Untitled (Working Title: Sisterhood)
May 6, 2010

This is my first vore story in over nine months.  I apologize to my fans for the long wait.  This story is different from my other portal stories in that it abandons some realism in favor of more outlandish digestion, elimination and humiliation.  Those comfortable with my Writing.com contributions will be right at home.  It contains F/M anal vore with digestion and lots of scat.  Enjoy, and please leave comments, especially title suggestions.  Remember: Fate smiles upon the generous.
by TBD


“Uhm, no!” Liz said strongly.  “Veto!” She elongated the two syllables for maximum impact.


“You can’t veto him.” Catherine said with that half-laugh that she only used when she was trying to mask rage.  “He’s my boyfriend.”


“The rules say we can veto whoever we want.” Liz dictated strongly, her legs crossed as she sat up on the couch.  “I’m using my veto on him.”


“You can’t tell me that I can’t bring my boyfriend to formal.”  She feigned surprise and indignation fairly well considering that she had suspected this was coming.  She pivoted from her seat on the floor (she had shown up late) to face Liz, but deep down she knew that she was in no position to bargain.


She had simply grown tired of this fight.  Ryan’s condescending attitude and aloofness had turned him in to one of the sisterhood’s major villains, and the sisters were openly questioning what it was that Catherine saw in him.  Truthfully, Catherine was questioning too.


“He’s rude, he’s mean, he’s just going to sit there, have a lousy time and then go back and judge us.” Liz protested in one lengthy breath.  “Again, veto.”


“Catherine, I hate to do this,” Kaitlin said, seated next to her on the floor, “but I’m with Liz on this one.”  This hurt.  Not only because Catherine had counted Kaitlin among her closest friends, but also because the sorority was more likely to listen to her.  Liz was the loud, fat sorority girl that nobody liked.  Liz always had a problem with something and was never afraid to voice it.  Kaitlin, though, was the reserved, petite blonde.  If she was voicing an opinion, things must really be bad.


“Look, it’s not like he’s some creepy stranger.” Catherine began her defense, the hurt now a little evident in her nasally voice.  “You guys might not like him, but you know who he is and he’s not going to cause problems.”  She feared that she had just sounded too combative, too spirited.  Rule number one of being accepted in sorority society was “don’t rock the boat.”  It pained her to do it, but she reached for one of her strawberry blonde locks of hair and twirled it.  “Y’know?”

“But part of being sisters is watching out for you.” Kaitlin explained, gently placing a hand on Catherine’s thigh.  Catherine secretly hated it when Kaitlin touched her.  It made her feel like a whale.  She didn’t think she was all that big—at least she wasn’t Liz-big or anything-- but as soon as she started comparing herself to Kaitlin and her skinny little hands she was suddenly unsatisfied with every single part of her body.  “You know that you’re not happy with Ryan and you know that he doesn’t treat you right, so we’re helping you to cut him loose.”


“I’m sorry, but I’m perfectly capable of standing up for myself, thank you.” She took umbrage with their patronizing attitudes.  She had silently seethed about this for a long time now.  Just because her sisters were incapable of maintaining a lasting relationship didn’t mean that she shouldn’t be allowed to have one.  “He’s perfectly nice to me,” she knew it was a lie, but was willing to consider it a white lie with herself the only victim, “he’s just uncomfortable around you all.  Maybe if you were more inviting to him and not trying to break us up at every turn, you’d see what I see.”  The second part had a grain of truth to it.  Part of Ryan’s opposition to her sorority stemmed from their outward dislike for him.


“Whatever, I just don’t want him ruining formal.  Honestly, I think you should have just downed him months ago and we could be done with all of this.” Liz jumped back in to the conversation, always needing to have her two cents heard.  Some sisters were mildly surprised by her abruptness, but few showed it in any way


“How about this then?” Kaitlin said in her motherly, peace-making tone.  “Catherine can bring him to formal, but if he’s rude or if he kills the party, then we’ll all decide what happens to him.”


“I vote that she eats his dumb ass.”  Liz butted in.  “Or how about I eat him?  That would be even better.


“Don’t I get some kind of a say in this?” Catherine asked.  


“This is the best you’re going to get.” The sorority president finally spoke, firmly from the front of the room.  “We’re all sick of dealing with it.  If he behaves he can stay, if not, he’s got to go.”


She folded her arms and pouted in protest, but Catherine knew that maybe she had just been handed an opportunity.  It was time for Ryan to change or for her to get rid of him.


“Next on the list is Jessica’s date… Ben Mitchell.” The president read.


“Vee-toe!” Liz shouted from the couch.

*
*
*
*
*

“I had to fight to get them to let you to go.” Her words were deliberate and angry, stopping just short of shouting.  “You’re going and you’re going to behave yourself.  It’s not up for discussion.”


“Why would you fight to have me there?” Ryan rolled his eyes.  “You know I hate these things.”


“Because you need to spend some time with my sisters to prove to them that you’re not the jackass they all think you are!”


“So that’s what’s important to you?  Having someone that you can parade in front of your sorority?”  It was the same fight they’d had a half-dozen times before, played back in a perpetual loop.  Catherine could recite his rebuttals and retorts by heart.


“What’s important to me” she slowly punctuated the sentence, “is having my boyfriend there to dance with.”


Ryan hated dancing, Ryan hated parties, Ryan hated her sorority and Ryan hated that she had just ended a sentence with a preposition.  Catherine knew these things and had known these things for a while now.  Why was she settling for his judgmental veiled contempt?


“Do I have to go to the whole thing?  These things are always like four goddamn hours!”


“Five hours and yes, you do.”  Catherine stuck to her guns.  “If I have to pay for two tickets then we’re going to stay the whole time.”


“That’s right, you have to pay.” Ryan quipped, turning away from her and back to his laptop screen.  “Because that’s what sisterhood is all about.”


“I am sick of doing this with you!  I try so hard to get my best friends to like you and then you just do your best to blow it all to hell!”


“Why does it matter if your friends like me?  Why can’t you just like me?”


Catherine rolled her eyes and threw up her hands.  She resisted the urge to continue the scripted loop of an argument.  She did like him, right?


He was certainly the smartest guy she had ever dated and the first one who had ever come close to serving as intellectual company for her—but that same intellect seemed to carry with it a loathing of anything she thought of as fun.  He had those soft blue eyes—she was surprised when she first noticed them because of his darker brown hair—but so often they were fixed on a TV screen or a computer monitor or seemingly anything that wasn’t her.


“What are you looking at any way that it can’t wait until after we’ve talked about this?” She asked.


“We’ve already talked about this.  We always talk about this.” He groaned without looking up from the screen.  She walked around behind him to see him browsing Facebook.  Her passionate argument cast aside for the ultimate in time wasters.  Great.  


“You know, we’ve been dating for seven months now” She said, putting a hand on his shoulder, trying to ease some of the tension “and you don’t have a single picture of us up on Facebook.  You don’t even have me listed as your girlfriend.”


“Why, you want to showcase me to all your friends?” He grumbled.


“What if I do?  What’s wrong with that?”


“Because you don’t care about me, you just care about impressing them.”


“Oh give it up.” She sighed defeated.  “I just really want you to do this and I want you to do it without complaining the whole time.  It’s not about impressing anybody, it’s about spending time with me doing what I like to do.”  She leaned in and whispered in his ear.  “And then maybe we I’ll do some things that you like to do.”  Whoring herself out for her own boyfriends attention—she felt as though she’d sunk to a low.


“What do I need to wear?” He asked, defeated.


“How about you wear brown?” She suggested.  “It makes your eyes stand out.”


“Well what are you going to wear then?”


“Here, check it out.” Catherine said, commandeering the laptop and pulling up images of a shimmery, gold-colored dress.  “Isn’t it glam?”


“I think that’s for someone with darker skin.” Ryan said dryly.  “And it’s gonna look too much like your hair.” He grabbed a few strands of her hair that he’d always thought of as being just blonde, never noticing its redness.  “Plus you’re not going to fill out the top right without bigger boobs and it’s going to look weird because you’re wider at the bottom.”  He remained stone-faced after his blunt assessment of all of her bodily faults, as though he didn’t expect her to object to any of them.  Or maybe he just knew that she was too run-down to keep protesting.


“Whatever.  That’s what I’m wearing.” She said.  “And you need to take at least one picture with me to put online.”


“Fine.” He groaned.  His lack of enthusiasm was uninspiring… and a bad omen if he wanted to see a day past the dance.
*
*
*
*
*


“Wait, he actually fucking said that?!” Kaitlin belted out in disbelief.


“I know.” Catherine held her head in her hand.


“What did you do?”


“Nothing!  I was just flabbergasted.”


“Alright, first, fuck him.”  Kaitlin organized her list of thoughts by holding up fingers surprisingly close to her friends face (and talking ridiculously loudly for being in the same room.)  “You’re going to rock that dress.  Second, it’s not like you’re fat.  I mean, Liz, she’s fat.  You might have a little bit of a tummy, but you’re normal size.”  Catherine took what she could from the attempted compliment.  “Third, you can’t just take crap like that from him!  This is why he treats you like this because you let him!”


“Well what do you want me to do?  Say ‘stop, that hurts my feelings?’”


“Would be a good start!”  Kaitlin grabbed Catherine’s hands in what was meant to be a friendly gesture but actually came off awkwardly creepy, as though she were crazed.  “Personally, I want you to just eat the loser already.  He can’t give you crap when he is crap, y’know?”


“Here we go again with this.” Catherine couldn’t decide which she was more tired of; the fights with Ryan or Kaitlin and others constantly calling for his death.


“I don’t get it, it’s not like you’re opposed to eating guys.” Kaitlin released her arms and plopped down in a bean bag chair on her dorm room floor, pouring herself another glass of wine from the bottle.  “You’ve probably downed more guys than I have.”


“No way.” Catherine said, suddenly realizing that she knew very little about her friend’s vore past.  But there’s no way that a cute blonde pistol like Kaitlin wasn’t also totally deadly.


“Bobby Hendrick.  Steven Michaels.  Josh Ward.  Three.” Kaitlin counted.  “That’s it.”


“No shit?” Catherine asked, sipping sparingly from her glass.  She didn’t want to drink heavily; Ryan hated drunkenness because it “killed the mind.”  He had never considered what it did for the spirit.


“This is an exclusive club, not everyone gets to join.” Kaitlin said, patting her perfect, flat belly. “What’s your number?”


“Six.” She muttered, embarrassed.


“Damn, girl, that’s good.  That’s like actual maneater range.”  Kaitlin raised her glass to Catherine’s past “conquests.”  “But what I’m saying is, if you’ve already sent six to the porcelain grave, what’s one more?”


Catherine paused and counted to three before giving her answer.  Always pause and count to three before you get angry with a friend.


“What’s with everyone in the sorority pressuring me?” She asked severely.  “Pressuring me to dance and party.  Pressuring me to drink when I don’t always like drinking.  Pressuring me to kill my boyfriend when, really, I kind of like things about him.  if you all are supposed to be my sisters, shouldn’t you support me and not whatever it is you want me to be?”


“Whoa, whoa, whoa.” Kaitlin threw up a stop sign with her hands, nearly spilling her wine.  “I didn’t mean to pressure you to do anything—it’s just girl talk.”  Her tone took a turn towards the gentle, “We just want you to be happy, and that’s all I want.  And sometimes you do want to dance and do want to drink, and I can’t stand to see you be with a guy who won’t let you and only wants you to go to boring lectures on weekends.”  Catherine did hate the lectures.


“I do feel like I’m…” she paused to look for the right word, “not free sometimes.”


“And if he loved you, he would have set you free a long time ago.” Kaitlin abused the cliché.  “And if he’s not going to set you free, you’re gonna have to take it from him.”  Catherine frowned slightly and looked down at the floor.  Not because she felt like she was being bullied yet again, but because she finally had decided that her sisters had a point.

*
*
*
*
*


Catherine looked stunning in her gold dress.  Ryan might have been right about her not having the boobs to fill it out, she conceded, but other than that she pulled it off big time.  Her hips did look a little thicker than normal, but she knew why, and it didn’t much bother her.  Besides, she liked her curvy bottom.


 The girls gathered on the front lawn of the sorority house before dinner to take group pictures, both of themselves and with their dates.  Catherine and her gold dress shined beautifully in the pictures.  Ryan, and his sterile navy blue blazer, refused to take part.  At least he was willing to help take one of the pictures, Catherine justified through clenched teeth.


Dinner was equally disastrous as Ryan criticized the inefficiency with which the girls created a seating arrangement, offered his commentary on what would have made the food better, and mocked anyone who couldn’t handle the math to split the check at the end.  Oh, and he rolled his eyes at everyone who ordered an alcoholic drink, which was pretty much everyone who wasn’t him.   The worst part was that Catherine could tell that he was trying; this was him trying to get along with people.


The DJ was already pumping the dance room with music and most of the sisters had already arrived when Catherine and her entourage arrived.  Fashionably late and all that.


“Great, this song.” Ryan protested the top 40 hit being blared.  Catherine saw Kaitlin and another girl exchange a dollar bill slyly.  They had a bet on how many times Ryan would say that exact phrase throughout the course of the night.  With the money exchanged, the girls frolicked to the dance floor, swapping silly, exaggerated dance moves.

“You coming, Catherine?” One of them asked.  She looked to her side for permission before replying.


“I think I’ll sit down with Ryan for a little bit.” She sighed as the two of them pulled seats out from a round table and she sat down delicately, as if not to wrinkle the fabric of her dress.


“When does this end?” He asked instantly.


“For you, maybe very soon.” Catherine seethed.  Her tolerance for his antics had finally disappeared.  Yes, he appealed to the serious side she had and sometimes she enjoyed feeling superior to everybody like he did.  But can’t a girl cut loose and have a wild night once in a while?  “Why did you even come if you were going to act like this?”


“Because you made me.” He sulked, trying to make himself in to a victim.  “Besides, you just want me here as meet to show off so your sisters—who you pay to be your friends—like you better.  You’re just going to get drunk and act stupid and I’m going to have to sit and watch.”


“What would you rather be doing instead, huh?”  Catherine raised her voice for the first time.  “What’s your idea of fun?”


“Well, you seemed to suggest that we could fool around after this.” He shrugged.  Never refer to intimacy with your long-term girlfriend as fooling around.  Catherine pursed her lips and counted to three.


“Alright, then.” She said.  “Follow me, I’ve got a game you’re gonna love.”  She smiled and meant her words, but her angry tone was slightly mysterious.  She led him out of the room and, in an effort to be stealthy, snuck with him in to the women’s bathroom.


“What are we doing in here?” Ryan asked, marveling the comparative size of the bathroom.  Catherine fumbled to lock and barricade the door, just now feeling the effect of a few drinks at dinner.  Was it liquid courage that was allowing her to finally be this forward?


“We’re playing a game.” She said, tugging on the door to make sure that it couldn’t be opened.  She then led him towards an empty toilet stall and, facing him, standing up, lifted her skirt to flash him her bulky, white underwear.  Ryan’s eyes grew wide as he stammered in surprise.


“Is that—a diaper?!”  He asked.


“Yep.” Catherine said, sitting down on the toilet as she issued her ultimatum.  “That’s a diaper and that’s what it looks like from the outside.  If you only want to see it from the outside and don’t want to know what it’s like on the inside, then you’re going to need to prove to me that you’re useful.”


“What do you mean?” For someone so self-righteous and smart, he certainly was slow to grasp this.


“I mean if you don’t show me why I need you,” she said, undoing the diaper from her waist and holding it up in the air, “then you’re going to end up in here.  Now, you’ve already shown me that you can’t be nice and you can’t have fun,” she declared, “so the only thing left that you can do for me is get me off.  So you’re going to get me off right here, right now, real quick, like your life depends on it.  Because it does.”


“H—how quick is real quick?” He asked, his skin now turning pale.


“Until I finish taking this shit.” She said, raising her eyebrows.


“Catherine, we can talk about this…” He began to plea, knowing that what she asked was impossible.  Her only response was a long, dry fart that echoed in the bowl; the starting gun of his life-or-death challenge.


“Hurry.” She said with a sinister grin.  “Or you’re next.”


In that moment, she saw an intensity and passion in Ryan that she had never seen before, as he dropped on his knees to the tile floor and fumbled to get his head and hands under her dress and find her sensitive areas.  He placed his neck on the lip of the toilet seat (without even considering the germs) and got to work.  He hadn’t gone down on her since he was courting her.  She wished it didn’t take such drastic measures to get him to pay a little attention to her needs.


He began to lick, slurp, and pleasure in ways that he normally would have labeled as beneath him, as her pale, doughy thighs engulfed his head.  He tried working in fingers and tongue play, every trick he had ever tried or heard of to get a girl off quickly.  It was an intoxicating whirlwind of sensations for her, but as he muscles clenched, she could feel the mass moving in her colon.


Not even a renewed series of farts could deter Ryan from his task.  He used to complain about the smells of her body on a regular basis, but apparently her threat put all of that in perspective.  He tongued deep, desperately looking for any of the legendary secret spots that automatically create an orgasm.  He unfortunately didn’t find such a fiction.  At least, not before he felt a splash of water on his throat along with the dreaded “plop.”  Catherine had dropped her deuce, and his time was up.


“Mmmmm…” She purred, still enjoying the bliss, but mostly anticipating what was to come next.  “Too late, fucker.  I’m done and you’re not even close.”  Ryan his mouth away from her wet vag and took his first breath in minutes.  She expected him to pant out some corrective comments about cakes being done and people being finished, but instead he simply pleaded for his life.


“Please, I almost have you—I’ll do it twice!” He begged.


“No way.”  Catherine said, standing halfway up and turning around, so that she was now reverse-cowgirl on the toilet, her ass right in Ryan’s face at the lip of the bowl.  “Because that dump was so much more rewarding than you’ve ever been, and now that that’s over, you don’t have a chance.”


“But…” Ryan began, near tears.
“See?” She said, spreading her ass cheeks and showing her anus.  “All empty.”  Ryan hung his head in defeat.  “Although, it’s not going to be for long…”  Ryan lifted his head, about to ask what the cryptic comment meant, when Catherine grabbed his hair and pressed his face deep into her ass.  The muscles of her unwiped anus expanded and began to, impossibly, invite his head inside.  He struggled, but his struggles seemed like little more than a formality; a vain gesture preordained for failure.  He was out of breath and vulnerable, and knew that he’d been had.


“Oh yes!  Get in there!” Catherine moaned as she sat up straighter and engulfed the top half of his skull.  “Do you smell that, you dumb ass?  That’s going to be you!”  She hadn’t even started to swallow his body yet, and already she was in a near-orgasmic state, far better than anything he had brought her to through conventional means.  She allowed her fingers to slip down towards her clitoris and stroked for pleasure.


“Fuck.  You.  Fuck.  You.” She panted as his head disappeared and she slipped down his neck, preparing for the rapturous sensation that swallowing his shoulders would bring.  It was, she had to admit, the most satisfying break up she’d ever had.
*
*
*
*
*

It would have been hard to hide the belly, even if she had tried.  As soon as she returned from the bathroom heads turned to see the results of her deed.


“Oh.  My.  God!” Kaitlin squealed.  “You actually did it!”  She ran over and threw her arms around the gorged Catherine’s shoulders, pressing their faces together in a sign of sisterly love.


“I needed a change.” She said flippantly, before grabbing Kaitlin’s hand and placing it on her waist, allowing her to feel the crunch of the diaper beneath her dress.  “And pretty soon, I’m going to need another one.”


“That is brilliant!” She said in a whispered scream, not knowing if it was supposed to be a secret.  “Are you just going to let him out whenever?”


“You gave me the courage to do it.” Catherine said, “It’s only fair that you get to see it.  Besides, you hated him so much I figure you’ll enjoy this as much as I do anyways.”  Kaitlin didn’t hear it, the faintest hint of doubt in Catherine’s tone.  Should she enjoy this?  Was this something that she was doing for herself or for her sisters?  Hadn’t she been happy with Ryan before the sorority got involved?  Was she throwing away his life for the cheap thrill of a wild party night with the girls?


Alcohol, however, is the pesticide of conscience.  All it took was a sister arriving with a potent mixed drink to wash away any pity or doubt she felt.


“Drink up.” She said.  “You’ve got to wash him down!”


“Well I can’t drink out of that hole.” Catherine smirked.


“You ate him with your butt?!” Liz screeched, loud enough to be heard over the DJ’s blaring music.


“A little louder, Liz.” Catherine said.  “I don’t think everyone heard you.”


“So?  Be loud and proud!  You just owned him!  Sending a guy up the poop chute?  That’s like the ultimate.”


“Liz, it’s gonna get better!” Kaitlin buzzed.


“Come on,” Catherine said, swigging from her cocktail and changing the topic, “I did it because I wanted to have a good time tonight—let’s not stand here and talk about it, let’s dance.”


The girls did follow her as she waddled to the dance floor, but dancing wasn’t really much of an option with a full-sized man in her guts.  The most she was able to manage was a sway to the music while her sisters rubbed her seductive round hump.  Their dates looked on enviously, drawn to the contours of her engorged figure.  Even though her mere reentry into the dance had created enough attention on its own, the sorority president still felt the need to announce it over the DJ’s microphone.  You don’t get to be a sorority president by not creating scenes, after all.  She delivered a sarcastic eulogy before asking everyone to say a last goodbye to Ryan.


“Don’t worry.” Catherine announced loudly, before lifting her skirt and mooning the crowd with her diaper.  “You’re going to see plenty of Ryan tonight.”  The girls hooted and hollered, excited at the preview to the evening’s entertainment—nothing beat the graphic digestion of an ex-boyfriend.  The girls got back to dancing, all of them now in a crowd surrounding Catherine.  For her part, though, all she could do was teeter and pound back drinks while waiting for Ryan’s corpse to soften up.  After a while, the weight became a lot for her pudgy knees to bear and she sat down at the same side table she and Ryan had sat at earlier and watched the dancing.


The alcohol seemed to aid digestion.  Either that or guys just melt faster when you take them in the back door—maybe because he’d already been broken down and mashed up on the way to the stomach.  Whichever it was, her belly bump was getting soft in a hurry—which was fine by her, since she was on a time table.  And she was hoping she could get some real dancing in before the night was over.


Kaitlin and Liz came over and sat down with her, their brows dotted with beads of sweat from dancing away under the hot lights.


“So how did you get him in?” Kaitlin asked, practically yelling over the music.


“We want to know everything!” Liz screamed, her yell—as usual—unnecessarily loud.


“I had him getting me off in a bathroom stall.” Catherine bragged casually, while stirring the drink in front of her.  “While I took a shit.”


“No.  You.  Didn’t.”  Kaitlin’s valley girl punctuation seemed to surprise even her.  “You’re just getting yours tonight.”


“Eww… did you like wipe before you sucked him up?”


“Nope.” Catherine said plainly, grinning at her evilness.


“Did he like scream and kick?”


“He got pretty weak once I had his head in.  I think the lack of air had put him out of it.  I did jerk him off one last time before I got him all the way up, though.”


“You made him cum with his head up your pooper?!  That’s hardcore… how’d you even think of that shit?”


“I saw his erection when I was digging through his pants for this.” Catherine said, plopping Ryan’s wallet down on the table.  “Dinner’s on him for a while, girls.”


“Hahaaaa!  That’s great!” Liz laughed.

“And there’s this too.” Catherine said, handing Liz an even more intriguing item; Ryan’s cell phone.

“I should totally go through and text all of his friends.” Liz said, flipping open the phone and salivating at the possibilities.  Liz had a sadistic streak that she was very rarely able to exercise, given her inability to attract prey.  Sororities are fantastic vehicles for fat girls to vicariously live out their dreams through others.  The phone suddenly shook and lit up.


“Holy shit!” Liz exclaimed, dropping the phone to the table.  “His mom is calling!  What should I do?”  The girls all looked at the phone’s glowing screen with terror, fearing that they might be held accountable for their actions.  Catherine alone was unfazed.


“Let me get it.”  She said with a wry smirk, picking up the phone and pressing the green button.  “Hello.” She answered as her sisters gasped at her audacity.


“This is Catherine.” She responded, her tone somewhat surprised that she needed to identify herself to her boyfriend’s mother.


“Yes, that is still going on!” She declared indignantly, although, perhaps somewhat inaccurately.


“No,” she said, regaining her composure and her smile, “he can’t come to the phone right now, but he did ask me to give you a message.”  Catherine took the phone away from her ear and moved the receiver next to her bottom, raising a leg and contorting her face.


THHHHHHHBBBBTHHHHHHHTTTTT!  She farted into the phone.  Her sisters guffawed as she ripped three more long, wet farts, much to the horror of Ryan’s mother.


“Ohmygod!” The girls gawked.  “Catherine, what are you going to do?!  She’s going to be pissed!”


“It’s not like she wasn’t going to find out!” Catherine squealed, the alcohol clearly having overtaken some of her inhibitions (and certainly her volume control.)  “Her son is going to be a sack of crap around my butt.”  The girls laughed.  They all knew Ryan’s fate by this point, but it still gave them a rush to rephrase and repeat it.  That and, well, everything is a little bit funnier when you’re drunk.


The night, the beat, and the revelry carried on as Ryan digested away and disappeared into his girlfriend’s tummy.  The massive bulge was reduced to a small lump, and the true excitement was approaching as she felt queasiness inside.  Catherine had known that a move this drastic would make her the center of the party’s attention.  She had planned for that and wanted that.  What she hadn’t considered, though, was how difficult it would be when the time came to actually expel Ryan from her body.  Every social bone in her body, after all, told her not to crap herself in front of a crowd of people, all of them with a careful eye on her.  As quietly and discreetly as she could, she grabbed Kaitlin from the dance floor.


“I think it’s time.” She whispered.  Kaitlin looked confused until Catherine gave her stomach a small pat.  “Would you mind walking around with me?”

*
*
*
*
*


“I cannot believe that you worked up the balls to do this!”  Kaitlin said as the two paced back and forth outside.  


“I can’t believe I drank that much.” Catherine moaned.


“Well, but it was on a full stomach.” Kaitlin corrected.


“Not for long it’s not gonna be.” She said, grabbing her stomach.  Relief was imminent; it was just a matter of allowing herself to release.  It was just about overcoming another rule and letting herself be free.


“You’re the talk of the party, you know.” Kaitlin smiled.  “Everyone wants to be you tonight.”


“That’s strange, considering you were all sick of me at the last meeting.” Catherine normally wouldn’t allow the bitterness to show through.  She forgot to count to three.


“We’ve always liked you, Catherine.” Her friend said.  “We just like the real you.  This you, who knows how to have a good time.  You’re having a great time tonight and it’s about to get even better.  And no matter how many guys come and go, I want to be the sister who shares all of these nights with you.”


Catherine’s face fell.  “Oh… Kaitlin.” She said.


“I know, give me a hug.” The blonde came in and wrapped her arms around her.


“No, it’s not that.” Catherine pulled away a bit.  “I just shat myself.”  Kaitlin gasped like a child on Christmas morning.


“Let’s go party!” She yelled.


“Hold on just a sec.” Catherine said, overwhelmed by the strange sensation.  “I need to sit down.”  She put one hand on a bench and started down.


“Wait—“ Kaitlin tried to stop her, but it was too late.  Catherine felt the crinkle of the diaper pressing down on the wood followed by the warm smoosh of the turd she had just laid smearing across her ass.  It was massive, and there was no way that it didn’t leak out of her diaper.  Crestfallen, she stood back up and looked at the back of her golden dress, now smeared with multiple chocolate brown splotches near the exits of her diaper.


“Shit.” She muttered.  “It’s probably ruined.  Oh, Kaitlin.  What do I do now?” She asked.


“Easy.” Her friend smiled.  “You go back inside and you dance your messy tush off!”

*
*
*
*
*

The music was artificial and synthesized, but there was a primal force in the thumping beat as Catherine shook her hips back and forth in a fit of pure ecstasy.  For the first time in months, she was finally having fun.  Her sisters cleared a spot for her in the center of the dance floor as she flaunted her liberated body.  With all eyes on her, she gyrated and grooved, trying to emulate the dance moves she had seen her sisters use in the past.  In this moment, it didn’t matter that she wasn’t any good.  In this moment, she didn’t feel too fat or too shy or too uncoordinated.  She simply soaked in the attention of all the eyes on her and danced.


Her sisters (and their dates) thrived on it too.  They cheered her on as she hiked up her soiled golden dress, exposing Ryan’s messy remains strapped to her rear.  Bending outwards at the knees, she got low to the ground and shook her flabby booty.  Sprays of foul, brown waste squirted out of her diaper, splattering on the dance floor.  Everyone fixated on her wobbling behind as she nearly touched it to the floor.


Catherine’s renewed confidence took over as she popped back up and approached one of the young men present.  She didn’t know him or whose date he was, but she grabbed him by the front of his shirt and pulled him next to her in much the same way that she would imagine a caveman chose his mate.  Widening her legs to engulf his timid, stationary body, she grinded up and down on the stranger, crotch-to-crotch.  She didn’t need to work for long before she felt him go stiff: an erection firm enough that she could feel it through the front of her diaper.


“Mmm… yes!” She moaned sensually, as all of the men cheered on their friend who was the target of the girl who, for one night, was the center of attention.  Catherine spun in a half turn and reached behind her to grab her partner by the waist, holding him in tight as she ground on him with her tail.  She leaned forward and stuck her ass back until she felt that rewarding “squish” she craved; the warm sensation of Ryan’s remains being smeared all over her butt combined with the stranger’s thumping boner rubbing against her diapered booty.  She let out a series of rapturous cries before pushing the stranger away, revealing a shameful combination of stains on the front of his pants: his cum and her shit.  The girls cackled and the guys teased their friend, only a few of them confessing that they had wished it had been them.


The crowd of girls converged on their new hero, dancing in mass, hips shaking and hands waving in the air, the sister who had been the outcast a few short days ago now at the epicenter of it all.  Catherine grabbed her drink off of the table and returned to the dance floor, sipping on the cocktail.  Wiggling her body to the music, she raised the glass up above her head and let out a free, liberated party girl scream of joy.

*
*
*
*
*


Catherine grunted as the early afternoon light forced her eyes open.  The first sensation she noticed was the stiffness in her back, the product of a long sleep on the couch in the sorority house.  The second sensation was the smell.


“Pewh!” She waved her hand in front of her face as she sat up and looked around to see a few of her sisters in the room.  “I think I need a change.” She said in a plain, pained voice, trying to crawl out from under her hangover.


“Yeah, I don’t know if you remember or not, but you definitely shat yourself a few more times after we got back last night.”  Catherine didn’t react to this statement at all, other than to squint at the light, readjust herself on the couch and mutter the single word “Squishy.”  


“You were totally trashed.” One of the girls stated the obvious.  “Let me get you some water.”


“Don’t worry, you totally rocked it, though.” Another girl chimed in, “You were a freakin’ legend last night.”  Catherine flopped back on her side and grumbled as she shut her eyes again, her worn and wrinkled (and certainly ruined) dress all awry on her pudgy body.  She certainly didn’t look like a legend.  In fact, someone just walking in to the house now would certainly be repulsed by the hungover, tubby pale girl beached on the couch with a sack of shit oozing around her waist.  But somehow, context had been everything.


“What the hell else did we do last night?” She asked as the sister returned with a glass of water and her laptop in hand.


“I’m so glad you asked.  After the dance we went out to a club, and then when we got back, you did this.” She handed Catherine the water first, from which she took a modest sip, then the laptop, already open to a webpage.  “Check out what you did to his Facebook page.”

Name: Ryan Shitstain

Hometown: Browntown, USA

Relationship Status: Married to Catherine’s Diaper

Occupation: Stinky Mess

Interests: Being doody smeared across her booty!


Catherine browsed the blunt and repetitive text, every single aspect of his social profile edited to reflect his new standing as waste.  It was probably a lot funnier in the thick of it last night, she reminded herself.  Now it just came off as a juvenile, indulgent waste.  What she did admire, though, were the pictures.  His old pictures replaced with photos from the night before.  Her mooning the camera, his remains spewing out of the overflowing diaper.  The backside of her stained gold dress—he always did look good in brown.  The smear he’d left on the front of the stranger’s pants.  The splatter marks from where he’d leaked on the dance floor.  All of the photos accompanied by “likes” from all of his sisters and comments from his friends and family (most of which were surprisingly supportive of his being so utterly obliterated.)


“Aww” Catherine cooed. “I always wanted him to have more pictures of us together!”  She took another cautious sip of water and nursed what felt like the mother of all headaches.


It took her three hours to get of the couch that afternoon.  That would be followed by another forty minutes lying on the tile floor of the bathroom, near sick, before she finally began the process of cleaning herself up.  She undid her diaper and stuffed it inside of an over-sized plastic grocery bag, before taking a long shower to wash away the smell of feces and alcohol.  She had meant to take the filthy, wrinkled dress to the cleaners, but ultimately it got tossed under the bed and wasn’t seen for months.


Her newfound camaraderie with her sisters proved to be lasting.  Gone were the days of their internal squabbles as she went from being the group outsider to its most revered figure.  Even after the bagged diaper was boxed up and FedExed to Ryan’s parents in one final gesture of humiliation, the memory of the night still remained in sorority lore.

That was five years ago.  No one who was at the dance is at the university any more, but still, before every Alpha Delta Theta formal, the girls begin to chatter.  They make their veto lists and discuss who’s wearing out their welcome.  The boys, for their part, never know what’s going on until the grind up on their date and hear that odd, plasticy crinkle—and by that time they know it’s too late.
