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The office was empty.  James, the manager, was the last person there.  He’d been staying late the past few nights putting finishing touches to a report needed by a client the following week.  His wife wasn’t happy about his long hours.  They’d been married only a couple of years, and had a six month old son.  Still, she silently accepted her husband’s hours in exchange for the financial security he was providing for their young family.

James checked his watch.  Just before eight.  About right.  He grabbed that morning’s Financial Times from his desk and walked down the corridor to the grandly-named executive bathroom, reserved only for him.

Despite having his own toilet, James wouldn’t normally take a shit at work for fear of someone noticing a smell.  The office was relatively small.  Many of his staff were older than him: he wanted to give them as few reasons as possible for any potential for mockery behind his back.

Now, he slipped the key out of his pocket, and entered.  It was an actual bathroom, with a shower cubicle, sink, and a toilet not behind a stall.  He closed the door behind him, not bothering to lock it.

He unfastened his expensive leather belt and slid his expensive suit trousers and briefs down over his knees.

The toilet seat was warm.  Always a bonus.  He remembered being a junior at a horrible start-up company not so long ago and the hideous bathroom conditions and scratchy toilet paper they’d had to put up with.

He tried reading a couple of stories in his newspaper but his mind was wandering, his eyes merely running along the words, taking nothing in.  He put it aside and concentrated instead on his bowels.  He emitted a grimace, and then a loud splattering as he defecated into the bowl.  He didn’t like to eat anything too heavy for lunch but had taken a client to a local steakhouse earlier.  The noise, and smell, not having to hold anything back for fear of exposure to either staff or, at home, his wife, was pleasing to him.

Alison was his secretary.  A little younger than him, with dyed shoulder-length red hair.  She wore horn-rimmed glasses, in typical office style.  She was calm, professional, and good at her job.  She’d left a couple of hours ago to head to the gym before heading to her weekend.

As he sat there, the bathroom door opened.

‘Christ,’ James cried out as the figure stepped inside.  He grabbed the discarded newspaper and made an attempt to shield his groin.  ‘Occupied!’

She strolled in regardless, hair pulled back in a ponytail.  No glasses.  Grey tracksuit and white sneakers.

‘Alright,’ she smirked.  She closed the door softly behind her, leaning against it coyly.

James stared at her.  His heart was hammering behind his ribcage.

‘This, uh,’ he tried, faltering.  ‘I’m kind of busy here, Alison…’

She walked across to him.  Her sneakers squeaked a little on the tiles beneath her.

‘I can see you are,’ she muttered as she clambered down to her knees in front of the toilet.  ‘But this can’t wait.’

Without another word, and with James’ mouth agape, she shoved aside the newspaper covering him, and lowered her head over his groin.  He’d grown stiff in the mere seconds she had been in here, in such close proximity to his taboo exposure, and his cock sprang up to meet her waiting lips.  James watched her head move up and down over his stiff shaft, her eyes closed as she concentrated.  

With each downward bob he couldn’t help feeling a thrill at the knowledge that her mouth and nose were practically at his shitty arsehole whilst the head of his penis was nestled in the wet warmth of her throat.

This was outrageously wrong, James knew.  He was… dirty, on the goddamned toilet, he was at work, he was married.  Yet understanding the depravity of all this was driving him wild.

He leaned his head back, gazing up at the lights in the ceiling.  He reached forward and laid his hand on the top of her head, in her hair, and began pulling and pushing her head up and down.

‘Alison, fuck,’ he muttered.  ‘What is this..?  You’re my secretary…’

Her tongue began its work now, snaking out around the tip of his cock.  She lifted her head, his erection coming out of her mouth, and, holding him by the base, proceeded to lick the shaft carefully, tracing the dark vein that ran along the length, coming down to his balls.  Looking up at him – the first time she had made eye contact with him since starting this episode of bathroom debauchery – she carefully peeled back his foreskin and pressed firmly at his pisshole with the tip of her tongue.

He pressed down on the top of her head.  Firmly, but deep, probing her tonsils. She made that wonderful, guttural gagging noise.  Her fingertips massaging his balls, he exploded.  The first few spurts of spunk he unloaded into her mouth: as she shifted, coughing a little as she swallowed, more ejaculate splattered her over the chin and lips.

‘Jesus,’ he gasped, looking down at her as she swallowed and wiped her face with the back of her hand.  ‘You dirty thing.  This must be why I hired you…’

She clambered up to her knees.  ‘We haven’t finished, yet,’ she told him, taking his hand.  She gestured him to his feet, his trousers still round his ankles.  He felt a touch shaky, his knees wobbly.  Even with his balls spent, his pulse was going crazy, his arousal undiminished.

She laid her hands on his hips and gently turned him round to face the wall.

‘Alison..?’

His guts were churning with excitement.  He turned away from her.  Leaned forward, legs apart, and placed his palms flat against the wall.

‘Let’s see what we have here, then,’ he heard her mutter, and then a pair of small hands were on his arsecheeks.  He had to close his eyes: this was totally new territory for him, now.  He probably felt more self-conscious now than when he’d lost his virginity as a teen.

His uncleaned arse spread, her hands still on him, there was a pause that seemed to last forever.

‘You dirty thing,’ she muttered in that quiet voice of hers.  ‘Look at this mess down here.’

‘The… The Grove client,’ James stammered.  He managed to open his eyes.  Looked down at himself, standing there in front of the wall.  Legs spread, expensive shoes far apart.  His cock was growing erect again, poking out from beneath the loose bottom of his shirt.  ‘I took him out to lunch.’

‘It certainly looks like it.’  A rustling noise.  He glanced down through his legs.  Alison had crouched down on her knees.  He couldn’t see her face but knew it was directly in front of his dirty arsehole.

He could feel her breath.

God, his cock raged!

‘Think we’re going to have to clean you up, you dirty man,’ she said wickedly, and rose again.  James looked up, staring at the wall straight ahead of him, not quite believing this was happening.  He heard the tearing of soft paper.  From the corner of his eye, he could see her wrapping a wad of toilet paper around her fingers.

He took a deep breath.

She crouched down behind him.

‘Oh god,’ he said.

Then she was wiping him.

Firm, without hesitation.  Starting from the bottom – now there’s a pun, he thought ridiculously – and wiping upwards, making sure her fingers dug firmly but not sharply into his anus, making sure to scoop out any excrement.  She dropped the wad in the toilet bowl beside him, tore off another wad.  The same again, this time her hand starting lower, brushing his balls before the wipe.

James was crying out in ecstasy.  She was groaning with him, a sneering satisfaction in her voice.  

‘Oh, does that feel good?  You dirty dog?  You like having a girly wipe your shitty arse for you?’

‘Alison, god, right there, right there is so dirty.’  He was gasping the words out without thinking.  She had her fingers by his anus again, and at his words dug in, far deeper than necessary for a mere wipe, and the painful tightness was making him howl.  Then she was gone, and another wad was in the toilet, and another one was torn off.

He was sweating.  Putting all his weight on his left hand so keep himself standing upright, he took his right hand away from the wall, and used it to grip his penis.

She wiped him.  He masturbated furiously, and although probably more excited than he’d ever been his recent orgasm meant he was able to hold off longer than he perhaps otherwise would have.  Although when, at one point, he felt her cool lips softly peck one of his buttocks, he had to stop his jerking, wanting this to continue but fearing that was about to push him over the edge.

Eventually she stopped her wiping.  He could feel her face still down there, looking at him.  

Examining him, it felt like.

‘Not perfect,’ she whispered, and the breath she expelled from merely muttering those words flickered across his anus like butterfly wings.  ‘Needs something more.’

Then her tongue was working at his unclean arsehole.

James couldn’t have said how long it lasted.  Seconds, days?  His mind was a cacophony of arousal and confusion.  He could feel her nose between his buttocks, directly in the smell.  Her tongue lapping and trying to push its way at his dark hole.  He could hear her retching, but continuing, and the thought that she was having to force her way through this is what ultimately did it for him.  He wondered if she had family, a special somebody who cared for her.  She was on her knees right now licking some guy’s dirty rear, and trying not to throw up.  God god god…

He fired off his second load over his fingers, over the wall, practically roaring with triumph.

He stood there for a while, forehead resting against the wall, trying to regain his breath.  His legs were even shakier now but he daren’t sit down for fear he’d never be able to get up.  He carefully reached down and tugged his trousers up.

The girl was at the sink.  Hot water was flowing.  She was scrubbing her hands and face, spitting occasionally.  James watched her, this skinny creature.  She looked nothing like his secretary, truth be told, but in his immense excitement the role-play had been more than enough for him.

She turned around, looking a bit awkward, not making eye contact.  Without her asking he slipped his wallet from his suit jacket pocket and paid her the second half of what they’d agreed.

‘Thanks,’ she muttered, taking the notes from him.

They left the bathroom and walked through the empty silent office.

James glanced at the real Alison’s desk.  He tried to picture her wiping a grown man’s arse.  It was a fantasy he’d had about his employee ever since she started working for him, but only now had he decided to try and enact it, in a fashion.

‘Leave by the way you came in,’ James told the whore, pausing by a door.  ‘By the fire exit.’

She nodded.

‘You did well,’ he told her as she made to leave.  

She hesitated.  Turned back, but still didn’t look him in the eye.  ‘Yeah?’

He nodded.  ‘Is that something you’d be prepared to do again?’

She shrugged.  ‘I guess.’

‘Well,’ James said.  ‘I have your number.’

She pushed open the fire exit door and stepped out into the darkness of the car park outside.  He watched her walk away, in her cheap tracksuit and cheap trainers, before closing and locking the door behind her.

Her indifference was an act, James could see, an attempt at trying to look in a bit of control about the situation.  Next time, he’d push further, and get her to agree to let him go to the toilet in her mouth.  See how she could control her retching then.

Money could buy anything, he was beginning to understand.  Especially degradation.

Smiling, he began to lock the office up, before making his way home.
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