Sloptober 2023 Week 1
Day 22: Bondage
Today, Rosalie was being treated rather worse than she was accustomed to. It wasn’t her first time being kidnapped. The chinchilla had grown up in a rather sheltered, wealthy family who’d also been very paranoid about stranger danger. As long as she could remember, she’d been warned about being abducted and held for ransom, or worse. But once she grew up, those fears soon turned to shameful, forbidden fantasies, fueled by a combination of true crime podcasts and bad romance novels. It was only natural that as soon as she was out of the house and on her own, Rosalie started chasing that thrill. It began with escape rooms, but it quickly progressed to going to clubs her parents would have been mortified to see her in, in outfits they’d have been mortified to see her in, and leaving with people they’d have been mortified to see her with, often in handcuffs or chains. One thing led to another, and... well, there were services on the internet you could pay to put you through a harrowing mock kidnapping, with some... bodice ripping thrown in. Rosalie had been tied up, stripped, whipped, and had various body parts and foreign objects ‘forced’ into various orifices. She was no stranger to that. In fact, it had gotten a little passe. So, in search of the next level of thrills, she’d sought out the most extreme one possible. No limits, no safe words, just over a dozen forms, contracts and waivers signing away her body from now until the first of November. But she hadn’t quite envisioned what that would entail.
It started with her parking in the agreed upon CVS Pharmacy Parking Lot at 5:30 AM, and being grabbed and forced into a van by a bunch of masked furs. Once in the back, she was bound, blindfolded, relieved of all her possessions, and driven away to who knew where. So far so good, even when her captors got a bit handsy. That was fine. The problem was...
“Please! Sir, I need to go to the bathroom! I promise I won’t try to escape!” Rosalie pleaded. It was three hours into the drive. She’d been graciously allowed food and water, which she was now regretting, as well as the three cups of coffee she’d had pre-kidnapping because she had to get up so early.
“Shut up!” one of her captors, a muscular pale-furred wolf, slapped her across the face. “You’re not getting out of this van until we reach our destination, and there’s still five hours to go.”
“What? You can’t expect me to hold it in for that long!”
The wolf shrugged. “You can either hold it in or not. It’s not my problem.”
“Seriously guys, I’m gonna pee my pants if you don’t pull over soon.”
The wolf just leered at her, and pulled out a gag. “You’re not in a position to make threats, rich girl. If you wanna spend the rest of the ride in wet pants, go ahead.”
“I don’t want to! I physically cannot hold it in for five more hours, you asshole!” the chinchilla squirmed in her seat. “You’re the one threatening to force me to wet my pants!”
“Not my pants, not my problem.”
Rosalie prided herself on thinking of inventive ways out of predicaments. “But... but I’ll piss all over the seat, too! Is that what you want? All over the floor of your van...”
“Not my van either. I just work here.”
“But your boss will be angry, won’t he? You'll get in trouble if you make me ruin the seats!”
“No I won’t. You will be, though.”
One of the other goons, a buck with sawed-off antlers, laughed cruelly. “Yeah. He might even rub your nose in it like the bitch you are! But I got news for you: girls piss and shit themselves in terror on that seat all the time!”
The van drove on and on. Rosalie’s bladder grew more and more painful. She couldn’t sit still now: she was constantly bouncing around in her seat. The threat of the gag made her hold her tongue, and her bladder, for a little while, but she soon reverted to type.
“You’d better pull over now!” she shouted. “Do you know who I am? I’m the customer, that means I pay your salaries!”
“Shut up, you dumb bitch!” the wolf slapped her hard across her face. Rosalie made an undignified squeak from shock and pain. Her cheek stung. She thought his claws might have broken the skin. Fuck, her heart was pounding so bad. “Lemme explain how things work. You’re not the customer anymore, you’re the Merchandise. The customer was One Week Ago You who hired us specifically to not give a shit what you say.”
“I booked this kidnapping two months ago,” Rosalie whimpered. It was all she could think of to say in the face of the powerful fur’s snarling aggression.
“Holy shit, the waiting list is that long?” the wolf’s face relaxed. He then quickly reasserted himself. “Two months? Stop lying, you whore! You didn’t book two months ago! And it doesn’t matter, because now you’re ours! What are you gonna do, leave a bad review?”
“My - my dad will come after you!” Rosalie blubbered. “And my lawyer! And my dad’s lawyers!”
“That’s all you got? Your rich daddy? Your daddy’s gonna disown you when he finds out how you’ve been spending his money.”
Rosalie knew in her heart that he was right. That shut her up for a little while longer. Then came bargaining, begging, offering any kind of obscene sexual favors in exchange for just being allowed the tiny dignity of not being forced to wet her pants.
“Please!” she whined. “I won’t even leave the car: you can make me piss in a bottle! Just hurry!”
But the wolf never broke character again, and neither did the buck. To make matters worse, the sadistic driver steered the van onto the rumble strips at the side of the highway, causing Rosalie to wail in desperation.
She held on a few minutes more, but her bladder was completely at its limit. Her panties grew damp and warm with spurt after spurt that slowly leaked out of her until her will was fully broken and she gave in. Her captors jeered and mocked her when they picked up the sounds of liquid hissing and dribbling. The chinchilla simply wept. Her bladder took an eternity to drain, forcing her to endure both the discomfort of being painfully full and of sitting in a puddle of liquid shame at the same time. It was a completely degrading, violating experience. But hadn’t that been what she wanted? She’d spent so long chasing the high of feeling completely powerless, and boy did she feel powerless now. And even when she was empty, she felt no real relief, since by now the coffee had agitated her digestive system as well. Plus her bladder refilled fast. She just had to sit in her sopping seat, in a van that reeked of urine, for hour after dismal hour. When at last they reached their destination, Rosalie was just grateful her panties were only wet.
“Oh, thank god!” she moaned as she was manhandled out of the van. Her legs were stiff, sore, and chafed from the rope binding her ankles together. She couldn’t even walk on her own. “Bathroom! I need a bathroom quick!”
“You just went in the van,” said the wolf with an evil grin.
“It’s not just pee this time.” Rosalie blushed as she admitted it. She was so desperate she’d have taken anything, even having to shit in a bucket with them watching. But they refused every request, instead fulfilling their threats and forcibly rubbing her face in the reeking puddle in her seat and gagging her with one of her socks, which they’d thoroughly steeped in the stale, lukewarm piss. They forcibly held her down and stripped her to just her panties, and a few minutes later Rosalie was helplessly bound in a kneeling posture, with her feet held apart by a spreader bar and her hands behind her back, tied to a post to await her breaking-in.
The chinchilla almost soiled herself on the spot when she saw the man who was going to do it. He was a panther, tall and lean in a business suit, with a cruel glint in his piercing green eyes. The worst part was, he was hot, and he felt even more self-conscious bound and exposed there in her soaking wet panties. He sniffed the air. The wolf and the buck stood by.
“Well, well,” said the feline. “Looks like another slut’s come in. Look at the anger in this one’s eyes. You’re spirited, aren’t you?”
“Mmmpphh frrmmpphh rrrmmffmphhh ffmmmmph!” Rosalie squealed against the wet sock gag.
“What was that?” The panther pulled it out. Rosalie spat and retched, trying to red her mouth of the taste of stale piss, then gave u.
“Your fucking asshole goons wouldn’t let me go to the bathroom on a nine hour drive and made me piss my pants!”
The panther looked at the wolf and buck and adjusted his tie. “Is this true?”
“Yep.” The wolf said proudly.
“Which - which means I’m sullied merchandise!” Rosalie tried to buy time. “You look like you appreciate the finer things in life: that’s why you had me grabbed off the street, right? You wouldn’t use a girl who looks and smells like this, right? And I peed all over your van seats, too. You should let me freshen up and shower before you have your way with me.”
The panther scratched his whiskers contemplatively. “You brought her to me looking like this? After what she did?” he said. Rosalie held her breath, hoping she would at last get a reprieve, and maybe the kidnappers would get what was coming to them.
“You heard her, boys. Give the filthy whore a shower.”
To Rosalie’s horror, the panther sat back on a chair and watched as his men approached the bound chinchilla. “Thank God, I was fuckin’ bursting,” said the wolf.
“Yeah,” said the buck. “I shouldn’t have gotten another soda at that last gas station.”
They unzipped their pants. Rosalie whimpered in terror. But she was frozen with fear, too afraid to speak in case it invited even worse punishment.
The wolf started pissing first, pushing a powerful, musky stream that sprayed Rosalie’s tender, seatbelt-chafed breasts like a faucet. It stung, and reeked of his musk. The buck soon joined him, drenching her back in warm liquid. To add further indignity, they soon moved on to her face. Rosalie thrashed from side to side, screaming curses at the evil kidnappers, but it was getting everywhere, stinging her eyes and soaking her luxurious grey fur.
The poor chinchilla knelt there in a massive puddle, sobbing and cursing. “Let me go home!” she cried. “I want out! I didn’t sign up for this!”
“Ah, but you did,” said the panther. “Your waivers and contracted all specifically stated that you accepted that you can and will be exposed to any and all bodily fluids, whether your own or ours, while we hold you captive, and that you may be denied hygiene or other humane treatment whether you behave or not. Now, it’s my turn.”
Rosalie gulped. The panther’s sleek pants were tented out from watching his two minions treat her like a gas station urinal. He removed his belt and whipped her with it across the ribs, forearm, and back, then continued leaving his clothes on a chair. A ring-shaped gag was forced into her mouth as a precaution against biting, and the feline stepped up to home plate, seizing the chinchilla’s ears and digging his claws into her sensitive skin as he forced himself upon her. She was soaked in piss, reeked of that very substance, and he didn’t even care. He purred in a silky voice as he thrust his throbbing barbed erection in and out of her unwilling mouth, calling her filthy, worthless, nothing but a piece of trash to be used and discarded. He spat on her forehead and rubbed it into her soggy fur. It would have been enjoyable, if not for the wet fur, the stench of pee, and the pressing need for a toilet. Rosalie’s knees hurt from kneeling. She strained against the spreader bar, trying in vain to close her legs to help her hold it in. No! Please! She hadn’t shit herself since the Hot Sauce Incident during Sorority Pledge Week, and the mental scars that left made her resolve to never lose control like that again! Why did she have to have takeout curry the night before this kidnapping, or have all that coffee in the morning?
With ironclad resolve she withstood the panther’s assault, until hot, salty liquid spurted into her mouth, then on her face as he pulled out. She cried tears of joy and relief. She was sure she’d made it. Any minute now, she’d be allowed to use a toilet. But instead, the sadistic panther thrust his softening member back in.
When the first spray of horribly acrid feline piss hit the back of her throat, Rosalie could take no more. She screamed despairingly through the gag. Her eyes rolled back in her head, she retched, and SPPLURCCHH! A thick coil of hot, sticky mess squelched out into her panties. She choked and coughed, spitting out piss, but she couldn’t pull her head back. His paw was clamping her there over his cock.
“Drink it,” he snarled. “Drink, you bitch. What, you think you’re too good to drink my piss, while you’re kneeling there with your panties full of shit?”
It tasted so vile, Rosalie’s body shuddered and unloaded more mush into her panties. She choked down one noxious, throat-burning swallow, and soiled herself some more. The stench alone would have made her eyes water. More... more... she had to swallow, or who knew what she’d do to her. He was right, she was so stupid for agreeing to this. She’d signed away her body for the thrill of it, and now her privileged arrogance weighed heavy in her ruined panties. Her very bodily functions were no longer hers to control.
The panther pulled out and finished emptying his bladder on her face, soaking her in his foul cat musk. Rosalie hung defeated in her bonds. Her panties were full of mushy poop, and it was soaking its disgusting essence into the fur of her butt and crotch, but she was still holding in the worst of it in some faint hope of being allowed to a potty. Maybe it wasn’t that bad. Maybe only a little had really come out. Just a little stain or skidmark. No, who was she kidding? She’d just shit herself mid-blowjob. Rosalie was used to being called a dirty slut, but now she truly believed it, because part of her was enjoying the degradation and loss of control. She wanted him to hold her on her back and fuck her in her shitty panties. Any hole, every hole. She wanted to touch herself through them. What was wrong with her?
After what felt like hours of kneeling in her own waste, the panther returned, and removed her gag. “Are you ready to cooperate now, shit bitch?” he asked. “No biting. If you bite, we’ll just throw you in a cell and leave you like this the whole week. No baths, no changes.”
Rosalie nodded. “More...” she moaned, tears running down her piss-encrusted cheeks. “Use me, sir...” her loins quivered. Her bladder throbbed. Her bowels ached. Her butthole burned.
“Good girl. You broke so fast, too. It takes most of our customers two or three days.”
That final humilation truly broke Rosalie’s will. She accepted the panther’s barbed cock into her mouth, slurping and sucking as pathetically as she’d ever down. He was too big for her. It hit the back of her throat, making her gag. She clenched as hard as she could, fighting to stop what she knew was inevitable, but her bladder was already exhausted from being pushed far past the limit earlier. Liquid flooded her panties, pouring down her legs and washing little brown chunks out into the growing puddle of her own filth she was bound in. She moaned pitifully as he thrust faster and faster, and with a muddy BLURTTCHSCHH, the chinchilla unleashed the full force coffee shits she’d been holding back all day, not into a toilet or even a bucket or the floor, but her own panties. Wave after wave of piss and runny shit exploded out of her, flowing out of her panties and dripping down her legs in a foul mudslide. Hot, slimy ooze soaked her pussy. It was bubbling out the tailhole, even. She was a mess, bound, helpless, and filthy.
The panther made her kneel on all fours while the wolf violated her, then pinned her down on her back and ravaged her with his barbed dick, but she hardly even cared because he was doing the unthinkable: smearing the horrific, reeking mess from her panties all over her beautiful fur, completely ruining her coat. Fuck, if her father could see her like this...
The cruel liars: even though she cooperated, they threw her in a cell, hogtied and covered in her own shit, just like they’d threatened, but not before making her eat a heavy meal and drink a huge amount of water. She woke up with waste flooding into her pants and soaking the filthy blanket where she lay until it was her turn to be brought out and played with again, drooling through a piss-soaked ball gag. She could hear the plaintive mewls and moans of other captives all around her. She grunted and shit herself some more, writhing in filth as she replayed the panther’s last words in her head. Tomorrow, they’d start with the anal, and finish with the blowjobs, and only if she behaved would she get a shower of the non-golden kind. She had never felt so powerless in her life. Why, oh why hadn’t she heeded her family’s warnings?
Maybe this had been worth the money after all.
Day 23: Scat
Today, Macie and Britney the feral labrador retriever mixes were having fun at the dog park when they suddenly felt a familiar urge.
“Uh oh.” Macie froze in place. She looked back at her butt and shivered. Her stomach was rumbling hard. She was slightly the smaller of the two dogs, a dalmador who passerby often complemented for her cute looks and black and white splotched coat. She looked at her adoptive sister. Britney was a labrashep, part german shepherd, with black and tan fur, and was a little taller and longer-coated. Though different in appearance, the two mutts had both inherited the insatiable appetites of a lab, and their owner foolishly indulged their constant, ravenous hunger. They’d been fed four huge bowl of wet kibble for breakfast, but that still hadn’t been enough for them that morning. “I don’t think I should have eaten that whole block of cheese I stole from the fridge.”
“Is your tummy upset? If it is, it’s your own fault for not sharing with me,” said Britney haughtily. But her own belly gave a rumble that echoed across the dog park. “Ooof... I shouldn’t have eaten the whole pack of bacon. It was so greasy...”
Despite their appetites the two labs remained relatively slim dogs. They had a dirty secret to maintaining their figures: the amount of waste the pair put out was truly enormous. Every dog walker in the city had blacklisted them for the monstrous baggy busters they tended to unload, and when it was runny, their owner couldn’t even clean it off the sidewalk, earning the ire of the neighbors. And today, they’d eaten massive amounts of cheese and bacon, both guaranteed to upset a canine stomach, not to mention their owner had slept through his alarm and forgotten to let them out before he left for work. They’d gotten peckish that afternoon, and he came home to find the fridge and trash can demolished, but miraculously they hadn’t had an accident in the house.
“I really, really have to poop!” Macie said. She started to squat, but Britney barked:
“No! Don’t!”
“Why not?”
“Our owner was in such a rush he forgot to put new poop bags on our leashes. And you used up a whole roll last Friday, remember?”
“Oh, yeah.” Macie had left a package at every address for four blocks before her owner gave up and took them home that afternoon. “I didn’t use the whole roll by myself! Anyway, there’s baggies at the park!”
“The dispenser’s empty as usual. I checked because I have to go too! And you know what cheese does to you: it’ll probably be too runny to pick up! There’s so many people... if we stink up the park we’ll be the disgrace of the neighborhood!”
“You’re right.” Macie felt the eyes of other dogs and owners on her.
“You have to hold it in until we get home!”
Something heavy shifted in Macie’s gut. “I don’t think I can make it!” she whined.
Britney growled. “Don’t do it. I -” the air suddenly filled with a noxious, sulfurous stench, and the labrashep groaned and crossed her legs. “Fuck. I can’t make it home either. I’m going to explode any minute! What are we going to do?” Macie hung her tongue out and panted. “Why are you looking at me like that.”
“I know what we can do.”
Britney gulped. She did know. A few months ago, they’d been desperate in the house, and had the idea of satisfying their need to answer the call of nature and their ravenous appetites at the same time by disposing of the evidence in the only way they knew how. They’d made the mess far worse, if anything, but they’d discovered that eating each other’s and their own waste until they puked, rolling in it, and other filthy acts were incredibly arousing. “You want us to eat each other’s poop, don’t you?”
“Yeah!” Macie’s tail wagged.
“Macie...” she groaned, salivating in spite of herself at the imagination of tasting whatever putrid horror came out of her sister. “This is in public... anyway, it’ll probably make a mess anyway! There’s no way we can eat it all!”
“Our owner only fed me fifteen treats so far. I’m starving!”
“You’re always starving, until you puke, and then you’re starving again.” Britney wanted to say no, but she could feel the seething mass inside her fighting to force its way out. This really was an emergency. “Fuck!” she growled as another cramp hit her. She sank into a squat, and remembered herself just in time. “Over here! In the bushes where no one can see us, quickly!”
She led Macie into a patch of grass between the shrubs that was secluded from the rest of the dog park. Britney sniffed at the ground as dogs do. There were surprisingly few smells of other dogs relieving themselves: instead, it stank of passion. Usually dogs only came here to play hide and seek, or have a good humping session without being disturbed. Britney suddenly felt awkward about this, but Macie was hopping from paw to paw in desperation as she trotted after her. “Oh no, oh no!” she barked. “It’s about to come out!”
“Mine’s about to come out, too!” growled Britney. “You have to go first!”
Macie whimpered. She could feel her sphincter straining. Her muscle was surely about to give way, and if there wasn’t anyone there to catch it it would probably be a horrible, sloppy mess that was impossible to pick up off the grass. Her hips instinctively lowered a few inches, and she felt her tailhole open before clamping it shut with all her might. “No, you have to let me go first – I mean go first, not go first eating it. I’m seriously about to explode!”
“Well, we can’t both go first! Unless you lay down and I licked it up off your tail, but that would make a huge mess!”
It seemed an intractable dilemma for the two desperate doggies. But suddenly, the bushes rustled, nearly scaring the shit out of them. They turned and saw a female border collie, smaller than either of the lab mixes but bright eyed, had entered the clearing.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“None of your business!” Britney barked, blushing through her fur. “We don’t feel like playing right now, so go away!”
The collie bowed her head, but didn’t leave. She too was quaking in the hindquarter area, and crossing her legs. “I couldn’t help overhearing something about eating each other’s poop.”
“Our owner ran out of poop bags!” Macie blurted out. “We don’t have a choice! We can’t just leave it in the dog park, right?” The collie looked like the kind of dog who was much too proper and dignified to enjoy something like this. She probably never even went potty in her house.
But the collie blushed too. “I understand. I’m not judging you. I really have to go too. But I think I have an idea.”
“What? Tell us quickly!” Britney whined.
“Well... the truth is, I have a secret stash of special kibble buried in my yard that upsets my stomach really badly. I ate some because I thought my boyfriend was going to come over, and we... like to have fun with it.”
“You mean like... eating it?” Macie asked.
The collie looked ashamed to admit it, but she did. “And rolling in it, and having accidents on each other. I know it’s gross, but it feels really good, and naughty. But my owners came home early and took me to the park. I’m going to explode any minute, but they won’t take me home and keep telling me to play and get my energy out. I know they’re almost out of baggies too, so I was going to try burying it like a cat in this clearing where no one would see, but then I overheard you talking.”
Britney groaned. “We’re not a free poop-eating service! I don’t even know you! We’re only doing this for each other because we live in the same house and don’t want to get in trouble! Maybe if you were my bestest friend I’d consider -”
“You ate goose poop down by the lake last week,” said Macie.
“You’re not helping!” Britney growled. “Anyway, you must've eaten three pounds of it, and you were knee deep in that nasty lake water! The next time you shit it was green!”
“Hold on, wait, I’m not saying I just want you to eat mine for free!” the collie barked in a flustered yet authoritative voice that would have a whole flock of sheep standing at attention. “If you girls don’t want to make a mess of yourselves, I could eat yours for you. That’s what I was going to do with my boyfriend tonight, and I was looking forward to it... and I’ve never tried a female dog’s besides my own, so I’m curious.”
“What about you? What if you get messy? Won’t you get in trouble?” Macie asked: she was always a caring soul.
The collie’s stomach gurgled. She tucked her tail between her legs. “You’re short-haired dogs, so maybe you don’t understand, but my coat’s longer, and when it comes out liquidy... it gets everywhere. I’m going to be a mess anyway, so if you want I can do you girls a favor... my name’s Lena by the way.”
Macie whined and licked her lips. Liquidy... all messy. “Thank you, but I’d feel really bad taking advantage of you like that! Maybe if you help us, we can help you!”
“Macie!” Britney snapped. “I told you, I don’t think we can eat everything that comes out of us! If we have to eat hers that doesn’t solve anything!”
“But she’s so small!” Macie whined. “There’s no way she’ll poop as much as either of us!”
“Ugh. I guess you’ve got a point. That was surprisingly smart for you.” Britney touched noses with the stranger, then sniffed her butt. “I’d let you sniff mine, but I’m afraid it’ll explode in your face. If you really want to do this, then roll over!”
With a whine, Lena obeyed, rolling belly up. Macie noticed the collie’s stomach was seriously bloated, but hers was too.
“Dibs!” Britney hurriedly squatted over the collie.
“Hey!” barked Macie. “That’s not fair! I told you, it’s going to come out!”
“Too bad, you made us agree to eat hers, so you have to hold it in!” Britney’s hips and tail tensed. Her pucker started to open, but before it really started coming out, the crowning turd retreated and a torrent of yellow liquid rushed from her crotch with a loud FWSSSHHHH. Macie whimpered and crossed her legs. Her bladder had been bursting all walk, but she couldn’t even mark the neighbors’ grass on the way to the park because she was afraid she’d start pooping too by accident. She watched enviously as her sister peed like a faucet, all over the hapless collie’s face.
“What the hell?” Lena complained. “You don’t need to hide the evidence of this! Just do it on the ground!”
“Sorry,” said Britney. “I can’t hold -” her sphincter gave way, and a soft, squishy turd slid out onto the collie’s chin.
“Ack! Shit!” Lena opened her mouth, immediately getting it flooded to the brim with Labrashep liquids. “You missed my MBLBLGBLLLLBBLLL!”
Britney shuffled forward, and her next turd splashed into the fetid yellow lake between Lena’s teeth. She gagged, but before she could even start chewing more, softer shit oozed out of Britney’s bottom, plopping down into her maw. Her pee was still going strong too, a hoselike golden geyser drenching Lena’s furry forehead. Macie had a feeling the collie had bitten off way more than she could chew, but the situation was desperate. They had no better options.
“Uh oh. Britney, move! I’m going to shit myself!”
“Macie, I can’t stop! You have to hold on!”
“I caaaan’t!” Macie howled in agony as her stomach cramped. “It’s coming out! Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!” She felt something warm and soft start to press against the underside of her tail. It was too late. Without even the customary triple circle, she squatted down over Lena’s tummy. Her hindquarters quivered as a massive dog log forced her anus open. She looked down between her legs with both disgust and pride as the colossal serpent of filth draped itself over the border collie’s belly in thick, stinking coils. She started peeing too, blasting Lena’s nipples with a golden torrent. “Sorry, Lena!”
“Mmfcqq!” Lena was too busy eating to talk. “It’s okay. My boyfriend can’t control himself either.” Crackling ribbons of shit splatted down on her muzzle. “Ugh - uggllkk!”
It was coming out too fast for the collie to eat, and Britney’s dump had turned soft and sticky. Macie was glad she hadn’t tried to eat all this: it would have made a total mess. Hers was no better. Lena’s face was covered in shit, and there was a massive, quadruple-baggie mountain of doggie dung on her chest. Her heaving breaths made the pile collapse, sloughing some of it down her flank. Macie felt wet against her paws, and realized she was now standing in a growing puddle on the dirt. She waddled forward, still defecating a nonstop crackling, mushy ribbon. A burst of noxious rotten-egg gas blew sloppy chunks all over Lena’s tummy. Macie’s tummy hurt, but it felt so good letting all that out. She finally stopped the flow and looked at her handiwork. Britney had finally stopped pooping too. She was considerately peeing a few feet off to the side, but the puddle was running downhill back to Lena’s head anyway. The collie looked stunned. She was still chewing a mouthful of thick, peanut buttery shit, and mushy globs had slithered down all over her head. The air reeked like an uncleaned kennel.
Macie’s stomach growled. The dalmador looked hungrily at the mountain of fresh shit on Lena’s chest. She’d just emptied so much out of her gut. She’d made room. Now she was consumed by the instinct to fill that void. She was so hungry. So thirsty. She looked at Britney, still peeing like a faucet. She licked up her lips.
Britney looked back and glared. “Don’t even think about it.” But Macie didn’t think, she just acted. She nuzzled underneath her sister’s crotch, soaking her muzzle in the cataract cascading from her cookie. She pushed her rump upward a little, and greedily lapped and slurped at her pee stream. Her tail wagged as she swallowed the warm, salty yellow liquid.
“I’m thirsty,” she said.
“You are so gross.” Britney’s stream started to peter out, but she was still dribbling a lot when her stomach gurgled: MMMMBBBBPPP. “Uh oh. Lena? Are you ready for more?”
“If she’s not, I am!” said Macie.
“Really?” growled Brenda.
“I told you I was hungry!”
“Fine, whatever! But don’t make a mess like you usually do!” Britney pushed. Her sphincter stretched open and a glistening, slimy turd crowned and slid onto Macie’s muzzle. Macie snorted and mashed it up against her tail. “Eww! Macie, I told you not to make a mess!”
“I wasn’t ready! You were still peeing, I was drinking that!”
“Do you want this or not?” Britney barked. Macie answered by licking the labrashep’s dirty pucker.
PPBGLUCCKK! With a nasty, wet bubble of gas, more horrible, gooey dogshit oozed onto Macie’s tongue. “Mmm...” she grunted. PPBBWWURREECKKK! GLUP, GLUP, PLUP, PPPKLORRKKPPHTT! A ghastly mudslide of foul, creamy canine soft-serv flowed from Britney’s anus. Despite its reprehensible taste, she wolfed it down right from her ass, but more spilled out onto the urine-soaked ground. Macie still wasn’t satisfied. When her sister was done dumping, she turned to her own monstrous pile again, and began picking out the firmer logs from the putrid morass and swallowing them hole.
“I hope you’re enjoying this,” said Britney, “Because our owner won’t. You’ve got it all over your mouth.”
“Lick it off if you care so much!” Macie tried to do the same for Lena, helpfully cleaning up the collie’s face with her tongue. But her meal stimulated her bowels almost immediately. The urge was sudden and inexorable. “Uh oh. Tummy...” She straddled the collie and squatted, holding back from the natural revulsion she’d been trained to feel at the thought of defecating in inappropriate places, then succumbed to the call of nature and began extruding a mushy rope punctuated by bursts of gas.
“Mmfff! Smckk! Slow down, I can’t eat fast enooorrrffff!” Lena’s mouth was filled by a soft, gloppy avalanche of barely-solid dog turds.
FFPPHHFRWWOORRRRLLRRLLTLTTT! Macie squeezed out an atrocious, wet shart. Foam dripped from her asshole onto Lena’s nose. The dalmador felt an unpleasant empty sensation in the pit of her stomach, then an overwhelming pressure. Something not-so-solid slammed against her exit like a battering ram. Her butthole was burning. “Uh oh,” she whined guiltily. She shuffled forward a little. “Lena, I’m sorry. I think this is going to be really messy.”
“Just let it out. I’m a mess anyway.”
Macie didn’t have a choice. She just squatted over her new friend and unleashed the hellish desecrative forces that had been brewing in her bowels all day. PPPBLLOOOOWWURRRPPSSSPPLGLOOMMP BRURRMPPP SSPLSHPBGLARRPPFFFKPLPPP! A horrific mudslide of runny yellowish shit just poured out of her, inundating the poor collie with the unstoppable volcanic fury of her colon. It was the kind of sloppy load that could render a rug a writeoff instantly, and it caused similar devastation to the grass as well as Lena’s fur. The collie was unrecognizable, her head completely caked in a reeking layer of the pestilent sludge.
“Sorry,” Macie whined. “I should have warned you what cheese does to me.” Lena gurgled something unintelligible, and pawed at the dalmador’s stomach, but this only stimulated her bowels to cramp again. She let loose like a volcano, groaning in discomfort as her body forcibly expelled several meals worth of waste all at once. Gassy outbursts spluttered from her sphincter, and a chunky river of liquid feces poured out of her and down on Lena in a vile, swampy waterfall.
Suddenly, mud started oozing out of Lena. A crackling load of mush erupted out, at first parted by her tail which was tucked between her legs. She put it down, but couldn’t stop soiling herself, noxious dog fudge piling up between her legs.
“Shit,” she whined with a gurgle. “Can’t hold it!”
For Macie the worst seemed to be over. She stood up and leaned forward, sniffing the still growing pile. It was a new stench, undeniably fecal but different from her own or her housemate’s. She started eating the fresh, warm mush. A new taste too, but a good one. PBLLRRTT. She sharted out a little more liquid filth. Her backside was a mess. Something wet and sticky had run down her hind legs, painting her fur with foul stripes.
“Wow,” said Lena. “I guess you know what it’s like having it get everywhere after all.”
“Mmm-hmmm.” Macie still had her mouth full. Her stomach was starting to feel full too. “Britney, help me out here.”
She climbed off the smaller dog, but returned right to the soft-serv vending machine, scarfing it down as it came out of her. A fountain of pee blasted her in the forehead. Lena whimpered apologetically. Macie ate, and ate, and... “Urp.”
“This is why I told you not to eat mine,” Britney said with a dramatic eye roll. “You ruined your appetite. Stop before you barf everywhere.” She shoved the dalmador aside. Lena rolled over and stood up. She was a total mess. Macie and Britney had peed so much that even if it was all they’d done the collie would have been filthy: all that liquid had turned the dirt into mud. Her head, shoulders, and flank were dripping lumps of runny semisolid muck. And her butt was in a pretty horrible state too. Macie watched enviously as Britney stuck her nose under the collie’s tail and started licking. “Hmm. Yours doesn’t taste too bad.”
“Thanks,” said Lena. “I have to go some more.” She curled her tail up over her back and pushed out a long, thin log into Britney’s waiting maw. The labrashep swallowed it neatly, barely getting a smear of brown on her pretty muzzle. Another juicy turd went down the hatch with similar elegance.
“See? This is how you do it without making a mess,” Britney said smugly, just as Lena’s stomach gurgled.
“Uh oh.” The collie shuddered, putting her head to the ground. “Careful, this might be a bit -” SPPRRBLBLKK. Britney had her nose right to Lena’s butt. The labrashep let out a startled and disgusted yelp as a stream of liquid squirted out of her tailhole like ketchup, painting Britney’s whole muzzle brown and spattering her forehead with horrible dark brown waste. She put her mouth to the smaller dog’s suddenly faucetous sphincter, but Lena’s putrid hershey squirts were too much for her. It sprayed out the sides of her mouth.
“Fuck!” Britney gagged.
Macie laughed so hard she sharted. “You were saying something about telling me how to keep my muzzle clean?”
Britney shook herself, spraying brown droplets everywhere. “I changed my mind. You’re the one who offered, you can eat it yourself. You’re already filthy anyway.”
Macie couldn’t be happier for the offer. The dirty dalmador immediately buried her nose in Lena’s crotch, taking deep whiffs of her soiled fur. Her tail wagged furiously. Lena spurted more hot fudge into her mouth. She eagerly and messily lapped at the unpredictable spouts of crap, and slurped at the collie’s cookie, not caring that a thin stream of diarrhea sprayed her forehead, coating it with fetid brown slurry. SPPBLGECCKKK! A ribbon of runny butt paste bubbled out onto her muzzle.
“Fuck, that feels good.” Lena huffed and whined, then abruptly started urinating. She squatted, soaking the ground with a powerful, deep yellow stream. Macie pushed her muzzle under the delightfully warm torrent, only to get another faceful of fresh feces. A foul, sludgy pile plopped down from her forehead. Lena stood up and lifted her leg, spraying squirts of piss everywhere like a male. Macie tried to wash herself under the powerful stream of urine, but her face was still a mess. Now a soaked, dripping mess, but still caked with brown.
Macie stayed bowed down beneath Lena’s rump, then flopped onto her side, wallowing in the filth. The collie squatted again and began to unload thick, but still soft logs of waste onto her. Macie scarfed them down, ignoring the growing discomfort in her gut. Britney, embolded by the seeming return to a somewhat healthier consistently, straddled Macie’s body and joined her in rimming Lena. The collie raised her butt higher and higher. Her load was getting runny again. Mushy, peanut buttery slop was oozing out of her in waves, dripping down on Macie as Britney messily and hypocritically tried to eat it. She was mostly keeping her muzzle clean, but not Macie’s.
When the flow of shit stopped, both labs assumed Lena was done. She’d already pooped so much, and she wasn’t that big a dog. Britney carelessly started trying to lick her dirty butt clean. But in fact Lena was struggling to hold it as more and more pressure built up inside her. She stoically didn’t say a word about it, until the collie let out a mournful whimper of distress, and suddenly had a massive projectile poop explosion.
The labs had underestimated the collie’s bowels at their own peril. True, Lena couldn’t quite produce the same shitpocalypses they were capable of, but she was still suffering severe digestive problems, which Britney now bore the brunt of as the border collie’s butt blew up in her face. Poorly digested kibble erupted violently from beneath her tail, spewing appalling chunktacular horror all over the poor labrashep. One moment she was mostly clean, the next her entire front half was speckled with globs of liquid shit, and her face was painted a solid, muddy brown (though a dog’s sensitive nose could never confuse the reeking substance now coating her from schnozz to shoulders for mud).
Britney stumbled back. Lena yelped in distress, and clamped her tail down over her still uncontrollably spraying ass. A gout of soupy excrement soaked her long fur, and dripping down on Macie. “Holy shit! Sorry, guys, I didn’t know it was going to come out that fast!”
“Ugh! Great, it’s everywhere now!” Britney shook herself and retched in disgust. “Whatever you’ve been eating, don’t,” she advised sagely.
“Maybe I had a little too much of that kibble,” Lena whimpered. Shit was still pouring out of the dog, plopping and splatting down on Macie.
“Well, I’m not one to judge. I stole a whole pack of bacon from the fridge and binge ate it,” Britney said. “Speaking of that, I’ve been trying not to explode for a while... urgh, my stomach. I guess if you can’t beat em, join em.” She turned her back on Lena, curling her tail high. “I don’t think we introduced ourselves properly earlier. I’m Britney.”
Lena wagged her tail. “Nice to meet you, Britney.” In keeping with canine tradition, she sniffed the labrashep’s butt. BLRRPLRLLLRPPBBB-PLLUBBLUPPBLURRTTT! Britney tensed her muscles, pushed, and let fly with a festering outburst of liquid horror. Lena whined as her face was coated in a vile slick of greasy diarrhea. All that fatty bacon was having just as catastrophic an effect on her digestive system as the cheese had on Macie’s. A colossal log, over an inch wide and a foot long, slithered from her butt eased by its own oily lubricant, then as it tapered off and uncorked the pressure it unleashed another explosion. Foul, rotten dogshit went everywhere, spraying not just the two crappy canines unlucky enough to be in the line of fire but the bushes as well, leaving every leaf dripping with brown sludge. Britney looked back with some pride at the devastation her dump had caused, then spun around, her taill wagging furiously. She scooped her own log off the ground like a sausage and bit it in half. Macie and Lena immediately dove for the pieces. Macie tackled her sister, and soon all three dogs where joyfully wrestling, humping each other, and licking private areas, stopping only to relieve themselves every minute or two, usually on another of the canines unlucky (or lucky, from their point of view) to have been pinned underneath them.
Macie felt a warm nose snuffling and nuzzle beneath her tail. She grinned and pushed out a river of molten sludge. Soon she ended up underneath Lena, mouth open while hefty globs of soft-serv rolled out of the collie’s anus, filling her to the brim with cloying, buttery slop. She swallowed mouthful after mouthful until her stomach was in agony, practically bursting with the filth she’d ingested. Still the lab’s appetite was insatiable, and it seemed to be coming right out the other end. She dumped a colossal mound of shit, big enough for all three of them to share. Lena and Macie lapped at a river of oily squirts from Britney’s butt next, and licked each other’s faces affectionately with liquid shit still spilling out of their mouths. She shoved her nose under the collie’s tail, licking her filthy, scat-matted fur until putrid, foaming diarrhea bubbled out of her shit funnel.
“That cheese was worth it,” Macie panted, squatting and firehosing runny projectile poop all over her sister.
“So was that bacon,” Britney grunted. A foul, bubbly puddle was leaking from her asshole, which Lena happily lapped at.
“I’m glad I got dragged to the park,” said the collie, her muzzle dripping. She squatted, and started dumping an all-you-can-eat buffet of soft-serv dogshit which Macie and Britney gladly ate from the spout. “I didn’t know if other girl dogs’ poop tasted good too or just my own, but I’ve found out!”
She squeezed the last of it out, leaving all three dogs finally empty, at least for now, though their stomachs were badly bloated, and if they didn’t puke there’d be another horrific mess in a few hours.
Then, horribly familiar calls rang out across the dog park.
“Macie! Britney!”
“Lena! Where are you, puppy! It’s time to go home!”
The filthy trio looked at each other in sudden realization, horror, and embarrassment. “Oh, shit,” said Lena. “Weren’t you guys trying to not get messy because your owners would be mad?” They were covered in shit. Caked, matted, dripping. They looked and smelled like they’d been swimming in raw sewage.
“Fuck,” said Britney. “I was having so much fun I totally forgot! Oh god, it’s all over our collars too!”
Macie giggled, and wagged her tail. “Now we’re really in deep shit!”
Britney growled. “You’re lucky I’ve been shitting my guts out all evening. If I had any left in me I’d drown you in it.”
Day 24: Crossdressing
Today, Tristan the Ferret and his occasional fuckbuddy Tracie dressed in each other’s clothing.
“God, you look cute in those!” Tracie breathed as Tristan pulled her in for another sloppy kiss by her tie. She wasn’t lying: Tristan did look quite fetching in his pink bra and skirt, and more fetching if she lifted said skirt to reveal the white leggings and panties underneath. They weren’t exactly a banana hammock on him, more of a small pickle: Tristan wasn’t the most well endowed of furs. Nevertheless there was a nice bulge in the crotch area, which Tracie blindly fondled under the skirt. He'd let her put some mascara on him which further added to the look. Tracie wasn't as satisfied with her own appearance. Tristan was a petit guy but his clothes were still a little loose and rumply on her form. It wasn’t a bad ensemble, consisting of a red yellow and gray button-up shirt that was now half-open revealing the white undershirt beneath, a green necktie, a pair of tight-cut (For him) khaki slacks which were starting to fall down over her slim hips now that he’d removed the belt, red boxer briefs that were showing beneath, and black dress socks.
“Seriously, I thought you were going to wear something sexier,” she whispered in his ear, and gave it a lick.
“I told you, all the sexy things I own are too girly!” Tristan whined. His legs were clenched together. “Okay, seriously, if you don’t want me to ruin these I have to get to a bathroom now.”
“Don’t worry. There’s nothing you can do in those I haven’t already done myself.” Tracie grinned. Her bladder gave another desperate spasm. Both ferrets were naturally submissive and didn’t really know what to do with themselves right now. “Besides, I’m about to do the same to yours.”
Strewn about the room were several empty water bottles. The duo had also eaten heavy meals, and Tristan looked like he was regretting taking Tracie up on her suggestion of doubling up on the stool softener dosage almost as much as she was. But she still had one more surprise. She waited until their makeout session had been interrupted by leakage to get it out. Tracie’s pants were wet down to mid thigh and pleasantly warm, with drips still running down her fur. Tristan’s leggings had dark wet stripes all the way down. She waddled to the mystery box and brought it out: two large enema bulbs. Tristan whimpered in dismay and tucked his tail under. “I don’t think I need that. I’m about to mess myself as it is.”
“It can’t hurt, can it?”
“It already kinda hurts...”
Tracie set the enema bulbs down, and caressed Tristan’s taunt bladder, then reached under his skirt and pinched. The male ferret let out a soft, high-pitched squeak. The crotch of his leggings suddenly went from damp to freshly saturated. With his bladder this full, all Tracie had to do once the seal was broken was withdraw her dripping and, wipe it on her shirt, and let the pressure do the rest. As for her own overtaxed bladder, the sound of liquid running was enough to do it in. Tracie stood up, legs clenched tight, as a waterfall began to pour down them. Her borrowed pants darkened with a flood of pee.
“Fuck! Help me get them off! I’m not used to belts!” she squeaked. Tristan fumbled with her pants only to go:
“You already took it off!” He bravely unbuttoned her even though her crotch was already being flooded with urine, and she yanked them down to mid-thigh, only to not know what to do with the slit in the front of the underwear. She helped Tristan pull down his sodden leggings instead. She knelt in front of the femboy ferret and tugged them to his knees, then fondled the bulge in his panties. Her arms were getting soaked! Tristan held up his skirt, giving her a full view of the waterfall. She helpfully tugged the panties down.
“Watch out, you’ll get wet. I can’t stop!” Tristan warned. His warning came too late for Tracie, not that she’d have obeyed it anyway. A stream of nearly clear piss splashed her shoulders, her tie, and her face. She pulled his skirt down over it, drenching the front.
“Careful where you aim, you pissy sissy!”
The flow of piss just wouldn’t stop. Tracie allowed Tristan to mark her from head to toe, drenching her clothing and fur with his diluted musk. He drenched her face, and she held the sopping tie in her mouth while she stood up and finished her own accident, pulling her boxer briefs down and trying to pee standing up like the male she was dressed as, but only making a total soggy mess of herself.
She had to stop with plenty still left in her bladder, because it felt like if she pushed even a little she’d shit herself, but she filled a bowl with warm water from the sink and got the enema bulbs ready anyway.
It only took a little to make a big mess, but she squirted three full bulbs into her protesting partner’s anus, and another bulb of air. Tristan retaliated in kind, giving her so much liquid she barely got her briefs up in time before – SPLRLLLRRTTTT! Warm liquid spewed from Tracie’s rear, freshly soaking them.
“Fuck,” she groaned. “I think it’s just water.” The wet pants gave her some trouble: they clung to her fur, and she’d leaked another spurt of fluid before she got them up. Tristan had at least gotten his leggings on. He bent over, lifting his skirt with his tail, and PPBBLLARCHHH! SPRRLLRLLPPP-BLOPPP! The seat bulged out with a wet, brown mass.
“Oooff... sorry about your panties, Tracie!” Tristan lifted his tail higher, and bubbling squirts of liquid erupted into the soiled panties and ran down his leg.
“Forget my panties, can you check my pants? I think I had an accident.” Tracie turned around, bent over, and pushed, soaking them with reeking brown water, then filled the seat with a thick, heavy coil of waste.
“It didn’t look very accidental to me.”
“Trust me, I seriously couldn’t hold it in at all!” Tracie said truthfully. Her stomach rumbled, and she lost control almost immediately, further soiling herself with a wet, crackling load of warm mush. Panties were fun to mess, she thought, but guys had it lucky with these. The boxer briefs were holding it all against her fur like a tighter diaper. It squished underneath and around, from her butt to her crotch.
Both ferrets inspected the messes, laughed, and continued pooping each other’s pants. The bulge on Tristan’s seat soon spread well beyond the panties, and a heavy trail of mush slid down his leg, tenting the leggings like a big meal moving down a snake’s gullet. He flattened his ears in embarrassment and bit his painted claws. Tracie laughed, but not even the borrowed boxer briefs could contain her load, especially since they weren’t quite as tight a fit on her. She groaned, pushed, and messed, and a heavy slab of mush escaped the leg hole, slithering down her pant leg like a slug and leaving a sticky trail. Another went down the other leg. She thought they’d stop at the knees, but she shifted her weight in discomfort as her stomach rumbled. It came free, rolled down her calf, and came out around her paw.
“Uh oh!” Tristan pointed out the result of her accident. “I think you need to go back in diapers!”
“You’re not one to talk.”
They waited, taking turns sipping at another bottle of water and enjoying the warm, sticky feeling in their pants, until the urge to defecate became overpowering again.
Tracie carefully took her pants off, and helped pull down Tristan’s filthy leggings. A massive amount of shit spilled out of them, splattering her legs as she removed them. She giggled, staring at the mess. Tristan’s thighs were sticky with caked-on fecal matter. And his panties... god, they were so bulged out, the entire seat filled with it and the fabric wet with soaked-through brown liquid. She poked at the warm, soft mass under his tail, then pressed her paw into it harder, squeezing a little more out the leg holes. Her pads were wet with his pee and enema liquid.
“Dirty, dirty boy,” she breathed, and reached underneath, groping his crotch. The bulge there had grown substantially. He was hard, and the tip of his dick was close to poking out the waistband, but there was also soft, squishy filling surrounding his junk, which she happily mashed around, coating the male ferret’s shaft and rubbing him from the soiled panties.
“Mmmhh,” Tristan moaned. “I don’t think staying back there’s a good idea.” His stomach made a faint gurgle, and his legs, spread apart as they were, trembled. “I have to go...”
“Just let it out.” Tracie nearly purred as she resisted the urge to push her nose into the dirty panties.
Tristan did as he was told. There was a wet, squelch, and a procession of ample, soft logs slithered out of his panties. Plop, plop, plop. Tracie cupped her hand under the overflowing leg hole and caught a big handful. Not dissolved, just semi-firm stool whose passage was lubricated by the enema. It was nice and slippery on the surface, but harder underneath. She squished it in her hands and mashed it against Tristan’s leg, dragging her shitty fingers through his fur. She smeared back and forth, leaving his slender legs caked with his own shit. She fingerpainted his skirt too, splotching the pink fabric with nasty brown stains. She wiped the mess on her own shirt and undershirt too, but her artistic endeavors were soon interrupted as it was her turn to stand up and unload another wave of mush into her briefs. Dollops of goopy scat spilled out the leg holes and ran down her legs. Tristan was no less eager to coat her and himself with it.
“I think we need some more water,” said Tracie.
She poured another water bottle into the bowl, and pulled down Tristan’s heavy panties. The inside was a tableu of the ferret’s last dozen or so meals, lumps and incoherent slop and stringy mush in an array of subtly different shades of brown filling the ruined undergarment. She let it down gently to his knees, and squirted several full bulbs of water into his butt. She delicately returned his panties to their snug, though sagging place, and got on all fours for her own enema. The ferrets took turns painting each other: Tracie smeared Tristan’s chest and reached under his bra, while Tracie’s white undershirt served as Tristan’s canvas. Their legs shook and jittered as the enemas worked their way through them.
“Fuck, I gotta go!” Tristan stood up and bent over the table in the room. SSPPBBLLURRRNCCCHH! The brown stain across his panties suddenly got even bigger. Dirty liquid spilled out the legholes and leaked through the fabric. He moaned and pulled them tight against his rump as the next wave exploded out. BLRLGRGLLRRCHH! Foul, muddy soup burst out the waistband around his tail, spilling over and raining down on the floor.
“Wow!” Tracie gasped. “What a mess!” She couldn’t contain herself any longer. She sniffed at his filthy rump, and pressed her nose deep into the seat of the muddy panties. But she’d been perhaps too eager: they were truly full to the brim, and far from just rubbing her nose in the fresh waste that had flowed over the outside, she squeezed a tsunami of sludge out the top. “Ackph! Oh shit!”
“What’s wrong? Oh, jeez! You didn’t get any in your eyes, did you?” Tristan asked, concerned.
“I’m fine! Oh wow, it’s like lava!” Tracie’s whole face, from forehead to muzzle, was dripping liquid shit. She’d knelt back on her poopy undies too, squishing out at least a pound of muck, but she was going to refill them any second whether she wanted to or not. She wiped her yes, stood up, and clutched her stomach as her bottom exploded into her pants. Swampy liquid filled them, soaking through the fabric and spilling out the leg holes, pouring down her legs. She felt a hand press against her rump. “Oof, that felt good.” She licked her filthy lips. “Mmm, what’ve you been eating? This is horrible!”
“I don’t remember. I’ve been holding it in for a few days.” Tristan seized her tie and pulled her in for a kiss again. He gagged and wrinkled his nose. “Heurgh... fuck, I forgot I had seafood last Saturday. I’m sorry, I didn’t think you were going to eat it.”
“Don’t apologize.” Tracie lay down in her mess, grunted, and flooded her briefs with more waste. BGLUTCH! “Ahh...”
Soon Tracie’s head was buried underneath Tristan’s skirt. She had the cross-dressing ferret’s poopy panties tugged aside so she could suck him off, heedless of the gag-inducing slime that coated his member. Once she’d finished him, she pulled down the filthy panties once and for all, and helpfully tried to wipe his butt with her necktie, even though it was soon too dirty to help at all. When it came to Tristan’s turn, he had no such garment to help him, so he had to use his tongue. And she was still holding in half of her enema.
Three hours later, the filthy ferrets finally changed back into their own stained, stinky clothes. Tracie’s panties and leggings were still heavy with caked shit, and Tristan’s briefs had gone from red to brown.
“I don’t think walking home in these is a good idea,” said Tristan. He was still covered from head to toe in shit, not that Tracie was any better. “You didn’t bring a change of clothes, did you?”
“No. Did you?”
“Me neither.”
“I guess we’ll just have to spend the night here, then,” said Tracie with a giggle. “I can have a friend bring us a change of clothes in the morning. Do you want to borrow a pair of yoga pants, or another skirt.”
“Surprise me, I guess.”
Day 25: Living Furniture
Today, at Filthyfur Studios... well, let’s just let Frieda explain it herself.
“Hello. Guten tag, mein little scheissperverts!” the doberman dominatrix looked into the camera with a cruel grin. “Today is living furniture day, and you can’t spell furniture without fur. I love using my slaves as furniture. Couches, footrests, those are all fine, but can you guess what the best type of living furniture is? Aceline?”
The camera panned to a much shorter and more petite dog lady. Aceline was a papillon, fluffy and adorable, with tufted ears and a meek smile. “A toilet, Mistress Frieda?”
“Good girl, a toilet! And you’re my favorite toilet of all. I have to shit: you know what to do.”
Aceline bowed her head obediently. She fetched a chair with a large hole cut out of the seat from the corner, set it down on a beach towel, and held out her hands to be found together. Once she was tied up, she lay down under it, and Frieda bound her feet as well. Aceline’s tail wagged as she looked up through the hole in the seat.
“Do you see how well-trained this slut is?” Frieda planted a small kick under Aceline’s ribs. Both dogs were completely naked, and Frieda’s stubby tail wagged furiously. “She doesn’t even question her place in life. She knows she’s nothing more than my toilet.”
Aceline whimpered, and put her tail between her legs.
“I haven’t pooped in four days.” The curvy doberman continued to tease her victim while the silent and heroically brave camera crew set up tripods to view Aceline’s degradation from every angle. “I’ve been eating lots of fiber, lots of oatmeal, lots of fruit. Last night was Taco Tuesday, and my ass is going to blow. And I’ve had a few of those sugar-free gummy bears this morning. I just can’t use regular toilets, my loads would clog them.”
“Not Taco Tuesday,” whined Aceline. “Mistress Frieda, your loads always taste so bad after that. Can’t you do this another day?”
“Be quiet, toilets don’t talk except in Japan!” Frieda kicked her victim again and sat down on the throne of sadism. Aceline stared up at the dark, straining pucker hovering over her. Helpless, bound hand and foot, she could do nothing but accept her fate.
Frieda pushed out a long, softly hissing fart, and, began to gush yellow dog piss. It splashed onto Aceline’s chest at first, but the cruel doberman wouldn’t let any of her fluids go to waste. She leaned forward, drenching the unfortunate papillon’s face in her foaming, acrid stream. Aceline thrashed her head from side to side. “Drink it,” she ordered.
“Yes mist – GRRGLGLBLGLGLBLGLGL!” Aceline opened her slim jaws, and immediately had her maw filled by a churning lake of piss. It spilled out the sides of her lips, pooling on the towel under her. She choked down a gulp, shuddered, and opened wide again.
Sadly for her, Frieda had a huge bladder. It took over a minute before the last drops fell into the Papillon’s mouth. She already felt full and bloated, but she knew there was far worse in store for her.
“Open wide, toilet,” the cruel doberman growled. With an atrociously wet crackling, her canine sphincter was pushed open by an enormous log of waste. It was a true toilet-buster, over an inch and a half across, and not knobbly but a thick, sticky, dense crap that descended into the poor papillon’s mouth. She wrinkled her nose and gagged at the foul taste. It hit the back of her throat, but it just kept coming, slithering out of Frieda’s fanny like a big snake. It folded under its own weight, draping itself over her chin, then back over her face, until when the log finally tapered off there was over a yard of scat over Aceline. But the papillon really was a well-trained and dutiful toilet. She chewed and swallowed the sticky, cloying dog dung. It was so sticky, like eating thick peanut butter. The rotten taste clung to her tongue and gums. But she choked the mouthful down, and opened wide for more.
Several more thick logs fell from Frieda’s posterior, then another titanic turd that landed half in and half out of Aceline’s mouth. She barely got the part between her jaws down in time. The doberman’s asshole opened up yet again and a crackling, inch-wide rope of disgusting greenish-brown, creamy soft-serve descended onto the helpless toilet dog. It filled her mouth, and kept coming even as she tried to swallow the nauseating muck. Another wet fart rippled Frieda’s cheeks, and fumigated Aceline’s nostrils with overwhelming bowel odor.
“Urk... Mistress Frieda,” she gurgled. “I can’t eat much more.”
“You’d better not clog, bitch,” growled Frieda. “I’ve hardly broken the seal.”
Aceline’s eyes watered. She lay there, filthy and bloated with how much waste she’d eaten and drank. “Water...” she begged.”
“Oh, all right. I guess even a canine toilet needs water to flush.”
Frieda poured some from a bottle into Aceline’s mouth. The papillon desperately wet her palate, swilling it around and swallowing.
“Feel better?” the domme dobie asked.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Good dog.” Frieda sat down on the throne again, and began dumping more soft, creamy scat all over her victim. Mouthful after mouthful oozed out of the doberman’s butt, with half of it covering Aceline’s face. It just kept coming, and kept getting runnier. The aftermath of Taco Tuesday was truly apocalyptic: Frieda was capable of blowing up any bathroom. She’d had three triple-deluxe bean burritos, nine cheesy enchiladas, and over a dozen spicy tacos guaranteed to result in lava butt.
Aceline looked pleadingly at the camera. Frieda’s ass exploded, gassy outbursts splattering chocolate chunk all over the poopy papillon’s face. A river of murky mush overflowed her mouth. She choked it down, only for – BLORPRORRPP, SPBBLLAAAAPPP! The sadistic doberman sharted an appallingly peppery blast of mud all over her. Aceline gurgled and writhed in the muck. She was nothing but a filthy little toilet puppy. Her own bowels and bladder clenched and cramped. She held it in, for now.
Her head was so covered in shit that she couldn’t open her eyes, and Frieda was bent on either burying or drowning her if she didn’t keep eating. Every minute or so the doberman would unleash another horrific wave of excrement, either unloading masses of soft-serv or a river of runny diarrhea. The sugar-free gummy bears were exacting their vengeance of the dominant dog, but her sub was the one who was paying the price.
Frieda got up and walked away without even wiping, but soon returned and unloaded another pint of sludge. She spent more than fifteen minutes on her toilet, and didn’t leave for more than five before she returned, this time exploding before she could even sit down. Mud dripped from the seat. “Ugh, I’ve sat in it!” she grunted. PBLURRRKKGLURRRKKK. Foul, greenish-brown soup spewed from her buttocks. Aceline whined and opened wide to be fed from her mistress’s anus. Hot, putrid diarrhea poured into her maw. This was what she deserved. Toilet, toilet, she was nothing but a filthy toilet slut.
Aceline’s head was half-buried in shit. She had no reason to be concerned with her own hygiene anymore. She gratefully succumbed to her own need. Urine flooded over her tucked-under tail, and a hot, sticky mass oozed from her bottom. But it couldn’t relieve the pressure in her gut fast enough. With another load of gooey mush, Aceline retched and erupted a torrent of sewage.
“Ugh, looks like the toilet clogged after all!” said Frieda. “Don’t think that gets you out of this: I’ll just plunge you later.”
“Yes, Mistress...” Aceline gurgled, and opened wide for her maw to be flooded with the doberman’s hot waste once more. Ignoring the complaints of her stomach, she slurped and gulped it greedily down, making space by pushing muddy spurts out the other end. This was her purpose, and she was happy in it.
After over an hour on the potty seat, Frieda was finally done. She got up, and thoroughly wiped her feces-caked, dripping ass with Aceline’s soft tail fur. “I’ll be back with another meal for you after lunch,” she teased, and walked away, leaving the papillon potty half-buried in filth.
Day 26: Masturbation
Today, Kimberly the anthro husky was constipated. She hadn’t taken a dump in five days, and it really had to come out. But she could tell a load like this would clog the toilet. That was okay: she had other plans for it.
She threw her blankets and pillow in the closet, and put plastic sheets over the bed, then lay down on her back and started touching herself between her legs, focusing her thoughts on her desperate need to use the bathroom. Her stomach felt so bloated! She massaged her belly and pushed, but it still wouldn’t come out. She yelped as a spurt of liquid from between her legs splashed the plastic. She thought she didn’t have to pee, but there was enough in her bladder for pushing this hard to force it out.
Kimberly rolled over, knelt, and pushed again, curling her tail high and trying to force it all out of her. A jet of pee sprayed loudly onto the bed, splashing her legs and paws. She reached between her legs, rubbing her pussy and drenching her fingers with the stream until it was only dribbles. She could feel her butthole stretching wide, but it hurt and it still wasn’t enough to accommodate the titanic load. It felt hard, sharp, even.
The husky had lots of practice in situations like this, though. She got her hand as wet as possible, swishing it around in the puddle of warm pee, and stuck a finger in her butt. Her sphincter relaxed easily, but she felt firm resistance almost immediately, like pressing it into half-dried clay. She poked at it anyway, curling her finger inside herself and wiggling it back and forth, dragging it through the thick, solid waste. She withdrew it and looked at the brown stain on her fur with some pride, then reached back in again and pushed as hard as she could.
Another spurt of urine hit the sheets, but inexorably her ass was stretched, and her hand was pushed out by a truly gargantuan turd. Kimberly grunted and strained. It slid slowly out of her. It was so long she had to pause for breath and relax her muscles several times, but she couldn’t even pinch it off.
Finally the end tapered off and slid out of her grateful hole. Kimberly looked proudly at her handiwork. Yes, it was a real toilet blocker, if it even went down on its own. But that was only what was holding her back. She kept touching herself a little while longer, and sure enough the urge returned as strong as ever. She squatted and pushed out several more monster turds onto the first, then stuck her finger in her ass again. Two fingers now, then three. Her gut churned. Kimberly pushed out a long, thick coil of soft, smooth crap onto her bed. Fuck the relief felt so good. She lay down on her side, still fingering herself, waiting for the urge to hit her again. With five days worth of shit pent up inside her, it would take time for it all to reach the exit.
It smelled so good, though. She couldn’t resist playing with it. Kimberly reached into the softer pile and grabbed a generous handful of her still-warm excrement. She wet it in the puddle of piss, getting it nice and slimy, and mashed it against her taint, rubbing and smearing it back and forth. If she wasn’t in serious need of some toilet paper before, she certainly was now, but she spread the mess even further, caking her butt with brown gunk. She lay on her side again, fingerbanging herself with the foul mess as lube, making indecent, gloppy squelching noises. In both holes. It wasn’t long before the husky felt a powerful urge to defecate, but she didn’t get up. She just grunted, pushed, and let it all out. Another hefty coil curved out of her and plopped onto the mattress, getting softer and wetter as it went until there was mushy shit slithering right down her buttock and piling up around it.
Kimberly’s stomach felt much better now. Man, that was a good dump. It was almost orgasmic just to release all that internal pressure. But it was only the beginning of the fun she could have with it. She fished the first log out of the massive pile. It was truly colossal, over an inch and a half wide and nearly two feet long, and it was so firm and knobbly, with its cracked brown surface. Almost like... Kimberly looked at the closet door. She wouldn’t be needing any of the toys in there today. She straightened the turd out a little, pinched it in half with both hands, and shoved the tapered end into her pussy, burying it to the hilt in her body. Fuck, yeah... She slid it in and out. She almost wished she could have this cast in rubber to make a permanent dildo instead of destroying it like this, but it would never be as good as the real thing. So good...
With her other hand, she picked up one of the lesser, but still enormous, logs. She set it on her belly and smashed it against her fur with her palm, making the warm, clay-like substance squish up between her fingers. The smell in her bedroom was horrible, but she didn’t care. She rubbed it in circles, coating her belly, smearing more and more of her body while she fucked herself with the monster turd. She rubbed her paw pads against one nipple, then the other, smearing each breast brown. And there was still so much on the bed. She chose another turd, mushed it in the puddle of now-brown piss, and kept smearing until there wasn’t much clean fur on her front below the neck. Now for the messier stuff. Kimberly took another handful of the second pile, Firm, dense, smooth, and still warm. A revolting shade of slightly yellowish brown. It would look good on her. She plopped it down on her chest, then another, and lay down on her back, delicately painting her face with her fingers
The shit-dildo was slowly dissolving in her juices. It wasn’t nearly as tight a fit, or as ridged, anymore. She pulled the forlorn, limp log out and sniffed it. Ugh, she’d let it sit in there too long. She smushed it to muddy pulp and smeared it all over her body. Another turd from the pile, She sniffed it lovingly, dabbed at it with her tongue, and stuffed the entire log into her mouth. She barely felt any urge to gag from the foul, rotten taste, only started drooling, dripping brown-tainted spit down her chin. Still holding the log in her mouth, she took the other half of the firm, knobbly log, and stuffed it in her snatch.
“Fuck yeah... fuck yeah,” Kimberly breathed through the mouthful of shit. God she was so dirty and disgusting, and she loved it! She was close now. So close. She bit down on the log in her mouth, squishing some out the sides, scooped up a massive handful of the gooey mush that had come out of her butt most recently, and splatted it all over her face, caking her fur, covering her eyes and stuffing her nose with warm, gooey fecal matter. More... she stuffed another handful into her mouth, then another firm log. It felt like she was smothered in it, with her mouth full and her nose half-clogged with shit. And she already had to go again. She held the next wave back, waiting until the very moment on the edge of climax, working the dogshit dildo in and out like a jackhammer. Then she pushed hard, tipping herself over the edge with the feeling of hot coils of creamy excrement erupting out right onto her tail.
“Fuck, I’m such a mess.” She looked down at her own, filthy body. Shit dribbled out of her mouth. The handle had broken off the dildo. There was no retrieving it now. Kimberly just lay there, panting and covered in her own waste, while mushy dark brown scat slowly oozed out of her pussy. She kept fingering her ass, until the urge hit her again. She rolled on her side, clenched her stomach, and put her hand to her butt and pooped from two holes at once. Two mudslides ran down her filthy cheek, then a gassy, spluttering eruption of hot fudgy burst out into her paw, filling it.
Splat! “Mmm...” straight into her maw the fresh feces went. Kimberly’s tail wagged as she more shit oozed out of her pussy. There was no way she was digging all that out. She’d need to give herself a thorough douching, and maybe while she was at it make sure her bowels were thoroughly cleaned out too. But she could have fun with that part too.
Day 27: Emeto
Today at FilthyFur Studios, Izzy the Tanuki demonstrated her party trick to Tarala the Asian small-clawed otter... and the audience. Both furs were small, unassuming women: Tarala was slight of build, with an innocent look in her doleful brown eyes and fluffy face, today wearing a plain blue dress that only added to her cute appearance. Tarala was a little chubbier, though with Izzy’s fluffy coat they didn’t look that different. She’d been wearing short shorts and a pristine white t-shirt until recently. Now it was slightly less pristine, because she’d spilled a little while eating her massive lunch. The duo had put away an astonishing quantity of food: takeout noodle dishes, microwaved soups of various varieties, and a few bowls of creamy porridge. Looking at the bowls strewn across the table between them it was hard to believe they could eat that much, but they both had a background in competitive eating, but had quickly found that they enjoyed the consequences of stuffing their faces more than the actual competition. Izzy had also discovered that she had a special talent.
“So, Izzy... are you ready to show off your special talent?” Annabelle the vixen (only a camerawoman for today’s debauchery) asked, sticking a mic in the tanuki’s face.
Izzy belched. “I can make myself puke with no hands!”
Annabelle nodded. “It sounds like a trick that’ll get you uninvited to a lot of parties if you show it off. And Tarala, you don’t believe it’s possible, right?”
“That’s right.” Tarala finished chugging her third carton of milk, and wiped her mouth with a sigh. “I’m a skeptic. I’ve seen girls supposedly do it in porn, but I don’t buy it. I think they’re all taking ipecac or something to make themselves sick.”
“Are you saying the sex moves in porn might be fake?” Annabelle stared silently straight into the camera for an awkwardly long time. “Anyway, are you ready to put your conspiracy theory to the test? You’ve seen everything Tarala’s been eating, and you’ve been eating the same stuff. There’s no chance for tampering. So, Izzy’s challenged you to put your body on the line to prove her wrong.”
The stars carried on their banter as Tarala stood at attention next to a knee-high platform. Izzy climbed up on top, now standing head and shoulders above her challenger. Stage assistant Aceline the papillon taped the tanuki’s hands behind her back with masking tape. It wasn’t enough to truly restrain her, and would break easily if she fell and had to catch herself, on the insistence of the insurance company, but it would keep her honest. No sneaky fingers down her throat.
“It was hard to do at first,” Izzy explained, “But I’ve practiced so much it’s second nature now. All I have to do is imagine my gag reflex being triggered... picture it really clearing in my mind, and HHEEEURRCHH!” The Tanuki’s eyes widened and her cheeks bulged out as she proved herself right faster than even she was expecting: she hurriedly leaned over Tarala’s head and let a wave of nasty liquid spill out of her mouth. It poured over the otter’s scalp and dribbled down her forehead and cheeks. She grimaced and scrunched her eyes shut in defeat. Izzy smiled innocently at the camera, and demonstrated just how well she could control what was normally a purely reflexive bodily function by opening her mouth and letting a gentle river of puke flow almost silently out. The waterfall of vomit cascaded down the unfortunate otter’s body, staining and spattering her t-shirt and puddling at her feet.
Wave after wave of foul, sour vomit soaked the otter’s fur. It was clear the teasing tanuki was just toying with her, not even unleashing the full force of her stomach, but still horking up an appalling amount of repulsive blended food and bile onto her. Tarala would definitely have been regretting her foolhardy public doubting of Izzy’s talents if she didn’t have a fetish for being puked on. But she did, and her hands were completely unbound. She pretended to be grossed out, but surreptitiously reached a paw down her shorts and started touching herself. Izzy didn’t notice, but the camera fur filming from behind her to get a shot of Izzy’s yellow vomit dribbling down her back onto her thick tail did.
“So,” said Anabelle, “Do you believe her now or not? We can show you the replay if you still aren’t convinced.”
“I believe you. I’m sorry I called you out on Twitter saying your puking vids were fake,” Tarala confessed to the purely kayfabe beef, with noodles of partially chewed beef ramen clinging to her fur along with tiny chunks of carrots and celery, and an alphabet soup “L” like the one she’d just taken stuck to her forehead. She looked up at the tanuki who’d just so defiled her. “That was hot. Can you do it again?”
Well, the puke started coming and it didn’t stop coming. Izzy leaned over her again and unleashed another nauseating waterfall.
“You really ruined this shirt,” the dripping otter said once that wave had stopped. “I’d better take it off.” She pulled it up over her head, revealing her petite, damp but not totally filthy breasts. She wrung the soiled garment out and threw it aside. “It’s all over your dress too. Want me to help you out of it?”
“I’m not done yet,” Izzy gurgled. She climbed cautiously down off the platform and stood eye-level with the otter. She liked a piece of noodle off her nose, gagged, and hurled again. “UGGLRLRBLLUUBLLUUUERRRGHHH!” A violent geyser of projectile puke inundated Tarala’s face, and spattered all over both furs’ lower body. Izzy’s dress was thoroughly ruined now, but she didn’t mind that. She regained control, but kept emptying her stomach anyway on purpose, letting a river of watery puke pour down the otter’s front. Tarala pulled the waistband of her shorts out, letting it run down into them and soak her crotch.
With her stomach finally emptied, Izzy gave her friend’s nipple a loving slurp, then knelt lower, lower. She licked at Tarala’s filthy, vomit-stained panties, then tugged them down.
“Ohh, yeah... that feels great,” Tarala groaned. But she shuffled back in the foul puddle and leaned over the kneeling tanuki. She reached a finger into her mouth, then two, then her whole hand. “Hulk! Ulk! Glrk!” her eyes rolled back in her head as she gagged herself, and her pudgy stomach convulsed. “Urk! GGGLEERURURGGGGHHHGGLGLLL!
A torrent of vomit splashed down on the tanuki’s head. She shook herself a little. “Wait... let me change out of this.” She undid her now thoroughly ruined dress, carelessly letting it fall into the puddle, and looked up expectantly with her fluffy tail wagging.
Tarala continued to gag herself and heave up slimy vomit that dribbled down her hands onto Izzy. It seemed like her stomach might finally be empty, but when she leaned over a little more, her stomach suddenly cramped and a tidal wave of creamy, chunky sludge erupted out of her mouth. Bits of noodles, soggy half digested bread, and mushy veggie chunks poured down on the kneeling Tanuki. She raised her cupped hands in supplication as she was bathed in barf, and when the otter was done, she brought them to her mouth and slurped up some of the sickening stomach stew.
Both furs were a disgusting sight, plastered with puke and dripping nasty lumps of their huge meal. But they were far from finished.
More servings of food were brought out for the pair to refill their stomachs. They shared bowl after bowl until both were badly bloated.
“Urghh...” Tarala groaned. “I think I – urp! Overate.”
“Me too,” Izzy confessed. She addressed the camera crew: “Does anyone have a bucket?”
Instead of a bucket, a large glass bowl was brought before the two furs, as well as a neon purple dildo that distracted them from their overeating. Tarala’s shorts had now joined Izzy’s dress on the floor, and the two furs embraced each other, writhing and sliding around in the slimy puddle. At least, until Izzy pushed it a little too far down Tarala’s throat while the otter lay supine beneath her, causing a bubbling fountain of puke to well up from her maw.
“Fuck!” gurgled Tarala. “Stop putting your knee on my stomach! I need the bowl!”
She spat out foul lumps into the bowl, then with the help of Izzy’s teasing fingers in her mouth spewed a waterfall of soupy mess. She did the same for Izzy even though she didn’t really need it, and the pair took turns filling the bowl up until it was half full of what must have been at least half a gallon of vomit.
Their stomachs felt a little emptier now, but even though they weren’t quite as full, their recent binge had set in motion their bodies’ instinct to try to make room in their guts.
“Ugh,” Izzy said with a shiver, wiping her mouth. “I really need to poop.”
“So do I,” said Tarala. “I think I peed myself a little too.”
“You did, but it was more than a little.” This was the truth: the otter had retched so hard she lost control of her bladder, dousing the floor in a brief stream of pale yellow liquid. “Anyway, I know this wasn’t supposed to be a scat movie, but do you mind if I go right here? We don’t have to play with it if you don’t want to, I just don’t want to walk all the way to the bathroom.”
Tarala grinned, revealing bits of half digested spinach in her teeth, and shrugged. “When you gotta go, you gotta go,” she said. “But do you mind if I go first?”
“Just don’t do it in the bowl,” said Izzy. Tarala squatted, grunted, and squished up her face in effort.
“Hey!” shouted Anabelle. “If you’re going to take a shit on our set, turn so everyone can see it!”
“Oh. Sorry.” The otter shuffled around so her butt was facing the camera, and slowly pushed out a long, thick log of dark brown fecal matter. It was firm, knobbly and cracked at first, but got smoother as it slithered ponderously from beneath her rudder. She pinched it off, and picked up her load to show off. It was huge, over a foot long. “I just remembered, I do have a trick to make myself puke without my gag reflex.” She brought the massive fresh turd to her mouth, opened wide, and took a huge bite out of it. Izzy’s jaw dropped in surprise as the otter chewed, grimacing at the awful flavor, and swallowed.
“Ohhh, I see what you’re doing!” the tanuki giggled. She tore a fist-sized piece off the other end of the log and stuffed it in her mouth. She chewed and swallowed with her eyes watering, but greedily licked her shitty fingers. “That used to work for me too, but after a while I got so used to the taste of shit it didn’t make me puke anymore. It does make me have really runny shit a day later, though.”
Annabelle and Aceline smirked and nodded, both being experienced conni-sewers of excrement, whether their own or other furs’. Meanwhile, Izzy and Tarala shared the rest of the ample turd. The two of them looked at each other with literal shit eating grins, but Tarala’s quickly became a grimace of discomfort. “Fuck, that’s gross.” She burped, hiccuped, then regained control. She leaned forward and kissed Izzy, licking her poopy muzzle, but that was just too much for the otter’s stomach. “HHOOOORRGGGHHH! BLEURRRCHH!” She projectile vomited her own shit back up all over her friend’s face, then knelt over the bowl and expunged a frothing geyser of brown and yellow green. Izzy, not nauseated by even this disgusting act but not wanting to be left out, opened wide and vomited a torrent of noxious lentil stew into the bowl, inundating Tarala’s scalp in the process. She dry heaved and stuck her fingers down her throat, but all of a sudden, the tanuki’s panties bulged outward with a moist crackling sound.
“Uh oh,” she said, dribbling puke down her front as she felt her soiled seat. “Some came out. I can’t hold it in much longer.”
“Do you want another one of those bowls? We’ve got like five in the supply cabinet,” said Annabelle. The desperate raccoon dog nodded, clenching her thighs together. As soon as the empty bowl was provided, she tugged her panties down and squatted over it with a grateful sigh. Steaming lumps of soft, yellowish brown waste plopped down into the bowl in sticky, crackling ropes. Tarala could only watch, biting her lip in desperation as she realized she wasn’t done yet either.
“Can I have a turn?” she asked timidly. Izzy got up, and she took her place. Immediately she let out a relieved grunt as another massive log slithered out from beneath her rudder of a tail, folding in on itself in the bowl with a soft hiss. She horked up another tidal wave of vomit all over herself, and started peeing like a fire hose. Yellow liquid quickly rose around the growing pile of shit. Her load was getting softer too. Sticky coils of sickeningly stinky spraint plopped relentlessly down.
Izzy seemed content to watch the otter defecate, but the truth was, she had barely cut herself off mid dump to save her friend from shitting herself, and now she was about to pay the price. The tanuki groaned and dug her claws into her thighs. A soft, crackling rope of dung oozed out onto her paw. “Oh shit, I can’t hold it back,” she said, hurriedly assuming an awkward squat. She held her hand to her butt, and quickly filled it with a hot, sticky mass. She looked at it hungrily, but shook her head and let it fall into the bowl. She shamelessly wiped her dirty hand on her own fur.
Luckily for her, Tarala gave her a turn again. The tanuki straddled the bowl and let fly everything she’d been holding back, blasting the mountain of shit with a jet of urine and excreting a neverending ribbon of mushy dung.
“Geez,” she panted. “Maybe I shouldn’t have held it in for three days before we did this. I wanted to have some fun at home tonight”
“That’s okay,” said Tarala. “We can have fun with this together instead.”
When they were both finished, the second bowl was piled high with scat and filled more than halfway with cloudy, polluted urine. Tarala plunged her hands into the warm mess and started squishing and mashing it. Izzy joined in, helping her mix their waste together until it was churned up into a hideous-smelling brown slurry. With a cheeky grin, the tanuki reached up and smeared Tarala’s breasts with the foul mixture.
“Wait,” said Tarala. “Are you sure you want to do this now?”
“Why not?”
“That other bowl’s still sitting there.” The otter pointed with a filthy hand. “It’ll get cold.”
“You’re right.” Izzy contemplated her filthy, dripping fingers. “But I really want to drink this, and I don’t think there’s room in our stomachs for both.”
“We could only drink some of it,” said Tarala.
“I’ve got a better idea.” The tanuki patted her puke-spattered rump, leaving a brown pawprint. “Look how much room we just made in our butts!”
Izzy explained her disgusting plan to the camera crew, and someone fetched a pair of massive syringes. Tarala bent over, and Izzy filled one from the bowl of vomit, then carefully guided the nozzle under the otter’s rudder and pushed the plunger down. Then it was Tarala’s turn to help, and soon most of the bowl’s contents was filling the two furs’ rectums. Then they crawled to the bowl. “Help me lift this,” said Izzy. Tarala helped her hold it up to face level, but it was so heavy and unwieldy that they couldn’t slurp up its putrid contents without spilling liquid shit all over themselves. Izzy admitted defeat and set it down, settling for scooping up the soupy filth in her cupped hands and feeding it to her friend. But soon they were just shoving their faces into their own sewage and slurping it greedily down. Tarala’s eyes were watering with nausea, and even Izzy’s normally strong stomach churned from the sheer amount of waste she’d consumed.
But the gargantuan puke enemas they’d received were even more urgent. Both furs’ sphincters were straining and clenching against the pressure in their bowels. Tarala whimpered, burped, threw up in her mouth a little, and began to leak from her anus. “Fuck,” she gurgled. “I’m about to explode.”
“From which end?”
“Both.”
Izzy nodded, and lay down on her back with her tail curled up between her legs as she struggled to hold in her enema. With no time to lose Tarala squatted over her. SSPPRPRPPPRRTRRRRRRRRRPPTTT! A geyser of fowl yellow soup sprayed out of her ass, drenching Izzy’s crotch and belly, She stuck one shitty finger down her throat and hurled an uproarious waterfall of ghastly fecal vomit. She was spewing from both ends all right, but the wrong ends, vomiting from her anus and shitting from her mouth. The otter stood up with a grown, clutching her stomach. “EEURRRGGGLGLLLAARRRRBLLKKK!” Brown slurry deluged Izzy’s face. The otter’s cramping stomach forced loud, lumpy spurts of filth out the other end, splattering violently over her legs and crotch. She turned around, doubled over, and shat a fountain of butt puke right into her friend’s open mouth. She started peeing too, drowning the tanuki’s tits in a powerful yellow river.
With her vile expulsions finished, the otter collapsed, panting, on top of her friend. Izzy had to wrestle her way out from under her before her own ass exploded. She had a bit more control over her stomach, so she just squatted over her face and let fly. That lumpy, poorly digested torrent of soups, juices, and porridges completely inundated the helpless otter, powerful streams of puke and piss drenching her from head to toe. She looked down at the atrocity she’d commited and reacted with delight, tackling her friend and wrestling her in the foul mess. She ended up on the otter’s lap, hugging her slippery, slimy body tight. She looked down at her filthy, puke-spattered face. There was a bit of noodle hanging up her nose. Gross. Izzy gulped, and willed her bloated stomach to convulse and empty itself. Rotten liquid shit and piss slurry burned her throat as it came back up, surging out her mouth right into the poor otter’s face!
“Oh my God...” Tarala gagged. “We are so disgusting.” She smiled, opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, and put her fingers down Izzy’s throat to drench up another wave of mud.
Thus the scene closed with the two filthy mammals lying panting and drooling, fingering each other whille covered in their own vomit and shit. Tarala groaned and spilled more sewage down her chest. Izzy idly let it spill out her mouth, spread her legs, and spurted the last of the vomit from her anus followed by a gurgling volcano of runny shit. The smell was so bad it made Tarala puke even more.
“Ugh,” the otter moaned. She scooped up some of the repulsive mess from the tanuki’s bottom and stuffed it into her mouth, dribbling filth everywhere and freshly coating her face in it. She immediately heaved up more foul orange and brown soup. “I have to say, you really have one hell of a party trick.”
Day 28: Daddy & Mommy
(THIS DAY IS NOT AVAILABLE ON INKBUNNY DUE TO CONTAINING HUMAN CHARACTERS IN SEXUAL SITUATIONS)
