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‘Fred’s Fart Fetish’
is an erotic comedy, written and intended for a mature adult
audience (18+) All characters portrayed in this story of erotic
comedy fiction are adults, engaging in safe, sane, consensual
activities.

The author is from the UK, so the story is
written in British English and the grammar and spelling are British
style.






Fred Methane is approaching the grand
age of fifty soon, and wants to do something different this year.
Fed up with the usual - having grumpy family and friends around to
the house who bicker and are devoid of a sense of humour, who are
never really interested in anything he has to say, not really
interested in him as a person really, - Fred decides that he's had
enough! He craves more fun in his life and is determined to get it.
They also don't share his rather unusual interest... his very
peculiar fetish, one which he absolutely adores and gives his life
meaning: the smell/sound of other people's farts, otherwise known
as Eproctophilia. The smellier and more interesting-sounding the
fart the better as far as he's concerned! And he gets very,
very, very turned on sexually
by them! He will have a birthday to remember for the rest of his
life...

He never expected to fall in love
though and meet the love of
his life in the process!






Fart fetish/Eproctophilia: Now many
people have this fetish, (mostly men) and a lot feel understandably
too embarrassed to reveal their interest in it to friends, family
or even to strangers, especially at non-farting sex parties. So,
one of the few people who completely understands it, and someone
who even encourages it are
those who welcome the fart fetishist into the puckered presence of
their asses to fully explore it, are professional BDSM folk, -
otherwise known as dominatrices and Masters or, Dommes and Doms.
And, as Fred is submissive, a slave, and has been all his life from
as far back as he can remember, he wants to serve a Mistress on his
fiftieth birthday and nothing else will do.

The only person who knows about his fetish is
his best friend and work colleague, Marlon, who he's known for over
thirty years. He believes he can trust him and has told him in
precise detail over the decades, all about it and how he feels.
Marlon is a good friend and has listened intently to his friend,
although his personal preference is an obsession with women's
breasts and licking edible chocolate off their nipples. Slave Fred
has an overwhelming obsession with wanting to sniff and enjoy
smelly farts from a dominatrix or Master and from female workmates
in the office block he's worked in for decades. Quite a stark
contrast. But that's what turns him on. We are all different and
that's what makes this world go around. On his fiftieth birthday,
his wish will be granted as he's treating himself to an all-day
session with a Domme named Mistress Gassyass. What he doesn't know
yet, is that with the private intervention of his work colleagues –
after Marlon blabbed his secret to them; thinking the more the
merrier to satisfy Fred's craving, - they've arranged to be there
with him in the session - and they've all eaten a lot of
fart-inducing fibrous foods...

Oh dear.

Slave Fred will never forget this
birthday...if he survives the onslaught of excess ass gas methane
coming his way! In the office, Fred is moaning to his friend,
oblivious to what is about to happen.

“But Marlon, we do exactly the same
thing every year on my birthday and I just thought as it's a big
one this year, I want to do something completely different that's
all,” Fred said, exasperated, as he argued with his work colleague,
fed up and pissed off as he shuffled yet another stack of completed
database printouts for the boss, then placed them in the out tray
next to his computer in the I.T. block he'd worked in for
thirty-one years.

“Yes I know, but we all thought that's
what you preferred, you know, a quiet day with just your close
family and friends, which is nice isn't it, no?” Marlon, a tall
thin craggy-faced man replied, handing him a machine-ejected
disgusting coffee.

“I have enjoyed all of my birthdays
yes, but I'm fifty this year for fuck's sake and as it's my special
day, I'd like to remember it. So let's do something we haven't done
before.”

Cindy, another work colleague shrieked
with laughter as she chatted with a friend on the phone and
accidentally farted and laughed at the same time, blushing bright
red. Nobody had heard her, but he
had. Fred smiled and felt his cock growing rock hard. Marlon
nudged his arm.

“You're disgusting, it's such a weird
fetish to have, I mean why do other people's farts turn you on? All
I want to do is leave the fucking room once my wife lets one go. It
stinks of fucking rotting corpses for shit's sake man!” “You could
be a Professor of farts. You seem to know everything about them,
whereas I just know they fucking reek, and they never get my cock hard. The opposite. Sex is the
last thing I think about when a stinking bastard blows one my
way.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg





