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The Enema of My Enemy Is My Friend

After the day I’d had at work, I decided to pay an impromptu visit to the House of Taboo.

The office had been hell.  My months of careful planning and manoeuvring to ensure I stood the best shot at replacing Richard as Managing Director were unravelling before my very eyes.  That bitch Ginny… She seemed to have come out of nowhere.  From some nondescript anonymous girl there just to make up the numbers, she was now turning in aggressively impressive projects against which mine were suffering in comparison.  She was bringing in the clients, and was a newly confident force in meetings.  My own attempts were looking increasingly desperate and ill-thought out, my usually impeccable silver-tongue stumbling as my confidence took hits.  

Richard was beginning to turn to her as his right-hand woman without even seeming to notice.

I sat at my desk, staring at the computer screen, seeing nothing but blind rage.  In the corridor beyond, Ginny was saying goodbye to one of her friends in a nearby office, heading off for the evening.  She was leaving earlier than usual.  I had no idea what she had by way of a private life: all I knew was, in her late twenties, she was a few precious years younger than me.  I knew she wasn’t married.  She had relatively short red hair, and dressed in a very sensible grey trouser suit.  I spitefully figured she was probably a dyke.

I phoned my wife, and told her I’d be late home that evening, that something had come up.  She sounded disappointed, and began to tell me of the meal she was preparing for us.  I hung up before she’d even finished.

Still at my desk, I texted Amanda.

‘Whore. Going to

the House tonight.

Be ready in an hour.’

Amanda was a sub slave I had met online.  She was a single mother in her late thirties.  She lived on benefits on some hideous council estate.  She wasn’t much of a looker, flabby and all teeth, but her low intelligence and lack of confidence made her fun to take my frustrations out on.  Plus: she was a good way into the House.  

The House of Taboo was literally that – a secluded, detached house on the edge of the city that had been converted into a sex club.  It was owned by an aging couple of some wealth, who had been into the swinging scene for decades.  There were few rules in the House.  Many of the rooms were themed around a particular kink, and were stripped bare but for beds and any necessary equipment.  It was a member’s only club, little known to the public at large: women were free, men had to pay a (not insubstantial) subscription for maintenance costs.  Once in, who you fucked, and what you did, was entirely down to you.

It was a decent crack.  Single men were always at a disadvantage, looking like the sad losers many of them actually were.  The women and couples held all the power.  Even with a beast as rough as Amanda, it allowed me access to women who wanted to partner swap or try a bi experiences, who otherwise could well have looked straight past me.  Or if in the mood, it was simply fun to pimp Amanda out and enjoy watching her having to take as many men on as I decided.

When I picked her up that evening, I wasn’t quite sure what I wanted that evening.  Annoyed from work, I just wanted something degenerate.

I parked outside her revolting, graffiti’d house, and sounded the horn.  A young lad, perhaps ten – one of Amanda’s kids – peered through the curtains.  After a few moments, she came tottering out, in heels and a leather skirt and a blue top.

‘Love you,’ she called into the house, to the kids she was leaving for a few hours.  ‘Back later.  Don’t open the door to anyone.’

She got in the car beside me.  I continued looking at the house, at the kids visible through the window.  I wondered if they were old enough to understand that their mother was a whore.  I decided then that I wanted to properly degrade her.

I drove across town.  It was early evening so traffic was heavy, but there were no major hold-ups.  Amanda droned on about her day and her kids, so I tuned her out.

The House was on the edge of the city, surrounded by high hedgerows.  I pulled up, and we approached the front door.  I rang the bell, and waited to be let in.  Amanda and I took out our embossed membership cards, and presented them to Helen, when she opened the doors to us.  One of the owners of the club, she was a wrinkly old dear who nonetheless saw plenty of action still.  She was dressed in a light kimono.  She barely glanced at our cards, recognising our faces, and, smiling, welcomed us inside.

Helen took our coats and offered us drinks.  We took a glass of wine each, and drifted into the depths of the house.  Most of the interior was painted with rich scarlets and purples.  Abstract and erotic artwork adorned the walls, and veils of material hung in doorways in lieu of actual doors.

It was early evening, and so quieter than it would be later on.  Still, there were quite a few people there, most rooms occupied.  As I strolled through the corridors I would hover in doorways, peering past the material to the action on display within.  Saggy middle aged women dressed as schoolgirls being spanked.  Men dressed as maids licking the boots of mistresses.  A gangbang.  Two guys strangling one another as they jerked each other off.

We moved through the house, up the staircase.  Soft background music was piped through speakers set up throughout the building.

The Wet Room had, at one point, been the house’s actual bathroom, before its current use.  A large, wide room, the floor was tiled and the toilet, bath and sink were all fully functional, so it made sense for it to be used by those with wetter, sloppier fetishes.  The House would provide towels and cleaning products, too, for people to clean themselves up afterwards.  

I led Amanda there now.  I could feel her want to pull back, to hesitate, but her natural role as a human carpet overcame her reluctance.  She hadn’t enjoyed the last time she had visited the Wet Room.  A fairly busy Friday night, I had made her perform the role of urinal for perhaps two dozen men, and even a couple of women.  It had been a hell of a degrading show, almost too much even for her.  She didn’t respond to my texts for a little while after that, but finally relented in seeing me again.

The mood I was in, I needed to witness something like that once more.

The Wet Room was currently free, although a couple of single guys were lurking in the hallway, waiting for someone to enter and provide a show.  I grabbed Amanda by the wrist and brought her in.  Her eyes were protesting but, as I’d hoped, she once more went along with my brutish tastes.  She removed her shoes and clothes, not able to look at me, and climbed into the bathtub.  Even with her head lowered I could see her grimacing already.

I gestured to the guys down the hallway.  Both fairly young, skinny blokes.  They came eagerly.  I turned to Amanda, unzipping my trousers.  I pointed my cock at the top of her head.

‘Look at me,’ I told her, and she managed to lift her head to face me.  Her lips were squeezed tightly shut, turned down in distaste.  Not for the first time, I wondered what fucked-up kind of life and series of relationships had led her to this point, to be playing the role of human toilet to please a man who didn’t even like her.

‘What would your kids reckon if they could see you now?’ I gasped, putting pressure on my bladder.  I always tried to use language to degrade her in moments like this, and, knowing how much she doted on her fuckwit backward children, usually brought her role as a mother into play.  ‘Hah?  Mummy is a urinal?  You reckon they’d be proud?’

My stream hit her full in the face.  She turned immediately away, eyes as tightly closed as her lips.  I stopped the stream.  Piss dripped from her nose, eyelashes.  She spat out a little spray.  I glanced over my shoulder.  The two fellas from the hall were standing watching in the doorway.

‘Now’s your chance if you want to hose her down, boys,’ I called out to them.  They quickly shuffled in, their cocks already in their hands.  They lined up beside me.  I continued my flow over Amanda’s face, and a few moments later two more blasts of urine were being directed at her closed, grimacing mouth.

I chuckled, delighted.

Finished, I stepped back, watching these other two piss on my slave.  I tucked my cock away to prevent any drops landing on the front of my jeans, although figured I’d be taking it out again soon enough.

I could sense a further presence behind me, by the doorway, watching the action.

‘You’re more than welcome to join in,’ I said, turning my head.  ‘She loves it –’

My words drifted off.  I’d expected to see another guy or two, watching lecherously.  Yet in strolled a woman: tubby, severely cropped black hair, dressed entirely in leather.  Even with the harsh heels on her boots, she was still short.  Yet in her hand she held a leash, and with it led another woman, collared and blindfolded, into the Wet Room with her.

The world seemed to slow for a few moments as the slave was led into the bathroom.

I recognised Ginny immediately, even with the leather strap across her eyes, even in this utterly unfamiliar context.  She was nude save for a pair of cuffs around her wrists, keeping her hands bound in place behind her back.  Her short red hair was slicked down across her skull with even more product than usual.  Her nipples were pierced with small bars.

Well.  I guessed I was right about figuring she was a dyke, alright.

Her partner paused, seeing what was happening with Amanda in the bathtub.  I thought she was appalled, but her seriousness was an expression of arousal rather than disapproval.  In her other hand she held various items: a rubber tub, a small bag.  I recognised it as an enema kit immediately.

As the bull-dyke mistress watched Amanda’s degradation, I turned my gaze to Ginny.  Fascinating.  This explained her early finish at the office, then… How I’d underestimated this one!  The pair of them didn’t look new to this, yet if Ginny was a regular to the House we’d somehow missed one another until now.

Ginny’s dom looked totally enthralled by Amanda’s plight.  One of the men had finished pissing and the other was forcing the final squirts out.  Sensing I was the one in charge of this human wreck, the round little dominatrix shot a look at me.

I looked at Ginny, waiting silently, patiently, and then back at the bull.  I nodded to Amanda, then gestured to Ginny.  Even wordless, my meaning couldn’t have been more clear: you take mine, I’ll take yours.

The squat, fierce dyke gave me a grin of such devilish cruelty it impressed even me.  She turned to Ginny.

‘Mistress is giving you to somebody else to clean you out,’ she barked at her.  ‘Do you understand?’

Ginny lowered her head in that pose of submission I knew so well from Amanda.  ‘Yes, mistress.’

The bull handed me the leash and enema equipment and turned to Amanda.  She approached the tub, unfastening her leather trousers.  I turned to the woman who stood a good chance of soon becoming my boss.

Not a bad little body, I must admit.  Nothing special but everything went well with her overall tomboy package.  I watched her chest rise and fall as she breathed deeply, aware she was being eyed up although, to her, I was just some anonymous stranger.  I thought fleetingly about whether I should go through with this.  Not because of any moral qualms, mind you, more down to the logistics of what I’d do if she removed the blindfold and discovered it was me stuffing a rubber tube up her backside.

Fuck it, I decided.  I’d cross that bridge when I came to it.  I couldn’t see her wanting to shout about this from the rooftops.

‘This way,’ I said, altering my voice a touch.  No flicker of recognition on her face, simply a meek, ‘Yes, master,’ for a reply.

I led her to the toilet.  My cock was absolutely raging, and for a woman I’d had virtually no sexual interest in whatsoever until mere moments ago.  She shuffled to the toilet, her knees banging lightly against the bowl and causing her to stop.  

I lowered the lid.  I put my hands on her shoulders – her bare skin was warm, and smooth: the first time I would have ever touched her, except possibly for the odd handshake, I mused – and got her to kneel on the toilet lid.

I bent her over slightly.  She wasn’t a particularly big girl but she didn’t seem to work out at all, so had ample backside.  I took the flesh of one of her buttocks in my hand, roughly, pinching the skin, and she gasped out loud.

I could hear cries and slappings behind me.  I glanced back.  The bull had her trousers and boots off, and had got Amanda bent over the side of the tub.  She was giving my whore a serious spanking with her bare hand.  Amanda’s cheeks were already glowing purple.

I nodded appreciatively.  More men were gathering around the doorway, most jerking themselves off, watching the four of us.

I turned back to Ginny.

She was leaning forward against the wall, her knees on the lowered toilet lid, her hands still fastened in the small of her back.  She was rocking, slightly, pushing her hips back towards me, clearly aroused, clearly in need of a stretching.

My cock was aching.  I wanted nothing more than to jam it up the backside of this whore that had been making my life a misery.  Yet: I glanced at the rubber tube in my hands.  I needed to do this.  It was more degrading, more humiliating, than even a buttfucking.  

If I had to see this slut at the office every day, I at least wanted to be able to remember that I’d made her empty her bowels.

I attached the bag to the tubing, and turned to the sink beside the toilet.  I filled the bag with warm water and stepped back to her.  

Ginny was still gyrating her hips with anticipation.  ‘Mistress,’ she groaned out in frustration.

I gave her a quick hard slap across the arse.  It stung my hand, so it certainly must have smarted for her.  She cried out.

‘Your mistress is in the tub abusing my slave,’ I told her, again making my voice slightly gruffer than it naturally was.  ‘Your arsehole is mine now.’

Ginny was practically yelping with anticipation.

Her pussy was sopping.  I roughly stuck two fingers up her cunt and slavered her juices around them, before pulling out and using the juice on the nozzle of the enema tube.  She howled at my fingers being inside her, so I pushed the nozzle in for a few moments, lubing it up some more.  She cried out in delight.

In truth I wasn’t much fussed by the lube – I would have liked her to be in as much pain as possible – but I didn’t know Ginny’s tastes.  I didn’t want her getting too uncomfortable for her liking, complaining, and demanding her mistress help her out.  Or, God forbid, have her blindfold taken off.

I pressed the nozzle tip gently against the tiny puckered mouth of her anus.  I paused.  She wailed, practically sobbing with arousal.  Christ, if the office could see her now.  I glanced again over my shoulder.  The bull was standing over Amanda, and seemed to be urinating directly into her mouth.  

I began to insert the tube into Ginny’s butt.  I slowly opened the nozzle, flooding my colleague’s rectum with the warm water.

I watched her face, enjoying her shifting expressions.  She seemed to be enjoying it, but her brow was furrowing as she concentrated and keeping her bowels in check.  I stopped the flow, allowing her to relax, only to release some more up her.

‘Master,’ she was muttering, starting to sweat now.  ‘I’m so full.  I can’t – I’m so full…’

I reached round, pressing her swollen bare stomach.

‘No no no…’ she cooed.  She actually banged her head deliberately against the wall a couple of times.  ‘Oh, fuck…’

I’d emptied the entire bag inside her.  I carefully removed the tube.  It came out pleasantly… slimy.  I touched it with my finger, marvelling at the fact that I was touching the rectal mucus of somebody that I worked with.  A little water seeped out from her tiny hairless hole.

‘Hold it,’ I ordered, tossing the tube and bag aside.  Steady as she was, with her hands fastened, I held on to her and got her down from her kneeling position on the toilet.  Her bare feet once more touched the tiles of the floor.

I lifted the lid.  She was squirming, shifting from one foot to the other, in delightful discomfort.  It was fabulous to witness.

‘I can’t hold it,’ she grimaced, teeth gritted.  ‘I need to go –’

I directed her over the toilet, and made her squat above it.  I wouldn’t allow her to sit: I wanted a view as she shat the water out.  I lowered my head to her waist level.

‘You may release it,’ I told her.

She audibly exhaled in relief, as she began to spray water from her rear.  I moved backwards slightly – I hadn’t taken off my clothes – but still had a fine view.  The water wasn’t quite clear, but not filthy.  I realised, only too late, that I should have ordered her to do it in Amanda’s face.

Her arsehole made spluttering, farting noises as the water gushed forth.  I could smell the contents of her rectum.  I was delighted.  Whenever she looked disgustedly at me in the office in future, for some bad taste joke I’d cracked that hadn’t gone down too well, I could always remind myself that she’d effectively shit in front of my face.

She was still squeezing discoloured water out of her when I flipped her round, frantically unzipped my trousers, and pushed my cock up her arse.  The relief was indescribable.  Her hole was tight, yet pleasant and slick.  I bent her forward so her head was hanging in the toilet bowl as I sodomised her.

I didn’t last long.  I’ll admit it.  Her grunts of pleasured pain and discomfort were simply too much.  I emptied my load up her crapper.  Behind me, more men were in the room, Amanda’s golden shower gangbang once more back on after the slight detour with Ginny’s dyke.  I stepped away, my cock slopping out of Ginny’s red arsehole, and gestured for someone else to take my place.  Someone did, and I slumped against the wall, exhausted and deliriously happy, watching as guys took turns pissing on Amanda and buggering my colleague.

At some point I slipped away.  I didn’t even bother letting Amanda know.  Her arse was also being used by that point, and the Wet Room had descended into the site for very rough sex with these two women.  The bull dyke seemed happy in charge.  I’d let Amanda find her own way back.

I drove home.  I stopped off at a garage on the way to wash my face in the public toilets and freshen up a touch.  

My wife was on the couch when I walked in, yet hopped up, looking at me with concern.

‘Was it bad..?’ she asked, and for a second I had no idea what she was talking about.  ‘Having to stay late..?  Is work really shitty still?’

It took a second for her words to sink in.  I laughed when they did.

‘Work is pretty shitty,’ I admitted.  I thought of Ginny.  When I’d left, she’d been cleaning some stranger’s arse with her tongue, still blindfolded, still oblivious to my presence, whilst another stranger worked at her from behind.  ‘Shitty colleagues.  But, I have a feeling it’ll be getting better there in the future.’


Caught Short

We were out walking in the countryside when I began to feel it.  I tried to ignore the dull pressure just south of my tummy, hoping it would fade, but it only grew.  As we approached the old railway bridge, I stopped.

‘Mike,’ I said eventually, embarrassed and uncomfortable.  ‘I think I need to pee.’

We’d been dating about six weeks by that point. It was going well: he was interesting, smart, handsome.  He was tall, bearded and stocky: at barely five foot three I could completely wrap myself up in his tattooed arms and hide from the world.  He was a couple of years older than me. I was in my final year of university.  He worked in the kitchen at a local restaurant and was a photographer on the side.  Sex was good, although I always felt he was perhaps holding back a little.  But still, we were still sizing one another up, getting to know ourselves.  It was all good.  

He turned to me, a good-humoured smirk on his face.

‘Uh-oh,’ he teased.  He made a deliberately exaggerated effort of scanning the fields and meadows around us.  ‘No public toilets round here that I can see.’

It had been his suggestion to get out of the city today: we’d driven out to what felt like the middle of nowhere.  We took snacks and a couple of bottled drinks.  He had his camera with him, and was enjoying shooting the landscape.  Old abandoned farms, gnarled trees, weather-worn fencing.  We were having fun.

‘You go on ahead,’ I smiled.  I could feel my cheeks glowing red.  I turned to some bushes by the side of the rough footpath we were on that would provide adequate  cover.  I shooed him away.  ‘Go on.  Skit.’

Mike loitered, still smiling.  He took a step backwards, still facing me, before pausing.

‘You know –’

‘Oh, Jesus,’ I laughed.  I had to turn away from him, I was blushing so badly.  I knew what he was about to say before he even said it.

Mike laughed too, but continued.  ‘You know… It’s something I’d kinda like to see… If that isn’t too messed up…’

‘Yes!  It is!’ I cried out, still laughing and grinning and hideously embarrassed.  ‘Jeez, you weirdo…’

He had his hands in his cut-off trouser pockets, smiling calmly at me.  He looked so cool, standing there, camera hanging from a strap around his neck, watching me.  He didn’t seem particularly perturbed.  ‘Nothing weird about it at all,’ he said simply.  ‘You’re a beautiful girl.’

He turned away and gave me my privacy, and wandered to the old bridge we’d reached, taking shots of the crumbling brickwork.  I watched him go, before stepping off the track and behind the undergrowth.

I was wearing my short summer dress, light cardigan, and boots.  I yanked my panties down and squatted, hoisting my dress up, balancing on my haunches.

Bloody typical.  I couldn’t go.

Well, I could.  I could have just let go.  I was holding back

I sort of half-stood, my pants still around my pale thighs.  I peered at Mike through the brambles, crouching to take shots of the crumbling bridge.  I felt strangely disappointed by myself.  I had been hideously embarrassed by his request: his playful manner clearly hiding a serious desire to watch me pee.   This was something totally out of my area of experience, yet Mike excited me.  I trusted him, and he made me feel good.  He made me feel desired.

I tugged my panties back up and let my dress fall back into place.  I stepped out onto the track.  I glanced around us, but we really did seem to be the only people for miles.

‘Hey,’ I called to him.

He turned.  Smiled, and took a shot of me standing there, my hands lazily resting on my hips.  He cocked his head quizzically, seeing that I wasn’t walking toward him.

‘You okay?’ he asked, lowering his camera.

I gave my best coy grin.  In truth, I did feel silly – but something about this man did make me feel like a more confident, sexual creature.

‘Did you mean what you said, just now?’ I asked him.

A more serious look came into his eyes as he watched me.  I felt as if he were reading me, weighing up how he should answer.  He walked towards me, his boots crunching the dried dirt of the footpath.

He nodded, his eyes on mine.  ‘Yeah.  I did.’

I could feel my heart racing.  He was a good-natured soul, yet his expression turned almost grimly stern when he was aroused.  A hungry, animalistic look came into his eyes.

He had that look right now.

I looked over his shoulder, at the countryside beyond.  Turned and peered back the way we had walked.  We were completely alone out here.

I offered Mike my hand.  He took it.  I led us off the path, back behind the undergrowth.

We were quiet.  I was trying my best at appearing calm, but felt like a crazy girl.  It was exciting.  Mike, I felt, was simply watching, waiting to see if I would go through with it.

I stopped walking.  We were hidden enough.  I turned to him.

He watched, silently.  He slipped a bottle of water from his satchel and sipped it, gazing at my body.

I looked down at myself, feelings of foolishness again threatening to creep over and make me back out.  I felt unsure how to proceed, whether to just do it, or –

No.  I knew.  I took a breath.

I bent a little, slipping my fingers beneath the hem of my dress, and slipping my panties down again.  I took this slowly, allowing him to see fully.  I peeled them down my bare legs, lifting one booted foot to step out, then lifting the other.

I’d clearly been growing excited.  My panties, blue, cutesy, were damp in the gusset.  

I twirled them round my fingers, before holding them out to Mike.  

He took them.  Holding them carefully, as one would something of delicate fragility, he brought them to his face.  Eyes never leaving mine, he held the, over his mouth and nostrils, inhaling my scent.

I grinned.  It wasn’t a smile, it was a grin: I bit my lip and my lip curled in arousal and confidence.  

I lifted the hem of my dress, and held it there.  Mike tore his eyes from mine and gazed at my pussy, neat, trimmed.

I looked down at myself, as I began to squat.  Again, I took it slowly, allowing my man full sight of my milky thighs, the roundness of my rear.  

I kept looking down.  Squatting, my legs were wide.  I didn’t want to splash urine on my boots when I let go.  The pressure was still on my bladder, by now quite strong, but it was becoming pleasurable, knowing I could go at any moment.

Mike lowered my panties from his mouth.  ‘You look incredible,’ he said.

I beamed, looking up at him.  One of his hands – the hand still holding my underwear – was pressing against the growing bulge in the crotch of his jeans.

I looked back down, my hands resting on my knees.  I needed to concentrate.  The sheer strangeness of having someone watching me meant I seemed to be clenching inside, my body still resisting out of modesty.

I calmed my breathing.  I closed my eyes.

I pushed.

Nothing.

A flicker of worry.

Then:

Glorious, beautiful relief, and the noisy sound of water splattering against the dried dirt of the ground beneath me.

‘Oh Jesus,’ Mike was saying.  ‘God, baby.’

I looked up at him.  His flies were unfastened, and his erection was out.  My panties were draped loosely over his shaft, and he was tugging himself as he looked at me.  I giggled, such was the feeling of relief and naughtiness and sexiness.  I could feel embarrassed even wearing this dress without leggings to cover my skin some days, and yet here I was, on an old dirt track in the middle of nowhere, urinating in front of a man I hadn’t known that long, whilst he masturbated.

How wild.

I clenched, making myself stop the flow prematurely.  Easier said than done: with the dam broken, I just wanted to pee and pee and pee.  But it halted, jerkily, spurts of piss still escaping.  I daren’t breath in case it gushed out again.

I looked back at Mike.  He continued jerking his cock.

‘Closer,’ I gasped.

He shuffled towards me.  He dropped to his knees in front of me.  His cut-offs ended at around his upper calves: he jerked them up slightly, so them were over his knees, his bare skin resting against the ground, now wet with my pee.  The soil was dry, and was absorbing the water greedily.

‘Oh Jesus,’ he muttered again.  He leaned forward and kissed me, passionately.  His wanking hand, a flurry of excited movement, was bumping against my damp pussy.

‘There’s more,’ I said in little more than a whisper, breaking the kiss.  Drool connected our lips.  ‘Is that… okay?’

Mike could barely bring himself to answer, such was his arousal.  He leaned his upper half back, so he could see.  He pressed his erection against my pussy lips.

I took that as answer enough.

I pushed.  It was far easier this time, my bladder desperate to empty itself.  It came in a rush, and Mike’s penis, pressed against me, was not only soaked immediately, but also caused the pee to spray.  I laughed and cried out an, ‘Oh no!,’ but Mike was gasping in delight.  The urine sprayed back against my inner thighs.  It felt comfortingly warm.

Mike, masturbating, was getting soaked.  It was spattering all over his hand and the front of his trousers.  He looked deliriously happy, and his excitement was overflowing.  The sex we’d had thus far had been nothing short of epics, so I knew the lad had staying power: here, though, it was clearly all too much, and he was ejaculating against my pussy lips before I’d even stopped urinating.  The tip of his penis, his fingers, my cunt: a sloppy mess of semen and urine.

Eventually I was spent, managing a few final spurts against his deflating cock.  We slumped back, both on our haunches.  He was gasping more than me.  He looked down at himself, at his wet front, and we both giggled.

‘Oh jeez,’ I said.  ‘I’m so sorry…’

‘Are you kidding?’ he said, getting shakily to his feet.  ‘I’ll be dry within ten minutes.’

‘You may want to do laundry when you get home…’

He held out his hand, and helped me to my feet.

‘Well, that was weird,’ I said, unable to hide my goofy smile.

‘Fun weird?’

I nodded, patting my tummy through my dress.  ‘And, you never know.  If you’re a good boy… There’s always going to be more where that came from.’

He looked at me.  ‘Do you, uh, fancy carrying on with this walk?  Or shall we head back… Maybe head back to mine?’

I grinned.  Took his hand, and we hurried home, to continue our afternoon of debauchery.


An Adult Education

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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