she managed to find one place that wasn't and made an appointment. It was a humiliating experience for her, and painful as well. Especially since her cunt was still red from all the activity last night, which made her look like a complete slut. Still, she got through it and went her way, her stomach filled with butterflies as she waited for noon. One it arrived she quickly dialed the number she'd been given.

"Hello," came Kimberly's voice.

"Hi," said Sara, her heart racing a mile a minute.

"Who is this?" asked the girl.

"It's me, Sara. You told me to call?" Sara's anticipation was turning to dread.

"Oh, yeah. Did you do what I told you?" asked the teen.

"Yes." replied Sara trying to keep her voice steady.

"Good. I'll give you directions to my house. Come around the back and go up the stairs to the door over the garage. There'll be a note waiting for you. Read it and do exactly what it says."

Sara trembled at the tone in Kimberly's voice. It made the pit of her stomach clench and her pussy start to water. She carefully took down Kimberly's address, then looking at the time, rushed out the door.

On her way to the house, Sara started to think about what had been happening to her. She'd always had the hots for young girls, but, aside from watching, had never been in a position to do anything about it. Even if she had, she admitted to herself that the perverse things she liked would have grossed out any young lover - or even an older one. Kimberly was different though. She seemed to instinctually understand what Sara wanted. As she was finding out, the teen had her number, no doubt about it. The humiliating things she'd made Sara do drove the older woman crazy with lust. It was even more powerful for Sara because it was a girl half her age that was - and she admitted it to herself - controlling her. And Sara knew she'd do what ever Kimberly wanted her to do because of how it made her feel.

When she arrived at the house she was surprised to see how big it was. It was also set back from the road quite a bit, with a long driveway leading up to an attached garage. She parked her car, making sure it didn't block the garage door, and got out. Walking around to the back, she saw they had a huge yard that was quite private since it was screened with very large trees. She couldn't even see the next house over. Not only that, but there was a large, in-ground pool, a stone patio and nicely trimmed shrubs. It was easy to find the stairs, and Sara quickly climbed them. There was a small landing at the top and, as promised, a note attached to the door. It was addressed to 'piss pig.'

With trembling hands Sara opened the note and read the contents. Her cunt was sopping, the sore mons and labia coated in her secretions when she finished reading. As directed, she pulled off her sneakers and socks, her shorts and top then finally her bra and panties. Then, she rang the door bell and sat on the hard wood landing.

No one answered the door and after a while, Sara began to wonder if Kimberly had left. She was afraid to do anything though because she didn't want to annoy the girl and ruin her chances of seeing her again. Sara waited a bit longer, sitting in the hot sun, and then got to her feet. She was about to push the doorbell again, when the door opened.

Kimberly flashed a dazzling smile at Sara, who felt her heart melt. How could such a young, innocent girl force her to experience such depravity?

"Well, at least you followed my orders. Now let me explain something," she said, as if Sara wasn't standing there naked. "If you come in here, I'll expect you to follow all my instructions. You can start by calling me Mistress, or Miss - never my first name. And you'll do exactly what you're told - otherwise out you go. If you do all that to my satisfaction, I'll let you eat my cunt. Do you agree?"

"Yes," said Sara, who quickly added, "Miss."

"Get in here then."

Sara walked through the door and looked around in wonder. This was no small room over a garage - this was an apartment all by itself! Hell, it was bigger than where she lived.

"There are rules you will follow. The first one is that while you are in this house, you are not allowed to cum without permission. Do you understand?"

"Yes Miss," replied Sara.

The teen looked at Sara critically. "You're out of shape. I expect you to start tightening things up starting tomorrow. Jog, go to the gym, something."

"I don't have the money to go to a gym," said Sara.

"Then jog. Like I said, I don't care what you do, but I can't have someone looking like you serving me unless you're going to make the effort to get in shape."

"Yes Miss," replied Sara. She was a little stung - while not beautiful she was pretty. She didn't have a tight body like a teenager, but she was in her thirties, after all.

"Follow me," said Kimberly.

Sara was lead to the living room where a white tarp had been laid out on the floor. The tarp actually had turned up edges so that if liquid got on it, it wouldn't spill out. It wasn't the tarp that held Sara's attention though - it was the video camera pointing at it. Kimberly had Sara lay down on the tarp. Despite her nervousness, Sara couldn't help but get excited looking up at Kimberly. The girl was barefoot and wearing only panties and a tight running top. The panties were very sexy and Sara was wishing that she could bury her face between Kimberly's legs and suck her juices out through them.

Kimberly looked down at Sara and said, "Before I take my shower, I'm going out for a run. Unlike you, I like to keep in shape. You will lay here while I'm gone. I expect a slut like you will get bored, so feel free to play with your cunt. Other than that, you can't leave and you can't move. I'm going to look at the tape when I get back and if you move you'll be punished. Likewise, if I think you came, you'll be punished, but much worse. Now open your mouth."

Sara complied and was greeted with a beautiful site. Kimberly moved the padded crotch of her panties over to expose her slick cunt. It was oozing clear cunt slime and Sara wished that she could suck on it. The petals were puffy and the thick clit just peaking out of its hood. She could smell Kimberly's strong musk, mixed with the smell of urine as the cunt descended toward her mouth. Kimberly stopped before her sex contacted Sara's mouth - much to Sara's disappointment. Kimberly didn't look very clean, but Sara didn't care. She just wanted to suck on the girl, feel that big clit swell on her tongue and listen to the teen cum in her mouth.

Slowly, strong urine began to dribble out of Kimberly's piss hole and soon Sara's mouth was getting full. The bitter, salty taste and strong smell flooded her senses and she felt her nipples tighten and her own cunt get slick.

"Swallow it piss girl. Try not to miss any."

Sara began swallowing and the flow sped up. Eventually she couldn't swallow fast enough and Kimberly's amber fluid ran over Sara's face and neck to pool behind her head. Finally, Kimberly was finished. She pushed the pad over her wet crotch and stood, daintily stepping around the small pool of urine that Sara had been unable to swallow. Then she put on a pair of jogging shorts, her socks and shoes. Finally, she picked up a pair of panties that were on the floor and walked over to Sara. She could see the crotch was coated with white and yellow slime. Not only that, but there were brownish stains as well. Kimberly carefully placed the crotch in Sara's mouth and positioned the brown stains over her nose. The scent of shit was pretty strong, as was the tangy taste of the panty crotch as her saliva began to melt the hardened scum.

"Like I said. Don't move, except to play with yourself and don't cum. I'll be back in a little while." And with that, she left.

Sara lay there, the scent of piss and shit filling her nose and the taste of Kimberly's panties fighting with the taste of urine. She couldn't believe how wet she was. Sara spread her legs and began lightly rubbing her clit. She was used to holding off her cums, but it was rare that she had to do it with so much stimulation. Squishing sounds began to fill the room as her pussy got very wet. It usually did that when she was very excited and it was somewhat embarrassing to end up with a large puddle of cunt slime under her sex when she finished masturbating.

Time passed and Sara brought herself up and down the curve of sexual pleasure, never quite getting to the peak. Not too long after Kimberly left the apartment, Sara realized that she had to pee rather badly. While she was used to holding that too, she really had to go. Finally, figuring that she was on the tarp anyway, she held her hand over her piss hole and let loose. The hot liquid splattered her hand and her sex. The feel of it almost made her orgasm, but she managed, just barely, to hold off.

It seemed like forever before Kimberly returned. Sara was just letting her frustrated body cool off again when the door opened and the girl came into the room. She pulled the panties off Sara's face and looked down at the woman.

"Did you move?"

"No Miss," replied Sara.

"Did you cum?"

"No Miss."

"I see you pissed all over the tarp though. Why didn't you wait until I came back?"

"I'm sorry Miss, I couldn't hold it any longer," replied Sara.

"Do you want to please me?" asked Kimberly.

"Yes Miss."

The girl removed her shoes and socks and stepped onto the tarp. "Today is your first lesson in how I want to be pleased," said the girl. "Remember, unless you do everything I say, you can't serve me. And you want to serve me, don't you?"

Sara quickly nodded her head.

The girl stripped off her sweat sodden clothing as Sara watched with hungry eyes. This would be the first time she'd ever seen Kimberly naked and she trembled with excitement. Off came the top, exposing a perfect pair of breasts. They were bigger than Sara's by a full cup and very firm. Sara's mouth watered as she looked at the fat, pink nipples that capped the perfect mounds. Sweat made Kimberly's skin gleam and Sara's eyes were glued to Kimberly's hands as she pulled off her running shorts, then removed her damp panties.

"Here," she said tossing them to Sara, "you can start by cleaning those."

Sara looked at the crotch of the panties. It completely coated with fresh white discharge tinged with yellow. They smelled sweaty and musky with a hint of urine and Sara's stomach knotted with lust. She carefully licked and sucked all the cream from the panties while Kimberly stood stroking her bare cunt watching. When Sara had finished, Kimberly had her lay down again and then squatted over her. Her cunt smelled even stronger than it had before, sweat and musky juices making it shine.

"Play with your cunt now. But don't cum until I tell you. Remember, only if you please me will I let you serve me. You want to please me, don't you?"

"God yess," whispered Sara, her fingers working her sore cunt into a frenzy.

Every breath she took she inhaled Kimberly's smell. She was dizzy with lust and desperate for an orgasm. Then Kimberly shifted away from her a bit and grunted a little while tightening her stomach. There was a crackling sound but Sara, who was right on the edge of orgasm, didn't register it. At least at first. Then she felt something warm pile between her breasts. The smell of shit hit her nose and she looked between Kimberly's legs as a log of fresh, hot shit coiled on her chest.

"Cum for me slut. Do it!"

Sara, who hadn't stopped playing with her clit, started to orgasm at Kimberly's command. Even the heavy smell of the shit that sat between her breasts couldn't stop the orgasm and it ripped through her body. Kimberly quickly moved forward, placing her shitty asshole on Sara's open mouth. The horrible taste flooded her mouth, but her nose was stuck in Kimberly's sweaty cunt and the combination threw her into the most intense orgasm of her life.

Kimberly rose off Sara's mouth and the woman lay there recovering, trying to ignore the small pile of shit that sat on her chest.

"Now," smirked Kimberly, "I think you have some cleaning up to do." With that comment, she presented her shit smeared asshole to Sara's mouth. "If you ever want to come back here again, you'd better start licking."

Sara's orgasm had been strong, but it hadn't released all the tension of the day. She was still worked up which turned out to be a good thing since the taste of Kimberly's shit was very strong. Sara licked and sucked the smeared, pink asshole while Kimberly masturbated, her cunt slime oozing down onto Sara's nose. She finally came about the time that Sara could no longer taste anything but her own saliva on the hole she was licking.

Kimberly stood and said, "Well, that was a start. You've got a long way to go before you're properly trained."

Sara lay there and wondered just what Kimberly meant by training. She was getting an idea though and wondered just how low this teen would make her sink. She shuddered with anticipation.

Part 3

Sara lay in bed, her hands between her legs, slowly rubbing her bare cunt. It was sore, but that didn't stop her. She needed a nice hard cum to relax, but knew she wasn't allowed to have one. She closed her eyes and all the degrading things she'd done passed in front of them. The more degrading the act, the more pleasure it brought her to remember doing it.

After licking Kimberly's asshole clean of shit, the girl had stepped off the tarp and looked down at Sara.

"You are such a disgusting pig," she said.

Sara's stomach clenched with lust as the teen degraded her. Laying there in a puddle of piss with a small clump of shit between her breasts had brought Sara to a new low in her life; and a new high in sexual arousal. The smell of fresh shit was a reminder that she couldn't get away from - never mind the aftertaste in her mouth.

"Does my little piss slut want to eat my cunt?" asked Kimberly.

Sara didn't know what to say. She couldn't sit up with Kimberly's shit on her chest, so she just looked up and nodded at the girl.

"Don't nod at me," said Kimberly. "I expect a low life like you to be proud that I'd even consider letting you near my cunt. Ask nicely."

"May I please lick your pussy?" asked Sara.

"Close," smirked the girl. "Try 'Mistress, I beg to eat your beautiful pussy.'"

Sara closed her eyes as she shuddered with lust and said, "Mistress, I beg to eat your beautiful pussy."

"Yes," said the girl with a grin, "you may."

Kimberly got back onto the tarp and squatted over Sara's face, holding her bald pussy lips open. Sara could see the teen's cunt was wet with her slimy juices but that didn't keep her from diving in with her lips and tongue, sucking and licking up any trace of the white goop that Kimberly had produced. She was all sweaty and pretty gummy with excess cunt lube, but that just made it better for Sara who reveled in the taste and texture of the thick mucus.

She did everything she could think of to please Kimberly. She sucked the swollen inner lips, lightly nipping them with her teeth, she pushed her tongue deep into Kimberly's tight hole, then bathed her large clit with licks and kisses. When Kimberly's legs started to tremble from the strain of squatting, she put her hands under the girl's sweaty butt cheeks to help hold her up. Sara managed to bring the teen off twice before Kimberly moved from Sara's sucking mouth.

Kimberly sat on the floor recovering while Sara's hands worked her own cunt. Just as she was nearing completion, Kimberly sat up and said, "Remember, you're not allowed to cum unless I tell you you can. And right now, you can't."

Sara groaned with frustration as she pulled her hands away from her sloppy cunt.

"I don't want you to move until I get back," said the teen. "I'm off to my shower."

Sara lay there for a long time. The piss cooled around her body and little runnels of shit melted by her perspiration tickled her sides as they slid down to the tarp. The smell was a constant reminder of her degradation. When Kimberly finally did return, fresh and clean from her shower, she looked down at Sara. The differences between the two couldn't be more plain. Kimberly was clothed and just out of the shower; Sara was naked and laying in a puddle of piss with shit on her body. Kimberly held out a plastic bowl to Sara.

"Put my gift to you in here," she said, "Then go put it in the other toilet and come back here."

Blushing, Sara took the bowl and was about to use the edge to scoop the shit into it, when Kimberly stopped her.

"Use your hands to put it into the bowl."

Sara did as she was told, putting the dark mass into the bowl. Of course, her fingers ended up covered with Kimberly's waste.

"You can hardly use my bathroom with that all over your hands," she smirked. "Clean them off."

Sara glanced around and noticed a small towel placed at the edge of the tarp. She reached for it, but Kimberly stopped her, rolling her eyes.

"You really can be stupid. Use your mouth to clean your hands, then thank me for allowing you the opportunity to taste my shit." Kimberly stood there expectantly waiting for Sara to lick her fingers clean.

Sara put her hand to her mouth and began licking the smear of shit on her finger. She'd never done anything so disgusting in her entire life. The smell was very bad and the taste was awful, but her pussy continued it's flow of milky slime and started to drip on her thighs. Somehow, the teen just standing there watching her perform this incredibly gross act made her want Kimberly all the more. Finally, her fingers were clean and she looked at Kimberly. Surely the teen wouldn't be so cruel to make her say it.

But it was plain from Kimberly's expression that she expected Sara to thank her.

"Thank you," she said.

Kimberly sighed. "You're working up to a good punishment. Say, 'Thank you Mistress for letting me taste your shit.'"

Sara blushed deeply, her cunt clenching in pre-orgasmic desire. All it would take would be a small touch to her clit and she'd go off like a rocket.

"Thank you Mistress for letting me taste your shit."

"You're welcome. Now follow the rest of my directions, after you wipe your feet on that towel, and get your ass back in here."

Dripping urine, her chest still smeared with shit, Sara went into the bathroom and dumped the bowl in the toilet, then flushed it. She looked around and wondered what Kimberly had meant about her other toilet. From what she could see, the apartment only had one bathroom.

Sara looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was matted with piss and the shit stain on her chest was even larger than she'd thought - there was even some on her cheek. Her cunt was swollen and red, bare to the world since here was no pubic hair to hid behind. Even the most casual observer would note that she was getting off on this scene.

"Get in here NOW," came Kimberly's voice.

Sara started, then hurried back out to the living room only to find that Kimberly had taken her clothing and dumped it in the puddles on the tarp.

"Sop up the piss you left all over the tarp with those rags, then take the tarp out to the back yard and rinse it with the hose. And don't even think about rinsing yourself off until I give you permission."

Sara tried to ignore the fact that those 'rags' were her clothes - the only thing she had to wear home, and did as she was told. It wasn't until she was actually in the back yard, naked and following her orders that she had a horrible thought. What if Kimberly's mother was home and saw her like this? What would she do? Surely the woman would be very pissed off that Sara had corrupted her child! Even if Kimberly was the one making Sara do all this, Sara was an adult.

She glanced around, hoping that no one else was home and finished as quickly as she could. Once she was upstairs however, Kimberly sent her back down to hang up the tarp. Sara was very frightened of being seen and quickly did as she was told. Finally, Kimberly had Sara come inside and pick up her clothes.

"It's time for you to go," said the beautiful blonde. "In the future, I'll expect you not to waste my gift to you. If you come back here, you'd better be prepared for that. After all, I'm doing you a favor, the least you could do is show some appreciation, don't you think?"

"Yes Mistress," said Sara, her head down and her cheeks flaming. She wasn't quite sure what the girl meant, but she wanted to come back.

"Oh, just one more thing cunt," said Kimberly. Sara's own cunt gave a little twitch hearing that word come from the young teen's mouth. "You can play with yourself all you want while you're not here, but until I see you again, no orgasms for you, understand?"

"Yes Mistress." relied Sara, her stomach clenching in dread. How would she get by, thinking of today, if she couldn't cum?

So now Sara was laying in bed, sliding her fingers through her cunt, reliving her day. Even the drive home had been humiliating. She'd forgotten her blanket and had to wear her piss soaked clothes over shit smeared skin. Sara rapidly pulled her fingers away from her sticky cunt before those thoughts could make her cum.

The next day was one of the longest, most frustrating days of Sara's life. Her cunt was sore as hell from all the play yesterday and she was a nervous wreck. Would Kimberly call her? If she didn't, could Sara keep her hands off her cunt?

By dinner time the teen hadn't contacted her and Sara was just sitting down to eat when the phone rang.

"What are you doing piss slut?" came the teen's voice.

"Kimberly!" said Sara in excitement, "I was just getting ready to eat."

"Did I just hear you call me Kimberly?" came the girl's frosty voice.

"Oh!" exclaimed Sara. "I... I'm sorry, I..."

"Quiet stupid," said the other voice. "Have you been following my directions?"

"Directions?"

"You really are an idiot, aren't you? Have you been playing with that filthy cunt of yours?"

"Yes."

"Did you cum?"

"No."

"That's 'No Mistress.' If you can't even remember simple rules, then I don't want you around."

"No, no please! I'm sorry, I didn't mean it, I'll remember."

"Shut up." said Kimberly. There was silence for a moment, then she continued. "What are you doing right now?"

"I was sitting down to eat dinner, Mistress."

"I think you've earned some punishment. Don't you?"

"Yes Mistress, I've earned some punishment," replied Sara.

"I'm glad we agree. Take your dinner plate and put it on the floor," said Kimberly.

Sara complied and Kimberly said, "Are you wearing clothing?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Well take it off. You're not allowed to wear it unless I say you can or you have to go out. And hurry up taking it off, I don't want to wait all night."

Sara quickly stripped, then picked up the phone again. "I'm naked now Mistress."

"Is your nasty slit wet?"

"Yes Mistress."

"When was the last time you came?"

"When I was with you Mistress," replied Sara.

"Get a glass and piss into it," came the girls voice. "And I want to hear it filling up, so put the phone near it."

Sara did as she was told, holding the phone next to her crotch and letting loose a thick stream of foul smelling piss. She emptied her bladder before the glass was full and put the phone next to her ear, ignoring the droplets of urine that were on it.

"I'm finished Mistress."

"Drink it and let me know when you're finished."

Sara took a deep breath, the smell of her own urine thick in her nostrils. She put the warm glass to her lips and began drinking. Her hands were shaking and her body beaded with sweat when she finished. Her nipples were hard as rocks and her upper thighs were getting wet as strands of slimy cunt juice leaked out of her.

"I'm finished Mistress," she said.

"Good. Now it's time for your punishment. Squat over your dinner plate and take a dump."

Sara stood there in disbelief. Kimberly wanted her to shit in her own food?

"Mistress?" she asked.

"You heard me. If you ever want to see me again and put your lips on my cunt, you'll follow directions. Now put the phone near your asshole and follow my directions."

Sara did as she was told, embarrassed and turned on beyond belief. Especially when she let out a loud fart, the smell quickly permeating the room. She could hear Kimberly's giggle from the small phone speaker. It didn't take too long for soft ropes of shit to begin coiling on her food. Sara's hand drifted between her legs to tweak her clit. Her hips jerked each time she pinched the organ as she emptied her bowels onto the plate. When she finished she put the phone back up to her ear.

"I'm finished Mistress." she said, quite breathless.

"You were playing with your cunt, weren't you?" accused Kimberly.

"Yes Mistress," said Sara in a low voice.

"You are such a gross pig," said Kimberly. "That's your dinner tonight. You're not allowed to have anything else, so if you don't eat that, you go to bed hungry. If you want to cum, you're only allowed to do it with shit in your mouth and only tonight. I'll let you know when you're allowed to cum again. You're not allowed to eat anything except what's on that plate, so don't dump it until you're finished for the evening."

There was a click, then silence and Sara was left with a dripping cunt, a belly full of piss, and her dinner, now covered by a pile of her shit.

The smell was so bad that Sara knew she couldn't eat what was on the plate. But she was very hungry, having been too nervous to eat during the day. She managed to pick some of the food from around the edges, sitting there naked on the floor. Just the thought of what she was doing started making her mad with lust. As she rubbed her cunt faster and faster, looking at the plate of her shit, she thought about licking the brown smears off Kimberly's asshole. Once finger dipped into the warm pile on her plate and she pushed the brown coated digit into her mouth.

Sara came hard as the bitter taste flooded her mouth. She was still cuming when she pushed her hand fully into the pile the stuffed more bowel waste into her mouth. She licked and sucked, overcome with arousal as she debased herself on the orders of a teen girl who couldn't even see her actions.

Kimberly called the next evening to find out if Sara had cum the night before, then made her masturbate while they were on the phone. Kimberly told Sara to imagine tongue fucking her asshole and to let her know when she was about to cum. Sara did, and Kimberly told her to stop playing with her cunt and hung up, denying Sara her orgasm.

Tuesday the teen showed up at the diner while Sara was working and teased her brains out. She was wearing very revealing clothing, and managed to flash Sara her slick, pink pussy several times. She had Sara take her back to where the coat hooks were and made Sara stick her fingers in her own cunt, coating them with her juices.

"Hold your fingers up," commanded Kimberly.

Sara complied, showing that two of her fingers were coated with globs of stringy, white cunt juice. Since no one could see them back there, Sara was able to concentrate more on the teen's orders, rather than worry about being seen. She was so hot for this girl!

"Bend over, flip up your skirt, pull down your panties and stick those fingers up your asshole as far as they'll go," said Kimberly.

Sara, trembling from days of denied orgasms, flushed red and complied, sliding her long fingers deep into her own asshole where they encountered a plug of soft shit.

"Pull them out and let me see," said the girl.

Sara did as ordered, smearing her asshole with shit when she pulled her fingers out. Soft, gray-brown feces coated her finger tips and caked under her nails.

"You are such a pig. Clean those fingers off," sneered the girl as she reached under her own dress to play with her excited pussy.

Trying to hold her breath, Sara started to put her fingers in her mouth when Kimberly told her to stop.

"Wait a second. Just hold them in front of your nose and play with your scummy gash until I tell you to stop."

"Yes Mistress," replied Sara.

She stood there, her shitty fingers held under her nose and played with her cunt. Kimberly was leaning back and roughly frigging her own cunt while watching Sara try not to wince from the smell of her own shit.

Kimberly started to cum, and said, "Put them in your mouth and clean them off. Don't stop playing with your cunt and don't cum."

Sara was force to stand there, her hands making loud squishing noises and her mouth coated with her own shit while the beautiful teen enjoyed a very satisfying orgasm. When she finished, Kimberly made Sara lick her own shit and cunt juice off her fingers, then sent her to the bathroom to wash.

"I don't want those filthy paws on my food. I know where they've been, so make sure you're clean when you finish," said the girl as she walked back to her seat.

Sara was turning into a wreck - the continued denial of orgasms taking their toll. She'd only been home a few minutes that night when the phone rang.

"Hello?" she said.

"Are you still wearing clothes?" asked Kimberly.

"Yes Mistress. I'm sorry, but I just waked in the door and then the phone rang," said Sara.

"Take them off. And make sure you're here tomorrow, on my door step, at four o'clock." There was a click signifying that Kimberly had hung up.

Sara was soaked all day just thinking about what might happen at Kimberly's. She arrived right at four and rang the bell. Kimberly answered and looked at the older woman.

"How. Fucking. Stupid. Are. You?" she said. "Get your fucking clothes off and kneel. Hurry up!"

Sara jumped from the girl's tone and quickly stripped off her clothes. Kimberly took Sara's panties and stuffed the in her mouth making sure the pad that had spent all day soaking up her juices was right on her tongue. Sara own taste filled her mouth as Kimberly took her clothes, worked up a huge wad of saliva, and spit on Sara's face. Then she closed the door, taking Sara's clothing with her.

Sara had no idea how long she waited there, but her cunt was a swamp. Kimberly's treatment only made her want to serve the girl more. A while later, the door opened again and Kimberly upended a plastic bowl filled with urine and a few short, thick logs of shit over Sara's head.

"Don't ever show up at my door and ring the bell when you've got clothes on. Now you stay there, in that exact position, until I tell you to move."

Sara was trembling, trying to blink Kimberly's shit and piss from her eyes. The smell surrounded her and there was no escaping it. Some of the shit had fallen off but she thought some was in her hair and one piece had stuck to her shoulder. Sara had no doubt that next time she was allowed to come over, she'd remember to remove her clothing before ringing the bell. She'd only been out there a short while when she heard movement downstairs in the garage. She trembled, praying that Kimberly's mother wouldn't find her like this. She was sure the woman would call the police - and rightfully so. Sara would be branded a child molester and a pervert and sent to jail. Still, her lust for Kimberly was such that she was willing to risk it.

It was getting dark and Sara's knees were numb, her body aching, when Kimberly appeared again. Sara was in pain from kneeling so long, but she immediately forgot all about that when Kimberly opened the door. Her mistress was naked, her proud sex open and wet, having obviously been played with.

She placed a bucket with soapy water and a plastic bag next to Sara.

"Since you pissed me off because you couldn't remember my simple rules, you don't even get to come inside tonight. You don't get to serve me and receive my gift and you certainly don't get to cum." The naked teen pulled a chair into the doorway and sat down, spreading herself before the cunt-hungry woman.

"Put my gift into the bag to take with you when you leave, then clean up the rest of the landing." She paused. "And piss drinker - before you use the water in the bucket, make sure your tongue gets a good workout, know what I mean?"

Sara could guess. She carefully scooped the shit off her body and placed it into the plastic bag along with any other pieces that had escaped when Kimberly dumped the bowl on her. Then she began to lick the wooden surface of the porch, scooping up as much of Kimberly's piss - and incidentally any smears of shit - she came across. The entire time she could hear, and occasionally see, Kimberly sliding a slim dildo in and out of her pussy while rubbing her extended clit.

Sara had never felt so degraded and humiliated in her life. There she was, naked, on her hands an knees, covered in a fifteen year old's shit and piss, cleaning a porch with her tongue while the same girl masturbated. Sara wondered what she could do to convince Kimberly to let her suck her beautiful cunt.

Nothing, apparently. Sara was sent home, without her clothes and her panties re-gagging her and still covered in piss and shit. She was once again told that she could play "with that slimy tube of yours" all she wanted. As long as she didn't cum.

Sara did exactly that, very thankful that she had thought to add extra sheets in the back of her car for her drive home.

Once home, she spent an hour playing with herself, coming right to the edge of a mind blasting orgasm, only to stop right before it. She even opened the bag of Kimberly's shit, sniffing it and, eventually, taking some into her mouth while she rubbed herself off.

She heard nothing from Kimberly either Thursday or Friday. She had the morning to afternoon shift on Saturday and was wondering if she'd completely blown it with the girl when one of the other waitress said she had a phone call.

"My house. Five o'clock," said the voice. There was a click and Kimberly was gone.

Sara arrived there just before five, walked upstairs and stripped. After folding her clothes, she rang the bell. Kimberly came to the door and looked at Sara with a smile on her face. She grabbed one of Sara's hard, brown nipples and pulled the woman inside. It was painful, but all Sara did was gasp. Somehow, just being handled by Kimberly made her completely wet.

Sara was led to the living room where Kimberly had set up a small table with a plate of food on it.

"I plan to relax and enjoy a movie or two and I don't want to have to get up. It's always so annoying. You're here to serve me. Don't speak unless I tell you to."

With that, the teen sat down and began to eat her dinner while watching some show on MTV. Occasionally she reached down to stroke Sara's head, just like one might pet a dog or absently run their fingers over a glass that was in their hand. Eventually, she stood and removed her short dress, having completely finished her meal. She pulled Sara's head between her legs and Sara's nose was greeted by the musky smell of her sex. She almost groaned.

Kimberly held her like that until the show finished; every breath Sara took was filled with her Mistress' scent. The lips that she so longed to taste glistened, oozing with her clear fluids. Kimberly's fat clit as so close to her tongue that her mouth watered.

Kimberly's stomach growled and she looked down at Sara. "I hope you're hungry," she said. "I'm making your dinner right now."

Sara's heart quickened as she realized what Kimberly meant. The girl was planning on shitting on her again. Her stomach clenched with distaste, but a tide of arousal made her already juicy cunt wet her thighs. She realized that she was actually looking forward to it.

"I have to pee," said Kimberly a few minutes later. "No licking, no sucking at anything other than my piss hole."

She reached down and spread her beautiful lips with two fingers. Strands of clear lubricant made the inner lips stick together until Kimberly pulled them apart exposing her beautiful, pink hole. She pulled Sara's head forward and Sara placed her lips on the girl's salty pussy, right over her urethra. Very soon, hot, bitter liquid began to flood her mouth.

Sara actually groaned, wishing she could play with her cunt while she swallowed Kimberly's essence. The blonde's flow wasn't too fast and Sara was able to let her mouth fill each time before she had to swallow. Her nipples were so hard they ached.

"You can play with yourself, slut, but only while you're serving me. And don't cum - you don't have permission."

All too soon for Sara's liking, Kimberly finished. There were no drops of urine left on the girl's sex when Sara finished because she'd been too thorough sucking down the piss her Mistress offered. Sara's nose and mouth now had a coating of Kimberly's juices and it was pure torture for her to smell the girl and barely taste her, but not just dive in a lick her.

Kimberly finally started her movie. Sara didn't pay much attention to it since she was far more interested in her Mistress. She made Sara get up a few times and get her something to drink. She also used Sara's mouth to piss in once more - although there wasn't as much that time.

Sara was allowed to play with herself only when she was drinking her Mistress' fluids, and once again she wasn't allowed to cum. It was still pretty early when the movie was over. Kimberly got out the tarp and made Sara spread it on the floor and lay on top of it. Then she squatted over the prone woman.

"This is your chance to prove how much you want to serve me. If you fail, you'll never come back here again," said Kimberly.

"I won't fail you Mistress," said Sara. Her heart was pounding and her body trembling in pre-orgasmic anticipation.

Kimberly shifted until her pink asshole was right over Sara's mouth. All the woman could see were the full globes of her ass cheeks and the smooth curve of her back.

"Tongue fuck my asshole. Get it in there nice and deep. And you can play with that slutty gash of yours while you're at it. I'll let you know when you can cum." She paused, "That is, if I decide to let you."

Sara's hands shot to her slit, and she was amazed at how wet she was. It was like sliding her hands through a cup of warm slime. Then the tip of her tongue licked Kimberly's back hole. Sara groaned from the somewhat gamy taste. Again she licked, bathing it in her spit, running the tip and the flat over the beautiful rosette. She could hear Kimberly sigh in pleasure.

Finally she stiffened her tongue and pushed, penetrating the sphincter just a bit. She slowly started to tongue fuck the fifteen year old's asshole and it wasn't long before her tongue was so deep she was able to feel a mass in the girl's shit tube.

Kimberly grunted and Sara's tongue was forced out by a fart - the noxious gas filling her nasal passages. Somehow, it just increased her own lust and her fingers moved faster over her clit. She pushed her tongue deeper and it almost immediately hit a soft obstruction. The taste of shit traveled over the tip of her tongue causing Sara to shiver in excitement.

The fact that she was getting excited by tasting Kimberly's shit - especially since it was currently still in her asshole, was so degrading that it added another layer of excitement to Sara's already excited senses. She started to sweat and her sopping cunt made squishing noises as her fingers slid over the red lips and distended clit.

"Open your mouth toilet," said Kimberly as she tightened her stomach muscles and pushed again. "Open wide 'cuz here comes your dinner."

Sara's tongue was pushed out of the girl's tight hole and a large wad of shit followed it - directly into Sara's open mouth.

"Cum for me slut," said the teen, "Come for me while you eat my shit!"

Sara came. It was the most gut wrenching orgasm she'd ever had. Everything combined to overwhelm her senses and send her into orbit. The intense taste of the shit now filling her mouth, the view of Kimberly's distended asshole opening wide to deliver the thick flow of waste to Sara's submissive mouth, the feel of her own cunt contracting as her orgasm washed over her and finally, the amazingly strong smell of shit that invaded her sinuses.

The smell seemed like it was everywhere. As Sara's body contracted again and again with orgasm, Kimberly continued to push out a huge rope of thick, soft shit. Sara would have gagged, but her mouth was too full and she found herself swallowing the waste just to be able to breath. But each breath was fouled by one of the most horrible smells she'd ever experienced - like a raw, open sewer. And her mouth - her body was the pipe. Nothing could ever be as humiliating as this.

Of course, the humiliation just made Sara even more aroused and even after her third orgasm subsided, she was still horny.

Kimberly stood, her asshole still decorated with shit, and looked down at the older woman.

"Eat it," she commanded. "Get all of it and prove to me just how much you want to serve me."

Sara lay there looking up at the beautiful blonde, and, as her hand continued to tweak and rub her clit, she started scooping up, chewing and swallowing the bitter sludge that covered her face and neck.

Part 4

Sunday morning found Sara alone in her bed. She felt slightly nauseous from what she'd eaten the night before, and as she lay there lust and disgust warred in her brain. The problem was that, as disgusted as she was with herself for eating the shit of an abusive teenager, the fact that the act was so disgusting and degrading turned her on like nothing else had in her life. She didn't want to admit it, but she really got off on how Kimberly treated her.

Sara lay there for a while, happy that she didn't need to go in to work for the day. Finally, she roused herself out of bed and showered, then started to get dressed and realized that since she wasn't going anywhere, she was supposed to stay naked.

Around one or so the phone rang.

"Hello?"

"Toilet?" asked Kimberly's voice.

"Huh?" asked Sara, slightly confused.

A sigh came from the speaker. "I guess I really did pick a stupid one."

"No, this is Sara... I'm... I'm sorry. I wasn't expecting your call," said Sara in a pleading voice.

Another sigh, then, "When I ask if the toilet's there, you should respond with 'Yes Mistress, this is the toilet.' Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Did you follow my orders?" asked Kimberly.

"Which orders?" asked Sara in a timid voice. She was afraid of pissing off the teen.

"The ones that say you don't wear any clothing."

"Yes... Mistress," said Sara. Calling the girl Mistress made Sara's belly clench. She could feel her cunt begin to get slimy.

"Did you exercise today?"

Shit! Sara had forgotten that she was supposed to be jogging to get herself in shape.

"N... not yet, Mistress."

"You should have done that first thing when you got up you lazy cunt. Now get dressed and get moving." The line went dead.

Sara quickly dressed and left. She jogged for about two miles, discovering that she really was out of shape. She was drenched with sweat when she returned and looking forward to another shower. She stripped and looked at the phone, noticing that she had a message. She wondered if it was from Kimberly and rather letting it wait, as she normally would, she pressed the button.

"Cunt," came Kimberly's voice. "I hope you enjoyed your run. Take your panties off and piss on them, then put them in your mouth. Don't shower or anything else until you hear from me again. If you get too thirsty, drink your piss."

Sara stood there, sweat dripping off her body, staring at the phone. She picked up her sodden panties from the floor and put them in a bowel from the kitchen, then pissed on them. As ordered, she wadded up the cloth and stuffed it in her mouth. It was several hours before Kimberly called and since Sara got thirsty, she ended up pissing in the bowl and drinking the urine. While they talked, teen made sure to degrade Sara, making the woman masturbate almost to orgasm before hanging up, leaving Sara soaking wet and desperate for a good cum.

Over the next several days, Kimberly did the same sort of thing. She told Sara when she was allowed to shower, made sure she ran every day, made her drink her own piss and once, made Sara take a shit while they talked. Rather than letting her wipe her ass with paper, the girl had Sara use her own panties, then gag herself with them for hours. At no time did she let Sara cum and the woman was going nuts. The short stints of sleep she got were filled with dreams of Kimberly shitting and pissing in her mouth. The third night, Sara had an orgasm in her sleep, which she confessed to Kimberly over the phone.

"You stupid bitch. You came with out permission?"

"I'm sorry, Mistress," said Sara, "but it was..."

Her only answer was a dial tone. Sara was distraught. Had Kimberly decided she wasn't going to use Sara anymore? She'd tried her best to follow all the girl's orders!

About an hour later, there was a knock on the door. Sara panicked. Since Kimberly wouldn't let her wear clothes at home, she'd just been running around naked. Sara rarely had visitors, so it had never occurred to her that if someone knocked, she'd have to have something to wear to answer the door. She ran to the bedroom, and rummaged around for her robe. The impatient knock came again, louder, just as Sara found her robe. She threw it on and ran to the door, pulling open. Kimberly stood there and she didn't look happy. She stepped inside without an invitation, pushing past Sara.

"Why did you make me wait?" she snapped.

"I'm sorry Mistress. I didn't know it was you and I wasn't wearing anything."

"What, you're afraid that someone will see that sorry body of yours?" the teen snorted.

Sara colored. She knew that she wasn't as beautiful as Kimberly, but she wasn't unattractive either.

"Well get that thing off. You're supposed to be naked, remember?"

Sara pulled off the robe and Kimberly took it from her hands and laid it out on the floor. Kimberly then reached out and smacked Sara right in the face. It wasn't too hard, but it stung and was very shocking.

"Did I tell you you could have an orgasm?"

"No Mistress, you didn't.," replied Sara, eyes tearing.

"That's right, I didn't," said the girl. She paused, then said, "Well?"

Sara had no idea what the teen wanted so she just looked at the floor and said nothing.

"Listen you fucking idiot. When you do something wrong, you're supposed to apologize, then beg me to punish you," said the teen in an exasperated tone.

Sara took a deep breath and said, "I'm sorry I came without permission. I deserve to be punished." As her humiliation grew, her pussy clenched and started to water, and her nipples came erect. Kimberly saw Sara's nipple erection and smiled.

"Squat over that robe and shit on it," Kimberly responded as she leaned back on a counter and lifted her short skirt. She wasn't wearing anything underneath and seeing her in the skirt and high heels just added to Sara's arousal. She could see the teen's nipples poking through her top. Blushing she squatted and tried to shit.

It wasn't easy, and she ended up pissing on her robe before she managed to push out a small pile of shit. The horrible smell filled her small apartment and further embarrassed the woman.

Kimberly made Sara kneel on the robe, then grasped her hair in one hand and guided her so she was face down on the floor with her tits mashing the warm pile of her own shit. It was very degrading, to say the least. Then Kimberly pulled her up and made her lick what was left of the brown waste from the robe. Sara almost couldn't do it, the stench filling her nose and making her gag. Finally, Kimberly made the older woman lay on her back and squatted over her face, masturbating furiously. Sara gazed hungrily at the soaked slit just out of reach from her mouth. Slimy fluid oozed out of it and onto her face. Then Kimberly squatted close to Sara's nose and farted.

The rancid smell that came from Kimberly's beautiful, pink asshole almost overwhelmed Sara. She was so aroused that she couldn't believe it. She realized that she was actually looking forward to eating the girl's shit. Another fart, this one spattering a spray of wet shit on Sara's face. She licked her lips, tasting the bitter crap as the teen started a strong orgasm.

"Tell me how much you want to eat my shit," said the panting girl as her fingers flew over her cunt.

"Please Mistress, please, I want to eat your shit," said Sara. She realized that she was so stimulated that she really did want to perform that disgusting act. She knew that if Kimberly shit in her face, she'd do her best to eat it all, despite how grossed out she'd feel later.

Kimberly convulsed and came hard, grunting and groaning right over Sara's face. Sara was desperate for a taste of the wet, pink pussy just over her face, but knew that she couldn't touch it unless the teen gave her permission. Once she came, Kimberly moved from over Sara's face and stood looking down at the woman.

"When you start following my orders, I'll let you cum. When you're being a really good girl, I'll let you lick my asshole, but until you start learning to obey me, you get nothing. Do you understand?"

Trembling with need, Sara looked at the girl and nodded. Kimberly started to frown, so Sara quickly added a "Yes, Mistress."

"Good. You'll find that I expect all my pluming appliances to work perfectly - otherwise, I replace them."

Sara didn't understand what Kimberly meant, but she was didn't want to ask and be called stupid. Besides, she was starting to get a good idea that when the teen said toilet or something like that, she really meant Sara. She almost moaned with arousal as the degradation sank in. Kimberly went into the bathroom and rolled some paper off the toilet roll and wiped her asshole with it. Then she dropped the shit smeared tissue on Sara and walked out. Sara lay there for a few minutes, then got up to shower. She was so aroused her cunt was an oozing swamp and her legs wobbled, but she followed her Mistress' orders and did not cum.

Friday, Sara worked the early shift, and so was off by four in the afternoon. When she got home there was a message on her phone.

"Six PM. If you fuck up tonight, you're gone." was all the message said.

Sara, her heart racing, quickly put on an old dress, and nothing else. Since she was going to strip at Kimberly's house anyway, there didn't seem to be any point in wearing anything else. She did make sure there was a tarp sitting in the back of the car, and another dress for her to wear home. She arrived at the house at five to six, removed her dress on the balcony and when her watch said six pm, she knocked on the door, then knelt down to wait.

The door opened a little while later and Sara was motioned inside. She drank in the sight of the teen. Kimberly was wearing a crop top which showed off the smooth expanse of her flat stomach, her usual short skirt and high heels. This time though, she was wearing white thigh high stockings that Sara could see the tops of because the dress was so short. As soon as Sara had walked through the door, Kimberly grabbed her by the hair and stopped her.

"When you come into my house, show proper respect. Crawl like the lowlife you are," said the teen as she used Sara's hair to guide her to the floor. Once she was on her hands and knees, Kimberly let her continue on. When Sara got to the living room, she noticed there was something new in there. Kimberly had a new coffee table that looked like a cedar chest.

"Are you prepared to serve me?" asked the teen.

"Yes Mistress," replied Sara. Her cunt actually dripping.

The girl snorted, "We'll see."

She walked out of the room, then came back in with a handful of cloth which she threw on the floor. "Clean those off for me," she said, flopping down on the couch. Sara watched as Kimberly spread her legs, her eyes clued to the soaked crotch of her panties. Kimberly's long, slim fingers began rubbing up and down the wet silk as Sara started to gather up the pieces of cloth, which were panties.

"What are you doing?" asked Kimberly.

"I was going to wash these for you," replied Sara.

"Fuck, you're so stupid! I could throw them in the wash. I want you to clean them with your mouth."

Sara gazed down at the panties. There were three pair of them. Her hands trembling, she picked up the first pair. They were white, but the crotch was caked with yellowed, hardened cream. They didn't smell too bad, in fact, they smelled pretty good, a musky smell something like Kimberly's cunt. Sara moaned softly, realizing that at least this way she could get a small taste of her Mistress' cunt. She started licking, her saliva softening the crud in the crotch of the panties, dissolving it in her mouth. She shivered with lust as the taste spread through her mouth. The next pair she picked up smelled strongly of sweat and urine. The crotch was dark yellow and tasted bitter. Sara didn't care because it had come from her Mistress and she want to town as Kimberly sighed and moaned while masturbating and watching the older woman degrade herself. The last pair she picked up were very small, and Sara idly wondered how Kimberly had fit into them. Those were actually the worst of the lot. They stank of piss and shit, and there was a large dark smear in the entire crotch from the layer of shit that was in them. They were pretty clean when Sara was finished, but her own mouth tasted like shit.

She looked up at Kimberly who looked just on the verge of orgasm.

"Thank you for letting me clean you panties, Mistress," said Sara.

Kimberly came, her beautiful body arcing with her orgasm. She said nothing, but just lay there for a moment. Sara wished she was allowed to cum, but hadn't been given permission. After the teen recovered, she stood up and looked at the clock.

"It's almost time," she commented.

With that she opened the lid of the coffee table.

"Get in," she said to Sara.

"What?"

"Stop questioning my orders cunt, and get in the box. Now!" said the teen.

Sara looked inside. Rather than wood lining the bottom, there was a layer of plastic. There were also what looked to be leather belts attached to the sides. Sara got in and Kimberly had her lay on her back. Belts went around her legs above the knee keeping her legs open. Each wrist was also attached to the sides with a belt. Next, Kimberly forced a gag in Sara's mouth. It buckled around her head, keeping her mouth closed, and there was a rather large wad of cloth which ended up on her tongue. When Kimberly finished attaching it, Sara couldn't spit the cloth out and couldn't make very much noise.

"I'm having a guest over," said the girl. "Don't make a single sound. If you do, I'll beat you to within an inch of your life, and you'll never be allowed to see me again." Then the teen smiled and continued. "Oh, and I don't want you to get all smug either. Those panties? None of them were mine. One pair was my girlfriend's, and the small pair with all the shit on them was my cousin's. She's twelve, by the way. Oh, and that other pair? The really smelly ones? I don't know who owned those. I found them on the floor in the girl's locker room at school."

Sara's eyes went wide with shock. Here she was, thinking that at least she was getting to taste a little of her Mistress, only to find out that none of the panties belonged to her!

"So while you're lying there tonight, just remember that you got off on sucking the scum and shit off panties who's owners you don't even know. Not to mention eating the shit from a pre-teen."

With that Kimberly spit a large wad of saliva on Sara's face, then closed the lid, leaving Sara in the cramped, hot box, in almost complete darkness.

Her mind was once again wavering between disgust and arousal. She'd been denied an orgasm for so long that she was going crazy with need, but the fact that she'd been sucking the crotch of strange people's panties grossed her out. Then she remembered what Kimberly had said. One pair was a friends, one pair found in the girl's locker room. Sara immediately started fantasizing about what the girls looked like and in no time lust won out over disgust. Then she thought about the fact that she'd just eaten the shit of a twelve year old girl and almost had an orgasm.

As she lay there, she began to realize that the cloth in her mouth was getting softer as her saliva got it wetter. But the taste of shit wasn't going away, in fact, it was getting stronger. Then she was distracted by the sound of the doorbell ringing and another voice.

"Kimmi!" exclaimed the girlish voice.

"Hi Jami," replied Kimberly. "Ooo, you're lookin' hot tonight."

The voices got louder as the two girls entered the living-room. They made small talk about school and what they were going to do for the summer. Then, they were silent for a moment. Next, Sara heard the unmistakable sound of a kiss. They were making out!

The make-out session got hot and heavy. At one point Jami said, "We can't take too long. I have to be home by ten."

"In that case," said Kimberly in a voice that almost made Sara cum, "I don't want to waste any time."

As Sara lay there in the dark listening to the girls make, she realized that the taste of shit was growing in her mouth. While listening to the girls eat each other to orgasm, she finally understood that the cloth in her mouth was wrapped around a large ball of shit.

"Oh, God Jami," came Kimberly's voice, "your tongue feels so good."

The other girl grunted a reply, since her tongue was obviously in use.

"Yeah, deeper, oh that's so good. Yeah, suck on me, drink my juices."

Kimberly was very vocal. For over an hour, as Sara lay there with a wad of shit slowly dissolving in her mouth, she listened to a play by play description of the girls having sex. Listened as someone else did all the things she longed to do to Kimberly herself, but wasn't allowed to do. Her cunt was drooling and her mouth and throat were completely coated by a layer of shit. Sara had never felt so degraded in her life, but she knew that all it would take would be a single touch to her throbbing clit, and she'd shoot off like a rocket.

Eventually, the girls finished up. Sara's torture didn't ended though. Now, after all the time in the stuffy box, she was soaked with sweat and her body was cramping. Her cunt was on fire, needy and slick, and her mouth tasted like the toilet in a gas station rest room. She wondered when Kimberly would let her out.

"I gotta go pee," said Jami.

"Okay," replied Kimberly, "come with me."

"Huh?" asked the other girl.

"Just come with me," replied Kimberly.

A minute later, Sara could hear giggles and laughter coming from the bathroom. Snippets of conversation drifted to Sara's ears.

"... gross! You mean..." came Jami's voice.

"Yes!... eat... everyone's..." Kimberly's voice answered.

Sara lay in the dark and wondered what they were talking about. Was it her? What could be more degrading that one high school teen using her as a toilet? Two. Would Kimberly do that? Sara's pussy clenched and more slime oozed out. She could smell her sweat, and her cunt, despite the foul taste of shit that coated her mouth and seeped into her nasal passages.

The girls returned to the living room, and Sara had to listen to them kissing and whispering to each other about how sexy each one was and how hot they made each other. That made Sara a bit unhappy. Didn't Kimberly know how she felt about her?

Finally, the other girl left and Sara listened to Kimberly wandering around the room for a while. Had the teen forgotten about her? Should she make a little noise so that Kimberly would let her out? By now the lump of shit in her gag had completely dissolved, and Sara was soaked with sweat from the heat. The smell of her sweat and the musky scent from her cunt were thick and she longed for some fresh air and the ability to move her limbs, which were quite cramped by this time.

Eventually Kimberly opened the box and Sara squinted from the bright light.

"Ugh! You smell like a fucking whore," said the girl. She made a show of looking between Sara's legs and examining her bald cunt -- without touching it, of course. "Jesus, look at that slimy hole! That's so gross, all that useless white gunk coming out of there. You'd think that being locked in a box with a mouth full of shit turned you on." The girl paused. "Did it turn you on slut?"

Sara groaned and nodded her head in agreement. Kimberly gave a sigh and began unbuckling the straps holding her in. She let Sara unbuckle the harness holding in her gag.

"Just so you know," said the blonde teen after Sara had removed the wadded, brown cloth from her mouth, "that shit in there was mine. I hope that you enjoyed it."

Sara blushed and nodded. Despite the cramped, hot conditions she'd been subject to, she'd been very aroused listening to the teens make love. Kimberly kept finding ways to degrade her and Sara kept finding she craved the degradation. How much lower could you get? Locked in a trunk with a mouth full of shit listening to the woman you loved have sex with another woman?

Apparently Kimberly wasn't as sated as Sara thought. Sara'd had a hard time keeping her eyes off the girl since she was standing there naked wearing only heels. Her skin was flushed and shone with sweat and her bald sex displayed her swollen, inner lips. Sara longed to get on her knees and suck on them. The teen flopped on the couch and spread her legs.

"Clean out that filthy gash of yours," she said.

Sara kind of figured that she wasn't supposed to go into the bathroom and wash up. So she sat down facing the teen with her legs spread and scooped her slimy cunt cream from between her legs with her hand, which she ten licked off.

Kimberly's eyes were bright as she watched the other woman degrade herself. When it became clear that Sara was masturbating more than scooping cream from her gash, Kimberly ordered her to stop.

"Here is your final test for the night," said the girl. "Follow me."

The teen stood and headed toward the bathroom where she sat on the toilet. She pointed to a white contractors bucked that was sitting on the floor.

"Do you have to piss?" she asked.

"Yes Mistress," replied Sara.

"Do it in that," ordered Kimberly, indicating the bucket.

Sara looked down and saw that the bucket already had a smelly pile of shit in it that was dissolving in a pool of urine. She squatted and realized that she'd have to hold her labia open in order not to pee all over herself. She'd just opened herself up when Kimberly spoke again.

"Don't bother holding open that disgusting gash of yours. Just piss. It's not like it matters if it gets all over you."

Sara blushed, but complied, her urine spurting out of her full bladder. It wet her thighs and some got on the floor, but most of it went into the bucket.

"You got piss on my floor you pig. Lick it up." Kimberly was playing with herself again.

Sara got down on her hands and knees and licked the floor of all the spots she could find where her urine had splattered. The floor looked clean, but actually tasted kind of gritty. She listened to Kimberly sigh and groan and her own arousal grew from the knowledge that her degradation was turning the teen on. When she finished, she sat up and looked at the girl with a hungry look on her face. She wished she could lick that soaked pink gash between the girl's legs.

"Pick up the bucket and get in the tub," said the panting girl.

Sara thought she knew where this was going. Kimberly was going to make her pour the bucket of waste over herself, then make her leave covered with shit. She was wrong.

"When you can cum just from eating shit, then I'll consider you properly trained," said Kimberly. "And until you're trained, you won't be allowed to touch me. When you can cum from me shitting in your mouth, then, and only then, will you be allowed to touch me again." She eased two fingers into her cunt, then removed the coated digits. Her eyes were bright as she then slid them into her own mouth, sucking and swallowing her cunt cream. "Now," she said, pulling back her clit hood to expose the throbbing organ, "start eating. If you can have an orgasm while eating, then I'll let you lick my asshole as positive re-enforcement. I expect you'll just puke -- which is why you're in the tub. If you puke, you fail and you're out of here. Permanently."

Sara paled as she looked into the bucket of cooling piss and shit. Her stomach rebelled from the smell and the thought of doing something so repulsive. Her pussy apparently thought it was a good idea and pumped out a ton of goop and her nipples were like diamonds.

Trembling, Sara reached into the bucked and wrapped her fingers around a piece of shit, then lifted it to her mouth.

"Oh yeah," said Kimberly. "That's so hot. I've never seen anyone as gross as you in my life." Her hand was rubbing her cunt furiously as Sara chewed the bitter waste. Her stomach clenched as Sara fought not to puke She managed to swallow the thick sludge in her mouth, but it wasn't easy.

On Sara's third mouthful, Kimberly started cuming and said, "Open up... open your mouth. Oh yeah. That's so gross. You're eating shit. You're a shit pig. Yeah... oh um... AH!"

Sara watched, her open mouth filled with shit that drooled over her lips, as Kimberly convulsed and came. It was obviously a strong orgasm and Sara knew that it would take very little for her to cum as well. Kimberly started up another peak and said, "Drink it. Drink up the piss in the bucket. Show me what a pig you are."

Sara did as she was told. The taste was horrible and she was surprised that she'd even notice after eating the pile of shit that had been in the bottom of the bucket. But she noticed. Her cunt clenched, close, so close to having an orgasm as she watched the teen writhe in ecstasy.

"Did you cum?" asked the panting girl.

Sara shook her head, "Almost Mistress."

"Too bad." smirked the girl. "Well, you didn't puke, so I suppose you should get some reward. Play with yourself. Make yourself cum while I watch."

Sara started to reach for her cunt with her clean hand when Kimberly stopped her. "You're a pig, so get used to shit. Use your other hand."

Sara groaned as her shit covered hand slid between the folds of her slimy cunt. Soon, her bald sex was covered with a brownish froth as she masturbated herself to one of her strongest orgasms. Pleasure blasted through her body and she reveled in the taste in her mouth and the fullness of her belly. Her final thought as she started cumming was that her belly was full of her lover's shit. When she finished, she lay back in the tub and tried to recover.

Kimberly waited a short time then said to her, "Time for you to go pig. I'll call you when I want your services again."

Sara was not allowed to dress before she left the apartment and she had to lick her hand clean, no easy task now that wasn't quite as aroused as before. She also wasn't allowed to clean herself up and as she crawled to the door her cunt started burning as the acid from the shit irritated her delicate tissues.

Just before Kimberly closed the door she said, "Oh, by the way? A good toilet will eat anyone's shit, so I asked my lover to shit and piss in the bucket." She laughed at Sara's shocked expression. "Christ, you didn't think it was mine, did you?"

With that she slammed the door, leaving Sara kneeling naked on the balcony. First the panties, and now this! With tears in her eyes she started back to her car, too upset to even dress herself.

The first thing Sara did when she got home was shower. The second was to collapse on her bed and try to sleep. Problem was, the more she thought about how Kimberly had humiliated her, the more horny she got. The one orgasm she'd been allowed hadn't done very much to relieve all the pressure that had been building in her. Why did she get so aroused when Kimberly treated her like shit?

Speaking of shit, her stomach was so full of shit and piss that when she burped it felt like she was inhaling sewer gas. Sara got very little sleep that night.

Part 5

Two weeks passed. Twice each week, Sara was called to Kimberly's house and each time she was made to eat shit while Kimberly watched and called her names. She didn't puke, which made her Mistress happy, but she still couldn't cum while eating. She got close... oh so very close each time. Of course, Kimberly let her know that Sara wasn't eating her shit. Usually it was Jami's shit, and Kimberly made sure to rub in the fact that she had a girlfriend. By the end of those two weeks, Sara was starting to realize that Kimberly's only interest in her was the fact that Sara would let herself be used and humiliated. For some reason, that turned her on even more, despite making her feel even more worthless. Surely, she thought, she was worthy of something more that being used as a toilet!

Kimberly, her superiority over Sara on display at every moment they were together, made it clear that that was not the case. Each time they met, she used Sara only as a toilet, called her names and made fun of the fact that Sara got wildly aroused when Kimberly treated her that way. Kimberly would make Sara masturbate, sometimes with very large objects, while holding her own beautiful cunt just close enough that Sara could smell her. She never kissed Sara, but she did spit in her mouth if Sara had pleased her that night. Sara trembled each time Kimberly dribbled a large wad of warm spit into her mouth. She knew that she could cum when that happened, if only Kimberly would just let her touch her clit.

Sara was allowed to cum. Once a week. Kimberly made it clear that if only Sara would cum from eating shit and drinking piss, as a good toilet should, then she could cum whenever she wanted to. Since Sara couldn't, quite, do that, Kimberly made her masturbate in front of her while she laughed and made nasty comments. Each time Sara came, Kimberly made sure Sara used her hand to scoop her milky glop from between her shaved lips and lick her hand clean. Sara pretended it was Kimberly's cum she was eating.

What was bad for Sara, aside from not being able to touch Kimberly and never getting to eat her shit, was the fact that even though she was eating shit, she never ate directly from anyone. There was always a bucket with shit, soaked in a good bit of piss, waiting for her. Kimberly wasn't even pissing in Sara's mouth anymore, which made Sara very sad. The older woman was really starting to get frazzled because Kimberly kept her in a constant state of arousal. But that last little jump, being able to cum just from eating shit, eluded Sara.

As the weeks passed, Sara's body got more trim. Kimberly started making her run farther to tone herself up better. After all, Kimberly told her, it wouldn't do for people to think she had a sloppy toilet. One day, to assess her progress, Kimberly ran with Sara. Sara might have done better, but Kimberly allowed her to wear only the skimpiest clothing. Just a tight, thin, white t-shirt, that she cut off to just below Sara's breasts, and a pair of shorts that actually showed the bottoms of Sara's ass cheeks. They were a little too small for her and rubbed her pantiless cunt as she ran, making it difficult for her to concentrate. Socks and running shoes completed what she wore. As Sara looked in the mirror before they left, she saw that her dark nipples showed through the top, which was embarrassing, to say the least. Kimberly completely ignored her heartfelt complaint.

This run turned out to be the most difficult she'd done for several reasons. They went to a local park and ran there. Both received a lot of attention, Sara, because of the way she was dressed, and Kimberly because she was so beautiful. Kimberly was wearing a tight top that confined her large breasts while outlining them perfectly. Her long legs and short shorts were really a sight. One that drove Sara to distraction. She was so horny. When they were about halfway through the run, and it was becoming apparent that Sara needed a rest, Kimberly stopped at a bench. Sara bent over and panted.

"Shit," said Kimberly, who was sweating, but not very winded, "I thought you were getting into shape! My cousin could out run you and she's only twelve!"

"I'm sorry Mistress," panted Sara.

"Kneel down, cunt."

Sara looked up at Kimberly startled. When she saw the look in the girl's eye, she quickly knelt while looking around franticly. They were in a public place! While Kimberly was sitting with her back to the park, facing a dense line of bushes, Sara was facing the park where there were lots of people running and playing.

"Move closer toilet," said the teen.

Nervously, Sara moved forward, walking on her knees. Her stomach was clenching in dread, but her pussy was slick with excitement. Surely Kimberly wasn't going to do anything to her here! They were in the middle of a public park!

But Kimberly certainly was going to do something. She moved the crotch of her shorts out of the way, allowing Sara to gaze on her slick, bald cunt. Sara was surprised because it looked pretty red. Then she noticed that there was a lot of white goo on it, especially when Kimberly spread her lips wide. Without warning, Kimberly shot a stream of thick, smelly piss at Sara's face. She was very surprised, to say the least, and her face was quickly coated with urine. The stream stopped though, and Kimberly looked at her with an exasperated expression.

"Unless you want to wear my piss all the way home, you'd better open your lid, toilet."

Seeing that the girl was going to let loose again, Sara moved forward to meet the thick stream as it emerged from her Mistress's beautiful pussy. It was hot and bitter, and Sara had to swallow quickly because Kimberly really pissed hard. Despite her best efforts, even though quite a lot of it ended up in her belly, Sara's white top was stained yellow and, since it was wet, was quite see through. Sara wasn't paying attention to that, because she'd actually had a small cum. This did not go unnoticed by Kimberly, who's eyes narrowed as she looked at her toilet.

"Did you enjoy my piss?"

"Yes, Mistress," replied Sara, blushing with humiliation. It was obvious that Kimberly knew she'd cum.

"I'm going to head back," said Kimberly. "I don't want to be seen with a scummy pig like you, so don't bother trying to keep up. Give me the key to your apartment, slut."

Sara fished it out of her soaked shorts, and handed it over. Without another word, Kimberly took off at a pace far too fast for Sara to keep up with. The rest of Sara's run was stressful, and she really pushed herself. She might have been running topless, since her piss-wet shirt was quite see-through, and even though it was hot out, the wet material across her nipples made them hard and very obvious to anyone who cared to look. And lots of people chose to look, including several girls that she passed who pointed and laughed at her.

"Look at those cow tits," she heard one pre-teen say as she ran past as quickly as she could. She blushed and her cunt squeezed in arousal from the humiliation of having a bunch of girls seeing her running around in a see-through top. She had a quick image of laying underneath the cute little pre-teen and drinking her piss.

When she finally got back to her apartment, Sara was completely out of breath and drenched with piss and sweat. The door, much to her dismay, was locked. Not knowing what else to do, she knocked.

"Who is it?" came Kimberly's sweet voice.

"It's Sara."

The voice hardened and said, "I don't know anyone by that name."

Sara gulped as she thought for a moment. Her neighbors, if any were home, were sure to hear what was being said. If any of them opened the door to the hallway and saw her like this, she'd be mortified.

"Please, it's me. Please let me in?" said Sara.

"Who is 'me'?" asked Kimberly.

Sara thought she heard someone stirring in the apartment across from hers, and was started to get desperate.

"Please, Mistress," she said lowering her voice, "please let me in?"

"I want to hear you say what you are, loudly and clearly, and beg me to let you in," replied Kimberly.

Sara thought she was going to die. Surely Kimberly wouldn't make her do this! Not at her own apartment!

But the beautiful teen had every intention of making Sara totally embarrass herself in her own apartment building. She kept guiding Sara in what to say, until the woman finally got it right.

"Please Mistress, this toilet begs you to let it in," Sara finally said in a loud voice, begging from her knees to be let inside her apartment

There was no doubt in her mind that anyone who was in their apartment could hear her. Tears of humiliation dripped down her face, but she could feel her cunt getting all slimy because she was so horny. The door opened and Sara crawled inside her own apartment to see that Kimberly had laid out the tarp. Sara's heart quickened as she realized that Kimberly might just allow her to touch her. One of Sara's favorite wooden chairs was sitting on the tarp.

Kimberly stepped out from behind the door, gloriously naked and shinning with sweat. Sara just knelt there in awe of the beautiful teen, watching as she walked across to the chair and sat down.

"Get over here, you worthless cunt. I need to take a shower, but I want to get some of the sweat off first," she said.

Sara, almost beside herself with the hope that she'd be able to touch the young goddess, crawled quickly to Kimberly's feet.

"Start with my feet," said the girl.

Sara quickly bent and took one of Kimberly's perfectly pedicured feet in her hand. The toes nails were all painted pink and Sara groaned in arousal as she took each sweaty foot in her mouth, licking and sucking the salty liquid from them. Kimberly said nothing, only watched the older woman do her bidding. After she was satisfied, Kimberly opened her legs and told Sara to clean up her cunt.

"Jami is such a good lover," she said as she held Sara's face only an inch from her cunt. "We made love all night, and I didn't get a chance to shower because I got up late this morning. So I want you to wash me. Don't bother trying to please me, I'm sure you can't do it. All I need is for you to clean me up a bit before my shower. That way I won't have to scrub so hard to clean myself up. I'm a bit sore from all the sex we had last night."

As Sara, for the first time in weeks, started licking Kimberly's pussy, her own clenched and she almost came. Kimberly's musk was very strong, and she was pretty sweaty from the run, but Sara loved the taste of her Mistress. It was hard to listen to Kimberly talk about her lover -- Sara wanted Kimberly to let her give her an orgasm, but even though thick, clear juices started to flow from inside the teen, she showed nothing more that slight boredom. When Sara thought she could arouse her Mistress and started sucking on her clit for too long, Kimberly smacked the side of her head and told her to get on with the cleaning since it was obvious that that's all she was good for. Eventually, Sara had licked Kimberly to her satisfaction and the teen shifted position, exposing her asshole.

"Clean there too. Make sure you get your tongue deep inside," said the blonde.

Sara leaned forward and the went to her task. The taste of Kimberly's asshole drove her wild, musky and bitter and smelling quite like shit. Sara knew that if she hadn't been wearing shorts, her juices would have coated her thighs. Sara dove in with a will, slowly and gently opening the teen's back hole to her tongue. Finally, she was able to slide it in so far that her mouth was pressed against Kimberly's flesh. When she did, the strong taste of shit stung her tongue.

"Wiggle it around in there cunt. Make sure you get me ready for my morning shit."

With that, Kimberly pushed a little and a thick turd pressed against Sara's tongue. She groaned and shuddered, something that Kimberly made note of. Finally, Kimberly pushed harder, almost forcing Sara's tongue out of her bottom.

"Lay down toilet. It's time for me to use you," said Kimberly.

Sara quickly lay on her back and her Mistress squatted over her open mouth. She pushed a bit and farted, and the fecal gas swamped Sara's nasal passages. She groaned again, wildly aroused and wished she could cum. Slowly, oh so slowly, yellow-brown mass emerged from Kimberly's wide spread asshole. It was thick and glistening and the smell made Sara want to puke. But she lay there with her mouth open wide, watching as the heavy log of shit crackled out of the stretched, pink hole, and slowly settled on her tongue.

Sara came. It surprised her and she closed her mouth, trapping a large wad of shit in it. Kimberly wasn't finished though, and the greasy rope slid over Sara's chin and onto her neck.

"Open you're fuckin' mouth, you worthless toilet!" yelled Kimberly as she rose slightly. "How dare you waste my gift to you! Swallow it -- quickly -- I have a lot more."

Sara swallowed the horrid tasting mass quickly, then opened wide as Kimberly let loose another loud fart and started dumping another big, sludge like load from her asshole. It went into Sara's mouth, but she wasn't able to swallow fast enough to keep up. It might have been that she was distracted by her pussy as her clit shot wave after wave of pleasure through her body. Her nipples ached and she wished Kimberly would let her squeeze them and rub the shit that she hadn't swallowed over them. Kimberly, however, didn't even appear to notice that Sara was cuming and continued to fill her mouth with shit.

Finally her intestines were empty, and Kimberly stood and turned, her legs spread on either side of Sara's stomach. She opened her pussy with her hands, and shot a stream of hot piss over the prone woman, thoroughly coating Sara's face, head and body. Sara tried to catch as much as she could so she could drink it, but it was almost like Kimberly was punishing her by not letting her. Sara moaned in disappointment as the stream dribbled to an end.

"Did you cum toilet?" she asked.

Sara nodded, too embarrassed to speak.

Kimberly nodded. "In the future, you're no longer allowed to ask me to cum. If you want to cum, then beg me to eat shit. Do you understand?"

Sara, who was still quiet aroused and not thinking too clearly, said, "I think so."

"Fuck, I can't believe how stupid you are! If you want to cum, then I want to hear you say, 'Please Mistress, may I eat some shit?' or something like that. Now do you understand?"

Sara nodded. Apparently the humiliation of her eating shit wasn't enough for her Mistress, so she had to actually beg to do it so that she could cum. Remembering how hard she'd just cum while eating Kimberly's shit, Sara wondered if maybe her Mistress was right. Maybe all she was, was a toilet.

Kimberly showered and left, telling Sara that she wasn't allowed to shower or clean anything up until Kimberly told her it was okay. Before she left, she made Sara take off her shorts and panties and take a handful of shit.

"Do you want to eat shit?" she asked Sara.

Sara quickly realized that Kimberly was asking if she wanted another orgasm. She did. She was so horny it was killing her.

"Then beg to use your Mistress's shit to get off, like the toilet whore you are."

"Mistress, may I please have some shit to eat?" asked Sara.

"Yes, you may. Make sure you cover that repulsive hole of yours with my gift first, then flush the rest." The teen paused, "I know you're kinda stupid, so you do know what I mean when I say to flush the rest, right?"

Sara, kneeling in a puddle of piss with a handful of cool shit in her hand, flamed red as she nodded. Kimberly wanted to make sure that Sara knew she was supposed to eat it. After coating her aching slit with her Mistress's gift, she quickly ate the rest, cuming so hard that she didn't realize until later that Kimberly hadn't even stayed to watch. Also, it was several hours, during which Sara remained coated with Kimberly's shit, the smell of which completely permeated her apartment, before Kimberly called giving her toilet permission to clean up.

Two more weeks passed. Although Sara begged to eat shit each time she saw Kimberly, only once more was she allowed to eat shit from her Mistress. The other times, she was only allowed to eat Jami's shit from the bucket. Sara came hard when eating from her Mistress, but still couldn't quite finish when eating from the bucket. Other than that one time, she was only allowed to tease herself and get close, but not allowed to cum.

Another week passed without Sara even being contacted at all. She was in despair. Had Kimberly finally decided that Sara wasn't worthy to be her toilet? By that Friday, Sara was a mess. Work had been hard, tips had been low and she found herself daydreaming of Kimberly shitting in her mouth. And not just Kimberly, although her Mistress held a special place in her heart. Sara was unable to look at any of the pretty, young teens without thinking of them squatting over her face filling her toilet hole with their waste. She had off that Friday and was moping around her apartment after her run. The phone rang and Sara rushed to it, hoping it was her Mistress. After all, she had no friends, so it could only be work or Kimberly.

It was work. They wanted her in for a mid day shift to cover for someone. Since she had nothing better to do, Sara said she'd go. Toward the end of that shift, at around 3pm, Sara waited on a table and her heart almost stopped. Sitting at the table was Kimberly. And she wasn't alone. Sara felt light headed as she approached the table, and scarcely able to stand. Her pussy immediately started watering and she gazed on her light haired Mistress.

"Stop staring, toilet," said Kimberly. "Mother, this is the new toilet I was telling you about. It's almost adequate, but not quite there."

Sara went white as she stood there. Kimberly's mother knew?! Her heart sank as she realized that she was going to go to jail. It wouldn't take much testimony, not in to day's ultra-religious climate. No one would believe Kimberly was actually in control of Sara, not the other way around.

"It doesn't look to bad," said the woman, compounding Sara's shock. "You haven't had it very long, right? Sometimes these things take time."

"You're right Mom," said Kimberly, reaching across and squeezing the other woman's hand. "You always know the best way to do things."

"What are you staring at, shit hole?" asked the woman. "Take our orders."

Sara was on automatic pilot as she took the orders. Kimberly's mom, who didn't introduce herself, was just as beautiful as Kimberly. She also had blonde hair and blue eyes, but when she stood to use the bathroom, Sara could see she was taller than Kimberly. At least 5'9" with long, firm legs that were shown off to perfection by her short skirt and very high heels. Her breasts were a lot larger too, at least D-cups and they set off her narrow waist very well. She was the essence of blonde superiority that Sara was coming to worship.

Sara looked at Kimberly and asked, "You told your mom about... us?"

Kimberly snorted and said, "Of course, I did you idiot. Who did you think taught me how to train a toilet? She started showing me how when I was ten, and when I turned fifteen, she said it was time to get my own."

Sara stood there as she tried to assimilate that. She said the only thing she could think of. "I don't know her name..."

Once again, Kimberly snorted, this time tossing her head. "Like she'd introduce herself to you? Who in their right mind gives a toilet their name?" She paused, then continued in a menacing voice. "I swear that if you embarrass me in front of her, you'll regret it for the rest of your life. I want her to know that I'm doing a good job training you. So fuck this up for me, and not only are you history, but I'll make sure that everyone you know will find out you're a shit eater. Got it?"

Once again Sara paled. She couldn't speak and only nodded, then scurried back to her duties. Before Kimberly and her mom left, the woman looked her over as they paid the check.

"Make sure you're at my front door at 6pm sharp," she said in a cold tone. They got up and left.

Sara looked down at the signature on the credit card, and saw that the woman's name was Emily.

Sara was at Kimberly's house five minutes early. She wondered where she should wait, then remembered that Emily had said to be at her front door -- not Kimberly's. She wondered if she should strip and thought she probably should. Imagining Emily opening the door and finding Sara kneeling there naked, made her shiver with lust, but she couldn't imagine the embarrassment if the woman only wanted to talk to her. Still, Kimberly had made it quite plain that if Sara screwed up, she was going to make her life hell. Time was running out and Sara made the decision to strip -- which she did, folding her clothes neatly next to her.

Time passed and Sara knelt there waiting. It wasn't long before she started to get worried. Maybe she was supposed to go to her usual spot? What if she'd completely misunderstood both of the woman? Her watch lay in the pocket of her shorts since Kimberly yelled at her one time when it was still visible after Sara had undressed to wait for her, so Sara had no idea how much time had passed. Finally, she heard the clicking of heels on the other side of the door. It opened, and Emily, who was wearing a nice robe, stood there looking down at her. She grunted, then stepped out of the way.

"Go to the steps on your right, then down stairs. Don't even think of getting off your hands and knees."

Sara did as she was told, carefully negotiating the steps, and found herself in a nice room with red clay tiles on the floor. The room was beautiful, with plants hanging in it and a wall that was made up of French doors which opened to the back yard. There were a few seats around the room, a large screen TV and an area with what looked like a soft rug. Sara debated going over to the rug and kneeling there, but decided against it. Again, she had no idea how long she waited, kneeling naked on the hard floor, before she heard voices. Kimberly's and Emily's voices, coming down the stairs.

Her Mistress entered the room wearing only white high heels, a half bra that cupped the undersides of her breasts and white patterned thigh-highs. She was mouthwateringly beautiful. Emily too, was stunning. She was wearing black stockings and heels with a black leather waist cincher. Her top was bare and her large, beautiful breasts proclaimed her womanhood -- and this her natural right to use Sara as a lowlife toilet -- far better than Sara's meager mounds ever could. But Sara didn't look at her too long because there was one more person with them. Her heart almost stopped: It was a young girl.

She was fair, as was Emily and Kimberly, but unlike them she was completely naked. Her chest had the beginnings of breasts on them, pink nipples that looked hard, and her mound was quite prominent. The three women walked toward Sara, who was breathing so hard she had almost passed out.

"This is it," said Emily to the girl. "Tonight we're going to use it, just like we use the other toilets in the house. We have to make sure that it works right."

The little girl looked at Sara and Sara felt her insides melt like butter. Her own butter was coating the inside of her thighs as she realized what Emily meant. This pre-teen was going to shit in her mouth. Sara was sure of it. And she almost came from the thought.

"Well, daughter mine," said Emily to Kimberly, "Let's see how well your toilet works."

That evening was the most humiliating one that Sara had ever had. But no matter how embarrassing it was for her, she still managed to cum harder than she ever had in her entire life.

Sara was directed to lay on her back, which she did, while Emily squatted over her. The first thing that Sara noticed was her smell. It was very, very strong and she soon discovered why.

"A full service toilet," stated Emily to the young girl, "takes care of everything that anyone throws in it."

Emily looked down at Sara who met her eyes for less than a second before dropping them to the woman's smooth crotch. It was glistening and slick, completely hairless, with inner lips that were thick and hung down close to an inch. The other thing that was hanging down was a red stained string. Despite the clenching in her stomach, Sara knew what was required of her. But when she went to remove the string with her hand, she felt something pressing into her wrist. Kimberly had stepped on it, keeping her from raising her hand. Sara understood that she was only to use her mouth. She took the string in her mouth and realized that even though it was red, it tasted like piss. She tugged on it with her teeth and soon the glistening tampon appeared. It was thick with red blood and for a second Sara wondered how she was going to do this. Then she remembered that she was a shit eater and that a good toilet didn't protest what was put into it. She opened her mouth just as her teeth pulled the tampon free with a wet slurp. It plopped into her mouth and she tasted another woman's menstrual blood for the first time. To her humiliation, her first taste of menstrual blood caused her own worthless cunt to spasm with a mini-ogasm.

Emily let her suck on it for a while then told her to remove it and put it someplace that wouldn't be used tonight. It took Sara a second to realize that her cunt wasn't going to be used and that's where the tampon should go. So she pushed the soggy mess into her own cunt, while the other women laughed at how she groaned and sighed from the contact. It had almost made her cum.

"Please Mistress," Sara whimpered, "may I eat some shit?"

The little girl's hands flew to her mouth and she squealed in delight as Sara debased herself. "Ohmygod, she's such a slut!" exclaimed the girl.

"Now Tammi," admonished Emily, "We don't refer to the toilet as a she. That's an insult to women everywhere. It's important when you're using a piece of shit eating trash like this, to remember it's just a toilet. Not really a human at all, and especially not a 'she'. It gets all its pleasure from doing what it was meant to do -- mainly eating shit. Or whatever else you decide to throw in it's bowl."

Sara couldn't believe the way the woman spoke about her. But what she really couldn't believe was how horny it made her. She realized at that moment that Emily had spoken the truth about her. She was nothing but a shit eating pig. A toilet. Her purpose in life, she knew at that moment, was to be used by women who were her superiors in any way that they chose.

After Sara had sucked as much blood from Emily's cunt as she could, the women let loose a stinking torrent of piss which Sara eagerly tried to drink down. She got most of it and was proud of herself. Then it was Tammi's turn.

Sara's heart was pounding so hard she thought she might pass out as the child positioned her slick, bald cunny over her mouth. The smell, a combination of light musk and urine, made her actually groan out loud.

"Make me cum toilet," said the little girl.

"Excellent, Tammi," smiled Emily.

"You're getting the hang of it now," added Kimberly. "It's already asked to eat shit, so you should use it as much as you like."

Sara was barely listening. She was lost in the taste and scent of the girl. Gooey, white juice almost flowed from between the coral red lips. It was thick and tangy on Sara's tongue, and the pre-teen cooed her happiness as Sara licked her.

"Oh yeah," said the girl as she rotated her hips, "Mmmm. Push it in deep."

Sara complied, loving the sound of the girl getting off as she licked the slightly darker skin of the child's anus. Slowly, she started pushing into the tiny hole and Tammi pushed back, trying to spear her tight shit tube on the toilet's tongue. It worked and soon Sara was tonguing out Tammi's back passage. She was almost delirious with pleasure, especially since each time she pushed in, she could fell a soft mass of shit. She knew that it would soon be pushed into her mouth and her own cunt clenched around the used tampon that she'd shoved into it. Tammi sighed, oo'ed and ah'ed riding the toilet's tongue. Each time she rose Sara's could smell the sewer scent of raw shit and could see that both her tongue and the child's hole were getting coated with it. The bitter shit oozed down her saliva slick tongue and began to gather in the back of her throat. Sara eagerly swallowed the sludge down, reveling in the fact that she had become the willing and eager toilet that Kimberly had trained her to be.

Finally the pre-teen came, and thick white gobs of mucus drooled out of her cunt to drop on Sara's chin. Sara was almost there herself, and just knew that as soon as Tammi let loose in her mouth, she'd be able to have an orgasm.

She was right. As soon as Tammi finished convulsing, she let out a long, odorous fart which made Sara almost dizzy. Soon after a surprisingly thick wad of shit pushed out of her tiny hole. Sara quickly sucked it into her mouth, groaning with pleasure as the noxious smell slammed into her. Another, firmer log followed that as Tammi grunted while pushing with her stomach muscles. That was all Sara could take. She came, loudly groaning and panting. Well, as loud as she could with a mouth full of a pre-teen's shit. It was pretty obvious to everyone that she'd had an orgasm.

Tammi started giggling and laughing. "Wow, you guys were right. She's such a pig that she really came while eating my shit!" the girl stood and shifted a little, then began peeing all over Sara's face.

Sara just lay there and enjoyed the feeling of the girl's piss as it cascaded over her face as she thoroughly chewed the last of the shit in her mouth.

"God, I can't think of anything more disgusting that that!" smirked the girl, now looking at Sara. "Open wide, shit eater."

Sara opened her mouth and listened as Tammi cleared her throat, than spat a large wad of mucus into Sara's mouth.

"Now swallow it," said the girl.

Sara did, never having felt so low in her life. Or so aroused.

Kimberly's mother went next, her large tits hanging down as she squatted over the toilet. She played with her slick cunt while thoroughly using Sara's mouth as a shit pot. That's all she was to these women, Sara realized, a shit pot. Emily's shit smelled even worse than Tammi's had. There was a lot more of it too. Very thick ropes of greasy brown waste filled her mouth like raw sewage. Sara came again as she chewed it and swallowed, urged to eat faster so that Emily could finish taking her dump. As she was eating her second mouthful, Sara was able to see little Tammi crawling between Kimberly's wide spread legs. She couldn't help but watch in envy as Tammi licked and slurped Sara's Mistress to several loud orgasms as Kimberly watched her toilet eat her mother's shit. Finally, Emily was finished. She shifted her body and slowly pissed in Sara's mouth, making sure that Sara got every drop.

Finally, there was only Kimberly left. The teen rose from where Tammi had been still suckling her cunt and walked over to pick up a short chair. Sara discovered, as it was set over her head, that the seat was a toilet seat. Her last view before the wood blocked it off, was of Tammi eagerly licking Emily's cunt while the older woman squeezed her own large breasts and nipples. The sight of the pre-teen's shit stained hole made Sara's mouth water, despite the two loads of shit now sitting warmly in her belly. Then she looked up and only an inch from her face was Kimberly's hole, the ass cheeks spread wide by the angle of the seat.

Sara had no idea how Kimberly had stored so much shit in her beautiful body. Rope after rope of greenish crap slithered out in thick strands as Kimberly used her toilet. Sara couldn't even see her Mistress's body, but that didn't matter. She chewed, groaning and cumming while she ate as much shit as she could from her Mistress's asshole. Sara felt like her she had swallowed a beech ball by the time Kimberly finished. Once the chair was lifted, Sara eagerly used her hands to scoop up any of her Mistress's precious gift that she might have missed. The smell was appalling, worse than the other two women. But still the toilet managed to cum several times while disposing of it for its Mistress.

When they finished with it, hours later, the toilet crawled back outside, using the French doors to leave so that it didn't track shit through their house. Despite its best efforts, the toilet hadn't been able to keep from getting the precious waste that it had been granted from landing on its worthless body. It would do better next time, it knew.

The toilet didn't bother to clean off before putting on its clothes. It deserved to have shit on its body. When it looked in the rear view mirror, it saw there was shit on its face. The toilet didn't care -- it had served well tonight, even though it knew it would do better in the future.

