3 pm rolled around on an oddly warm October day.  I grumpily sat on one of the mall’s toilets, dropping a couple stink bombs into the porcelain bowl and passing gas a couple times.  I don’t know what the hell I put into myself to make my stomach gurgle so loudly and my bowels to become so loose, but…  
I’d gone to the mall today to pick up some new clothes.  When I heard that somebody – anybody – finally decided to make clothes for feral creatures, I was on the scene.  It had a simple name; “Fashionable Ferals”, even.  I spent $300 in 30 minutes, and my bags were full of jeans, sweatpants; and some more unmentionables I’d planned on torturing certain people with later.  That would have to wait, though; those eggs I’d had for breakfast must’ve been bad or something.  I took a peek at my phone in the meanwhile while my butthole stretched around a fresh turd, coiling up in the abnormally powerful toilet my Tyranitar tuchas currently occupied.  Being a beast made completely out of dung had its advantages and disadvantages – sure, I could control the smell in public, but I’m not above the consequence of having a big breakfast that happened to be spoiled…

Big, fat loaves of poop continued to spiral down the throat of the eager inanimate object while I sat atop it, pressing the soles of my messy feet against the metal door offering only a sliver of privacy.  I knew those bricks were at least eight inches thick in diameter; how the toilet was devouring it all was beyond me at this point.  I just wanted my stomach to settle down, but it refused.  A wave of dull pain rushed through my nethers, and that neat loaf got messy in a hurry!  A sickly splatter of wet poop gushed around that loaf and entered the bowl.  (Admittedly, it was arousing to be taking such a massive shit, but getting a boner in public was something I couldn’t bring myself to do.)  I stood up and squatted over the bowl as it automatically flushed again, and continued to dump on the thing.  The sound of the bathroom door opening and shutting rang in my filthy earholes, however; not being lost on my awareness.  Someone else needed to go, and if they were as big as I am, they were going to be out of luck for a good long while.  Fortunately, I saw human-sized shoes from under the stall, so I didn’t have to worry too much.  Out of caution, I moved my belongings closer to the toilet as a thick and butt-rippling fart exited into the bowl, carrying a whole host of dung chunks with it.  

“E-excuse me, sir?  Are you going to be in there very long?”, said the voice of the human from beyond the door.

“If you stand there and listen for when the plopping stops, that should answer your question.”, I chuckled deeply and went rigid again when another log ripped itself out of my butt.

The human whined to himself as I watched him go over to the only other stall – out of order, no doubt.  (It wasn’t my fault; it was like that when I came in!)  He huffed and shut the stall door, leaning against the opposite wall and crossing his legs.  I kept relieving myself in the meantime while the human made small grunts of effort – I could only imagine that he was having some major bowel issues.  The bowel issues of a Tyranitar enchanted with dungchromantic magic and having such issues outweighed his minor ones, however; so I kept pooping.  Greedily, even – I pushed out forty pounds of mush just to taunt him a little.

“This toilet feels good… glad I came in here first!”, I evilly taunted again while reaching back to flush the toilet once more.
It’d bite me in the ass in a minute, however.  The toilet refused to flush, making a loud buzzing noise like a pencil being pushed into a box fan’s motor.  I pushed the little button again, but nothing happened – apart from another turd gushing out on top of the quickly growing pile of fudge!  I panicked a little bit and tried to flush again, but again nothing happened.  The toilet was out of order, ironically.  I must’ve filled it too much.  My bowels kept filling it, though; cracking the porcelain throne and pushing waste through the bottom of the stall!  The piping burst with it, soaking all my bags with water and causing a host of property damage in the process.

“Now you’ve gone and done it!  You could have – o-oh my.”, the human suddenly barked as the water sprayed up and over the top of the stall.

“What do you mean?!  It’s this mall’s fault for only having two toilets; how the hell is anybody going to use them in any good length of time?”, I remarked as I tried to gather my things.  There was still a host of poop chunks dropping on the floor now instead of into the toilet; clenching in the middle of a healthy, hearty dump was out of the option.

I pushed open the stall door; dirty bags in hand.  The human had his legs crossed rather tightly and had a vivid blush on his face before I appeared in front of him.  He wore a green t-shirt and blue jeans with black sneakers; a Caucasian male with brown frazzled hair around eighteen years old.  In a mildly chirpy fashion, he stated his name was Pierre.
“Uh… uhm… y-you’re…”, he quietly chirped while I sat my bags higher up on the wall sinks nearby.

“Vector, Pierre.  Nice to meet you; albeit on rather dirty circumstances… excuse me for a second.”, I replied while I walked away towards one of the three urinals embedded in the wall.

Pierre took a couple waddling steps closer around the sink in front of me while I turned around and planted my tuchas against one of the lower ones for children.  I started to funnel more dung down into the piping while the water from the broken toilet continued to spray everywhere.  The urinal somehow made the toilet look bad (probably because it didn’t need to flush and didn’t have shit caked in its tubing normally) and guzzled those fat logs holed up in my butt.  The stomach pangs had died down, but that didn’t change the fact that there was probably still a good four hundred pounds of waste still in there; if not more.

“That’s very… resourceful of you…”, Pierre chirped up again.

I just nodded and chuckled a little bit to myself while I looked at him dance about a little bit.

“Hey.  The toilet’s broken, but if you10 really need to go that bad… hop on another urinal and go.  If you’re shy, I won’t look.”, I calmly replied to him as the urinal backblasted a deluge of gas around the beefy turd that seemingly didn’t stop.

Pierre nodded, but his blush intensified when he got ready to drop his pants.  (I know; super pervy to look at.) He wasn’t without his own faults, though – he had quite the ‘assets’ for a human boy.  He was stiff as a board, but he did try and keep his eyes from contacting my glowing yellow ones as he worked up the courage to dump in the urinal.  He grabbed onto his ten-inch-long dong and squeezed slowly, farting once or twice before a neat but girthy log out of his thirty-eight-inch-thick rump (jeans are nice and informative).
“Shy, my left asscheek...”, I calmly remarked while Pierre stroked himself openly in the bathroom.
“Hmf… I had the food court’s noodles today… I think they put a bug in them or something.”, Pierre commented while he kept dumping his loaf.

“That makes two of us then; I had some bad eggs for breakfast.”  I chuckled to myself and pushed on my stomach, farting once more in the humid air of the bathroom.

The toilet must’ve run out of water as it wasn’t spraying anymore.  I got up from the urinal while my phone went off again – it was already 4 pm!  I knew my dumps took a while but I wasn’t expecting this one to last an hour on its own!  (Of course, this is ignoring the fact that I casually had a conversation with a stranger in the bathroom.)  The turd trailed out of my tush both ways before I plonked back against the urinal, clogging up the pipes once more.  Pierre’s blush hadn’t faded, and his dick hadn’t gotten any softer.  I knew what he wanted to ask; everyone eventually does around me.  

“I-I’ve never had to poop this much before… but then again I’ve never pooped in a urinal next to a dungbeast, either.”, he replied again.

“It’s a side effect of taking this form, Pierre.  An aura, if you will.”, I spoke back at him.

“It-it’s a very good aura.  I wanna eat it --“, he paused and clamped his mouth shut with both hands.  I merely grinned from my right side so he couldn’t see it.
That comment got my dick rock hard, though; in all manner of that analogy.  I hopped off the urinal and splattered the floor a little bit while the shit log followed me over to the bathroom’s door.  Pierre could only see my tail from where he stood around the separating wall to the main section of the bathroom.  I pushed my paw into the lock (why there was a lock on a public bathroom door I’ll never know) and deadbolted it shut.

“Well, we’ll need some privacy for that, Pierre.  We don’t want the police or somebody to ruin our fun, do we?”, I quietly remarked as I filled the lock with a gooey, drippy shit from out of my claws.  It worked like a lubricant, forcing the lock to spin round and round, but it would never latch proper until that poop got removed.  (That, and it stank so fierce anyone on the outside would probably be repulsed to the point of puking their brains out.)

I turned back towards Pierre and the rest of the bathroom.  He’d worked into a bit of a rhythm with his dick, and his belly looked a little more bulgy from when I’d lost sight of it last.

“Huff… you smell rather heated, Pierre.”, I commented while he nodded a little bit; pumping a sizeable log against the urinal.  

“Just take it slow; I don’t wanna have to give you mouth to mouth~”, I teased while I sat at his feet on the tiled floor.  The ground stopped my anus from dumping for a bit while steam wafted off my nose up to his.

Pierre reached down and grabbed onto my head.  I winked at him a little and smiled before he tore off a handful of grimy, mushy clay-like dung from my armored portion.  He lifted the steaming hunk up to his mouth and started to chew at it, breathing heavily as the taste wasn’t nearly as palatable as he’d hoped it would be.  Nevertheless, he tanked through it like a champion while I regenerated the section he’d pulled off in the meantime.

“Cute, Pierre.  Very cute.”, I toyed with him a little bit while he suddenly unleashed a gushing stream of piss right up against my face!
“I-I’m not cute…!”, he tried to play it off while he shot his steamingly hot urine over my head, and I just bent upwards and licked his dickhead a couple times like a curious dog while he did it.

“I was talking about your poop, silly.”  I wasn’t really, but it was enough to get his blush back up to full intensity again.

Pierre popped his dickhead into my mouth and continued to fill it up about halfway before he eventually ran out of the stuff.  I simply swallowed it while the rest dripped into the crevasses of my ass and body.

“It’s been a while since I had a tasty drink like that, Pierre… you’re very straight forward with what you want, aren’t you?”

I questioned him while he suddenly turned around and pressed his body up to the urinal, pushing out his butt against my neck and chest.  The shit steaming out of his butt had only grown an inch or two in girth, but his butthole was looking rather donut-like and puffily used with time.   I licked my chops once or twice when he perked his rump into the air a little bit higher.

“You did this, Vec; now eat it!  Eat my shit instead.”, he tried to act all mean and tough with that remark, but I couldn’t think anything else but cute  in my head.

I did it, though.  Noodle loaf.  Mmm.  I swallowed the beast of a turd better than that urinal or toilet ever could.  Pierre pushed out a number of farts while I petted his white rump and chomped on it a couple times.  His belly slowly started to look less and less bloated while he let me savor his turd; I even gave him a courtesy reacharound during!  It took maybe fifteen minutes or so for him to push it all out, but eventually he did run out of poop to work with.  There’s only so much that my amplification aura alone can do.  The taste of his poop was rather salty, probably from too much soy sauce with that Asian dish he’d eaten earlier. Nice and firm and chewy; good mouth-muscle strengthening shit.  He finished with a beany fart that ripped through my esophagus and rippled through the whole of my upper half!

“Ppbbbbth… heh~ Sorry, Vec… I’ve wanted to do that for a while.”, Pierre smirked a bit and turned back around after I’d given his ass a number of tasty slurps; leaving it stained and brown.
“It’s ok.  I’d chow again if I got the chance.  However, now it’s your turn.”, I smiled and rolled over onto my stomach, facing away from the human.

We both went down on all fours, and I lifted my tail, revealing the donut caked in filth and clenching a warm, steamy turd in between my buttcheeks.  Pierre didn’t even need any coaching to stuff his face in my ass and get to slurping away at it – I could feel him taking little bites out of the thing and swallowing much faster this time!  I curled my toes a little ways on the floor against his thighs, and I brought my tail inward while he spread me apart and chowed away at the warm, bitter turd.  Then, I gave him a little surprise and dumped a good twenty-pound loaf on his face!  The human chirped again (actually, it was more of a yelp) as he hit the floor, covered in dinosaur poop.  He let a cry of pleasure rip out of his mouth as he came back up again.

“Gah!  You need to warn me before you do that sort of thing!”, Pierre yelled as he took position back at my anus.

I answered with thirty seconds of gas as he caught a pocket of air trapped between chunks of dung.  He moaned like a cat in heat throughout the gush, and ravenously went back to nomming my poop when the chunks began to flow again.  His belly was looking bloated all over again, and I could tell he wasn’t going to last much longer – I wasn’t going to do the same, either!  I was stiff, horny and excited; my balls had dropped out of my cockslit in preparation to do some more naughty things to Pierre.  

All of a sudden, he leaned up as I watched him stand up and grab my tail and suddenly jab his cock straight in past the poop gurgling back against it!  He started quickly battering my nuts with his own as he fucked the shit out of me (literally)!  He even got me to moan a couple times when his cock pistoned in and out of my shitty rear end.  I usually don’t moan during sex; probably because I don’t bottom that often~  Either way, Pierre wasn’t going to last very long with his gut full of poop and his sex full of lust.  He nutted after just five minutes; splashing the pile of poop at his feet with a hearty orgasm tainted light brown.  He did give me cum farts too afterward as his semen dribbled out of my donut.  I still hadn’t gotten off, though.

I turned over as he huffed and puffed his way back to a normal heart rate and sat against the separating wall’s corner between it and the urinal and beckoned him over.  He hopped to it like a filthy dog, and spun his backside back around, squatting right into my mouth again.  I smooched his tush before he let another turd back out into my face!  I didn’t expect it to shoot through him that quickly, but dungchromancy’s not a set-in-stone magical art, of course.  I slurped his butt a couple times before I pulled away with a mouthful of human shit in it; grabbing his naughty tuchas and lifting him off the ground by his thighs.  I stood back up again and angled my thick, short shaft up towards his bottom.  

This was gonna stretch him a little farther than he’s probably used to, I thought.

I slowly shafted his rump and slid the human down onto my erection; feeling my nuts touch the floor as I squatted and pressed him down onto my dick.  He yelped a little bit at first as his bloated butthole got used to the stretch, and I got used to hefting his one hundred and thirty-five pound body up and down with just my arms.  He chirped and moaned again and again, and I bit into his shoulder to get him to do it a couple more times!  Thick, pooey and squishy teeth dug into his shoulderblade, drooling down the human’s back.  I kept whispering things like “I’m gonna eat ya” and “You’ll be covered in dinosaur poop” while I kept ramming into his rear end.  It felt glorious to hear him reply “I wanna be your smelly poopy dungbutt” or something along those lines.

I nutted in his ass so hard he went flying face first into the massive pile of shit in front of us both!  Pierre screeched as I flung him into the air and roared something fierce against the walls!  He fired an orangish-brown and sickly sweet caramel-flavored jizz out of his butt as he sat limp and beautifully browned up in the pile of dinosaur and human coagulate.
“Hrf… what a naughty boy you are, Pierre.” I taunted him one last time before grabbing his phone (thank you Lifeproof cases) and putting my number in it.
I could hear him nomming the poop within the pile, so I wouldn’t bother him with more sexy time.  He’d be free to leave whenever he wanted to at this point; but I don’t think he’d do it any time soon. 

“Call me sometime; we’ll do this again~”

I grabbed up my stuff, pushing it into my gut and headed to the broken toilet; fitting a toe into one of the pipes.  In a flash, I swirled down into the tubing, headed home~  At least until Pierre called me when I arrived.  I pulled out my junk and phone and looked that the text message he sent: 

“Is again right now, s-sir?”

