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1.

Look, I’ve taken money for… services, but I’ve never been a hooker.  Even ‘escort:’ just a silly word that means the same thing that is embarrassed by the truth.  I only ever accepted money from one man, and that was Howard.  In truth, I would almost have certainly have slept with him anyway, money or not.  When we were introduced by mutual friends and got talking on a night out, I thought he was charming and unusual even before he propositioned me.  He was married, and I had a boyfriend, yet the flirting was mutual.  We ended up apart from the others in the smoking garden, talking with the level of good-humoured, confessional intimacy that sometimes is only managed when meeting a stranger for the first time.  I don’t even remember how the conversation managed to end up where it did.  Him smilingly admitting he liked a woman to be dominant, and that he’d even pay to properly experience it.  Me laughing and saying that a man that liked to pay to be bullied sounded like a dream come true.  

That was all it took.

After the group of us left and began to make our separate ways home, he caught up with me.  I lived nearby, and was walking.  He made some excuse to go the same way.  We’d both had a few drinks.  I came right out and said it.

‘Look, don’t expect anything… My boyfriend is back at my flat.  I can’t exactly invite you in.’

He smiled, casually, a touch embarrassed.  He glanced up and down the street, empty and silent at that time of night.  He was in his early thirties, same as me.  He was handsome.  Perhaps five foot eight, a couple of inches shorter than me.  I was even wearing flats that evening.  I’m slim bordering on thin, and he was athletic, so any physical dominance on my part was merely an illusion based on height, but it was nice thinking that, knowing what he liked, he was perhaps thinking of me as some dominant presence.

‘Listen,’ he began.  He hesitated.

‘Go on,’ I said.  What I’d told him was the truth: David, my boyfriend, was waiting for me at home, and so I couldn’t invite Howard back.  But that didn’t mean I wasn’t interested.

‘I heard what you were saying earlier.  About… struggling with money.  Rent, all that.’

I had mentioned it, in a wider conversation with the rest of the group.  I had a job in an insurance office and the money was dreadful, and living costs seemed to be rising by the day.

‘Okay,’ I replied slowly, unsure what he was getting at.

‘Don’t take this the wrong way.  Seriously, I don’t want to cause offence, and I’m sorry in advance if I do, but… Did you mean what you said earlier?  About… taking money to bully someone?’

‘Um.’  My head went blank.  I laughed.  I was surprised.  I’d wondered often whether I could have sex for money, and whether or not it was within me.  I’m sure everyone has at some point.

We were standing beneath a lamppost in front of a shuttered-up health food store, and were discussing money for sexual favours.  The city didn’t feel real, somehow.

‘It would be… interesting, that’s for sure,’ I managed to say eventually.  I cocked my head playfully.  ‘What did you have in mind?’

With such relative ease, Howard and I found ourselves in each other’s lives.  

We didn’t meet for a few weeks after that initial conversation.  I stewed on it a great deal, and was about to dismiss the entire thing as drunken nonsense.  But he did contact me, and I did go through with it.  

Howard was never allowed to bring himself off, and that was something I was not going to do for him.  He was not allowed to fuck me.  In truth, he barely seemed to want to.  This was about something else.  Taking money from him never felt degrading, as I was always in control.  I was always fully clothed, in my everyday outfits of jeans and sweaters and t-shirts.  I didn’t even need to dress like a silly whore.

The money even helped, in some ways: taking it felt as if I were helping him get things out of his system, providing a service.  It seemed to prove that it wasn’t an emotional affair.  That helped with any guilt.

It was a steep learning curve for me, and one I enjoyed.  Finding out I did indeed have a sadistic streak was fun.  In those opening few weeks, he would come round to my flat during the daytime when David was out and clean for me.  That was all.  He would strip naked and I would fling cloths and dusters his way and order him to scrub the flat.  With a raging erection, he would shuffle round the flat and do my bidding.  I would sit at the table and do paperwork whilst he dusted the floor around me, crawling like a dog.  I would flick cigarette ash onto the kitchen floor specifically for him to get down on his knees.

It was an extraordinarily fun way to earn money.

Inbetween his visits, I would think about new ways to degrade him.  A few weeks in, I began to insist he wear a ballgag that I had secretly purchased online.  I bought a cheap and cheerful French maid’s outfit from a fancy dress shop that I made him wear.  He looked ludicrous, and I laughed, but I liked the look of him like that.  A week after that, when he arrived, I told him I had another surprise for him.

‘Open it, then,’ I told him.  He unwrapped the box I handed to him.

It was a black rubber buttplug.

‘Isn’t it nice?’ I cooed.

He muffled nonsensically around his gag, and nodded eagerly.  I lifted his skirt and pushed it up him with no lubricant.  My maid’s eyes watered, but he got on with his chores without further complaint.

I could leave no lasting marks on him.  That was one stipulation to which we had to adhere.  Whenever he went home at night and undressed in front of his wife, his skin needed to be clear.  So any punishment for a poor standard of cleaning had to be sneaky.  I bought clamps to use on his nipples and scrotum.  I would lightly hit his balls with his own belt.  I would gag him, and push my fingers up his nose to suffocate him.

The more he was willing to take, the more I wanted to dish out.

My relationship with Howard began to have a noticeable effect on my relationship with David.  I grew more confident in our bedroom, slapping him, taking control.  He was delighted, if a little surprised, at my newly-found fire.  Yet I could never go to the same level of intensity with him as with Howard.  He was my partner, and I loved him.  Howard, by definition, was to be used and abused.

Soon, I was fisting him.  

I needed to go further.  I needed to wreck him.

I knew where I had to take this.  

2.

Howard stepped out of the spare bedroom, where he always changed, head lowered, hands folded in front of him.  He was wearing his usual black and white maid’s dress, with frilly edges.  Sheer black stockings up to his thighs.  

‘What would you like me to do today, my lady?’ he asked, not looking up at me.

I was sitting at the table, looking over some files for work.  In truth, my eyes were merely glazed over in front of the pages, but I enjoyed looking barely interested in him.  I glanced up.

I hadn’t dressed any differently.  Skinny jeans, green t-shirt.  I didn’t want to give him any sort of warning for what was about to happen.

‘Oh, you,’ I sniffed, as if I’d forgotten about him.  ‘Um, go in the bathroom.  There’s something I need cleaning.  I’ll be through in a moment.’

He shuffled through to the bathroom door, head still down.  I watched him go.  I sipped at my coffee.  I was eager to get up and immediately follow him, but was determined to make him wait.  I did some internal clenching and pushing on my bowels.

I gave it a few minutes.

When I went through he was simply standing there, stockinged feet on the white tiles, head down in his subservient pose.

I strolled past him without really acknowledging him.  As if he were not there, I unfastened my jeans and slid them and my panties down to my ankles, and sat on the toilet seat.

He kept his composure, looking down at his feet.  I watched him as I sat there.  I had never revealed my body to him before.  I listened carefully.  His breathing was growing heavier.

Without a word, and still watching him, I pushed.  The pleasing hiss and feeling of relief as my bladder emptied itself into the bowl beneath me.

The front of his frilly dress was bulging.  He tried not to shift where he stood.

Quietness for a few moments.  I continued to push.

The initial croaking fart echoed against the porcelain, yet I could still hear Howard’s heavy breathing.

I had deliberately held off having a dump that morning, and so my bowels were nicely packed.  I pushed out such a firm, thick log that it stung my bumhole a little.  The splash when it hit the water was loud.

I lay an elbow on my leg, and rested my face in the palm of my hand, as if bored.

I pushed out another.  The smell was of fresh earth.

I pushed out one final, smaller turd, then a few final farts.  I stood up.

‘Okay,’ I said matter-of-factly, turning my back to him.  Jeans and pants still round my ankles, I reached my hands around, placing them on my buttocks.  I spread them wide.  ‘Clean me.’

His gasping was deep, his excitement bordering on uncontrollable.  Still, I heard him turn to me.  He made a small groaning noise, presumably at the sight of me.  

After all we had already experienced, this was his first image of my body, and it was of my spread-open shitty anus.

His arm entered my peripheral vision, as he reached for the toilet roll on the wall.

‘Tongue, you fool,’ I snapped.

A pause.  A long pause, as I wondered whether I had finally broken the worm.  Eventually, his quiet voice, with a noticeable tremble, said, ‘Yes, my lady.’

I heard the shifting of the material of his dress as he got down on his knees behind me.

I gazed at the wall in front of me.  Regardless of how I appeared to Howard, I was experiencing mental turmoil.  I was desperate to degrade this man, yet this was all so recent for me still.  I was constantly fighting the urge to be disgusted at myself: this was pushing things beyond all reasonable levels of acceptability.

I could feel his heavy breaths on the backs of my thighs and on my vagina, the latter damp from both pee and excitement.  ‘Not the pussy,’ I nonetheless ordered, still looking straight forward.  Having him eat me out would have been too… straight.  We were not about that, I insisted to myself.

No.  He was going to eat my shit.

I stood there, holding open my arse.  I could hear him practically whimpering.  I was about to order him again, before I felt his nose press against the top of my behind.

Then, the strangest rimming I’d ever received.

It was sticky.  It was punctuated every few moments with a pause, as Howard had to move back and retch.  I kept thinking he had broken, but then he would push his face back in for more.  He kept his tongue at my anus, and was trying to curl it beneath the faecal matter in order to dig it out of me.  His tongue working its way into my butt was certainly having a pleasurable effect on me, and I had to restrain myself from reaching round and touching my pussy.

He was coughing, gagging.  That was fine.  I expected nothing more.  Firm as my shits had been, I imagined my anus was comparatively clean – I wickedly wondered how we would be getting on had I had explosive diarrhea.  Still, his gag reflex was only natural.

He was gasping for air, groaning.  I waited for him to plead to be able to stop, but he didn’t, going back to the well again and again, using his tongue and his lips and his nose on my butthole, anything to clear it of shit.

He was a thorough maid, right up until I heard him vomit down himself.

I turned around.  He was leaning back, looking down at himself, appalled.  His cock was raging, jutting up from beneath his dress, splattered with puke.  His face was filthy, his mouth covered in smeared brown.  He was gasping for breath, and I could see the shit on his teeth and tongue.

‘I’m sorry, my lady,’ he panted, looking up at me.  ‘It just… got a bit much…’

I smiled.  I reached around, pressing a finger against my bumhole.  It came back with traces of brown, but was surprisingly okay.  I tore a sheet of paper and wiped the remainder away.

‘That’s quite okay,’ I said softly.  ‘You’ve done a good job.’  I stroked his hair.  ‘Mouth open.’

He opened his mouth unquestioningly, and I popped the ball of used toilet paper in there.

I smiled again, sweetly.  ‘Hold it…’

He tried as long as he could, bless him.  He ended up flinging his head over the toilet bowl and vomited out the paper and what was left in his guts.  He puked on the shits I’d done earlier, and hadn’t flushed.  I watched him, his head in the bowl.

‘Good maid,’ I said gently.

3.

I think I’ve broken him.  He hasn’t been in touch since, and that was nearly two weeks ago now.  I wonder if it made him ill.

I lie in bed at night and think of what I made him do.  If anything, I regret not going further, and not shitting straight into his mouth.

Jesus.  What have I become?

David is asleep beside me.  I made him lick my arsehole earlier tonight.  He ate at it eagerly.  He kept gasping, ‘God, I want to taste you, god, I want to taste you.’

I know he wasn’t talking about my shit.  But if I don’t hear from Howard again…

Who knows, maybe David will get to taste me after all.
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