Kinktober 2023 Messy Edition, Days 1-7
Day 1: Leather & Latex
Today is Latex Day, and here at Filthyfur Studios, Lapis the cat recorded a special video to show off the best part about wearing such garments.
“Hey, Filthyfur! It’s me, Lapis!” she turned the camera on in such a hurry that she knocked it over, and had to right it while shuffling uncomfortably from paw to paw. She introduced herself rapidly, without her normal sensual dramatic timing. “You know me from other videos, I’ll edit them on the screen later because right now I’m about to pee myself!” she mewed. “It’s 8 in the morning right now, I held in my morning pee and drank a whole water bottle on the bus. Just let me get dressed and I’ll explain why.”
Without further explanation the white cat changed into a tight black catsuit. Now clad head to toe in shining latex, she didn’t seem much more comfortable. The prominent bulge in the lower belly gave a clue as to why. Nevertheless, now safely dressed, she held on and prolonged her discomfort, explaining to the camera: “It’s Latex day, and I’m going to be showing you why I love wearing latex so much by wearing this all day long. No showers, and no lavatory breaks. I’m bursting for a pee, and I’ve been holding my shit in since Thursday Morning, so I think I can really make a mess in this. To make it extra fun, I’m going to be giving myself some help.”
Lapis’s ‘help’ came in the form of a tall glass full of an unappetizing milkshake-like sludge normally used to prepare for colonoscopies. It tasted awful, but the feline bravely chugged it: being an accomplished scat porn star she was used to having much nastier substances in her mouth. She belched, and chugged an actual milkshake to wash it down and get the taste out of her mouth. She wiped her mouth on her latex sleeve. “Ahh... and now... time to start filling these.”
The slender kitty knelt before the camera and spread her legs wide. There was no need for her sake, as even the slightest relaxation made her tired bladder muscles give way, but it looked better on camera. SSSS... the dam burst with a loud hiss, and her morning pee flooded into her catsuit. Lapis gasped in pleasure, not only from the wonderful relief but from the feeling of warm liquid running down her legs, soaking her fur and slowly making its way down the watertight leggings to her paw. It was a huge wetting, and she was soon soaked.
The laxatives took effect quickly and violently. Lapis was already desperate, and the feline was lactose intolerant, so the milkshake on its own would probably have made her shit her pants well before lunchtime. With the combination coursing through her gut, she barely made it 45 minutes from when she’d chugged the thick beverages.
“Fuck...” the latex-clad cat groaned as she staggered back to the camera. She knelt on all fours, and rubbed her cramping stomach. “This is going to be messy.”
Lapis often liked to soil clear plastic panties, but they would have been hopelessly overwhelmed by the explosion from her rear end. Even a thick, absorbent diaper probably wouldn’t have lasted long, especially if it was already soaked in her pee. Only a full latex bodysuit could contain this kind of mess. She gratefully gave in to her bodily needs and evacuated her bowels right there in front of the camera. The seat of her suit bulged out as it was filled with a seething mass of hot mush. Lapis sighed in pleasure and started rubbing her poopy pants with her hand, squishing the lovely mess and making it ooze down her legs. But it wasn’t long before the next wave struck. This time it was a foul, gassy excretion of noxious, greasy liquid shit that ran down her legs, pooling in the folds and crevices of the suit: around her knees, her angles, and eventually even between her toes.
Not content to merely soil herself, the shitty kitty rolled and writhed on the floor, further staining her fur. And she was going to be stuck in here all day, after all. She had to keep herself entertained. She brought a big vibrating massager out of the supply closet and began to pleasure herself, all in full view of the camera. This, of course, stimulated her bowels still further.
It was a long, grueling test of endurance. Lapis still felt bloated, helped by the massive lunch she’d stuffed her belly with, along with massive amounts of fluids to prevent dehydration, laced with epsom salts just for the hell of it. Her bladder couldn’t seem to last more than an hour at best, and her butt was running like a faucet.
“Wow,” she commented after lifting her leg and unleashing a particularly runny wave: “If I wasn’t wearing this I’d either be stuck on the toilet all day, or go through a whole pack of diapers. But in these I feel just fiiiiine...” She’d probably have a rash in the morning, but it was worth it. By mid-afternoon, she’d lost count of how many times she’d pissed and shit herself. It was filling up the suit too: the legs and crotch didn’t have room for the volume she was putting out, and the material itself as well as the leak guards on her tail and wrists held firm. Slimy liquid was leaking up her back and stomach, and getting smeared everywhere when she rolled and writhed in her own waste.
7:30. Just half an hour left. Lapis was filthy, her fur damp up to her shoulders. And the diarrhea just wouldn’t stop. She lay there on the black leather couch, her stomach cramping and gurgling. Maybe having another milkshake at dinner was taking things a little too far. Everything was going right through her and filling up her catsuit. With a groan she shimmed her rump up onto the armrest elevating it just a little. By now some of her co-stars had visited to admire her progress (there was only so much to be seen through the latex, but god it could be smelled, and the wet squelches whenever she moved gave it away too.
SQQLRLLRPP. Lapis let go. Fuck, it was just pouring out of her. Liquid was running down her body, pooling around her neck, and then:
“Uh oh!” Charlotte the poodle said in a sing-song voice. “Somebody’s leaking!”
Lapis got up abruptly, and surveyed the damage in a mirror, Liquid poop had leaked out the neck of the suit and now clung to the cat’s blonde hair. Perfect. She waited out the rest of the time feeling like her suit would explode at any moment. In the meantime she ran a bath, filling the tub with nice, warm water, and pausing every so often to let out a little more mess while she bent over the tub with Charlotte filming her ass.
At last, 8:00 hit, and so did another wave of stomach cramps. Lapis clambered gingerly into the tall tub. “This has been a lot of fun,” she said. “But I’m really, really dirty in here. I think I need a bath.”
Not that she had any intention of getting clean. Carefully, Lapis undid the zippers and snaps keeping her waste sealed in, peeling the flooded suit off her bit by bit as she stood there in the tub while its contents dripped and splashed into the water., until for the last bit she had to sit down to work the leggings off her sopping fur. Where once the cat’s fur had been white and sleek, it was now a nauseating shade of brown, matted into spikes and plastered to her skin. Ohh, it felt so good to be out of that tight suit after so long. She massaged herself, running her hands gratefully over her shitty body. With a satisfied purr, she sank into the brown, polluted bathwater that was now nothing more than raw sewage, contaminated with well over a gallon of feline urine and diarrhea. Perfect for a relaxing soak after a long day.
She slid down into the bath, lying down on her back and letting the brown water soak her hair. She raised her dripping footpaws and giggled. But her stomach acted up again.
“Oh, shit.” Lapis got up in a hurry. There was no toilet in this bathroom, of course. Except the one she was bathing in. She knelt and squirted a gout of liquid into the tub. That felt so good, she rubbed at her filthy folds, then teased her tired butthole with a finger until the urge struck her again. Then she stuck her hand back even further and relieved herself. Gross, soupy liquid sprayed against her pads and ran through her fingers into the bathwater, but after a few gouts there was enough thicker slurry to fill her hand. She raised it up, showed it to the camera, and began to coat her face in the hot slime.
She was so filthy, so wonderfully filthy. Lapis couldn’t control herself a moment longer. She was thirsty. She began to lap at the tub, face down and tail high, rooting around with her muzzle for the floating chunks of solid waste and filling her stomach with her dirty bathwater.
She soaked in there for a little while, but soon her bladder and bowels were bursting again. She got up on all fours a second time, and put her face all the way down until she could kiss her latex suit, which was still down there beneath the filthy water. Her rear spluttered and blorped, mud pouring down her thighs and splattering the tub and a golden waterfall gushing into the filthy water. But just as she was about to really let loose, something cold and hard was pressed against her nethers. She sat up, her face coated and dripping, to find her friend Tracie the ferret smiling and holding a large drinking glass.
Lapis gladly accepted it. She held it to her asshole and let fly. With astoundingly muddy glorping sounds, she filled it to the brim with putrid brown slurry. But she still had to pee. She saw another glass in the ferret’s hands. “Give it to me, quick!” she mewed, snatching it and holding it to her crotch just in time. A gushing waterfall of pee burst from her, filling the second glass to the brim with golden liquid.
“Aww... I was going to fill that one!” Tracie pouted. Lapis noticed for the first time that the ferret was wearing a massive, sagging, black latex diaper.
“How? You’re wearing that thing.”
In response, Tracie turned around and lifted her tail, revealing something at the back of her diaper that looked like a... a tap.
“I’ve been filling this up all afternoon in the other room,” she explained. “They didn’t tell me you were doing Latex Day too!”
She waddled across the room, her diaper sloshing worryingly, and game back with four big straws. 
“Is there room in that tub for one more?” she asked. “We can share these!”
The two dirty furs sat in the bath together, slowly sipping on the brimming glasses of ‘lemonade’ and ‘milkshake.’ Lapis would have been happy to drain them herself, but she knew Tracie had something of her own in store for her. She was ready to fill her glass again from the tap on the ferret’s bloated diaper, but instead Tracie produced a length of rubber tubing.
“Ohhh...” Lapis grinned. “You’ve got a straw on it? That’s hot.”
They took turns drinking from Tracie’s diaper until their stomachs were bursting, and splashed around and cuddled in the bathtub that was really only big enough for one. Only when the ‘water’ got cold did they finish.
The tub could be dealt with in the morning. It was bedtime. Not that Lapis had any intention of getting cleaned up properly. Instead, without even toweling off, the cat and ferret crawled into the studio bed and snuggled up together.
“Remember,” said Lapis. “Don’t get out of bed to go to the bathroom, you’ll wake me up!”
“Don’t worry!” Tracie giggled, and pointed to an empty glass on the nightstand. “We can fill this for when either of us gets thirsty!”
Of course, Lapis didn’t wake up in time to fill the glass. She woke up with diarrhea pouring out of her, soaking the latex sheets in a lake of sewage that pooled around their bodies.
They had a long night ahead of them.
Day 2: Titfucking
Today, Kimberley the Husky greeted her boyfriend David topless when he came home from work. And he’d been with her long enough that he could take a hint.
The male wolfdog laid out the plastic sheets on the bed, and Kimberley practically tore his clothes off before lying down on her back. David squatted over her, and immediately giggled as her cold nose and warm tongue wet his asshole. She seized his tail. “Come on, boy, you know what to do.”
“You really want it bad today, don’t you babe?” he asked, rubbing her pussy and making her yip with pleasure.”
“Yeah.”
“Good. Because I had three coffees today, and they’ve gone right through me.” He grunted and pushed. A thick, firm but slippery log of shit squelched out of him with soft hisses and crackles, plopping down between the husky’s ample breasts. He kept going, depositing soft, sticky lumps and coils on her chest until he felt almost two pounds lighter. Then, without missing a beat, he turned around and mounted her, thrusting his hard sausage right into the middle of his massive dump. She stroked his shaft with her hand, thoroughly slathering his manhood with dark brown filth, then squeezed her tits together. David humped between them, and soon was panting, lost in the rhythm of the wet squelches and the creaking of the bed frame. Everything was slick with greasy, churned up fecal matter, and the stench was appalling. It must have been worse for Kimberley, as close as she was to the mess.
But despite that, she just couldn’t help herself. The slutty husky snuck in a lick, or two, or three. When he realized what she’d done, David came at once, spurting hot, sticky ropes all over her breasts and muzzle.
Kimberley looked up at him and grinned. “Hey, David. Your cock’s all messy now. Want me to lick it clean for you?”
Day 3: Hate Sex
Today, tensions between Mitzi the cat and Bruno the German Shepherd reached a breaking point. The two pets had never gotten along: they were at best distant roommates, at worst roommates who couldn’t stand each other’s presence but were stuck in a permanent lease together. Mitzi, a slender brown tabby, considered Bruno a boorish, noisy, clumsy, and unhygienic waste of space, and Bruno, a stocky, short-coated shep, thought Mitzi was a spoiled, uptight hypocrite who couldn’t take a joke. They treated each other with disdain and hostility: Mitzi lurked on top of furniture, glaring and making snide remarks, and hissed when Bruno got too close. Bruno sometimes barked at her or chased her, but mostly he preferred to make his lack of respect for the fussy feline known by ignoring her ridiculous, entitled demands.
But today the two were in an especially bad mood. Mitzi started it, as far as Bruno was concerned. First she got mad at him for sleeping on ‘her’ bed, then for barking at passing cars and waking her up, then for chewing on ‘her’ toys that she wasn’t even playing with at the time. And now, as he was quenching his thirst from the running water bowl, the tabby stalked into the room with her tail rigid and her eyes narrowed.
“Hey!” Mitzi snapped. “I thought I told you to stop drinking out of my cat fountain!” Bruno ignored her, and kept gulping down water. He moved his head a little so the tag on his collar clanked loudly against the metal dish. “Did you hear me, you stupid bonehead? Stop it, that’s my water!”
Bruno looked up with an annoyed snort, his muzzle dripping. “Your water? It’s water. Why do you need exclusive dominion over this particular dish? There’s more than one water bowl in this house.”
“That's the good water dish! It’s aerated! And it’s mine because our owner bought it for me, specifically, so I wouldn’t have to share a bowl with you!”
“Oh, so the regular water bowl isn’t good enough for your majesty, and I have to drink the inferior water because you can’t even share with an inferior animal like me? How is that fair?”
Mitzi’s ears folded back, and her eye twitched. “First of all, you said the aerated water bowl was a waste of money when we got it, and now you won’t stop drinking out of it even though you can’t appreciate it. Second of all, you make the water all gross! You drool everywhere when you drink, you blow bubbles with your nose, and you splash it everywhere so I can’t drink without getting my paws wet. It’s not fair to me to have to drink your nasty backwash!”
“How do you know I can’t appreciate your fancy water? Maybe my palette’s become more refined. You assume I have no standards just because I’m a dog.”
“I literally caught you drinking out of the toilet this morning!” Mitzi yowled. “Oh, and that’s another reason you can’t drink out of my water bowl!”
“Suit yourself, I’m not forcing you to drink from it.” Bruno started lapping again, as loudly and sloppily as he could.
“You’re such a prick! I know you don’t care about the water, you’re just doing this because you hate the idea of me having anything that’s mine and you can’t ruin! I can’t sleep in a bed that’s not stinky and full of dog hair, I can’t have any toys that aren’t chewed up and slobbered on, I can’t have clean drinking water... goddamnit, the only thing I have to myself in this fucking house is my litterbox!”
She stormed off, leaving Bruno to continue draining the water.
Suddenly, he had an idea. The shepherd loved a good prank, and boy was this going to wind that obnoxious cat up.
A while later, Bruno was enjoying a nap on Mitsy’s cat bed, with his head and rump spilling off the sides, when he was woken by a shriek of fury. A tinkling bell came charging through the house. The dog sat up at attention, wagging his tail. Man, he couldn’t wait to see the look on her face.
“I can’t believe you!” the cat was actually shaking, she was so mad. “I can’t believe it! You son of a bitch!”
“Now that’s uncalled for, bringing species into it.”
“Shut Up!” Mitzi hissed. “You... I said the one thing you don’t ruin is my litterbox, and you... you pissed in it, just to spite me! You don’t even use them, you just go outside and go wherever you want. What the fuck is wrong with you?”
“It was an emergency,” said Bruno. “I had to go, and our owner isn’t home. Boy, that aerated water really goes straight to your bladder, doesn’t it?”
“That hasn’t stopped you from peeing on the floor before! Stop pretending you didn’t do it on purpose just to ruin it! You didn’t just use it, you marked it. There’s piss everywhere! The litter’s soaked, the sides are soaked, and you peed all over the floor too – which I stepped in, by the way! I hope you’re happy, you disgusting piece of -”
The insults continued, to the point where Bruno stopped being entertained and started being annoyed. “You know, maybe the reason I antagonize you is all you ever do is criticize me,” he said. “Bruno, you’re too noisy, Bruno, you’re too clumsy, Bruno, you smell bad, Bruno, you stepped in something and tracked it in the house! I have to put up with it all day, but the worst part of it’s you acting like I’m supposed to care about your opinion, like I should want to impress you. You nag me like I’m your mate or something, and I’m sick of it. Either shut up or put out!”
This, for once, silenced the cat, at least until she got over her shock. “Or put out?” she hissed. “Are you joking? What the fuck? Did you seriously just ask me to mate with you?”
“I’m saying I only let bitches talk to me like that if they let me knot them,” Bruno blurted out without thinking about what he was saying. Then he realized what he’d just said. Shit. Act casual, just act casual. It wasn’t like he was serious anyway.
“That’s disgusting,” Mitzi hissed. “Your attitude, and what you’re suggesting. Even if I ever wanted to fuck a dog, which I don’t, you’re the last dog I’d ever fuck!”
“Oh yeah? And what’s wrong with screwing a dog, anyway?” retorted Bruno. “What, are we not refined and elegant enough for a prissy kitty like you?”
“Where do I start? The smell, your personality – oh, and you’re probably horrible in the sack!” Mitzi jumped onto the back of the sofa and sneered down at him.
“You don’t know shit. I am God’s gift to bitches.”
“You probably disappoint everyone at the dog park. They probably all make fun of you behind your back! The only thing you’ve gotten a second date with is the couch cushion!”
“How do you know?” barked Bruno. She wasn’t far off the mark, despite his egotistical denial, which made him defensive. “Don’t knock it ‘til you try it, pussycat.” His mind recoiled at what he was suggesting. A cat? His asshole roommate of a cat? If his buddies found out he’d never live it down. His reputation would be ruined. And it would be really awkward between them, which he thought would be worse than their bitter rivalry. But his ego couldn’t back down from a challenge like this. “If you’re so sure I can’t please a lady, why don’t you prove it? Maybe you’ll find out you’ve been missing out!” Shit. Why had he said that? It was okay, though, she was going to tell him to go fuck himself, she’d leave, and they’d pretend this conversation never happened.
Mitzi’s green eyes became venomous slits. “I can’t believe you’re so full of yourself and yet so insecure!” she said. “You don’t care about my opinion, but you want to mate with me because you can’t handle anyone thinking you’re a bad lay. God. Pathetic. Typical dog.” She swished her tail in aggravation. “And what do I get out of it when you act like your usual klutzy self?”
Oh shit. What had just happened? Had she... had she said yes? “Uhh... I dunno. Your pathological need to feel superior to me gets fulfilled?”
“That’s not good enough.” She hopped down onto the couch cushion. “You know what? I’m sick and tired of having to fight with you over every little boundary, and you’ve ruined my day enough already. If you’re so sure you’re God’s gift to females, let’s make a bet. You can try to mate with me once, and if it turns out I’m right, cats rule, dogs drool, and so on, what’s mine is mine from now on. You leave my water bowl alone, you leave my food alone, you leave my toys alone, you leave my bed alone. And you leave my litterbox the fuck alone too!”
The tabby and the shepherd stared at each other. Both their faces flushed bright red through their fur. Bruno’s manhood could never refuse such a challenge, not even from a hated cat. “One quickie isn’t fair to me. I need a couple rounds to warm up.”
“Oh, you’ve gotta be kidding me. That’s your excuse?”
“I want all day with you,” he said. “Our owner’s coming home late tonight, I saw him pack a sports jersey when he left for work. All day, and we do it my way. Doggy style. Anything I say, you don’t say no, you gotta try it, otherwise you’ll just veto the fun stuff to win. And if I make you drool, or you give up without seeing every trick this dog knows, from now on we share everything. Beds, water dishes, toys... Well, maybe not the litterbox... unless it’s an emergency. Or I feel like it. Oh, and you can’t get mad at me for breathing too close to you or sniffing your butt anymore.”
Mitzi should have known better, and she knew she should have known better. But the cat had a competitive streak of her own. Besides, she only had to endure whatever gross, pathetic excuse for sex that idiot dog could come up with, and she’d have a peaceful life. That and she’d been sexually frustrated for a long time, being cooped up in the house with no other cats and an obnoxious dog who wouldn’t shut up about his humping exploits at the dog park. She wasn’t attracted to him, but hearing him always set off fantasies about meeting a dashing tom.
“Fine,” she said. “You’re on.”
The cat shivered with trepidation as she approached Brutus, but something in her instincts took over as she sidled around the much larger dog, rubbing up against his legs. He stepped her over, kicking her in the face as he did so like the dumbass he was. Mitzi’s face burned as she stared at his sheath, much closer than she’d ever gotten before. She sniffed.
“Ugh! Yuck! Do you ever clean your dick?”
“What, are you getting cold feet already?” Bruno asked. “Besides, if we’re doing this doggy style, that’s your job. It’s tradition.”
“No it is not!”
“Who’s fucked more dogs, you are me?”
Mitzi groaned. She sniffed again. It was so big, and intimidating, but his greasy fur stank. “God damnit. Why did I let you talk me into this?”
She reluctantly sniffed some more, and nuzzled, making Bruno feel a thrill of arousal. The touch of her sandpapery tongue against his sheath was pleasant (for him. Mitzi gagged, although he thought she was exaggerating), but once his cock poked out: “Ow! Hey! Stop biting!”
“I’m not biting you dumbass, I’m licking! Besides, this was your idea!”
“No it wasn’t!” growled Bruno. “Fuck it, just turn around, I’m already hard.”
“Stupid dog.” Mitzi crawled out from under him, glaring. She gingerly raised her tail vertical. Bruno appraised the view.
“Now I know what our owner sees when he tries to work at his computer.”
“Shut up!”
“Okay.” Bruno gave her butt a generous sniff, making the kitty shudder with discomfort. It gave him a sadistic thrill. He knew damn well she was just going to say that he sucked and refuse to admit defeat on the bet no matter what he did, so he was going to prank her by making the whole afternoon miserable, and then keep using her bed and water bowl anyway. It wasn’t like she could make him not drink out of it when she wasn’t looking. He gave her a long, sloppy lick, dragging his tongue along her hindquarters and the underside of her tail so forcefully her butt almost got lifted in the air. Then he waddled forward, and humped with gusto.
“Yeeoowww! Fuck! Not so hard!” Mitzi shrieked, and darted away. “That hurt, you idiot! It doesn’t even fit!”
“I thought cats were supposed to be flexible.”
“You’re three times my size and you tried to go in dry, you dumbass!”
“Don’t your dick have barbs on them too? I thought you’d like it rough.”
Mitzi gulped. Her face was burning so bad. She came down off the windowsill. Fuck, that sounded... “Just don’t split me in half!”
“Stop whining. There was this chihuahua at the dog park one week, she was smaller than you and she didn’t bleed.”
“Ugh. Just be careful. And have you heard of something called ‘foreplay’ at the dog park?”
“Sure, it’s when four dogs play together all at once.”
“You’re a moron. I knew it: cats rule, dogs drool.” Mittzi flopped onto her side. But Bruno knew more than he was letting on. He pinned her down under one forepaw, and snuffled at her face.
“You know it, bitch.”
“Yuck! Your breath is horrible! Don’t lick my face – hey! What did I just say?”
“Doesn’t matter, you agreed that you don’t get to refuse to do anything.”
“I hate you so much,” Mitzi growled, but submitted to being licked all over with the loudest, sloppiest dog kisses Bruno could deliver. He made sure her fur was completely wet with his saliva, slicked and spiked and glistening with slimy drool, and he gave special attention to her face, and between her legs. When the complaints stopped, it was time to try putting it in again. Mitzi gritted her teeth, and held her breath as he pushed harder and harder, until with a wet squelch, her resistance gave way. Fuck, it was tight. It felt a little uncomfortable for him, even. Mitzi was lucky he didn’t last long, and he slipped out before his knot could expand. He pulled out, leaving the cat shuddering and dripping with cum.
“God... damn... you!” she gasped. “I won’t be able to sit down for a week!”
“Yes you will,” he said. “C’mere and sit on my knot until it goes down, then clean me off. Don’t worry, you can use your tongue instead next round.”
Maybe, Bruno thought, he’d gone a little too far when he saw tears in the cat’s eyes. But when he suggested that she might’ve had enough she nearly scratched his eyes out.
The cat grumpily obeyed his commands, dancing and wiggling while she straddled his knot, then doing her best to lick him clean.
“Fuck, this tastes horrible!” she complained. “I’m gonna barf!”
“You do that five times a day anyway! Typical cat!”
Soon Bruno was having almost as uncomfortable a time as Mitzi went down on him. He could swear she was biting. Nevertheless, soon he was at his limit. Oh, she was going to love this part, he thought ironically. “Hah... hah... does the kitty want some milk?” he barked.
The kitty did not want some milk, but she got plenty of it anyway. Bruno’s ballsack detonated, in her mouth, out her nose, then all over her face when she pulled out and gagged, as well as all over her forepaw when she tried to shield herself. But Mitzi soon had to get used to the musty smell, and the feeling of her fur being clotted with drying jizz. Four more rounds, one in the expected location, two on her face, and one all over her stomach as she lay on her back and held his member with her hind legs as he mounted her, left Mitzi a very sticky kitty.
But things were about to get much grosser for her. Mitzi had already needed to pee badly when she discovered the fate of her litterbox, and it had been hours since then. That plus their current activities were working up a thirst. They returned to the inferior water bowl over and over. Each time Bruno drank his fill and then made her lap up his backwash, or drank at the same time as her so she was subjected to his splashing. It was disgusting. It made her feel pathetic and dirty. But not nearly as much so as she would feel soon if she couldn’t relieve herself, because all that water had left her feline bladder in agony. She was too ashamed to admit she had to go until it was almost too late.
“Shit!” she mewed. “Fuck, I need to pee! Seriously, just lemme go to the litterbox, and...” she stopped halfway across the living room.
“Well?” Bruno said with a contemptuous smirk. “Go on.”
“Never mind. You destroyed it,” said Mitzi. If she had to use that at all, let alone with him watching and making fun of her, the shame would kill her. What were her options? She could pee in the bathtub drain. Her owner would probably understand when he found out what had happened to the litterbox. Man, Bruno was going to be in trouble for that, unless he acted innocent and pretended he had no other choice. He probably would. Damn him.
Then Mitzi had an idea that disgusted her to the core. She could get him back for what he’d done, and maybe even make him bow out early and free her from this nightmare of a bet. She could spray him. She could mark him. No. No, that was too nasty, not even Bruno deserved that.
Then Bruno ordered her to sniff his butt, and even worse, lick it. Never mind, Mitzi thought. He did deserve it.
The cat waited until she was straddling him, nuzzling and slurping at his member. She raised her tail high, and rolled her eyes at his comment on the view. It reminded her that he was going to be watching her relieve herself, and worse. She felt so dirty, so bad, for even thinking of doing this. Her natural inhibitions and impeccable house training resist her attempts to release her bladder at first. But she was so desperate, her bladder throbbed with pain every minute she kept holding on. The sheer pressure inside her was too much.
Mitzi was shocked at herself when she felt the first spurt shoot out. Her heart pounded in her throat, as did several inches of dog cock. This was gross. This was nasty. This was undignified. Why was she doing this? It felt good. Ohhhhh, fuck, it felt good!
“Mitzi what the fuck? Eww!” Bruno yelped. The cat felt a thrill of triumph. Victory! As her confidence grew, her stream spritzed out with greater force.
“That’s for destroying my litterbox, you prick!” she caterwauled. She pushed, spraying him with spurt after spurt, even as her nostrils burned with ammonia.
Then, suddenly, a powerful paw swept her legs out from under her. Another pinned her down. Bruno stood over her, dripping. “Is this supposed to gross me out?” he asked. “Don’t get me wrong, your pee smells really bad. You’re such a hypocrite complaining about my smell. But I’m not a prissy clean-freak like you.
Mitzi stared up at him in shock and horror. The only sound was the pounding of their hearts, the rush of their breath, and the soft, pattering hiss of her pee. It wouldn’t stop! She couldn’t make it stop! She was having a real accident now, soaking her own tail in her acrid urine. And Bruno was watching. Fuck, she’d never live this down. She tried to hide the accident with her paws, but now they were getting sprayed with the pulsing jet of warm liquid.
“Simon says stand up,” he ordered. Mitzi reluctantly stood, still trickling down her legs. “You really had to go, didn’t you?”
“Because you soaked my litterbox, asshole!”
“And now because you didn’t want to get your paws a little damp, you’re all wet anyway. Maybe cats aren’t that smart after all.”
“I hate you.”
“Then do something about it. You were trying to mark me earlier, weren’t you? Did you lose your nerve? Pussy.”
“That does it,” Mitzi growled. A long forgotten instinct surfaced in the pampered housecat: she wanted to mark him, to drench him in her scent, to make her enemy reek of her dominance. She lifted her posterior high and sprayed, waggling her rump back and forth. His face, she thought. That’ll teach him to disrespect me. She did, but then: “What the fuck? Did you just lick my pussy?”
“Yeah. And now you know where this tongue’s been.”
“Oh my god, you dogs are so gross. Wait. Bruno. Cut it out, not my face! Fuck!”
By the time her bladder emptied, Mitzi knew she’d lost the upper hand. She was lying in a puddle of piss. She’d been called a bad kitty, made to rub her nose in it and roll in her puddle, and gotten tackled and licked by a dripping wet dog. She reeked of cat urine. And of course an animal with such a nose as a dog’s would notice.
“Hey, pisskitten. You smell just like your litterbox did before I peed in it. It’s really bad.”
“I don’t care. This is all your fault.”
“I think I really improved its smell.”
“Fuck off.”
“Now... I have to go, too. I’m going to improve your smell.”
“Stop rubbing it in and get it over with,” Mitzi said through gritted teeth. She’d had a feeling he’d do that as soon as she realized he was getting a thrill out of getting peed on and making her wet herself.
“Oh, you’re eager for it, are you?” The german shepherd wasted no time in lifting his leg. His aim, she had to admit, wasn’t bad. She stood there with her tail raised and her head bowed in shame, shuddering, blushing, tearing up, and throbbing with arousal all at the same time.
Why... why was this turning her on? He was treating her like an inanimate object, like a lamppost, a fire hydrant, or a tree. It was an awful, cruel, degrading act: an insult to feline dignity. Warm liquid drenched her back and flanks, pouring down her body and soaking her already damp fur. This was so disgusting. The sickly sweet scent of dog urine burned her nostrils. At least he wasn’t cruel enough to pee on...
“You might wanna shut your eyes for this part.”
...Her face. Poor Mitzi could only brace herself as he pinched off the flow and repositioned himself. She stared down the barrel of his sheath, inches from her face, dripping yellow liquid, and shut her eyes just in time.
“Good kitty. Now open your mouth.”
“You piece of – ULKGBLGLGLK!”
Mitzi’s mind shut down, her senses overwhelmed by the foul taste. He was peeing. Peeing on her. Peeing in her mouth. She tasted pee. Horrible. Gross. Bad dog. Naughty boy. She was... she was drinking it. Bad, bad kitty. She was dirty. Cats were supposed to be clean. She was soaked. Marked. She reeked of dog. Her fur was all wet to the skin with dog. She wanted to die. She wanted to drown in his piss so she didn’t have to taste it anymore. She let her mouth flood with his stream, then began to lap, and gulp, until her tongue brushed against the skin of his cock.
What was she doing? Why was she drinking it? He hadn’t even told her too. But she knew that was what he wanted. She hated herself for letting him win. He’d won. He’d defeated her. She knew she was “drooling” badly at her rear end. She had to hide it. She clamped her tail down over her sex and collapsed into the puddle, making mewling sobs of embarrassment to try to disguise the involuntary purr.
But he heard anyway.
“Uh oh,” he said. “I think you liked it after all! What did I tell you?”
“Shut the fuck up!” Mitzi hissed. “It’s a stress purr! We do this when we’re sick or dying to comfort ourselves! I hate this so much I’m going to have a heart attack!”
“I think you’re lying.”
“Oh yeah? Well there’s no way you’re telling the truth about dogs letting you do this at the dog park all the time!”
“Okay fine, yeah, even most dogs don’t enjoy this. But you enjoyed it. How does it feel to be grosser and dirtier than the average dog, Miss Cat Superiority Complex?”
“Shut up. Shut up... oh god, stop licking. I’m all gross. Wait... not there. Stop making me feel like... like this. It’s not supposed to feel... fuck I hate you so much.”
When the most shameful orgasm of her life was over, Mitzi’s sense of hygiene came back, and she almost puked. This wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair that this dumbass, stupid, asshole dog could be so gentle.
She gagged. “Fuck! I need a drink, I need water!”
“This way.” Bruno seized her collar in his teeth, and dragged her into the bathroom. The shower? The sink? No.
“Dude, what the fuck? I’m not drinking out of the toilet!”
“You ready to give up and admit I’m the best lover in all dogdom?”
“Never.”
“Then drink.”
Mitzi still had some remaining dregs of pride left. But her dignity was soon flushed away.
“Don’t think this means anything,” she said. “I still could’ve cum without you peeing on me. Maybe your tongue’s more dextrous than I thought, but you still ruined it by being a disgusting bastard.”
“Are you saying it was a fluke?”
“Yeah.”
“Then if we try again in a couple hours, you won’t enjoy it?”
“I’ll hate it. I’ll despise every second of it.”
Two hours later, Mitzi’s bladder was aching and spasming, and the sopping cat was crying in shame as Bruno marked her again. She splashed to her feet in the puddle. “Just fuck me!” she gulped. “Get it over with and fuck me!”
Bruno, still peeing, mounted her and thrust hard. Mitzi’s claws shot out, and her fur would have all stood on end if it wasn’t so wet. She gave a strangled yowl. “That’s the wrong hole! Fuck! It hurts! You moron!”
He was still peeing. Hot liquid rushed into a hole that should have been an exit, warming her from the inside. This was the most profound violation of all, and it only got worse. No sooner had he pulled back out than her tailhole clenched with agonizing force, and her gut churned. What was happening. “Oh, shit,” she mewed. He’d peed in her, flooded her internally with saline liquid. She’d had a similar, and awful, experience one vet visit after she’d swallowed something she shouldn’t have and been blocked up. The emptying that followed had been involuntary and very, very messy. That liquid was trying to come out.
“Stop peeing,” she ordered. “I need to get to a litterbox, fast!”
“What’s the hurry?” Bruno asked. “Just pee on the floor like you already did.”
“It’s not pee this time!” Mitzi’s bowels cramped violently. Her hole had been stretched. Could she even make it to the litterbox? Maybe she’d better just use the shower after all. At least it would be easier to clean up than anywhere else. “Well, I guess it is.”
“I’m not good at riddles.”
“You peed up my butt, you stupid fucking dog!”
BLUP.
Something had come out. Mitzi clenched her legs together as hard as she could.
“Too late now. Just let it out.”
She tried not too, but his words made her relax a tiny bit, and that was all the pressure inside her needed. PLBIP, PBLRLLBURP!
“That looks too brown for pee. You’re such a gross cat! There. Head down. Lift your butt up. Now let it out.”
“I swear I will gouge your eyes out when this is over!” Mitzi hissed. Fuck, it hurt. Something was spilling out of her. She gave in and let it flow. The stench of dog piss mixed with catshit was truly unbearable, as was the wet, sticky mess dripping and oozing down her hind legs, and squirting and splattering the floor. Out of morbid curiosity and to try to keep them clean, she spread her legs apart a little and looked back between them under her body. Another cramp hit her.
“Fuck, it’s like our owner’s wet coffee grounds in the sink,” she mewed. Foul brown sludge rained down between her legs. She gave a little push, wanting to just get it over with, and a thin ribbon of mushy brown feces descended rapidly from her.
“Yeah. Wow, who knew the nice clean kitty could make a mess like this? Now roll over.”
Mitzi was too mortified to disobey. “Don’t tell me you’re getting off on this, you sick fuck.” She curled her toes in distress, then let go and sharted all over her own tail. She pushed a little, sending a fountain of pee into the air. Her only response was the dog lapping at her stream.
It took forever for her bladder to empty. By the time she was done, the poor cat was sitting in a puddle of her own liquid shit. It was amazing how much had come out of her. But Bruno’s sadism and desire to humiliate her had no end. First she was ordered to put her paws in it, then to roll in the mess, and finally, worst of all, to lick herself clean.
“I’m gonna kill you. You piece of crap, I swear.”
“You can always tap out.”
“Fuck you.” Mitzy made the fateful decision. “I’m not letting this be for nothing. You are not beating me.”
It tasted horrible. So horrible that she hacked up a major hairball. God, licking her own anus after what had just happened was the worst part, feeling the slimy, gritty texture of the puckered flesh and matted fur with her tongue. And she wasn’t even close to clean. Bruno tried to “help” dispose of the evidence, which only grossed her out further, but then horked up a tsunami of foul vomit. All over Mitzy.
“I don’t care anymore!” she sobbed. “I know what you’re going to do. You’re going to shit on me, aren’t you?”
“That’s right.” The german shepherd pushed her to the ground and squatted over her. Mitzy lay on her side and watched in numb horror as the nasty dog’s repulsive pucker flexed and clenched, until with one heft push and a satisfied grunt, he shat a huge, soft log onto her chest. Before she could ask him if he was happy now, he pushed again, oozing abominable, rotten smelling ribbons and coils of crackling, reeking canine soft-serve that buried her chest in muck. He immediately stepped in his load, smearing it over her body. It was a vile yellowish color, and horribly wet and mushy.
“Fuck!” she gagged as the mess was squelched and mashed into her fur, defiling her tabby coat. “What have you even been eating?”
“You don’t wanna know,” he said. “And I got into the box of biscuits this morning. So don’t think I’m done yet. But for now, you can lick my asshole clean.”
“You knew you were going to do this and you tricked me into agreeing to it,” she mewled hopelessly.
Bruno was as horny as ever, and soon his feline companion was covered from nose to tail in filth. He made her lick his cock clean after humping her in the mess. This time, Mitzi bit him for real out of spite, and because she couldn’t stop gagging. As soon as she’d recovered from that ordeal, he dumped a pile the size of the cat’s head on the floor and ordered her to rub her face in it and eat it. He hadn’t meant to make her get this filthy, but seeing her like this, seeing her put in her place after calling him dirty so many times, turned him on so much.
“Good kitty. Do you want to be fed now?”
“No!” Mitzi hiccuped.
“Too bad. Roll over. On your back.”
The substance Bruno had eaten that Mitzi didn’t want to know about... was poop. Dog waste, goose droppings, and even rabbit pellets on yesterday’s walk. It contributed to his horrible breath, and it was also about to cause a huge mess. Most of a 10 lb box of milk bones didn’t help either. Bruno had never had a chance of making it until their owner got home. He didn’t mind having “accidents” on the floor, and he’d thought about further annihilating Mitzi’s litterbox before deciding to subject the cat to his digestive problems. The german shepherd’s bowels churned. “Fuck, I’ve really gotta go,” he said. “I almost feel sorry for you, but you deserve this. Who’s the dirty animal now?”
“M-me...” Mitzi blubbered, with tears in her eyes. She heard the rumble too, and she’d witnessed the destruction Bruno could wreak upon one or more rooms of the house if his stomach acted up. Fuck him. What had she done? What had she gotten herself into? What had she been turned into that she would let him do such an unspeakable thing to her? She wasn’t fit to be called a cat anymore. She loathed him so much, but the filthy, bedraggled thing she’d become was no better. Her heart thudded in her slender chest. She gazed into the rancid pucker beneath his tail like it was the light of a laser pointer. Why was she anticipating this with a thrill? Was it because she’d never done anything nearly this naughty before? Or had her mind just been broken by the sheer assault on her senses. The smell was so bad, there was muck in her ears, her fur was matted and sticky, her whiskers weighed down, and the taste was beyond description.
PBPLRORP! Bruno pushed out a massive wet, rotten egg dog fart. Then shit began to flow out of him like a mudslide. Mitzi lay there, flat on her back under that mudslide, her body completely relaxed. She didn’t feel the urge to scramble away. She just watched, her arousal growing and growing with the pile of muck on her stomach. Vile, creamy yellow mush. Turd after wet, sloppy turd. PBLBLRLRLT! A spurt of extra runny crap splatted onto her chest. Mitzi’s heart was beating so hard, and so fast. She reached out a forepaw into the warm, steaming pile. That son of a bitch. He’d done this. It was all his fault. He was shitting on her. He was actually shitting on her. Bad dog. Very bad dog. But she was dirty. Dirty cat. She was just letting him do it, because she felt that this was right. She’d been overpowered, tricked, and she knew damn well she’d been beaten. Tomorrow that fucking dog would be disrespecting her as usual: sleeping in her bed, chewing her toys, drinking from her water fountain, and she would have no right to complain, but no desire to either. Now she understood how ridiculous her haughtiness was. They were both animals. Gross, messy animals. They licked their own genitals and anuses, they both peed and pooped in unsanitary locations that others had to clean up after, they both vomited and made messes in the house frequently.
Mitzi brought her shitty paw to her face. She sniffed, dabbed the vile sludge on her muzzle and whiskers, then licked. She shuddered and gagged in revulsion, but it somehow didn’t feel bad anymore.
She understood with perfect clarity why dogs rolled in shit, and ate it, and drank from toilets. It was fun. It felt good, to free yourself of all the restrictions and anxiety about not being messy, and embrace that part of her nature.
Bruno must have had to poop so badly. It was all coming out on her. Making her filthy. She was being marked by him, so covered in his scent that she could never lick herself clean without help. He was making a mess. He was making cat food. Stinky cat food for stinky kitties. He was giving her a bath.
The shitty shepherd shuffled back, until his sphincter yawned over Mitzi’s face. She teased eagerly at his hole with her nose and tongue, and without even being ordered to, opened her mouth wide. With a noise like an empty ketchup bottle being squeezed, he let loose with a spectacular eruption of appallingly runny and rotten smelling and tasting doggie diarrhea. Out of him, and onto her, and into her mouth. Such a bad taste. His stomach must have hurt having all this mess inside it. It must feel so good letting it out. It was in her fucking mouth. She retched, choked, then swallowed. Her stomach clenched. Still flat on her back, she erupted like a volcano of nasty cat puke.
Bruno groaned, and sharted in her face again. Gross. Dogs were so gross. But she was a dog’s toilet. Lumps of filth rolled off her face and fell into her mouth. It was a long, long dump. Mush and sludge buried her ears and coated her eyes and whiskers. She swallowed the hot, goopy mess, and opened wide again. It was liquid. Fuck, it was liquid. He had diarrhea. She was probably going to get sick from this. Stupid dog. Stupid cat. She gurgled, and began to purr.
The dog stepped off her. No more pooping. She was filthy. She had to lick herself clean like any dirty cat should. Lick up all this horrible shitty tasting dog waste. Mitzi’s bladder was bursting too, and her bowels suddenly cramped as she sat up. She couldn’t hold this in. She couldn’t make it to the litterbox. She knew where she should lick. She curled up and started tongue bathing her own soiled vagina and anus, waiting while the call of nature got stronger and stronger, then answered it. Hot, salty liquid gushed into her face and mouth, briefly cleansing her palate before her stomach rumbled and dregs of nasty diarrhea squirted all over her and in her maw.
Fuck... fuck... fuck. She’d cum again, hadn’t she? It was okay. She was so filthy, maybe he wouldn’t notice if she just acted casual.
“You’re purring again.”
“It’s just my stomach,” Mitzi lied, blushing profusely under her not-mud mask. “You’ve made me sick, you know that, right? If I shit myself in bed tonight it’ll be your fault.”
Bruno licked her face with his sloppy dog tongue. “I won our bet and you know it. Own up to it.”
“Fine. You win. You were right. I... I enjoyed it.” The cat started to cry. “What the hell is wrong with me?”
“The stick up your ass finally came out. And look at what came out with it!”
“God, fuck you.” Mitzi stood up, resisting the urge to shake herself. She started rubbing her shitty body all over her canine rival. “Okay, fine, you can drink out of my water fountain. And you can drool all over my toys as much as you want, as long as you don’t break them. And you can lie on my bed as much as you want, as long as you leave room for me. Starting right now.” She padded over to her beloved cat bed and lay down on it, rolling and writhing and getting it all filthy.
“What about your litterbox?”
“Well...” Mitzi’s stomach gurgled. Her bladder was still full too. That flood had barely taken the edge off it. Man, all that liquid was going right through her. “I don’t think I’ll be using it as much anymore, so I guess we can share it when you need to.”
“Oh? Are you finally going to try using the toilet? Not afraid of falling in anymore?”
“I have a better idea. Roll over and I’ll show you.”
The dog’s tail started to wag. “Man, you’re so much more fun now. I really am God’s gift to ladies.”
“Shut up, dumbass. I’m getting you back for what you did to me.” The now completely brown cat straddled Bruno’s muzzle. “Ahh...” She started to purr again as she relieved herself into his mouth, with a hissing flood of acrid cat urine and spurts of sloppy diarrhea that should have been embarrassingly noisy, but she no longer cared.
It was hard for Mitzi and Bruno’s owner to say what surprised him more when he came home late that night. The state of the house, and the fact that his cat and dog were completely covered in shit, or that he found them happily curled up together like they’d been best friends all their lives.
Day 4: Prostitution
(THIS DAY IS NOT AVAILABLE ON INKBUNNY DUE TO FEATURING HUMAN ON FERAL CONTENT)
Day 5: Sweat
(THIS DAY IS NOT AVAILABLE ON INKBUNNY DUE TO FEATURING HUMAN ON FERAL CONTENT)
Day 6: Chastity
Today, Denise discovered she’d made a critical oversight when ordering her new chastity belt. The opossum blamed her husband, Felipe. He’d watched her order it three weeks ago, and put it on her, and he hadn’t caught the mistake either. The ocelot was dashing, he was a loving husband, but he wasn’t the brightest bulb, she thought. She also blamed the online order form, as well as herself.
“Honey,” she texted frantically from the cubicle in her office, “How do you go to the bathroom in this thing?” She looked down at the metal panties and jiggled them again, hoping in vain that they’d spring open. Naturally she was doing this in the bathroom cubicle, not exposing herself the one where she worked: that would have made her the laughingstock of the whole department if she wasn’t fired for violating the sexual harassment policy. Casual Friday had its limits.
Maybe she shouldn’t have worn it to work her first time trying it out, or at least she shouldn’t have given her husband the only key. She’d been eager to spice up their sex life, but this was a bad plan, and she hadn’t seen the flaw until she was one meeting, two coffees, and three donuts into the work day. She had to admit it was well fitted, so comfortable she almost forgot she had it on.
“What do you mean?” came the reply.
“What do you think I mean? I can’t get this thing off and I have to pee,” she texted, then followed it up with appropriate emojis.
Felipe started typing, stopped, then started again. “Uh oh. I didn’t think about that.”
“How did you not? WTF?”
“Don’t blame me for this, I said we could wait until the weekend. Hang on, Googling.”
“Not on the company wifi please?”
“You just saved my ass. Gonna pretend I’m on a coffee break, just a min.”
It took two minutes for the reply to come. “Apparently models you can wear all day have holes.”
Denise felt the belt from top to bottom, just in case. “Duck duck duck. It doesn’t have any. WTF? Duck you auto corrugated.”
The possum started to panic. This was bad. She couldn’t make it all day! What would she do? “K. Come bring me the key at lunchtime.”
“OK.” And a heart emoji.
But lunchtime came, and Denise received even more bad news. Felipe’s meeting had run late, and he’d gotten a huge new assignment dumped on him. He’d have to work straight through lunch. It wasn’t uncommon for that to happen at his office.
She could hold it until after lunch, at least. Then she’d figure out what to do. Denise went to the break room, only to realize too late that she’d packed the wrong lunch. This was her husband’s food. He liked mayonaise and tuna pasta salad, she hated it. But she was starving! She had to eat when she was stressed!
The opossum scanned the fridge surreptitiously. A ha! A tupperware container with a note on it saying “Greg,” and another saying “Is your name Greg? If not, hands off,” and another saying “STOP EATING MY F****** LUNCH!!!” Denise shrugged. If he didn’t want people helping themselves, he shouldn’t have bragged to the entire office about his meal prep skills. She was just an instrument of karma.
The hours ticked by. Denise considered several solutions to her problem. Try to slip out of the belt? Some species could do that, but this one fit perfectly around her thick tail. It was snug, comfortable, and utterly immovable. Try to pry it aside? Impossible too. Call a locksmith? Too embarrassing, not to mention she couldn’t do it at work! Pick the lock herself with a paper clip? She tried, but it wasn’t as easy as YouTube made it look, especially from this ange. Just piss through the thing anyway? No, urine would pool in the shape of it and get her pants all wet. Buy a pack of adult diapers at the drugstore? Eww, no way!
Maybe if she stuffed it with toilet paper, it would prevent the drips at least. But not long after lunch, her stomach started to feel uncomfortable. She felt a great weight shift precipitously downward. Then the unpleasant gurgling noises started. She was about to complain to Felipe, whose turn it was to pack the couple’s lunches this week, but when she opened her phone she saw his text apologizing for packing the wrong lunch and offering to order takeout to her office. Then she remembered. She’d eaten Greg’s. The dreadful truth slowly dawned on her. He must have listened to Reddit’s advice. He’d decided to entrap a serial lunch thief within the bathroom all afternoon by spiking it with laxatives!
Thinking quickly, Denise made a beeline for her boss’s office. She gave Greg the evil eye as she passed his cube. He waved back. That motherfucker. Did he know she’d fallen victim to his bait tupperware?
“I’m feeling a little... under the weather,” Denise said nervously to her boss. “I’m calling in sick for the afternoon. I’ll stay late on Monday, I promise, but I have to leave now!”
“You don’t look that bad?” her boss replied skeptically. “What’s wrong?”
“I’d rather not say!” Denises’s gut cramped, and she clutched her stomach. “Let’s just say I’d rather destroy my bathroom than the ladies’ room here!”
Her boss went bright red, even through his fur. Denise grabbed her things and fled the office for dear life. She sped down the freeway like a maniac, and pulled into the driveway, clipping the mailbox, just in time. It felt like an army of elephants was tapdancing in her colon!
What should she do? Sit down on the toilet? Squat in the bathtub? No, she could make it a little longer. She still had time to think.
“Ok,” she texted: “I made it home. Now what?”
“Unlock it?”
“You have the key you idiot!”
“Isn’t there a spare?”
Denise tore through the packaging in vain. She could barely uncross her legs now she had to go so badly. There was no spare key. She looked up the order confirmation e-mail just in case. She hadn’t paid extra for the spare key option... holes? Front hole: None. Rear hole: None. The conversation came back to her. She’d thought those options were for people who wanted to be able to do anal with it on. Felipe said he read on Reddit that a lot of the medieval chastity belts had holes cut in that area because doing it in the butt wouldn’t take a maiden’s virginity, or knock her up.
He was an idiot. She’d married a stupid fucking idiot. And now she was completely helpless to that idiot, trapped in the oppressive metallic embrace of this chastity belt. All she could do was wait for her love to return from his quest fighting the demons of corporate whatever.
Ironically, this was exactly the powerless feeling she’d envisioned when she ordered the thing in the first place. She hadn’t envisioned being locked in it and about to piss and shit herself, with the bathroom so close and yet unusable, but it didn’t totally ruin it. Not like she was about to ruin this chastity belt.
This was all Felipe’s fault. It was his fault for not catching her mistake on the order form, and if he hadn’t packed the wrong lunch she’d never been in this bad a situation! She was going to have to spend her Friday afternoon trapped in the bathroom, wetting and soiling herself and showering off as best she could, but she couldn’t wash inside the belt. He’d come home to unlock her and see it, and smell it!
Denise had an evil thought. She guessed he could just give her the key and she could shut herself in the bathroom, take off the belt, and clean herself up, but why should he get to avoid the disgusting part while she had to suffer through hours of laxative horror because of his mistake? If he caused her to shit herself, why shouldn’t he have to wipe her ass? The thought of her husband seeing her in such a state was utterly humiliating, but it would teach him a lesson. Maybe she wouldn’t clean herself up at all: that was his responsibility!
The opossum stripped down to just her bra and the chastity belt, and took a selfie in front of the bathroom mirror. She sent it to him. “Before picture. You’re going to come home to the after.”
“You can probably wash most of it off in the shower.”
“Fat chance. You made the mess, you clean it up.”
“How is this my fault? I didn’t tell you to steal Greg’s lunch. You could’ve gotten takeout.”
Shit. She could have. “Sorry. You know how I stress eat, I didn’t wanna wait for it to get there. Anyway, you still didn’t notice the lack of holes when you put this on me.”
“You didn’t either.”
“Fine, it’s both of our fault, are you happy? But it’s not fair if I’m the only one who suffers the consequences. If I have to wear a dirty chastity belt for hours the least you can do is clean it up.”
He didn’t respond for a while. Denise regretted the hasty text. Maybe she was being too rash in her anger. He started typing and stopped repeatedly. Her stomach rumbled even more ominously than before. She didn’t have much time left.
“That’s fair,” he said. Then typed again. “I guess in sickness and in health includes explosive diarrhea?” and then a poop emoji.
“Yes.”
“Ok. If u want to get back at me I get it. But you should know”
A long pause. “Know what?” Denise sent impatiently. “Hurry up or I’ll explode.”
“I feel really embarrassed saying this, and I want you to know I never planned any part of this. I’d never do that to you. But, pls don’t laugh, I’ve always had a fantasy about watching a girl pee or poop in her panties. I never told you bc I know you’re not into gross shit like that and I thought you’d laugh.”
That son of a bitch. Denise swore as she furiously typed, clenching her legs together with all her strength. “K.” She thought about leaving him on Read, letting him stew just like she’d imminently be stewing in her own filth. Ugh, was he turned on by imagining that? “1, Im insulted u thought I’d judge you for a kink. U were right, that’s ducking disgusting, but still insulted. 2, really bad time to bring it up.”
“I’m not asking u to do anything. I’m just warning u that making me clean up might not be much of a punishment.”
“Might? Haven’t you tried it before?”
“What? No! I was too scared to ask anyone!”
“Ok whatever.” Denise imagined him squirming and sweating in his office, thinking about her shitting herself. The same humiliating fear of being found out she’d planned to experience by going to work in a chastity belt. “Ill make u suffer with me either way. Gonna tease you all afternoon with a play by play, and then when u get home wiping my ass’ll be so gross it cures your nasty fetish right now. Or maybe if you don’t get home quick I’ll clean up anyway and you’ll miss out.” The possum found herself blushing and wishing she wasn’t stuck in this chastity belt as she typed. No! No, she was not getting turned on by that! What the fuck?
Another stomach rumble. Denise knew it would be her final warning. She could feel the hot mass inside her pounding against her sphincter, threatening to burst through and unleash a bathroom destroying disaster at any moment. Her bladder throbbed with sharp, burning pain.
Not a moment too soon, she was in the bathroom with her phone, a six pack of Sprite to make sure she didn’t get dehydrated, and a towel to sit on. She was going to be stuck here for hours after all. What should she do? Toilet, or shower? If she did this on the toilet it might drip on the floor later when she went to the tub, and she’d be a mess anyway. She could clean the floor. No, she could make Felipe clean the floor. But she might be stuck there for hours, and she knew scrolling social media on the can for too long made her legs fall asleep so badly she’d almost fallen once. What should she do?
Her body decided for her. There was a stabbing pain in her bowels, and her muscles contracted involuntarily. It sounded like a wet fart, but she felt something hot and squishy against her ass. Denise staggered into the shower. Instinct took over, and she wrestled with the chastity belt, but it was just as immovable as ever. Fuck! Fuck! They wouldn’t budge! She didn’t have a choice. She squatted there in the tub, and BWLRCH!!! A heaving mass of warm mush filled the metallic undergarment. Yuck! It was squishing all over her butt and the base of her tail. So wet and gooey. She pushed a little, and not only did a massive volume of waste exit her tailhole, but a stream of piss sprayed loudly against the stainless steel crotch. She didn’t know what was dripping all over her paws. Probably both at once.
Fuck, this was nasty. Denise reached for her phone. “Oh god I just shit myself.”
“On the toilet or did you not make it?”
“Shower”
“Gross. Didn’t u argue with me after I admitted I pee in there sometimes?”
“Duck you,” she tapped, but stood up and took a selfie anyway. Better yet, she thought, she’d record it. That asshole had better cream his pants at work, she thought. So at least some good could come of this. The smell made her gag. No, she wouldn’t send this yet. She’d leave him to sweat, imagining the mess his wife had made of herself.
Whatever Greg had spiked his lunch with, it was strong stuff. Denise couldn’t hold it at all. She stood up, legs clenched together, and a river of mud flooded her chastity belt and flowed down her legs.
“Holy shit,” she gasped when the cramp subsided. If she hadn’t called out for the afternoon she’d have been in trouble, chastity belt or no chastity belt. She examined the damage. Ugh, it was everywhere! There were muddy brown stripes all the way down her inner thighs, and her shins were just as messy, in a less organized way. She snapped a photo of the full extent of the carnage, and changed her mind about not sending it yet. “I think a little might have come out, but I can’t tell,” she texted, followed by a winking emoji.
“Jesus warn me first so I can get off company wifi.”
“Shit sorry.” Denise’s face burned with embarrassment. She looked down a her defiled legs again. Small lumps of semisolid muck were slowly leaking down her thighs. It felt uncomfortably slimy, like warm mud between her toes, slicking down her fur. Her stomach felt a little better, though. God, it was such a relief getting that out of her system. It was also oddly liberating not having to worry about whether she’d make a disgusting mess of the toilet, or how much toilet paper she’d use, or, god forbid, what if her fingers broke through. Usually it was so stressful when she had the runs. It stank, though. Denise realized too late that she hadn’t turned on the bathroom fan, and she couldn’t reach the button without stepping out of the tub. Maybe she should just wash it off. Her finger strayed towards the faucet knob.
Her phone buzzed. “Ok Im on data and in the bathroom.” Then: “OMG. Yeah I don’t think that was just a fart.” Another pause. “U ok? How do you feel?”
“Gross,” she replied. “Glad I called out sick. This would be everywhere if I tried going at work. Tummy hurts less now though.”
“Thats good.”
“Like what you see?”
“Yes I do. This is gonna be a long afternoon.”
“I’ll keep u posted.”
“Please do. Going to put my phone on Do Not Disturb for a bit. I have a few mins b4 this bathroom break gets suspiciously long though.”
Denise’s stomach felt better, but she still had to pee pretty badly. She guessed there was no point holding it in now. She hit record on her phone, spread her legs a little, and relaxed. It was hard to make herself pee with something on her crotch on purpose, but once the flow started, it wouldn’t stop. This time there was no doubt about what has happening: the powerful flow was washing the “solid” contents of the chastity belt and sending a foul mixture of piss and shit pouring down her legs. It pattered against the anti slip mat in the tub so noisily. A filthy puddle ran down towards the drain.
“Fuck!” she said, realizing too late that she hadn’t checked if the fur catcher was in the drain. Not only that, but neither of them had remembered to clean it after their morning showers, and this time of year it was clogged with grey and white possum fur. She couldn’t take it out without reaching into, and touching, the foul liquid that was running into it. There went rinsing herself off. She was still peeing. She focused the camera on her legs again, hoping it was capturing the waterfall raining down from the belt.
She went Felipe, the video, and shortly after had to explain the fur catcher situation.
“Sorry,” he said. “Forgot to clean it. Back to work now, thx for the vid.”
Denise smiled a little as she set down her phone. She gingerly sat down on the towel, spreading it out to cover more of the tub floor. Spreading her legs revealed more of the mess on them. She took another selfie. At least one of them might enjoy this... shitty situation. She had several more hours of this before he got home. Yuck, her tail was lying on the dirty tub floor too now.
Her stomach wasn’t even close to done with her. The opossum tried to hold it when she first felt the urge again, but the pressure built up fast, and when her tailhole started to burn she gave up and soiled herself again. Urgh... nasty. It came out fast and not-so-thick, with a nauseating bubbling and spluttering sound. The putrid, soupy mess flowed easily out of the ruined chastity belt, spreading out on the towel as a greasy slick of yellow-brown sludge. This was vile. She couldn’t understand what Felipe could possibly like about this. She was getting uncomfortable sitting her like this, too. She stretched, putting her paws against the wall of the tub and leaving muddy footprints. Yuck.
But as she tried to imagine what could possibly be sexy about this, Denise felt an odd sensation in her stomach, like being on a roller coaster, that she was sure the laxatives didn’t cause. Taking another picture of herself, and sending it, made her feel it even stronger.
It took another hour, and several more involuntary squirts into her chastity panties, before he signed back in. By then, she had the courage to ask him.
“I don’t know,” he texted back. “Part of it’s losing control or seeing someone else lose control I guess. Its hot feeling helpless sometimes right?”
Denise guessed she could relate. She knew about that, of course: that’s why she’d gotten the chastity belt. And she sure did feel helpless right now: marinating in her own filth, with nothing she could do but wait for her husband to come home and rescue her. Her heart beat faster.
“I also had fantasies about a girl having an accident and dropping her pants in front of me, and me seeing her naked private parts. And maybe asking me to help her clean herself up. If u think about it, we’re only naked in the bedroom, the shower, or goin 2 the bathroom.”
“So a guilt free excuse to see and touch a girl’s junk?”
“Sorta.”
“But we’re married. You don’t need an excuse w me.”
“I know. I cant explain it totally. But like, lets say we were at the mall or something, and you suddenly had to go and didn’t make it to the bathroom.”
“So its an exhibitionism thing? Like u want to see me naked in public?”
“Not quite.”
“Besides, my junk can’t look that good right now. And it fucking stinks in here.”
“That’s kinda the point. Like, part of it is loving your partner even in her worst moment, and still finding her irresistibly sexy even soaked in pee or covered in shit.”
Denise blushed so hard her ears turned red. Felipe really could make anything sound romantic. Even this. That was one of the things she loved about him. She looked at the dirty chastity belt again, and felt an urge to touch herself. “Ok I see your point. I guess that feels good. But I’m not wiping your ass if you shit your pants on purpose.”
“I didn’t expect you to. I know it’s a weird kink that’s prob a total turnoff for you and most people. And no pressure to do anything. If you want to just shower off then do it.”
Denise thought about it. But part of this was giving her a kind of thrill. Oh, it was absolutely disgusting. But he was right. The idea of him looking forward to coming home to her, even if it meant walking in on her like this, made her feel desirable.
“Wait,” she texted. “Is this anything like the mud kink?” She smiled, remembering the date where they’d gone to the riverbank, and she’d tried to hike across to an island and “accidentally” tripped and fell, and then he’d come to help her... and they’d made out and made love right there in the clammy ooze. She’d been unsure about it at first, but after he waded out to her she’d been the one egging him on. She'd almost forgotten. Being stuck and needing rescue, and her lover helping her out of her dirty clothes, but being so turned on by her that he couldn’t control himself even though she was such a mess... and how she’d loved the way he’d called her a dirty girl.
“Kinda,” he replied.
Denise whimpered as the roiling pressure built up in her again. Not yet, not yet... She curled her toes, trying to hold it in. She put her paws into the puddle again, wiggling her toes back and forth. It kind of felt like mud, if she ignored the smell. But that she was getting acclimated to. But this was much warmer, especially when it freshly came out and squished into her panties.
Was she really considering this? The opossum relaxed, and let fresh diarrhea bubble noisily out, overflowing the chastity belt yet again. Fuck, she needed to paw off so badly, but it wouldn’t work, only make an even worse mess of her.
She made a fateful decision. “Honey?” she typed. “How messy would I have to be before it turned you off?”
“WDYM?”
“I can’t take being stuck in this chastity belt much longer, and the tub’s a mess. If I tried to touch myself, or lay down in it, and made the mess worse, would u be mad?”
“Sweetie I’ll get home as soon as I can. I think my boss should be chill if it’s a family emergency.”
“Thank you. But if I can’t wait”
“Are you saying if you smear it on yourself?”
“Yes”
“By ‘accident.’”
“Fuck you. This is your fetish dude.”
“I know. And if you want to try it I’d be nothing but thrilled.”
“I mean like... if I slid my butt down rn it might go on my back. Above the waist? Is that even a thing? Are people into that?”
“Yes. But as a warning it takes a few showers to get the smell all the way out of ur fur.”
“Ok wtf. You said your fetish was accidents.”
“Yeah but you know how it is with diarrhea. It can get everywhere.”
“How would it get above the waist?”
“Let’s just say if you slipped and fell in the tub. Or if you accidentally touched it and then touched yourself somewhere else and forgot ur hands were dirty. BTW if you do try it you should only use one hand so u have a clean one to touch the phone.”
“Okay. If I hypothetically slipped, you wouldn’t be made that you had to clean up more than if I just sat here and tried to stay clean?”
“Denise, you are the love of my life. If I came home and found you covered head to toe I would love you just as much. Even if I found you licking it out of your hands I would gladly kiss you on the lips in greeting.”
Denise gagged a little. “Jesus.” She had that mental image now. Fuck, her cheeks were burning. “Calm down Romeo, I’m not going THAT far.”
He replied with a heart emoji. She rolled her eyes.
“See you soon, honey,” she said. “Text when you leave the office. If I don’t reply I probably forgot the warning and can’t touch my phone.” She uncapped a bottle of soda. Drinking more liquid while her legs were soaked in her accident felt wrong, but this really seemed like a recipe for dehydration, and she’d need both hands to open these. She waited until she’d chugged half the bottle before she got brave. She reached down and pressed her fingers against the metal chastity belt, begging it to magically come unlocked. She needed this. She needed it. She rubbed back and forth, and tried to force her fingers in the waistband.
Yuck. It was all over her fingers. She wiped them off on her leg. Fuck, she was so horny! He was going to walk in on this, finding her in this disgusting state! Denise slid her butt forward until she lay on her back in the tub. She could feel muck squishing into her fur, and a burning pressure in her rectum. She groaned and pushed. SPBBLBLLRLRLK. Oh, shit. So much mess. She lifted her soiled hindpaws into the air, hoping they wouldn’t drip, and tried in vain to pleasure herself through the messy chastity belt again. She pushed her feet against the wall, lifting her rump. Higher... higher... she let it splat down, until the next wave of cramps came, then lifted again. SBPBLRECKKKSFSHPLTTT. Oh, no. Oh, yes. It was running down her back, dripping, all hot and slimy.
She needed release so badly! Denise pawed at the belt, whining. Fuck, here came some more... she let it out with her hand right there under her tail, feeling hot, runny sludge overflow out between her fingers. Gross, so gross... she dragged them upward, smearing nasty brown across her belly.
The poopy possum reached for her drink and chugged the rest of it. She could open another with her dirty hand on the bottle and the clean one on the lid, she guessed. If it weren’t for this belt she’d have shoved the empty bottle up either hole. Fuck, she was so horny. She writhed in the filthy tub, smearing more and more of her body with shit.
The closest she could come to touching herself with this fucking chastity belt stuck on her was playing with her nipples. Should she use her clean hand? She thought, or the dirty one? Ugh, that would be such a mess. But she wasn’t the one cleaning it: her pervert of a husband was. He’d probably get off to it too. She closed her eyes and imagined him standing there, whacking off to the sight of her covered in her own shit. The next thing she knew, her left breast was smeared brown. God, when would he get here and save her from this?
Minutes passed, nearly an hour. Denise was on her third bottle of soda now. Opening them with one hand a slippery mess was a challenge, but she needed the liquid. It was going right through her. She’d peed at least three times, and she’d lost count of how often she’d shit herself. Her abs were going to be sore from all this cramping and squirting. There wasn’t any comfortable position. She’d tried standing, squatting, kneeling, sitting up, lying down on her back, and finally she knelt on all fours, lifted her tail, and let it all run down her thighs. She’d definitely have sprayed the whole tub without this belt on. “Ugh...” she groaned. “They weren’t kidding when they called it explosive diarrhea.”
She’d kept Felipe updated on her condition. Finally, the long awaited text came. “I got out of work early! Had to finish a few things, and Bob cornered me and tried to talk my ear off, but I’m in the car now. Do you want me to get you anything?”
“No. Come straight home,” Denise replied. “Wait. You have the key, right?”
“Yes.”
“I want a photo. If its missing you need to buy bolt cutters or something.”
There was an agonizing wait before the picture came, then a message. “Panicked for a sec, it wasn’t on my key ring. Forgot I put it around my neck. Leaving now, see you soon honey.”
Denise sighed in relief. His commute sometimes took almost an hour, but traffic might not be as bad this time of day. She just had half an hour to endure this, maybe 45 minutes. The opossum’s fur was smeared and caked with her own waste. The tub was a total disaster, and there were shit-stained empty soda bottles lying on the bathmat. Strangely, she’d kind of come to terms with that. All that mattered was being freed from the damned chastity belt so she could cum.
“K. I’m about to be unable to use my phone too,” she texted. Why not? He’d be home soon, and she’d wash it all off. In the meantime... maybe she could get a little more messy, as a surprise for him. She’d taken the opportunity to look up a few things. Getting it in your mouth, nose, or eyes was the only real disease risk, according to the internet. That and getting shit in your vagina could give you a UTI or a rash, but she didn’t have any control over that. But it had to get in them.
She sat up and stared at the lake of liquid horror in the bottom of the tub. The fur catcher was completely clogged now, with the lumps of more solid stuff preventing any liquid from draining away. She guessed she could have unclogged it since she’d sacrificed one hand anyway, but what was the point? She dipped her other hand into the mess, scooping up a bit of the thicker bits of the slimy filth. Where was she still clean? Her shoulders, she guessed. Yuck, it wasn’t as warm now. And her neck... and her head... Denise lay down on her back the other way around, letting her neck sink into the puddle of raw sewage. It was almost an inch deep. She turned her head back and forth and let it sink into her scalp fur. Ugh, her ears were soaked! She rubbed her nipples furiously. When would he get home? This was unbearable! She sat up again, sliding around in the mess. Slurry dripped down her back.
Denise stood up, with great caution, and looked at herself in the mirror. God... only her face was truly clean.
Fuck, this was nasty. She peed in the chastity belt, hoping it would wash out the worst of the old muck, then cupped her hand under it and pooped, catching the fetid dribblings. With great caution, she started to dab it on her scalp and face like paint. She couldn’t get it too thick, or it might drip places she didn’t want it too, but she could still get a little dirtier.
This was it. This was as messy as she was willing to get. Denise realized to her amusement how strange that sounded. Just a few hours ago she’d been freaking out about the possibility of being stuck in a shitty chastity belt at all. Now she was so much worse. She’d just relax now, and wait for Felipe to get home.
Wait. It wasn’t dripping yet, but how could he rinse her without it running everywhere? Maybe wet wipes or a damp washcloth would work, but they couldn’t get it all off, and at some point she’d have to shower. Fuck!! She’d have to just close her eyes and hope for the best, and wash her mouth out and brush her teeth. Maybe Felipe would know what to do.
She’d read so many posts from furs saying they regularly ate their own, or their partners’, though. They got sick sometimes, the runs and maybe puking, but if it was just a tiny little bit of germs, maybe she’d be okay. And if not, it was too late now.
So what was the harm in going a tiny bit further? She wasn’t going to actually get it in her mouth of course, but maybe she didn’t have to be quite so careful. She waited, holding it in as best as she could, until she heard the garage door opener. It was loud, since it was right next to the bathroom. Now in a hurry, she turned on her side and put her hand between her legs. She grunted and pushed. Hot, molten diarrhea spilled out of the chastity belt into her quivering hand. She reached up and splatted the foul muck onto the bridge of her muzzle, hurriedly rubbing it back and forth.
“I’m home!” Felipe’s voice echoed through the house.
“Okay!” Denise replied without thinking. “I’m in the bathroom!” Fuck, it was all over her lips. She didn’t taste it yet, but she felt it get inside her lips as she closed her mouth. The opossum shuddered and gagged. Fuck, fuck, this was a bad idea!
The door burst open. Felipe stared into the bathroom in shock, holding the chastity belt key. “Denise?” he said. “Oh, holy shit! I didn’t think you were going to -”
“It got in my mouth fuck fuck fuck! Mouthwash!” she cried, spitting frantically. He handed her a bottle, and she poured it into her mouth, gargled, and spit. “Fuck...”
“You... tasted it?”
“No! I didn’t mean to, I just... got it on my face, and I didn’t think it would get in my mouth!” Her throat felt dry. She spat again, fighting the urge to swallow or lick her lips. He brought her a damp washcloth, and wiped the worst of it from around her mouth and nose, and gave her another round of mouthwash.
“So...” the ocelot said awkwardly.
“So...” Denise blushed. She spread her arms wide. “How do I look?”
“You’re a mess,” he gasped. “You’re beautiful.” Denise noticed the crotch of his work pants was bulging outward. “Do you want the key?”
“I said you’re cleaning up the mess you caused, and that includes taking these off me,” she said.
“Okay. Let me change out of my work clothes.” He disappeared into the bedroom, then came back stark naked and definitely hard. “Shit. I left the key on the nightstand. Hang on!”
He took a few tries to find the keyhole in the quagmire of mess between her legs. But finally, the steel panties fell with a clank to the tub floor. “Oh, thank God!” she said. Her hand immediately went to her crotch. SCHLUCK!
“Sorry I took so long to get out of work,” he said. “I’ll get this mess off you, don’t worry!” He reached for the faucet, but Denise clasped her filthy hand on top of his.
“Not yet,” she said. “I’ve been desperate all day! Finish me off first!"
The ocelot was still so smitten he was nearly speechless. “Are you... enjoying this?” he asked.
“It’s gross, but it’s not as bad as I expected,” she admitted. “If you want to have a little fun before you help me shower, I’d be okay with that. Unless this is too messy for you after all!” she wiped her tail across the wall, smearing it with dirty brown streaks.
“Oh, trust, me, it's not!” Felipe caressed her shitty shoulder, and slid his hand slowly down to her breast. He stepped carefully into the tub, wrapped his arms around her, and kissed her on the lips, then rubbed his face against hers. When he pulled back, there was a brown smear on his nose, and clinging to his whiskers.
“Eww,” Denise laughed. “You’ve got something on your...”
“Oh, shit.” He tried to wipe it off, but his hands were dirty now. “Sorry, I forgot it was all over your face. Here. Sit down, and I’ll take care of you.”
After being desperately horny all day, Denise’s release came quickly. Too soon, she thought. “Let’s not clean up just yet,” she said. “I don’t think Greg’s lunch is done with me yet. I’d only make a mess again.”
“Do you want to wait, or... make a bigger mess?”
“A bigger mess. Is there anything you’ve always wanted to try? That doesn’t mean getting clothes dirty, or it getting in my mouth,” she added.
“I guess so,” he said. “I had a fantasy about you sitting in my lap and having an accident. I always imagined we’d have clothes on, but this is fine.”
“Okay. I’m about to explode anyway. Here, hold my tail so I don’t put it in your face by accident.” Denise got up, and started to squat down, her stomach cramping. “Shit, shit -” GGLLOAARRRRTTT. “Oh fuck, I’m so sorry!” She hadn’t even made it long enough to sit down. While she was still hovering there, bent over, it just... came out. A huge dollop of wet mud splatted down on his crotch, followed by a faucet of watery muck that spewed out of her ass all over her husband. She froze, in too much shock at what was happening, and by the time she had the presence of mind to plop her rump down before releasing the rest of the latest wave of diarrhea, his chest was covered in it. She wiggled back and forth in discomfort. “God - fuck, I covered you in it, didn’t I?”
“Don’t worry, sweetie,” he said soothingly, massaging her back. “You didn’t get my face... much.”
“Much?” When she felt like she could hold it in long enough to turn around, Denise did, settling back down in his lap the other way around, to find that his chin and cheek were splattered. Heavy droplets of liquid shit clung to his whiskers on one side, and more speckled his fur. Her heart skipped a beat. What a mess. She wrapped her arms around her husband and nuzzled his face. Then suddenly, with a squeak, they slid down, leaving her on top of him. Ahh, that felt good.
“Ow! Let me up, let me up! That stupid chastity belt’s digging in... my thigh!”
Soon the soiled chastity belt lay on the bathmat, while the opossum and ocelot couple made passionate, filthy love in the bath. After a few more hours, the laxatives Denise’s coworker had spiked his lunch with finally ran their course, and they showered off together, using copious amounts of scented shampoo to try to get the smell out of their fur. Without fully drying off, they staggered to bed and collapsed onto the sheets.
“Let’s order pizza tonight,” Denise said. “That was... fun, by the way. I don’t think I’d have tried it if you’d told me before, but it was a better surprise.”
“Do you want to try it again some time?” Felipe asked. “I can always add a... special ingredient when I pack your lunch for work.”
“Maybe a late afternoon snack. So I can make it home without calling out sick.”
“Oh, yeah. That’d be smart.”
“And no more chastity belts. Not unless you’re in the room and have the key.”
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