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Kara wanders downstairs sleepily, still in her pj bottoms and baggy t-shirt.  Dorothy follows Kara’s bare feet eagerly.  Kara got Dorothy when she was only a three month old kitten, on her nineteenth birthday: now one year old, the cat remains a bundle of energy.  Kara flicks the kettle on and puts a bowl of biscuits down on the kitchen floor.  She makes herself a cup of tea and a couple of slices of toast, and pads through into her front room.

She curls up on the couch.  Crunching toast, she grabs her tablet.  She checks her various social network sites, likes a few status updates and photos uploaded by her friends.  After a while, Dorothy comes and joins her, settling down on the pillow beside her.

She checks her emails, and immediately regrets doing so: an invoice from the university, for the coming year’s tuition fees, is waiting for her.  She’s been expecting it, but it is still an unpleasant reminder of her financial responsibilities. 

Kara lives alone, in a nice flat on a tree-lined avenue.  She’d spent the first year living in halls of residence with nearly ten other girls, and had vowed to never share again.  It had been a year of drama, noise, and cleaning everyone else’s dirty dishes in the shared kitchen.  She’s been in this flat just under a year, just her and the cat, and it is bliss.  Her rent, she knows, is far higher than if she were sharing a house, and she gets no support from her parents: Kara’s background, it would be fair to say, is troubled.  Her mother is a methadone addict, her older brother in jail for beating a lad half to death in a nightclub.  Her father is an alcoholic drifter.

She doesn’t think about her family life much, but somehow, Kara had escaped.  She had enough natural smarts to realise knuckling down and getting a place at a university was perhaps her easiest way out.  She hasn’t looked back.  She rarely visits home.

And yet: emotional scars manifest themselves in other ways.  And rent, and fees, and bills, all need paying.

Finishing her toast, she logs on to the Working Girls site.

Kara has been escorting since she took the flat.  She’d been turning the idea round in her head for a while beforehand.  She knew her mother had been on and off the game throughout Kara’s childhood, and her memory of that time was of strange, unfamiliar, frightening men constantly coming to the house.  She knew how damaged a woman her mother was, and how prostitution had done nothing to help her there.  Yet it seemed like such a common sense way to make money, if done in the right way.  It wasn’t time intensive; it wasn’t taxed.  She had no abusive boyfriend taking a cut.  Kara was pretty, and young.  She wasn’t messed up on drugs.  She enjoyed sex.

She set up a profile on an escort website.  Listing her prices and services, potential clients email her, and she can pick and choose who to meet.  The sample selfies of herself that she uploaded subtly hide her face from public view, but it is obvious that she is young and attractive.  She calls herself Small Town Girl, and cultivates the image of a naughty innocent, a kinky girl next door.  In the ‘Likes’ column listing sexual preferences, she has left everything ticked.  In her experience, men are actually surprisingly simply creatures: a bit of erotic lingerie here and there, but most just want sex and a cuddle.  If anyone wants to push the boat out, she is happy to consider it, considering she trusts the guy and is happy experimenting.  The freakier, more aggressive messages, she can simply ignore.

She can afford to be choosy.  She only needs to do perhaps one meet a week to more than make ends meet.  Her overheads are low: she keeps mainly to herself, socialising infrequently, focusing on her studies.  Rude, one-line messages demanding a last-minute fuck are duly ignored.  Ideally, she would like to develop a group of about half a dozen men to see her each about once a month, and she’d be sorted.  

Still, she has to admit meeting new guys for the first time has its excitement.

She has an email waiting for her.  It is from someone with the username LeeFourth, a name unfamiliar to her.  She opens it.

‘Hi there Small Town Girl, I hope this finds you well.  Apologies if this is too last-minute, but a friend and I will be in town to see a gig this Friday night.  I see from your profile (and love your pictures, by the way!) that you like group action and watersports?  We were wondering whether you’d be interested in meeting up?  We’re both late-20s, white, clean.  Looking for sex – ‘A’ Levels, O, DP – and watersports (you receiving).  Again, sorry for the last-minute message: take care.’

The message was sent yesterday.  They were hoping to meet today.

Lee, the mailer, had left a mobile number at the bottom of the message.  Kara reads through the message again.  He certainly sounds polite, which was perhaps the first thing Kara reacts to.  He is asking for a few things Kara had actually never done – even though she offered them on her profile, she has never been with more than one guy  at once, and has never tried watersports.  The thought fills her with sudden nerves, but also excitement at the trying of something new, and nasty.

She drums her fingers absently, pondering.  She’ll be able charge far more than for just a blow job.  The invoice she saw mere moments ago is playing on her mind.

The financial-worry butterflies in her stomach make the decision for her.  She gets off the couch, and goes and grabs her second mobile from the kitchen.  She checks it is charged.  This mobile, she only uses for her escorting work.

She sits back on the couch and calls the number.

‘Hello?’ a male voice asks: clear, pleasant.

‘Hi, is this Lee..?’ Kara asks.

‘It is indeed,’ he replies, and from his phone manner alone, Kara is convinced this guy is okay.

‘Hi,’ she says, batting away Dorothy, who decides to attack her toes.  ‘This is, um, Small Town Girl?  I believe I received a message from you..?’

‘Oh, hi!’  He sounds delighted.  A muffled noise like he is shifting the phone.  ‘Thanks for getting back to me.  Would you like me to call you back?’

‘That’s fine,’ Kara smiles, definitely warming to him.  ‘I get free minutes… Um, yeah, I can be free this evening, if you and your friend are still going to be around?’

‘Excellent,’ he says.  ‘Yes, yes, we will be.’

‘Okay, well, I don’t do outcalls with two people… My place only for that,’ she says.  She was usually fine with guys either coming here or her visiting their hotel rooms, but if she was going to be seeing two at once, she thinks she’d be more at ease at home.  ‘I can text you the address when you’re near.  Are you okay with that?’

‘Of course,’ he says.  ‘However is comfortable with you.’

Kara kicks Dorothy off the couch.  The cat growls in annoyance.

She tells Lee her fee.  He accepts cheerfully enough, even at the higher than usual price she quotes.  She is getting a good feeling about this.

They agree on five this evening.  Lee and his friend are going to a concert across the city at about seven.  She hangs up, feeling a lot better about the current state of her world.

She spends the day studying, pausing only to cycle to the university to return library books.  She even stops in one of the campus cafes, sitting by herself with a syrupy coffee and her headphones on, watching other people sitting chatting in groups.  She sees a couple of people from her course that she recognises, and smiles, and waves, but makes no effort to join them.  Kara is a friendly person, but her own company is delightful to her.

She heads back home in the afternoon to get ready.  She didn’t discuss with Lee how she should dress: unless specifically told otherwise, she assumes the punters that contact her are doing so because of her normal, girl-next-door vibe, and so doesn’t dress up for the occasion.  She showers, soaping her long, straight brown hair.  Her breasts are small, and she shaves her pussy.  The girl in the bathroom mirror looks young.

She dries her hair with a towel and flicks the radio on in the bedroom.  She makes sure packets of condoms and lube are on the bedside table.  She pulls on cutesy white matching bra and panties, combat green cargo trousers, and an old, far-too-big Ramones t-shirt.  She receives a text from Lee saying they’re nearby.  She replies with her address, and is told to expect them in ten minutes or so.

In truth, she is nervous, and has been all day, trying to stay busy to keep her mind preoccupied.  Only now does she begin to allow herself thoughts of what was about to happen.  Two men...  Two men pissing on her.  She hopes she won’t show her naivety and be clearly grossed out by it.

Her stomach lurches when her doorbell sounds.  She takes a few deep breaths before buzzing them in.

When they arrive at her flat door, she is relieved.  Whatever is about to happen, they are decent-looking guys: she’d have had placed them at mid-thirties rather than the mid-twenties Lee had claimed in his email, but that was hardly cause for concern.  Dressed casual smart, in trousers and short sleeved shirts, they look like healthy, successful men.  The darker-haired of the two shakes her hand.

‘Hello Kara,’ he says.  ‘I’m Lee.  Nice to meet you.’  He looked her up and down.  ‘Stunning.  You look really stunning.’  He gestured to his friend.  ‘This is Mark.’

She says hello to them both, and lets them in.  They have no jackets or bags, so she assumes they’ve either left their things in the car or have already checked into a hotel.

She leads them though to the lounge.  Dorothy comes wandering out: Kara, slightly embarrassed, flings her in the spare room.  The fact that she’d forgotten about her again points to Kara’s nerves.  She asks them about the concert they are in town for: Lee explains that it is for a group they are both fans of, and who are well worth the drive.  Kara smiles.  She’s never heard of the band.

She offers them a drink.  The two men glance slightly at one another, and shrug.

‘I think we’re both fine,’ Lee says, smiling.  Unprompted, he pulls a leather wallet from his back pocket, and takes out several notes.  He hands them to her.  ‘I think this is what we’d agreed on,’ he says.  

Kara tucks the money away, silently delighted at the amount.  

Making small talk, offering them drinks: she knows she is stalling a little.  Now they’ve put the money in her hands, she has no excuse.

‘Shall we head to the bedroom?’ Mark says.

Kara nods, trying to appear breezy.  She nods to another door.

‘Follow me,’ she smiles.

She takes them through.  Her bed is neat, the room tidy.  The curtains are drawn already, a soft lamp casting an orange glow. 

This feels weird.  The presence of two men here instead of one is throwing her usual routine, her usual confidence, off.  She’s not massively sure about the practicalities of this.  Do they want to be in the room at the same time?  Does one want to wait outside until it’s his turn?

They seem to hold no such nerves.  They both lie back on the bed, beside one another.  Mark slides his hands behind his head.  The two men look utterly at ease in one another’s company.

Kara can see the bulge in the front of both men’s trousers.  Lee is smiling lazily, looking her up and down.  

‘Such an innocent-looking girl,’ he marvels.  ‘And yet, the things we’re going to do to you.’  He pats the bed beside him.  ‘No need to be shy with us,’ he tells her.  Kara wonders if they can sense her nerves, or if they simply think it’s all part of her good-girl shtick.

She climbs onto the bed, in between the two men.  She slips her t-shirt up over her head.  They both look appreciatively at her teeny-girl bra, so she decides to leave it on until told otherwise.

She unzips them.  Slowly, looking up, smiling.  Taking her time, drawing out their anticipation.  She can feel their hardness.  She slips her delicate fingers inside, easing their shafts out from behind their briefs.  They both stand to attention, thick, veiny.  She glances from one, to the other.  Two cocks in her face.  She thinks, How mad.

She sucks them both, taking turns, little licks and kisses at first.  Both men grunt softly.  Both taste salty, and she marvels at the intermingling of the tastes of two different men’s cocks.  Hands stroke her straight hair as she does so.  She runs her tongue up and down their lengths, leaving glistening saliva trails.  She nuzzles their balls with the tip of her nose.

She is realising that she is enjoying this.  It’s a relief.  It’s certainly a turn-on, feeling in control of these two men.  She wonders what it must look like through their eyes, this young, shirtless, smooth girl servicing them both with her mouth.

They are both raging hard, properly worked up.  They are both clearly excited, but in control of themselves.  Unlike many men she’s been with, who haven’t managed to last beyond her tongue-work.  Lee is the first one to sit up, immediately followed by Lee.  She begins to unfasten her cargo pants.

She hands them a condom each as the three of them strip from the waist down.  She takes a sip from the bottle of water on the bedside table.

They manoeuvre her onto all fours on the edge of the bed.  She lets herself be positioned accordingly, the feeling of power that she has just experienced slowly fading as they now ease into control.  She’s delighted to feel her pussy throbbing – meets are so much more fun when she actually enjoys it.  Hands fumble on her back, unclasping her bra.  It is flung aside.  She can be embarrassed of her tiny breasts, but these guys seem more than satisfied.

They begin to fuck her.  Lee, first, doggy-style in her pussy.  It feels good, and she is pumped firmly, and deep.  He grips her hips with powerful hands.  His friend stands to one side at first, erection in his fist, reaching out and touching her smooth skin, tweaking her stiff nipples on her flat chest.  Her hair hangs over her face, so he brushes that back, too, wanting to watch her expressions.  

After a while, the men change positions.

They are both thick, muscular, strong men.  They both fuck well.  

Mark shafts her from behind.  Lee is at her front.  He pushes his cock into her mouth, and she tastes her own juices along the taut rubber.  He pumps at her face, keeping a steady rhythm to match his friend pushing up against her tight bottom: Kara’s first spit-roast.

They change positions again.  Kara feels incredible.  Disorientated, almost.

Mark lies back on the bed, erection jutting up at the ceiling.  Lee guides her to him, and she sits down on Mark’s cock, leaning down.  She begins to bounce up and down, her healthy legs able to piston her into a riding motion.  Mark reaches up, his fingers continuing their appreciation of her nipples.

Kara can feel Lee behind her.  She is gasping, her pleasure building, her excitement reaching fever-pitch.  His fingers are pressing against her arsehole, testing the tightness.  Of course she is tight.  He flashes into sight momentarily, grabbing the bottle of lube Kara had left on the bedside table.  She hears the squelching of Lee squirting some out, and feels a sudden, shocking coldness as he spreads some around her tiny anus.

She stares down at Mark, wide-eyed.  He is thrusting up into her as his friend steadies himself behind her.

Lee pushes into Kara’s backside in an explosion of tight pain and dark groaning pleasure.  Kara’s body isn’t even sure how to react.  She can feel the two cocks inside her, pushing up against one another, in their respective holes.  She is sweating from the strain of trying to keep in some kind of control.  She begins to howl.

Lee holds on to her shoulders, Mark, her waist.  They fuck both her holes deeply.  She feels tiny between them, utterly powerless.  She begins to orgasm at some point, but the men are showing more self-control than she is managing.  She has never felt pleasure like this with a client.

Even when they change positions again, she is barely aware, shuddering and shaking and her mind a jumbled mess.  She is aware of lying flat on her belly on the bed, her face pressed against the soft pillow.  She is aware of the weight of Mark pressing down upon her, as he takes his turn to sodomise her.  Lee has whipped his condom off and is pushing his shaft back into her gasping mouth, forcing her to breathe through her nostrils.  

Even with the rubber gone, she can smell and taste her own arse on his shaft.

Mark buttfucks her as Lee probes her tonsils with the end of his cock.  When she begins to cough he pushes his scrotum into her face, and she laps at it with as much energy as she can summon.

Then her rectum is empty of male meat and she is being lifted off the bed.  Her butthole aching, the two men lead her out of the bedroom.  Physically and emotionally overwhelmed, she allows herself to be led through the flat.  She had almost forgotten about the watersports aspect to their agreement, but they clearly have not.  

They take her into the bathroom.  She catches sight of herself in the mirror as she gingerly clambers into the bath: she looks used and exhausted.

She sits in the bath, blinking.  Her mind is struggling to keep pace of events.  She is still wrapped up in pleasure, her orgasm still in her blood.  The two men turn to her, spit-smeared cocks in their hands, aimed at her.  She still has no idea how she will react, but is thankful that she is still indescribably horny going into this.

The urine is warm, salty, strong.  It washes over her face, hair, mouth.  She coughs, but it is nowhere near the unpleasantness she had feared.  She begins to rub herself, there in the tub, being urinated on by two strangers.

‘Oh my god,’ is all she can say, over and over.  ‘Oh my god.  Oh my god.’

Piss drips from her nose, eyes, lips.  It is forming a yellow pool in the bath beneath her.  It is warm, showering down over her entire body.

‘Good girl,’ Lee says, taking care to aim at Kara’s mouth.  ‘Such a good girl.’

The noise of the water echoing off the bathtub is surprisingly loud.

Mark’s stream is stuttering, his bladder almost empty.  His fist is back yanking his erection: in truth, Kara has no idea how they’re able to piss, considering their excitement.  He jerks off furiously, beside his urinating friend, and grunts powerfully as his semen splatters Kara’s face along with the final blast of Lee’s piss.

She has to close her eyes, it is all getting so wet and messy.

She expects Lee to finish off on her face too.  Yet he is not done: eyes still closes, trying to wipe her face clean with the back of an already-soaked hand, Kara feels herself moved, shoved forward, the grip on her body – she seems to have one hand pressed on her shoulders, another on the back of her head – powerful.

She somehow manages to open her stinging eyes.  She is greeted with the sight of Lee’s hairy arse.

Her face is being pushed into his buttocks.  Mark is holding her, pushing into his friend, and Lee has turned away, reached round, and spread his own cheeks.  Dazed, befuddled, Kara gasps air before beginning to rim his sweaty anus.

Lee wants more than a rimjob.  

Kara is powerless to prevent it.

When he farts into her open mouth, unexpectedly, Kara gags, and coughs.  She cannot yank her head back, because Mark is holding her tightly.  She is being called a dirty whore, but by whom, she cannot tell.

Lee begins to shit.  It is firm, and thick, and Kara cannot avoid it.  Her cries muffled against his buttocks, fetid, stinking excrement is pushed across her lips.  With no way to breathe, her nostrils pressed shut, she has to open her mouth, gasping, retching, crying out.

She takes shit in her mouth.  She involuntarily pukes, but has to swallow it back down.  It only worsens her coughing fit.  The two men are calling her every sickening name they can think of.

A thick chunk of excrement drops from her chin, falling to her lap, smearing one of her nipples on the way down.

Kara tries to think of something else, anything else.  All she can wonder is if she was destined for this.  Whether this is the legacy of her fucked-up childhood finally materialising.  Shat on by a stranger in her own home.

Her head is released.  She is moaning, coughing, when Lee pushes his penis into her scat-filled mouth.  He fucks his own shit down her throat, holding her by her urine-soaked hair.  She is retching with a mixture of shit and vomit.  For all she knows, some of the piss she has just swallowed could be coming back up too.  What a cocktail that would make.

She keeps her eyes closed.  Tries to block out her thoughts, tries to ignore the horrifying stench, and the worse taste.

Lee is really pounding at her face now, crying out with what sounds like anger.  She would be totally unaware of the moment he comes – considering the tastes already in her mouth, a shot of jizz makes no impact – were it not clear from his juddering, shaking, and yanking of her hair.  He staggers back, and Kara sees a flash of his shit-covered erection.

She lies slumped there, face a shitty mess, overwhelmed by stench and disgust.  Baffling: mere minutes ago she was experiencing a body-shaking orgasm.  She can still feel the residual effects of the pleasure in her limbs, even now.  She looks down at herself.  A disgraceful mess.

Mark has left the bathroom.  Lee has turned away, and is cleaning his messy cock and balls in her sink.  

Kara somehow manages to stand, shakily.  The noise startles Lee, who turns around momentarily.  A look of regret seems to flash across his face.

‘I know that wasn’t agreed on,’ he says slowly, quietly.  ‘I’ll leave you more money… for doing that.  Thank you.’

Kara switches the shower on.  She turns away, into the corner, eyes closed, not wanting to see him, not wanting to see the brown water cascading down her young, naked form, as she tries to wash her body clean.
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