Foxwolfie’s Shitty Slumber Party
This story is a gift for FoxWolfie, who is the owner of the character of the same name
Foxwolfie’s heart pounded as he stood in front of the door of the apartment. Not out of fear, oh no: the raccoon knew exactly what he was getting himself into. An “Adult Slumber Party” was how the invitation had described it, which was a cuter-sounding name than “orgy.” He’d normally have been nervous about that, but this was a get-together specifically for furs who enjoyed the wetter, dirtier things in life, and there was no need to worry that his fetishes would weird anybody out. No, he felt like he was on a rollercoaster that was just reaching the top of the hill: not scared, just excited.
He took a deep breath and knocked three times. A female voice called: “Just a second!” and just when he was starting to worry he’d gotten the address wrong the door burst open to reveal an attractive striped skunk lady in shorts and a crop-top. She grinned, and tackle-hugged him. “Hey, you came after all! I thought you said you weren’t sure if you could make it!”
“Hi, Violet! Huh? Oh, I didn’t mean something came up, I meant...” he pointed at his stomach. “I’ve been holding it in for three days.” The instructions on the invitation were to hold your poop in as long as you could before the party, and Foxwolfie had decided to follow both the letter and the spirit and stuff himself to save up for what was sure to be a massive load. He might have overdone it a little though. He’d been desperate all day, and the whole way here he’d been clenching hard, but even so it was on the verge of crowning. His bladder was bursting too: he’d been holding his pee all afternoon. He didn’t mind the feeling of discomfort, because it only made the payoff of finally letting it all out even more pleasurable.
“Good job. Every party needs a pooper, that’s why we invited you!” she giggled, and led him inside.
“Isn’t this party supposed to be all poopers?” Violet’s roommate, Tanya, said from the couch. She was a silver vixen, although her face was brown in her Fetlife profile picture. She turned around and eyed Foxwolfie hungrily, but he thought she was probably just as interested in feeding him. Which he wouldn’t mind at all.
“God, I hope so!” said Violet.
Foxwolfie was the first to arrive. The two hostesses had already put plastic sheeting over the carpets and upholstery, so the only distraction from his growing desperation was watching TV while he waited for the other guests to arrive. He took off his baggy sweats and hoodie, revealing the red dinosaur-patterned pajama onesie he wore underneath. The dress code for the party was “comfortable sleepwear that you don’t mind getting stained.”
“Nice PJs.” Tanya felt his sleeve, then ran her hand down Foxwolfie’s chest to his hips.
“Thanks. I was thinking about wearing these or a diaper, but they’re so comfy.”
The next to show up was Tristan, a short, slender ferret with a pink streak dyed on his head. “Hey, girls! Hey, Wolfie!” he shuffled into the apartment, very obviously doing a potty dance. “Umm, I kind of had an accident last night, but I really have to go.”
“Wait ‘til everyone’s here.” Violet looked at her phone. “Okay, Penelope’s on her way, so I’m gonna order the food.”
Penelope, a heavyset honey badger woman, arrived with the last of the guests, Yvette, a tall, curvy African Civet cat who quickly stripped down to nothing but a bra and a thick, crinkly diaper. For the moment it was still dry.
“Okay, if that’s everyone – where's your bathroom?” Tristan whimpered.
Tanya grinned. “Well... bad news about that. Our toilet’s clogged, and the plumber won’t be out here until tomorrow morning, so I’ve locked the bathroom to make sure none of you make a mess.”
Foxwolfie shifted to cover the bulge in the crotch of his onesie. Six furs, zero toilets, all night. Sooner or later they’d all have to relieve themselves somewhere, and he was happy to have that place be his mouth.
But first, dinner arrived. Violet had ordered an obscene amount of food, all cheap, greasy takeout. Pizzas, subs, and of course Taco Bell. Foxwolfie gorged himself, stuffing a massive bean burrito down his throat and chugging glass after glass of soda. This of course made the bathroom situation even worse for all the furs involved. It was urgent. It was an emergency. In fact, he was about to give in and have an accident when Tanya brought out a deck of cards.
“Ohhh, are we playing strip poker?” Tristan leaned forward, batting his eyelids.
“No, just regular poker... but I also thought we’d play a little game I call Laxative Russian Roulette.”
Just the name made a chill of excitement run down Foxwolfie’s spine. He could feel a damp spot in his pajamas, but he was certain no pee had leaked out just yet. “I don’t think I’ve played that: how does it work?” he asked.
As an answer, Violet showed them into the kitchen, where Tanya had just finished setting out six glasses on a tray next to a large bowl of punch. “Go back to the table, and I’ll get everyone a drink from this bowl,” she explained. “It’s non-alcoholic, but I’m going to spike one of them with something I like to call... Mudslide Cocktail.”
“There’s six drinks, and six of us,” Yvette pointed out. “Are you playing too? You’ll know which glass has the... secret ingredient.”
“Don’t worry, I thought of that,” she said. “I’ll mix the glasses around on the tray, then I’ll come back to the table, and Tanya will go and switch them around however she wants before bringing them in to serve.” Tanya nodded along, her fluffy tail wagging. “We’ll do a round every half an hour... but the second round I’ll spike two of the glasses, and three the third round, and so on until Round 5.”
“So... almost all of the glasses will be spiked in the last round?” Tristan asked timidly.
“Yep!” giggled Tanya. “This game doesn’t have any winners... some of us just lose sooner than others. If you’re really lucky you might make it all five rounds, but it’s unlikely.”
“Couldn’t one of us get up to...” Foxwolfie counted. “Five doses, if we’re unlucky? That seems kind of... a lot.”
“Don’t worry, I tested the full five shots on myself,” the vixen reassured her guests. “One dose’ll definitely make you poop, but nothing explosive. “More than that and it’ll be really messy, and I’d drink plenty of fluids with it, but it’s not dangerous.”
The dirty game soon began. Tristan dealt the cards, and Violet and Tanya the drinks. Foxwolfie stared at his hand, then at his glass. He sniffed. Not that it would make a difference, he’d have to drink the laxative-laced punch anyway, but he wanted to see if he could tell. After a couple hands of poker – Texas Hold It In was the unofficial name of the game – his stomach began to rumble and gurgle. He could feel something heavy moving inside him, and liquid bubbling through his body.
“Oof,” he groaned. This turned out to have been an excellent unintentional bluff, because he won that round of poker despite having a terrible hand. He could hold it in, for now. But he knew if he got a second dose of this stuff, he was in real trouble.
The second round came, and then the third. Foxwolfie was straining to hold back what would surely be a colossal mess, but Tanya and Tristan were fidgeting uncomfortably as well. Soon after, the ferret jumped up and ran for the bathroom, only to find the door locked. He returned with his legs nearly tied in a knot. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, it’s going to come out...” he moaned.
Foxwolfie wanted to offer to let Tristan use him as a toilet instead, but the rules of the game were no bathroom use allowed until there all but one of the contestants was out.
Then his own bowels spasmed and cramped. Uh oh. He must have gotten a second dose of the mudslide cocktail, maybe even a third. He leaned forward, tensing and trying to concentrate on his cards. Everyone else was trying their best to keep a poker face. Who else had gotten it? It was between him and Tristan to be the first to fill their pants, but the laxatives were hitting him hard now. His stomach rumbled. His bladder was throbbing, and an overwhelming pressure forced itself against his sphincter.
“You okay there, Wolfie?” Violet said with a sultry grin.
“I...” The room swam before Foxwolfie’s eyes. He looked at his hand, and rubbed his bloated stomach. Uh oh. It was coming out. “I fold.” SPPRPLTTT. That wasn’t a fart. His butt felt extremely sticky.
He stood up, legs trembling, and leaned forward over the table. There was a wet, squelchy crackling sound, and despite his attempt to hold it back, his hole bulged open and a massive log of poop slithered smoothly and easily into the seat of his onesie. The other furs watched with delight as he filled his pants, the briefs he was wearing inside the pajamas only containing the accident at first. Then a large turd slithered down his pant leg like a fish swallowed by a pelican. “Ahh...” he gratefully released his bladder too, and a torrent of piss immediately soaked the garment, and his fur, with warm, musky liquid.
“Looks like you’re the first one out!” Tanya announced. “Good grief, you really did have to go, didn’t you? Three jacks, by the way.”
“Yeah!” Foxwolfie wasn’t done peeing, but he sat back down, squishing the warm, sticky mess all over his butt. Oh, that felt good. He still had to go, but he decided to hold back the rest, for now.
He sat there, marinating in his mess, and the games continued. Tristan won the next hand, but as he leaned forward to collect his chips, the edge of the table put a little pressure on his stomach, and SPBRRRBLBLLRP!
“Oh, man Tristan!” Yvette giggled. “That stinks!”
“Sorry...” The ferret stood up, clutched his gut, and continued to void himself in his stained underwear. SPLLRCH! Brown sludge overflowed down his skinny legs.
“Every party needs a pooper, that’s why we invited you!” Violet chanted.
“Every party needs a potty,” said Penelope.
“Well, anyone who’s out of the game can use anyone else who’s out as a potty.” Violet reminded them of the rules.
Tristan and Foxwolfie looked at each other. The ferret winked, but he too sat down in his own filth. “I’m okay for now,” he said.
Yvette was the next to fall. The civet whined and squirmed, her diaper constantly crinkling, until there was a loud hiss.
“Aww, good girl!” Penelope patted her shoulder. “See, I told you you shouldn’t have gotten that giant slushie from the gas station on the way here!”
The civet stood up, revealing a yellow stain rapidly spreading across the front of her diaper. She sniffled, and smiled weakly as she completely soaked her padding, leaving the diaper sagging and discolored. “I’d better not sit down, or this might leak,” she said, and continued to play standing up.
The fourth round of drinks came and went. By now, everyone was clearly feeling the strain. All six furs fidgeted and rocked back and forth in their chairs, or shuffled from paw to paw. Tristan had another accident, and pulled down his stained briefs. Violet disappeared into the kitchen for Round 5, but as Tanya got up to switch the glasses around, the vixen’s tail lifted, and her cute purple panties suddenly bulged outward.
“Eeep!” Tanya grunted. “Oh shit, I thought that was just a fart!”
She came back with shit overflowing down her legs, but sat back down in it anyway, and the furs took their final shot.
“I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty confident I’ll win this,” Penelope said with a smirk. “More body weight, and us honey badgers are resistant to most poisons. You might as well give up and shit yourself.”
“Ugh... you’re - you’re bluffing!” Violet replied through gritted teeth.
Sure enough, she was. Not only did she have nothing on the next hand, but as soon as the cards were revealed, the honey badger stood up and... PPDDTPDTPDTPDBLORRRP! A massive brown stain spread across the back of her leggings, and rivulets of liquid ran down her ample thighs. Her seat bulged out several inches with a reeking mass of mellivoran muck.
“Ha! Looks like I win!” Violet giggled. “You almost had me, though.” She got up, bent over, and pulled down her shorts. Her panties tented out as a log forced its way into them, and a stream of pee poured onto the floor, followed by a big log of shit that oozed out the side. It was surprisingly firm.
“What should we play next?” Violet asked, after suggesting that they could clean themselves up a bit. No one had taken the offer. The skunk, the vixen, the ferret and the honey badger had wiped the worst of the mess off their legs, but their fouled underweaar stayed on. Yvette remained in her soaked diaper, insisting she didn’t need a change yet, and Foxwolfie... well, this onesie was just so comfortable, even when it was all messy.
“How about truth or dare?” Tristan suggested.
The first few rounds were truths – like “Have you eaten your own poop before?” “Have you eaten someone else’s poop before? Have you wet or soiled yourself in public?” and simple, silly dares. But then violet got a more fun one.
“I dare you to wet yourself,” Tanya said.
“Really?” Violet glared at her roommate, but broke into a smirk. “Nothing else? That’s it?”
“Nope. Just kneel right there and pee your panties, with everyone watching.”
The skunk girl rubbed her crotch a bit as she pulled her shorts down. She closed her eyes, and her panties darkened. A stream of golden skunk pee hissed and pattered as she emptied her bladder, and liquid streamed down her legs until she was kneeling in a puddle.
“Okay, I dare Penelope to lick that up!” laughed Foxwolfie. She shot him a glare, and for a second he thought he’d gone too far. But the honey badger got on all fours and obediently lapped at the puddle, then even licked Violet’s wet panties. But when her turn came up, she smirked.
“Hey, Tristan,” she said. “I dare you to mark that stinky raccoon over there. Get it all over him. On his face, in his mouth...”
“Ohh...” Foxwolfie touched himself through his soiled jammies as the ferret staggered over. “Yes...”
Tristan smirked, and pulled his soiled briefs down in the nick of time. A yellow stream leapt from his flaccid member, splashing onto Foxwolfie’s chest. Foxwolfie rubbed himself, working the warm liquid into his onesie. The ferret directed his stream higher, splashing the raccoon’s face and wetting his fur down. This felt so good. It smelled so good. He wanted to be covered with his friend’s musk. He wanted it to soak into his fur until he completed stank of pee. Urine sprayed over his muzzle. He opened his mouth, letting the salty, bitter flavor wash over his tongue and into the back of his throat. He gargled, and swallowed.
Then... well, they weren’t called Mudslide Cocktails for nothing. Without warning, a heavy dollop of brown sludge fell from between Tristan’s legs and splatted onto Foxwolfie’s legs.
“Oh shit.” He looked down at the mess he’d made, dribbling more diarrhea down his legs. “Guess I shouldn’t have pushed.”
“It’s okay.” Foxwolfie licked the last drops from the ferret’s shaft, even though he’d made a total mess of his dick with his previous accidents. Just a little taste, for now.
Yvette giggled. She was rubbing the crotch of her soaked diaper. “That was hot... okay, I dare Tristan to drink Penelope’s pee.”
Foxwolfie soon found himself envying the ferret. Penelope tugged her sagging leggings down just enough to expose her dirty, shit-stained folds, and unleashed a torrent of piss. She’d held this back all evening despite soiling herself, and now it seemed like she was trying to drown the ferret with her enormous bladder. Tristan gulped and gurgled, coughing and closing his eyes as the acrid, foaming waterfall from the larger mustelid’s messy muff drenched his face. She seized his ear and held him in place under the faucet. The others gasped in amazement. It went on, and on, and on, and on.
Finally, Violet dared Tanya to drink her own pee. She obeyed, filling a big glass to the brim and messily gulping down the golden beverage, then filled it again, but her bladder still wasn’t empty, so she marked her territory on the skunk, and sprayed Foxwolfie with it too.
“I think we’re getting a little too into this game,” she said, taking another swig from the still-full glass. “Ooh, who’s up for Twister?”
Twister with six players was bound to get lewd at the best of times. With six messy furs who still had Violet’s laxative cocktails churning their bowels into a frenzy, it was a disaster... or it would have been if lewd, filthy fun wasn’t their goal. Tristan slipped in a puddle of someone’s diarrhea, fell, and Penelope sat down on top of him. Foxwolfie, meanwhile, found himself in a very compromising position, with his face pressed into Yvette’s diaper. The soggy civet giggled as he rubbed his muzzle against her swollen padding, snoofing her delightfully musky scent.
Then there was a rumble from her stomach. “Uh oh,” Yvette groaned meekly, and she started filling her diaper with loud, squelchy crinkling noises. “Are you okay, Foxwolfie?”
“Yeah,” he sighed in delight. “Don’t worry, it’s part of the game isn’t it?”
“Good,” said Yvette. “I guess I can stop trying to hold it back.” She blorted violently in her diaper, the padding expanding so much that Foxwolfie was pushed back. The stench emanating from her soiled rump was all the more heavenly now.
But the game soon ended when pretty much everyone fell over.
“Urgh,” grunted Penelope not long after the game ended. “I need a toilet, and fast.”
“So do I,” said Violet. “But ours is clogged, remember?”
“Then I just won’t flush.”
“Wait, wait, wait a minute!” Tanya jumped to her feet. “We have a backup!”
The piece of furniture she dragged out of the closet was simple, yet elegant: just a chair, with a hole cut in the seat. Foxwolfie’s tail started to wag.
“Oh, yeah, that thing,” Violet said with a grin. “But we’d need someone to volunteer to be the bowl. Did anybody save room for dessert?”
Foxwolfie slowly raised his hand. “I did!” he said eagerly. “Or at least I made some room.” He patted the heavily soiled back of his onesie. By now the seat had overflowed down the legs so much that he was up to his ankles in mush.
His heart hammered with excitement as he lay down on his back under the seat. Even among scat-loving furs not everyone was brave enough to go so far as eating it, and not everyone could keep it down if they tried. But Foxwolfie had discovered he had a natural gift, and with practice he could now stuff himself with astounding quantities of waste. It didn’t exactly agree with his stomach, but it all just came out the other end.
“I’ll go first or it’s coming out in my panties.” Tanya shuffled to the potty chair and pulled down her panties, sitting her stained bottom down. Her dirty pucker clenched and strained, and Foxwolfie licked his lips in anticipation, then opened wide as a thick log descended from her asshole. He closed his eyes and let it slide down his tongue to the back of his throat. With a wet plop, the tail of the titanic turd broke free and folded under its own weight, collapsing onto his forehead. He mashed it between his tongue and the roof of his mouth, squishing the thick, cloying shit into his taste buds. It was firm and fibrous, and had a truly vile foxy flavor, but with practiced ease he swallowed one big gulp, and another. He would have been happy to just work it back and forth in his mouth for a while, but there was no time to savor this load, because Tanya was still pooping. On the other hand, there was plenty to enjoy, an endless procession of soft, slimy turds slithering from her gorgeous butt.
Foxwolfie gurgled in ecstacy. His face was half-buried in fox filth. The second half of violet’s dump was all mushy and nasty, but he greedily stuffed his face with it anyway, swallowing gulp after gulp of her putrid muck.
“Uh oh, did he clog already?” said Penelope. “It’s about to come out, if he’s not ready someone has to take his place!”
Foxwolfie still couldn’t speak, but he gave a thumbs-up. The honey badger pulled down her panties, sending the colossal mass of shit within splatting onto Foxwolfie’s chest, then plopped herself down on the toilet seat, and almost immediately an enormous, crackling log of soft, mushy scat slid out, filling his maw to the brim. And just when he got some of it down...
BBSPPBBURRCHHH! A mass of sloppy, putrid muck poured from the honey badger’s butthole, completely overflowing his maw and piling up all over his face. He gurgled helplessly as his nostrils clogged with excrement. He had to eat, eat, eat. It was the consistency of peanut butter mixed with oatmeal mixed with mashed potatoes, with just enough cohesion to chew, but it was so sticky that it was hard to swallow. BWRRBLRRBLLLRRTTT! It sounded like what had just come out of Penelope was mostly liquid, but his mouth was still so full. He had to wipe the worst of it from his nose so he could breathe, but the stench had still penetrated his nostrils, completely overwhelming his sense of smell.
As soon as he choked down the latest mouthful, Penelope squeezed out more slimy soft-serv, an endless brown buffet from her bowels. Foxwolfie didn’t know how much he’d swallowed, but his stomach was uncomfortably bloated.
“Wow!” commented Violet. “I don’t know what I’m more impressed by: that she can shit that much or that you can eat that much!”
“I... told you I saved room.” Foxwolfie gasped, patting his stomach. He lifted his legs in the air, pushed, and exploded in his pants. “You weren’t kidding when you called these mudslides.”
“Fuck, I need some toilet paper,” Penelope said. Her ass was completely filthy, caked in a thick layer of mess that had turned her fur into draggly spikes.
“That’s okay,” said Foxwolfie, “You can use my tail.” 
Tristan was next to use the raccoon toilet, but unfortunately what came out of him was less of a mudslide and more of a river. “Urgh!” the ferret groaned as it sprayed out of his ass, powerwashing Foxwolfie’s face in liquid shit and squirting it up his nose. The raccoon preferred his meals to have more substance: he wasn’t a fan of smoothies. At least not to drink. To shower in was fine. He kept his mouth closed at first, then decided it was worth getting a little out of his comfort zone. Mmm... not a bad taste, it was just too runny. He spat out the mouthful of diarrhea, but luckily the ferret’s load turned a little more solid. Still very wet and slimy, but he could call it eating it instead of drinking.
Then again, maybe he was being a little hypocritical, he thought as another wave of mess spurted into his onesie. What was coming out of his own rear end certainly wasn’t solid. And it just kept coming.
Violet took her place next. She didn’t bother to take her poopy panties off, just tugged them aside and let loose. She had the hershey squirts as well, putrid skunk sewage bubbling out of her and cascading down on her victim. Being a skunk, of course, the stench and flavor of her waste was the most abysmally fetid of them all.
“Ugh!” he complained. “It’s so liquidy! How many of those cocktails did you get?”
“Who knows!” Violet giggled. “Do you want a break?”
“Uhh...” Foxwolfie had to think about it. “I guess so.” But Tanya eagerly took her place under her roommate’s rump.
It was lucky he got out when he did, he thought. Violet pushed out a few wet, squelchy farts that dripped waste onto Violet’s slender muzzle, and for a moment Foxwolfie thought she was done, at least for now. But then she rubbed her stomach, groaned as a cramp rippled through her gut, and a noxious jet of foaming skunk slurry sprayed directly into the vixen’s mouth. And she barely even flinched. Loads this liquid weren’t to his taste to eat, but they were impressive to watch.
“That’s for leaving your dirty dishes in the sink yesterday!” Violet laughed as she pushed out a particularly nasty gout of diarrhea. “Don’t worry guys, I do this to her all the time!”
Tanya slurped, gulped, and smacked her lips greedily. Evidently she was enjoying herself. What she was doing with her hand was another clue. Violet violently overflowed her maw with a torrent of watery stool. For cleaning her ass, Foxwolfie was of course happy to offer up his tail again, but he was already pretty filthy after being used to wipe the substantial and utterly befouled expanse of Penelope’s cheeks.
With everyone’s bathroom needs mostly satisfied, the partygoers settled down to watch a couple episodes of TV. Some of them had chosen to clean themselves up with wet wipes, but Foxwolfie continued to marinate in his sodden onesie. Yvette, too, hadn’t gotten a change, even though she badly needed one. Her diaper was getting full.
Foxwolfie was getting sleepy after his massive meal, though, and he wasn’t alone. One by one, the furs curled up on the living room floor, which had been covered with thick, comfy blankets and waterproof plastic.
But the laxatives had other ideas. Foxwolfie’s tummy kept gurgling, and more and more mess kept squirting into his onesie. It was running up his back now as well as all over his legs. Usually he had to stay in his soiled clothes all day to shit himself this badly, and it wasn’t even ten o clock!
SSBBWWIPPTTTT. FFFBPPRLLRP!! “Oh, shit!” came a startled cry. “Oops! Oh, god, it’s everywhere!”
Yvette, it seemed, was in a similarly shitty situation. Foxwolfie’s onesie wasn’t watertight, but it at least contained the solid parts of his mess. Her diaper, on the other hand, had bravely held back everything until it reached its limit, but then, it exploded. Or at least her butt had exploded with such force that a revolting brown blowout had squirted halfway up her back and all over her legs.
“I think that’s it for this diaper,” she said. “Can somebody help me change?”
Foxwolfie was happy to volunteer. The soiled civet rolled on her back, and he began to untape her diaper, but it was so saturated the tape fell apart at the lightest touch. It slid open with a plop, releasing its contents all over the floor.
“Can someone pass me the wet wipes?” he asked.
“Sorry,” said Tanya, “We went through them faster than I thought. We have to save the rest ‘til morning. I guess you’ll just have to use your tongue.”
A shiver of excitement ran down the raccoon’s spine. Oh, yes... Yvette’s legs were spread, and her crotch was utterly filthy, her fur glistening and slicked down with wet, slimy excrement. He scooted the diaper aside and took a long sniff. She reeked of shit and stale urine. He took a deep breath and buried his muzzle between her legs, snuffling and slurping. Yvette giggled and shrieked, kicking her paws in the air.
“I think this is going to take a while,” Foxwolfie said when he came up for air. He licked his lips. She tasted so delicious!
It was a hopeless task. Her backside was just so coated in so much wet, sticky mess, and his face was so caked with it that no matter how much he licked off, he just kept smearing more like a paintbrush. His tail was so saturated with shit it was similarly useless. But Yvette didn’t seem to care about getting clean: she leaned forward, grabbed her still very heavy diaper, and overturned it onto her face. Foxwolfie kept licking the most sensitive areas, and suddenly a fountain of salty liquid started to gush into his mouth!
That made sense. They’d been drinking so much water and fruit punch. His own bladder was full, and it seemed Yvette really had to go too. She was peeing like a faucet, drenching his face in warm liquid, but he was too badly crusted in filth to be washed clean, so he guessed he might as well just drink. Mmglglrblbl... he gurgled contentedly as he chugged fresh civet musk.
As soon as he gave up on getting her butt clean, there was another mess to deal with. Tanya had put on clean pajamas, but as the silver vixen stood up to go get a glass of water, she made the terrible mistake of gambling on a fart. A massive dark brown stain soaked the seat of her jammies, and ran down the legs. “Oh, holy shit,” she groaned. “Foxie, can you help clean me up?”
“It’d be my honor.”
He knelt, and she bent over in front of him, allowing her to lick her rump, which was dripping with yellowish liquid shit. Her pucker pulsed and squirted more out in his face. Her guts cramped again, and she lowered into a squat and dumped a massive amount of sludge into his lap. “Wow. Never mind, I guess there’s no point trying.”
“Ugh... have to... potty...” Tristan mumbled sleepily. Foxwolfie was about to suggest he make his way to the toilet chair, but Yvette took matters into her own... mouth. She finally emerged from under her diaper, her head slathered with scat, and crawled over to the nude ferret. She took a gentle hold of his cock, rubbing back and forth, and slid her mouth over it. It didn’t take much stimulation to release his bladder, and he must have really had to go. Even with his dick at half mast it was coming out like a hose, that had gotten out of the civet’s control. She slurped clumsily at the stream, but it was getting all over both her and Tristan, completely soaking the ferret in his own musky piss. Foxwolfie had to admit that the onesie did have some downsides.
Tristan groaned, rolled over, and started shitting right there in bed, mushy logs sliding down his butt mixed with spurts of soupy muck. Yvette, just as eager, scooped up a large handful of filth and brought it to the ferret’s mouth. “Want a midnight snack?” she asked, and without waiting for an answer other than his first lick of her dirty hand, started feeding him his own mess and smearing it all over both him and herself. From where he was sitting Foxwolfie had a very gross view of her dirty backside, and it soon got grosser when the civet lifted her tail and pushed out another wave of runny mush that ran down her thighs, and splatted and piled up on her paws.
Foxwolfie crawled forward, shoving his muzzle right between Yvette’s licks, snoofing and licking at the slimy mess coating her. Yvette let out a startled shriek that turned into a happy giggle. That wasn’t the only thing she let out, either. Prrpbrrrrttt. Civet sludge extruded over his face in a wet, pulpy mass, and creamy poop squirted into his eager maw.
After a while the party seemed to be starting to wind down. All six furs were covered in a mixture of their own shit and everyone else’s. Foxwolfie’s bladder felt full, but even so he found himself dozing off. Ahh... it felt so nice to fall asleep in a full, squishy, stinky onesie. It was like being embraced by his own mess. He drifted into wonderful, dirty dreams of going out shopping wearing a soggy diaper, messing himself and leaking down his legs until he smelled so strongly that every fur who needed a toilet couldn’t resist using him, showering him in piss and taking enormous dumps right in his mouth.
He awoke to the tail end of a blissful orgasm, adding even more fluids to the slurry filling his diaper. That, and Violet shaking him awake.
“Is it morning already?” he asked.
“No, it’s not even midnight. But Penelope and I have to shit really badly, and Tristan and Yvette can’t eat another bite. Do you still want to be a toilet?”
Foxwolfie nodded. He yawned and stretched. His onesie was so full now that fecal matter had gotten all the way up his torso. A huge puddle of pee had leaked through, and the fabric was totally soaked and stained both inside and out. He crawled to the potty chair and lay down under the seat.
Violet was first to use him, sitting down urgently and spraying foul, musky liquid that Foxwolfie knew wasn’t from her scent glands. She drenched him with a torrent of piss as well, then pushed a little harder and semi-firm globs of wet, slippery shit slipped out, one by one, into his waiting mouth. He had just enough time to chew and swallow. But this was only an appetizer for the colossal serving that Penelope had brewing inside her. After some bursts of warning gas that also flecked his face with liquid poop, a thick, creamy coil came slithering out of her with noxious crackling and popping sounds. Her hot muck filled his maw and piled up in a sticky, ropey mound all over the raccoon’s face. He swallowed mouthful after sticky, cloying mouthful, shoveling it into his mouth and accepting the smelly soft-serv directly from her hole. His stomach was bloating with the massive amounts of scat he was choking down, and his mouth felt oddly dry. The taste wasn’t the problem. It was delicious, he couldn’t get enough of it, but he couldn’t swallow it down fast enough, and the honey badger’s bowel movement seemed to never end. Finally she paused pooping and he made some headway on the pile around his head, but then  PPFFFPLULLCHH!
He was buried in shit, stuffed with it, clogged with it. He gurgled like the blocked toilet he was, reeking mud bubbling out his nostrils. His hips spasmed. He moaned in pleasure as his orgasm spurted into the ocean of filth in his underpants.
“Are you okay?” asked Penelope. She got up and scooted the chair away.
“Are you clogged?” Tanya was doing a feeble potty dance.
It took a bit for Foxwolfie to swallow enough to speak. “I’m fine. I just... need something to wash it down with.”
There was a giggle, and a hiss of liquid striking something hard. His eyes were still covered in mess, but someone held a glass to his lips. He let the liquid slide down his tongue. Warm. Salty. Musky. Mm... perfect. He drank greedily, completely draining the glass of fresh urine.
“Wow, you really were thirsty!” said Violet. “Thanks, Tristan!”
Foxwolfie lay back down. “Bathroom’s still open,” he grunted.
There was quite a line. Tanya went first, her ass exploding with putrid outbursts of gloppy fox diarrhea. Tristan showered him (and the toilet seat) with even more musky pee, then sat down and flooded his maw with a soupy, foaming outburst of his own. Finally, Yvette hovered over him, dropping dollops of mud on him and on the seat, and spattering everything with a stream of runny shit.
Foxwolfie’s friends kept using him all night long. There seemed to always be a line for the potty. Sometimes the others took their turn under the chair, even Violet and Penelope, but the bulk of the massive amounts of shit pouring out of the five furs was either fed to him or smeared all over their coats. It was going right through his bowels, too. He was nearly incontinent, and his onesie was getting heavier and heavier. The lower half no longer had any hope of containing how badly he’d soiled it. It had found its way to ever part of the garment: up his back, stomach and chest to the shoulders, and down the arms to the mittens that covered his paws. The only opening below the neck was the tail, but the tight elastic had held firm.
When morning finally came, the dirty raccoon was immersed in his own waste up the neck. It was like he was wearing a mudbath. And he had to go, badly.
“Did you have a good night?” Tanya asked.
“Yeah.” Foxwolfie sat up with a groan. “It’s not over yet, though.”
He scrunched up his toes, raised his tail, rubbed his bloated stomach, and pushed. A massive amount of diarrhea surged out of him, quietly filling the onesie to the very brim. He could feel it rising. One wave... another. It was really at his limit now. He was so close. Then, to his delight, his stomach cramped again.
There was a slight delay as the onesie stretched just a little further. Then... PLBLUPP! The neckband was overwhelmed by the pressure, and warm, slimy, ammonia-smelling mud bubbled out the top and overflowed down the ruined pajamas.
He couldn’t believe it. He’d pooped so much he’d completely filled it, all in one night.
His friends helped him out of the onesie, sending a tsunami of raccoon sewage all over the floor. Plenty to roll in, to play in, and for the others to lap up from the floor and his body, finally returning the favor.
But the laxatives still had more in store. Foxwolfie’s gut gave an ominous gurgle, and he could see clearly that his friends were in a similar predicament.
“I think it’s not going to stop for a few more hours,” said Tanya. “While we wait... who’s up for some breakfast in bed?”
