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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.’
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