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Retaking her exams in night school finally brought Rachel out of her shell.

Rachel had messed up in school initially.  She hadn’t been a bad student.  Far from it: quiet and polite, most people, teachers included, forgot she was even there most of the time.  Yet academia was far from a natural talent, and she spent too much time doodling in her sketchbook, or reading paranormal romance stories of werewolves falling in lust with vampires, or watching movies on her laptop in her bedroom.  She wasn’t an unattractive girl, although a touch plain.  Brunette hair to her shoulders, a broad nose: she had a soft body, but was tall, so not really considered chubby.  She’d had a couple of disappointing boyfriends.  She was an unremarkable girl with an unremarkable life, so took to worlds of imagination instead.

On exam results day, her sheet hadn’t made for great reading.

She’d decided there and then to do something about it.  She made contact with a local community college and re-enrolled on many of the subjects in which she’d disappointed.  She got a little part-time job waitressing during the day, and went to classes most nights.

Night school was made up of a different group of people than she was strictly used to.  There were people her age, who had flunked their original exams and were now being forced to re-sit: Rachel avoided these, sitting as far from them as possible.  They tended to be those who had been disruptive and noisy the first time round, and their bad attitudes remained. There were those who had to attend to ensure they continued to receive benefit payments.  There were older people who had left school as soon as possible, worked all their lives, and now found themselves unemployed and struggling to find anything without the basic qualifications.  Then there were the properly old people, attending for the social aspect, or to keep their minds sharp.

Rachel often found her mind wandering in class, looking across the faces, daydreaming and imagining about these people’s lives.  Then she would force herself to snap out of it, reminding herself that’s partly why she was here in the first place, and try and focus on her work.

Maxine shared both Rachel’s maths and English classes.  Rachel had noticed her before: Maxine was difficult to miss.  Rachel she found herself sitting beside her one evening and being blitzed by the force of the other woman’s personality.  Maxine spoke constantly.  She was perhaps ten years older than Rachel, in her late twenties, and was often being gently told by the tutors to focus at the task at hand.  Yet she was amicable enough, and had a braying laugh.  She was skinny, blond hair yanked back in a ponytail, usually wearing jeans and a cheap top.  Nasty hooped earrings dangled from the sides of her head.  She wore fake leather boots that were coming apart at the seams.

When they first met, Maxine had stuck her hand out in front of her.  Rachel, a little startled, shook it.  The other woman had a weirdly tight grip.

‘Alright, I’m Maxine,’ she announced, her accent strong and local.  ‘I warn you, I’m pretty shit at all this – I’m only here cuz they’ll cut my money otherwise – so I’ll need help.’

Rachel listened, initially wary.  This woman looked kind of scary.  But then Maxine pulled out a roll of mints from her jacket pocket, and offered one to Rachel.

‘Ah, no, thanks,’ Rachel replied.

Maxine popped one in her mouth.  ‘Had a couple of ciders before I came here,’ she said with a wink.  ‘This is kind of like brushing my teeth, right?’

Rachel laughed.  

After that, they became unlikely friends.  They didn’t socialise outside of classes, but usually made a point of sitting together.  Maxine hadn’t been lying – she really was lousy at her work – so Rachel often found herself explaining things to her.  She didn’t mind: if anything, she found it had the knock-on effect of making her pay closer attention herself, so as to be able to pass the knowledge on.  The classes were longer than the ones back in school, so had a little coffee break in them.  

Rachel and Maxine would get a little plastic cup of tea each from the machine and go stand outside whilst Maxine smoked.

Maxine had been a drug addict and a prostitute.  She mentioned this in conversation during one of these little breaks.  Rachel had stared, stunned, yet Maxine waved it away.

‘We do what we do to get by, hun,’ she muttered.  ‘Fuck, I’ve forgotten what I was sayin,’ now.’

‘Do you still… do those things?’ Rachel asked, shocked.  Even weeks earlier she wouldn’t have dared ask that question, yet was confident enough around Maxine to know that she could.

Maxine glanced across at her with a strange look.  She took a drag on her cigarette.  ‘Nah,’ she said, unconvincingly.

Rachel didn’t believe it for a second.

After the class, the two of them strolled back outside.  They usually parted here, going their separate ways.  Tonight, as they crossed the car-park with the others, Maxine noticed a man waiting at the gates.  

‘This here’s my fella, look,’ she told Rachel, grinning as they approached him.  He was tall, skinny, clad in a tracksuit.  His hair was cropped.  He looked intense.

‘Alright babes,’ Maxine greeted him.  She kissed him on the lips.  He grunted something in return.  He sounded Eastern European.  ‘Babes, this is Rach, she’s been helping me and that,’ she went on, gesturing to Rachel.  ‘Rach, this is Andrew.’

‘Hello,’ Rachel said.

He gave her a fraction of a nod.

‘See you laters, yeah?’ Maxine called to her as she and Andrew made off down the road.  Rachel gave her an awkward wave.

She watched them go.  Well, she thought.  Seems I’ve met Maxine’s pimp, then.

She walked home.  Rachel lived with her parents still: they were far from wealthy, but lived in a small house in a nicer part of town.  She walked down leafy suburban streets, trying to picture the dark, dingy roads on which Maxine would ply her trade.

It was an exciting thought.

She didn’t have another class with Maxine for another ten days: the following week was half term.  She found herself massively distracted that evening, and the following day at work.  She served a group of builders sandwiches and chips and mugs of tea, and as she laid the plates down wondered whether any of these men had ever paid for sex, and whether they would pay Maxine for sex.

What kind of things did she do..?  Would she go with all those builders… at the same time?

She clattered the plates.  She hurried away, flustered.

Rachel found herself eyeing her phone every so often.  Having no real friends, Rachel had little use for it other than keeping in contact with her parents.  Yet she and Maxine had exchanged numbers a couple of weeks ago: Maxine had been unsure whether she could make a class, and had wanted to be able to text Rachel and tell the tutor in case she didn’t make it.

Why had Maxine thought she may not make it? Rachel thought now.  Had she been expecting an appointment with a client?

What a crazy life Maxine must lead.

That evening, she sat on her bed after dinner, with a small glass of wine she had brought up with her.  Her headphones were on, and a movie was playing on the laptop.  She glanced again at the phone beside her.

She thought, What the hell.

She picked it up.  Her heart was hammering.  

‘hey max its rach :-) 

all good with u?

bored here lol’

She sent it.  Tried to refocus on her movie, telling herself that Maxine probably wouldn’t have credit, or would be too busy to reply, but the drama on-screen was playing out in front of her eyes without really impacting her brain.

Her phone glowed after a few minutes.  Rachel snatched it off the bed.

‘hey babes yeh alrite

not up 2 much 

no maths homework 

lol’

Rachel was torn.  How could she ask?  Surely it would freak Maxine out, or offend her?  Then again, Maxine had been the one to mention it during the coffee break.

Rachel was sexually excited simply thinking of what she had been told.  She was baffled and surprised by this, unsure what it meant, but it was true.

She typed another message.  Deleted, reworded.  Tried again.

Her finger hovered over the send button.

Maxine would probably piss herself laughing at your embarrassment, she thought.  Some of the things she must have experienced in her time, your kinky curiosity will be nothing.

Her message read:

‘can I ask – what was

the maddest thing u’ve

ever done for money?

Rlly interesting. Hope 

okay 2 ask’

She pressed send.

Again, she tried watching the movie, but was even more distracted than before.  Her stomach was churning.  She couldn’t even properly look at the screen, her gaze constantly drawn back to the phone.

A few more minutes passed.  An age.

The phone glowed in the dimness.

‘god what haven’t i done

lol’

The ambiguity of this response drove Rachel wild, seeming to give plausibility to the various fantasies that had been racing through her brain.  Had Maxine been with more than one person at once?  With women..?

Rachel’s own experience was limited.  She knew this.  She knew there were wilder, kinkier fetishes out there that she couldn’t possibly imagine.

She was desperate to know more, but unsure how to ask.  Surprisingly, Maxine texted again.

‘y u want 2 no hun

u need sum advice?

or just being pervy haha’

So, Maxine was messaging her unprompted now.  Rachel felt as if she were being given permission to ask further.

‘i think im being pervy haha

not done much myself like

that so just rlly curious if

that makes sense’

She sent it.  She felt exhilarated.  She’d never texted dirty with anyone before.  She typed another.

‘like wot was the baddest

thing uve ever done’

She sent this one too, heart really fluttering now, and waited for Maxine to reply, mind going crazy with the possible answers.  She didn’t even put the phone down, instead keeping it in her hand.  She waited.

Waited.

Rachel began to worry.  Had she taken this too far?  Shit.  Was Maxine thinking of her as a total inexperienced prude, or some dirty freak?  Was she – 

Her phone finally glowed with a reply.  She actually took a moment before reading it.

‘if ur serious come 

round an ill show u.

but it was v kinky’

Rachel’s stomach lurched.  She read the message several times to make sure was misinterpreting nothing.  In truth, she had no idea what Maxine was really suggesting – but she was certainly inviting her over.  Into the unknown.

Rachel thought of all the reasons she shouldn’t go over there.  Maxine was clearly being coy: Rachel could be getting herself into anything, with anyone.  Yet these fears made no impact on her.  It was a curious situation for Rachel to find herself in.  She suddenly felt alive, alert, and part of a world that could be open, dangerous, and exciting.

Not knowing what else to type, she sent back a simple ‘Yes,’ and waited anxiously for a response.

When it finally came through, it was simply an address at an estate across town.

She was on her feet within seconds.  She was dressed only in her usual scruffy evening gear – jeans and a baggy sweater – but didn’t bother changing.  She called a taxi.  She wandered downstairs, where her parents were watching tv in the front room.  Mustering as calm a façade as she could manage, she said she was heading to a friend’s house for a couple of hours.  Her parents both shot her quizzical glances, not aware their daughter had any friends, before nodding, and asking her not her be out too late.

The taxi took her to the address Maxine had messaged her.  It was a grim concrete estate behind a shopping centre, covered in graffiti and litter.  The kind of place where Rachel would imagine gangs of menacing youths congregating, but now, at dusk, the streets were empty.  She paid the cabbie, and got out.

She headed up the concrete stairwell.  It didn’t smell great, and there was more graffiti here.  It probably wasn’t the best place in the world to be, Rachel knew.  Yet it was adding to her excitement, to her feeling of entering into a new, dangerous world.

She walked along the landing, stopping at Maxine’s front door.

She did pause for a few moments, that cautious voice in her head piping up.  

At least text mum and let her know where you are, it said.  You don’t know what you are getting into here.

Her phone was in her jeans pocket.  She took it out.

She’d received a message from Maxine at some point since she’d set off over here.

‘listen babes if u r

serious about this 

we will do 2 u wot i had

happen 2 me. u might

not like it. jus warning u’ 

Rachel decided not to text her mother.  She knocked.

There was a moment, and she heard a muffled female shout from inside.  Then, the rattling of locks being unfastened.

The door opened.

Andrew, Maxine’s skinny, pale partner, looked at her with perhaps a modicum of interest.  

Rachel tried to calm herself.

He sniffed, glanced back inside.  Nodded to Rachel.

‘Hello,’ he muttered, his accent thick.  He stepped aside.  ‘Come in.’

Rachel stepped into the hallway.  Andrew closed the door behind her, locking it.  He walked though into the lounge.  Rachel followed.

The flat was untidy, strewn with clothes and overflowing ashtrays.  Everywhere smelled of a cloying combination of weed and incense.  A very expensive-looking television overlooked the squalor.

Andrew went through into another room, leaving Rachel standing there, awkwardly.  The sofa and chair were too cluttered to sit on.  She hovered, uncertain.

She could hear Maxine’s voice, low, talking to Andrew in the other room.

Andrew wandered back through to where Rachel was waiting.  Rachel glanced at the door from where he had appeared, hoping Maxine would follow.  Andrew closed it behind him.

He walked to another doorway.  Stopped, and glanced over his shoulder at her.  ‘This way,’ he said.

Hesitantly, glancing back at the door she knew Maxine to be behind, Rachel shuffled across to him.

‘Will Maxine be here..?’ she asked him nervously.  She hadn’t entertained the possibility that Maxine may have not been present during… whatever.

Thankfully, though, Andrew nodded.  He appeared utterly unconcerned with what was happening.  ‘She be through in a minute,’ he told her.

Rachel followed him.

He’d led her into the bathroom.

Like the rest of the flat, it was small, and felt cramped.  A thin towel had been stuffed gracelessly against the radiator to dry.

Rachel looked at Andrew blankly.

He shrugged.

‘Maxine, she say you want try this.’

Rachel looked around her in uneasy bewilderment.  ‘What… should I do?’ she asked finally.

Andrew had been rifling through his pockets.  Finally he took out a small joint.  Lit it, and took a drag.  He offered it to Rachel.

Rachel had only smoked weed once before.  She hadn’t really liked it.  Still, she took the joint, needing the fuzzy calm.

She coughed, and handed it back.

‘You strip,’ Andrew told her.  He gestured to the bathtub.  ‘On your knees, sort of leaning over bath.’

The world seemed to fall away beneath her at Andrew’s words.  Whatever she had been daydreaming about regarding Maxine, this was all suddenly very real, and very sleazy.

Andrew wandered away, leaving her alone again.  She looked around her.  She didn’t know what to do.

She began to undress.

She pulled off her sweater, and folded it, placing it on the lowered toilet lid.  She unfastened her jeans and slid them off.  It wasn’t particularly cold, but her pale skin broke out in goose bumps from nerves.

She took off her t-shirt.  She stood there, in her bra and knickers and socks.  When Andrew poked his head round the door again, she instinctively wanted to cover herself up.

He looked at her underwear with apparent confusion.  ‘Everything off,’ he said.  He nodded again to the bath.  ‘And bend over there.’

He left.  Slowly, Rachel removed her bra.  Even more slowly, she stepped out of her knickers.

She looked at the bathtub.  A once-fluffy, now-threadbare mat was in the middle of the tiled bathroom floor: she slid it across to the edge of the tub for her to rest her knees upon.

She put her hands on the tub edge, and lowered herself to the floor, knees resting on the mat.  Her body pressed against the chill tub.  She leaned over, facing down into the bath.  Her hair hung down over her face.

As she waited, her mind, usually racing with possibilities, was now curiously blank.

She heard footsteps before the bathroom door again opened.  She prayed it would be Maxine.  Yet the masculine grunt of approval at the sight of her kneeling submissive form told her otherwise.

Her breathing grew shallow, seeming to catch in her chest.

Then he was behind her, taking her hands and pulling them behind her back.  The firm chill of a leather belt being wrapped around her wrists startled her as her hands were fastened into place.

Rachel gasped, gazing down into the bathtub, waiting to feel what would happen next.

Andrew’s rough fingers touched her bare cheeks.  Spread them, opening her up lewdly.  Rachel closed her eyes, to try and somehow force back her shame.  He held her open, clearly inspecting her.  

One of his fingers touched her anus.  Even though her pussy was growing wet with dark excitement her bumhole was dry, and tight.  She heard Andrew spit, and then a few moments later rub saliva around her ringpiece.  

She was blushing furiously.

Andrew’s fingers moved away, and Rachel felt an ache of disappointment and relief.  He then seemed to mutter – and not aimed at her – ‘Ready.’

Rachel couldn’t help twisting her head to look over her shoulder.  Bare flesh passed by her eyes as Maxine walked into the room, clambering into the bathtub in front of her.

Rachel looked up at her.  Maxine was naked other than a black bra and heavy eye makeup.  She was skinny, with tattoos and random scars dotted across her limbs, and Rachel could smell the booze and weed on her.  She seemed to embody cheap and filthy sexuality.

Maxine gazed down at her friend.  Her usual jovial expression was gone: her eyelids heavy, her pupils large and fuzzy.  She looked to be almost sneering.

Rachel’s face was in front of her pussy.  Maxine had a tattoo of a dragon curling down her flat stomach, creeping down to just above her pubic hair.  Rachel stared, not quite believing another woman’s pussy lips were mere inches from her mouth.

Maxine stroked the top of Rachel’s head.  Her touch was tender, yet her expression disapproving.  She shook her head.

‘A couple did this to me when I was about your age, babes,’ she told her simply.  ‘I was their twentieth anniversary prezzie to one anuvva.’  

Rachel was trying to steady her breathing.  She was waiting for Maxine to press her cunt into her face, and make Rachel eat.  Rachel realised, dimly, that she was yearning for it.  She actually opened her mouth a fraction in anticipation.

A stinging pain in her butthole caused her to wince and cry out.  She tried looking over her shoulder, but couldn’t see Andrew from where he was.  He was pushing something thin and rubbery past her ring, like a tube.  She lowered her head, gasping in discomfort.

‘Ah,’ she grimaced.  She looked up in confusion.  ‘Max -?’ she managed.

Yet Maxine was turning around, still standing in the tub, to face the wall.  Her skinny rear was now in Rachel’s face.  Maxine bent her knees a little, squatting.  Her pussy, and above it her brown arsehole, stared Rachel straight in the eyes.

Rachel daren’t breathe, trying to acclimatise to the discomfort of whatever unusual object Andrew had pushed up her bum.  She stared at Maxine’s arse, frozen.

Warm water began to fill her bowels, flowing in through the rubber tube inserted into her rectum, as the horrifying truth dawned.

She again closed her eyes, trying to concentrate during this strange sensation.  She began feeling stuffed with alarming speed, a cross between needing to pee and needing to… well, Rachel daren’t even think it.  

‘They were mates of my aunt, can you believe it?  The ones who did this to me,’ Maxine was telling her from up above.  ‘They knew I was always skint so used to give me money on the side.’  

Rachel had no idea how much water Andrew was actually releasing up her.  It felt an interminable amount.  He seemed to be releasing bursts, then stopping, then allowing some more.

‘Didn’t like ’em,’ Maxine continued to muse.  ‘Mean couple, they were.’ 

With the same rude suddenness as he had inserted it, Andrew carelessly yanked the tubing out of her.  Rachel cried out, knowing full well some liquid spurted from her as he did so.  God, she felt so water stuffed.  She was actually sweating, trying to hold everything together.  

She opened her eyes, and looked up.

Maxine’s arse, spread open.  She had both hands on her skinny buttocks and was pushing her genitals towards Rachel’s face.  Rachel stared, somehow feeling aroused, aghast, excited and humiliated all at once.  She suddenly wasn’t sure whether she could press her mouth to Maxine, there.

The choice, it became immediately apparent, was not hers.  The enema kit discarded, Andrew placed his hand on the back of Rachel’s head and pushed her face into his girlfriend’s arse.  Rachel closed her eyes, as the musk of pussy and anus filled her nostrils.

‘Oh babes, I know how it feels,’ Maxine was cooing.  ‘I felt just this fucking dirty then, don’t you worry…’

Things were happening.  Confusing things, all vying for her immediate attention.  Her mind was struggling to keep up.

Thick, stretching pressure on her bumhole.  Andrew was pushing himself into her rear: his penis appallingly thicker than the tube she had just experienced.  Her bowels, filled with water, began clenching and unclenching, unsure what was required of them.

From her arse, to Maxine’s.  Maxine was not there to simply get eaten out.  She was pushing, clenching, even grunting: Andrew continued to hold Rachel’s face into Maxine’s backside.

As Andrew slowly pushed his erection into Rachel’s rectum, a fart creaked from Maxine’s butthole into Rachel’s mouth.  Rachel cried out: Andrew held her face firmly in place.

Warm urine began to splash from Maxine’s pussy across Rachel’s jaw and chin.  Rachel again cried out, her rigidity somehow suddenly broken, and she too let forth a hideously wet farting noise as she released the water from her bowels across Andrew’s probing penis.

As Andrew fucked the shitty water from Rachel’s backside, Maxine pushed piss, then shit, onto Rachel’s face.

Rachel closed her eyes and mouth, and kept them closed.  The stench was overwhelming.  She was gagging, trying not to puke, as puking would mean she would have to open her mouth.  Maxine was pushing wet shit from her arsehole across Rachel’s face like soft ice cream.  

Behind her, Andrew was grunting loudly as he sodomised her painfully, the enema water spraying around his and Rachel’s genitals.

‘Oh, babes,’ Maxine was saying.  Whether to Rachel or not Andrew, Rachel had no idea.

Rachel was unable to breath.  Her nose was pressed firmly into Maxine’s rear, nostrils filled with her muck.  She opened her mouth to gasp for air, and excrement fell past her lips.  She immediately began coughing and gagging.  She managed to pull her head away from Andrew’s grip, spitting faeces, coughing and puking into the tub below her. 

Maxine squatted over the younger girl’s head.  She seemed spent, yet another golden rainfall began to wash over Rachel’s hair. 

In her coughing and gagging fit, Rachel was only vaguely aware of Andrew ejaculating up her backside.

The only sound for the next few minutes were of Rachel retching into the tub, bent over, face covered in shit, arsehole dripping with cum and water.  Then, Maxine and Andrew began giggling, almost in unison.

‘You filthy bitch, babes,’ Maxine said, sounding almost proud.  ‘I wouldn’t have thought you’d have it in ya!’

***

Rachel showered for almost thirty minutes at Maxine’s.  She worked soap into her nostrils and still couldn’t get rid of the lingering smell.

She made herself vomit until nothing else would come.  She squeezed half a tube of toothpaste into her mouth and chewed it.  The texture reminded her of Maxine’s shit, and she gagged again.

Maxine lingered in the doorway, smoking a joint, watching her, still wearing only her bra.  The hardness Maxine had been displaying earlier had softened into her usual manner.

‘You okay, babes?’ she asked after a while.

Rachel nodded, yanking her wet hair back into a ponytail.  She hadn’t spoken yet, afraid her voice would waver.

‘Bit freaked,’ she managed now.

Maxine snorted a laugh.  ‘Well, now you know.  That was the most fucked up thing I’ve done.’

Rachel nodded.  She looked at her fuzzy reflection in the steamy mirror.

‘All about learning, I guess, innit, life?’ Maxine went on, taking a drag from her joint.

Rachel looked at her.  She had no idea how to respond to that.

‘It was an education, I guess,’ she agreed, finally.
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