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The harsh grey light of a Sunday morning.  The city quietly beginning to stir after the revels of the night before.  Kebab cartons and plastic pint cups and lager cans are strewn across the streets.

Down one of these dirty, graffiti’d side-streets, Amy sits huddled in the concrete doorway to The Pit.  The door behind her is steel, heavy, plastered with band posters, and locked.  Amy cuts a different figure than a few hours ago, when she stepped out of this very nightclub in shame and embarrassment.  The Pit had been packed with black-clad punters, sweaty, drinking, shouting over the blaring noisy guitar music.  Getting a job at the pit was no small feat, even it was only serving drinks: Amy had dressed to impress the customers.  Leather trousers, corset, kick-ass boots and a vintage fedora.  Lashings of dark eye-shadow and lipstick.  

Now, she is bleary-eyed, without make-up, in a scruffy black hoodie, torn jeans, and baseball pumps.  Without her costume, she looks as young and vulnerable as her eighteen years suggest.  She clearly hasn’t slept, and her eyes, puffy, suggest tears have flowed during the past few hours.

A noisy delivery truck reverses down the road to another bar at the end of the street.  The driver pays her no attention.

She’s not sure how long she has been sitting here.

It can’t be too long – the city isn’t awake yet, even for a Sunday – but it feels it.  Eventually, her stomach lurches as the man she has been waiting for appears, rounding the corner on foot.  In blue jeans and a suit jacket, he has a cardboard cup of coffee in one hand and a folded-up newspaper in the other.  He’s young, although far older than Amy: late thirties, perhaps.  He has a shaved head and stubble.  

Amy clambers to her feet, brushing herself down of the grit and dirt of the doorway.

Blake doesn’t notice her until he is practically on top of her, shifting his paper to his other hand and fumbling in his pockets for a heavy set of keys.  He takes a step back.  ‘Christ.  Didn’t see you there.’

‘Mr Blake,’ Amy says, stepping towards him.  ‘I’m sorry to bother you this early – I’m Amy – I – you may not remember me, I was employed here a couple of weeks ago –’

He is fumbling with the keys, unlocking the heavy metal doors, looking at her.  Clearly, he is mentally applying make-up to her, trying to place which one of the staff she is.

‘Yes,’ he says eventually, cautiously.  ‘I know who you are.’

‘Well, the thing is,’ she continues quickly, ‘there was a bit of a misunderstanding – you see, Janine let me go last night, but it was over a total mistake – she thought I was stealing, but I would never steal anything, I honestly didn’t realise, but Janine –’

Blake holds up his hand, gently, but intending for her to stop talking.  ‘Amy, I’m sorry.  Janine deals with the hiring and firing.  If she’s made a decision on something, I don’t go over her head with it.’

‘But –’ Amy is beginning to panic, now: this clearly isn’t going the way she has been envisaging over the past couple of hours.  ‘But – you’re her boss – you can tell her, explain to her –’

Blake sighs with mild exasperation, clearly not wanting to have this conversation.  ‘Amy, Janine did run it all past me before she fired you last night.  I know about the tips.’

Tears are forming in Amy’s eyes again.  ‘I – I didn’t know – I thought we just kept the tips – I didn’t know we share them all out at the end of the night –’

Blake leans back against the doorway.  Sighs again.  ‘Janine says she explains that to all new employees on the very first day,’ he says.  ‘It’s in the contract you signed.’

Amy is sniffling now.  ‘I just – m-my parents – they’ll kick me out if I don’t have a job –’

‘Amy,’ Blake tries again.

She’s bawling now.  ‘Th-they were so mad at me when I got in last night – said if I didn’t get this j-job back that was my last ch-chance gone – they s-still haven’t forgiven me for n-not finishing c-college – they say I have to work or else –’

Blake looks around, embarrassed even though there’s no-one else nearby.  He looks frustrated, before turning back to her.

‘Stop,’ he says.  ‘Just, stop.’  Amy manages to get her sniffles under control.

Blake pushes open the doorway to the nightclub.  It is dark inside, and silent.  An alarm begins to beep.

‘Wait here,’ he tells her, before disappearing inside.  Amy remains in the doorway, shifting from foot to foot.  She can hear Blake moving around in the darkness within: lights suddenly flicker on, and the alarm ceases.  He reappears, and gestures her forward.  ‘Come on,’ he mutters.

Gratefully, Amy rushes inside.

They head up the stairs towards the nightclub.  Amy looks around, seeing the place in a new light now it is silent and empty.  At the doorway which she would normally head through, leading out into the nightclub proper, the stairs continue up: Blake continues walking, towards his office.  She has never been up here.

His office is right at the top of the building, small, filled with boxes of paperwork and bottles of spirits and flyers.  A door leading to a small toilet is off to the side.  The window looks out onto the rooftops of the surrounding buildings: Amy gazes out, as Blake minds a space on his cluttered desk for his coffee and newspaper.  He hangs his jacket over the back of his chair.  He is wearing a short-sleeved shirt beneath, revealing heavily tattooed arms.

‘Okay, first off,’ he says, casually, moving a stack of handwritten notes to one side.  He leans against the side of the desk, perched on the edge of it.  He sips his coffee.  ‘You can’t get your job back here.  Janine would slaughter me.  Understand?’

Amy looks crestfallen, but remains quiet.  She remains there, awkwardly on her feet, looking down, away from him.  She nods.

‘Now, I do own another place,’ he goes on, and Amy looks up hopefully.  ‘A pub on the other side of the city.  Called The Oak.  Do you know it?’

Amy shakes her head.  Blake laughs humourlessly.

‘I suppose you’re not old enough to know too many boozers,’ he says.  Amy smiles in sheepish agreement, beginning to get some of her confidence back.  ‘But you are eighteen, right?’ he confirms, and she nods again.

‘Well,’ he continues, ‘you’re in for a treat.  It’s in a rough old neighbourhood, the locals are all psychos, we serve watered-down piss, and Eddie, the guy I have running it, likes to get… friendly with the staff, given the opportunity.  But, it is what it is.  We’re always in need of barmaids there.’

Despite his grim description, Amy is wide-eyed with relief at the offer of any job.  ‘I – absolutely!  Yes, thank you, yes!  Thank you so much, sir, I swear I won’t let you down again –’

Blake raises his hand again to shut her up.  Amy’s voice trails off, her smile fading slightly.

‘Just a minute.  I haven’t given you anything, yet.’  He pauses, clearly thinking over what he intends to say.  Amy knows better than to speak.

‘I don’t know what went on here,’ Blake says.  ‘It may have been a total misunderstanding, like you say.  Or you may have been ripping off my staff.’

Amy opens her mouth, wanting to protest, but he isn’t finished.

‘If I get you a job there, it reflects back on me.  Do you understand?  I want a little incentive for myself, if I’m taking a risk on somebody that isn’t totally honest with me.  Otherwise, I could just give the job to any random tart that applies.’

Amy listens as his tone turns darker, more firm.  He watches her.

He nods to the door off to the side.  Amy looks, blank, not understanding.  A small room with an old toilet and sink, the enamel on both stained with years of neglect.  A few boxes of cheap-brand toilet paper stacked against the wall.

Amy blinks, understanding nothing.

‘I’m going to turn my back,’ Blake says, his voice soft but his tone anything but.  ‘When I turn back around, I’ll expect one of two things.   One, you can be walking out of the door, heading back to explain to your parents that you lost your job because you had your hand in the till.  I won’t notify the police –’ Amy’s eyes widen in alarm at the very word – ‘but I won’t expect to see you in here again.  Or, two: I find you sitting on there –’ he nods again to the toilet – ‘with all your clothes off.’  

He pauses, letting the choices sink in.

‘Understand?’ he asks.

Amy cannot respond for a few moments, she is in such shock, but eventually she manages a nod and a, ‘Y-yes.’

‘Alright, then,’ Blake says, satisfied.  He takes his coffee and turns away from her, looking out of the window across his grim rooftop view.

Amy sits there, stunned, silent but in mental turmoil.  She’s heard of the concept of sleeping with people for jobs, of course, but never thought she’d be faced with the dilemma herself.  Certainly not for a job so mundane.

She thinks again of the argument with her parents, and tries to fight off panic as she tries to envisage telling them she failed to get her job back.

She walks quietly to the small toilet.

She tries to push the door closed initially, as if automatically trying to save her modesty, but the door is old and swollen and stiff against the floor.  The small room is chilly.  There is a tiny frosted window, above head-height, that shows nothing of the outside world.

She begins to slowly undress.

She unzips her hoodie.  She looks for a hook on the door on which to hang it, and sees there isn’t one.  She folds it and places it carefully on the boxes of toilet tissue beside her.  Her t-shirt next, revealing her small chest and plain black bra.  She freezes, now, looking down at herself in disbelief, not sure which she would rather remove next: her bra, or her jeans.

Her expression, one of desperation and despair.

She takes off her jeans.  Slips off her sneakers, first, and stands there in only her socks and underwear.  She is a pale girl.  She has a piercing through her naval.  She shivers a little at the cold, and feels her nipples stiffen beneath her bra.

She looks through to the office, as if expecting Blake to say he’s changed his mind, this is all a joke, to get her clothes back on.  He remains standing at the window, calmly drinking his coffee, reading a folded section of his newspaper.

Amy once more looks down at herself.  In disgrace, she reaches behind herself, and unclips her bra.  

She places her bra and panties on the boxes along with the rest of her clothes.  She thinks for a moment about leaving her socks on, but decides not to risk it.  They go, too.

She looks at the toilet, but then tries not to.  The bowl is lined with lime scale and god-only knows what.  There is no lid, only a cheap plastic seat.  The handle is from a hanging chain.

Bracing herself against the inevitable chill of the seat against her young bottom, Amy sits down and waits.

Blake is in no rush.  He turns his paper over, continues reading.  He absently places his cardboard cup on the edge of the desk, and Amy hears it is now empty.

Eventually, he turns around.  He knows she didn’t leave: he turns straight to the open toilet doorway.  A brief smile flickers across his face when he sees her sitting there naked, but is soon hidden.

He walks towards her.  Amy actually swallows.

He walks into the toilet.  There is no real space for two: he stands in front of her.  

Amy stares at a random patch of crumbling plaster on the wall, his crotch directly in front of her face.  His hands appear, and his zipper is lowered.  His fingers slip into his flies, and his penis is removed.

Amy tries not to look, but her eyes flicker there.

She is surprised: she had expected an erection.  Instead, Blake’s cock – whilst still thick, and heavy-looking – is soft.

‘Open your mouth,’ Blake tells her, his voice terrifyingly calm.

Amy hesitates.  Has to swallow again.  Opens her mouth, and closes her eyes.

One of his hands touches her face, as he pushes his soft cock into her mouth.  He places it on her tongue.  Instinctively, she closes her lips around it, and nervous breathing explodes from her nostrils.

‘Look up at me,’ Blake tells her.  Amy shifts, keeping his penis in her mouth.  She isn’t able to look all the way up his body to his face, but she sees enough: he is holding his cameraphone in front of her face, recording her degradation.

‘Mmmmf,’ she moans in protest.

‘It’s okay,’ Blake is saying soothingly, actually stroking her face.  ‘This is for no-one but me.  Think of this as insurance… To make sure this stays between you and me.’

Amy lowers her gaze.  She can feel Blake… tensing.

The first spray of urine into her mouth is gentle, but takes her unawares.  She swallows automatically, which quickly leads to a coughing fit as she pulls away in disgust.

‘Oh god,’ she gasps, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.  ‘I didn’t realise – you meant that –’

Blake is gently easing her back, gently pushing his cock back at her mouth.  ‘It’s okay,’ he is saying.  ‘It’s fine.  If it’s your first time, coughing is normal.  Come on, there isn’t much.  Swallow it down, come on now.’

A disbelieving look on her face, Amy opens her mouth again.  Blake is back inside.  She closes her eyes again, this time tighter.

Blake pisses directly into Amy’s mouth.  He takes it slowly, breaking off mid-stream to allow her to swallow, not panic, and breathe steadily through her nostrils.  Even with his careful approach, Amy’s small nude body is rocked with spasms as she struggles to control her gag reflex.  

She cannot bear to touch him more, so grips the toilet seat beneath her tightly.

She tries to keep her breathing even through her nostrils.  She seems to be swallowing constantly, the warm earthy liquid being unleashed directly into her mouth.  Still, she isn’t able to swallow quite fast enough: yellow liquid begins to seep from the sides of her mouth, and down her face and chin.

Blake is moaning softly.  From either the satisfaction of unloading his bladder, or the satisfaction of doing it into her face, Amy cannot tell.

Eventually, it gets too much.  Amy has to pull away, spitting liquid out, urine flowing from her mouth and down her face and body.  Blake lets her go: he is into the home straight anyway.  He forces the final few jets out, a few warm splashes hitting her full-on in the face.  She has to keep her eyes closed: he seems to be aiming directly at her eyelids.

Eventually, it ends.

When she finally dares open her eyes, Blake has taken a few steps back into his office, his wet cock still hanging out of the front of his trousers.  He is fiddling with his phone, presumably ending the video he’d been recording: he tucks it away into his back pocket, before fastening his trousers.

Amy remains seated on the toilet, a wet, humiliated disgrace.  She hardly dare move, she feels so grotesque.  Her hair is mostly okay, Blake having focused so much on getting it in her mouth, but some of it around her face is plastered to her wet skin.  She can’t look at him.

‘I’ll call Eddie later, tell him you’ll stop by to discuss the job,’ he says casually, as if the past ten minutes or so hadn’t even taken place.  ‘If you don’t know it, it’s up by the industrial estate.  Go there this evening, introduce yourself.’

Amy nods dumbly, barely hearing him.  She moves her head a fraction, and takes a fistful of toilet roll from beside her.  She scrunches it into a ball and immediately rubs it across her face.

‘Jesus,’ she mutters, to no-one in particular.

Unbelievably, Blake sits down at his desk, and switches his computer on.  ‘Get yourself cleaned up, and then go,’ he calls over to her.  ‘The cleaners will be in downstairs soon.  I assume you don’t want them to see you leaving.’

She stands up, shakily, the shock beginning to wear off.  There is no soap by the sink, so she has to make do with splashing cold water over her face.  She gasps at the cold.  She spits into the sink.

She dresses.  She steps back out into the office.  She loiters in front of the desk, but when it becomes clear that Blake isn’t going to bother looking back up at her, she turns away, and heads down the stairwell.

‘If you decide to take the job, I’ll stop by sometime, see how you’re getting on,’ he calls at her as she walks, zombie-like, down the stairs.  She pushes open the heavy metal door and steps back out into the street.  There seem to be a few more people around now.  She looks at her phone: the shops will be opening soon.  

She walks home through the city.  No-one gives her a second glance.  

She is a normal, anonymous teenager, who happens to have the taste of her boss’s piss in her mouth.
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