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“Leave it to you to come up with crazy shit like dat girl.”

Henrietta was my best friend since we were about six years old, a lifetime of sharing and close proximity made us that way. We were different in many ways, she was far more conservative than I was, but we balanced each other perfectly through the years. After graduating high-school, she went on to nursing school to become an emergency room RN as I gravitated towards healing people, especially men. My specialty became healing men who engaged in a particular and uncommon fetish…shit eating. 

“What’s so crazy about it, I think it’s kinda kinky cool…check em out!”

The Asian lady putting the finishing touches on my nail extensions scoffed when I pulled up my hand to show off my latest concoction. I did have to pay a little extra for the nail artist to deviate from their regular cookie cutter nail designs, but it was so worth it.

“Please Miss, let me finish” she said in a heavy accent muffled by the dust mask on her face. I wanted to get out of there as badly as she wanted me out, so I just let her finish.

About an hour later she was applying the final coat of high gloss shellac on my nails. I chose a deep brown base as a backdrop with speckles of cat litter that I had to bring with me and instead of the square shape, I asked for them to be razor sharp filed. I liked the way the cat litter added texture to the mix, it was different, nobody else thought of it, and I couldn’t wait for Carl to see.

“Girl you better be careful when you wipe your behind with them things” Henrietta laughed as she cracked her gum incessantly, a habit that would announce her arrival no matter where she was. She cracked so loud with her back teeth that I could hear her from a mile away, even through closed doors, it was annoying sometimes.

“Meow” I curved my hand as a cat would lunging at her face, practicing my newest defense strategy. She jumped back. We walked for a bit stopping to get meatball subs at Nunzio’s Pizzeria before heading home.

“See ya tomorrow, call me later and let me know what your dates think.” Henrietta really meant what manner of crazy I would inflict on Carl,my scat trainee that would meet me tonight. 

“Better yet, I’ll show ya when I get the editing done on the film.” I always knew she was a secret voyeur, although she never admitted it.

“I will, maybe you’ll wanna join us?”

“Hell no, that’s too much for me, I’m getting’ nauseous just thinking ‘bout it.” She got into the black Escalade her husband was driving as they both waved goodbye. Sometimes I envied her Vanilla lifestyle.

Carl was already waiting in the lobby when I got there. Since “Carl” was a high-ranking police detective from another nearby precinct he just greeted me with a short and curt “hello”…nothing that would arouse either suspicion or material for gossip. He had this public persona to maintain and I was getting paid handsomely to maintain the anonymity while catering to his unusual requests. We both boarded the elevator not making eye contact. He followed behind me as I walked down the long hallway as I fumbled for my house keys.

“You’re early today” I said as I put down my newest addition for my handbag obsession on the coat rack next to the door.

“Yeah, I got off early” he said as I noticed him looking at my pointy freshly manicured nails. He reached into his pants and reached for his wallet to pay me the therapy fee of seven hundred greenbacks.

“Oh thank you baby…get comfortable while I pour us a drink…same scotch on the rocks as usual?” He said yes then I went to the tiny bar reaching for the bottle and glasses, pouring some Cabaret Sauvignon for myself instead.

Detective Carl’s fondness for scat was only matched by his need for secretively wearing sexy women’s undergarments. I wondered what his wife would think about it and if she even knew of his secret life of a shit eating woman poser. He wore a wedding band so I just assumed he was married, he paid me for services rendered and his public life was really none of my business.

“Let’s see what you got today, I’m getting jealous cause your under wardrobe is far prettier and sexier than mine…why is that Detective Carl?” I liked to fuck with him that way, because outside he was Detective Carl Morino, but with me he wanted to be known as Jezebelle. He scoffed as he slowly unbuttoned his white starched shirt with something pink peeking beneath.              

Today was pink day for him, pink bra, pink bikini undies and something new for me, pink fishnet stockings held up by an even deeper and more vibrant shade of pink garter belt.   

“Nice…you getting’ me hot Jezebelle.”

“I have a treat for you today…you’ll never guess.” I said, knowing it would pique his inquisitive law enforcement mind. He took his glass of Scotch and shook his head no. After a few minutes of unsuccessful guesses, he gave up.

“Well, you know my boyfriend that got locked up for some bogus dealing charges, I told you about him right?”

“Vaguely, but yes, what about him?”

“Well, he’s gonna be here in a little bit, he loves girls in pink, and I told him about your love of brown pudding, and as it turns out, he’s only too happy to oblige, you’re gonna love him I promise you.”

I know that in his Vanilla world he would probably cuff my man in a heartbeat, he hates petty criminals, especially those fool enough to get caught. I caught a smirk on his face.

“Why you acting like that, I saw that smirk on your face bitch!” Bitch Carl was judging me and my man again, he would need to be taught some pointers on discretion and politeness. 

“Acting like what, I didn’t say anything Mistress, I promise, it’s good.”

“You think that just cause you come to me with some money that I’m some kinda thing that can be brought? Is that what you think bitch?” I had him exactly where I wanted him, feeling guilty for what was probably an innocent grimace.

“No Mistress, I don’t think that at all.” It almost looked like he was begging for something from me. Fuckin wimp.

I walked towards the Armoire where I kept the “toys.” The second large drawer had nothing but handcuffs, first had the whips, and third had other miscellaneous shit that I took out a spool of fishing line that would go on the fishing rod for when I take him nipple fishing. Beneath the pink lingerie were the most hideous nipples on a man I’d ever seen. It took me almost a year to help make them that way.

“Come Carl…come” I snapped my fingers for him to come to me, he was well-versed in our little role playing routine. He was obedient as a good pet should be and knelt on the floor, crawling to me on all fours.

“I’m going to give you a new hoop to jump through today, know what it is?

“Take your bra off…let me see your nipples.” He brought his hands to the back, undoing the hook on his bra. His nipples were much larger than they were when I first met him. I have to admit his determination in the time it took to get them to the size they were now. He asked me to be the first, and it was flattering when I found out that his other Mistress was “Let go” because he couldn’t bond with her the way it flowed between us. No painkiller, just a little booze and weed, and his nipples were robbed of their cherry with a sharp thick nail, and a hammer. I comforted and nursed him all night I remember. I felt priviledged because of this and how he would eat my excrement shortly thereafter, something he claims had never happened before.

“Shhh, it’ll be ok baby. Look, I saw this color and I thought of you right away.”

I dangled the bright pink fish lure in front of him. At times he seemed like a knat with a limited attention span, drawn to any flicker of light, but the side of him he showed me was not the public view of him. He was tall and handsome in his uniform that no doubt attracted a swarm of women. Women who didn’t know of the pink lingerie beneath.

“Hold still…” I brought the lure through the nipple opening, careful to not rip the thinned flesh that had calloused over time. Slowly and gently I pushed through, being extra careful with my sharp pointed nails to avoid scratching the thin membrane. He was getting redder, I’m guessing because he was deep down afraid of my unpredictability. I was getting really horny, after all, Carl was a strapping cop and I have a thing for men in uniform, so I ordered him to take that pink shit off and give me a quickie fuck before my boyfriend shows up.

“Mmmm, lick that pussy, I ain’t washed up today yet…like that huh?” He buried his face in my crotch, my well-marinated pussy smelling vaguely of fish and lazy butt-wiping this morning. I saw his cock was hardening, and I took my heeled foot rubbing it on putting pressure on his shaft with the sole part. I layed down on the bed as he continued sucking at my clit, making it swell with desire. He was a good lover and I gave in to his mouth ravaging my pussy, his big strong hands grasping at my breasts that had his attention as he squeezed them harder and harder. 

“Uggghhhh, I want your cock cop Carl.”

Without the pink, he was a strong forceful horny man that would fuck the shit outta my wet waiting cunt with his thick in charge penis. With the pink on, it was me or another man who would be fucking him in the ass until orgasm. That’s how it was between us, just an understood arrangement.

“Fuck me from behind baby.” 

He took me by my braids and positioned me over the bed. My waiting brown butt was up in the air, ready and willing to take his big Italian cock inside me. Picking me up and holding me by my belly, he pushed me up at the same time pushing himself inside me. My pussy was wet and slimy from the horniness of watching him squeal from the pain of the fish lures, I knew that had to hurt, and not it was my turn to hurt at his mercy. He pushed himself deeper and deeper inside of my cunt then  began thrusting in and out. The friction felt like my pussy was catching fire fucking me in an out as fast as a jackhammer; it was as hard as one too.

“Oh God I’m coming Detective…”

That made him penetrate me even deeper, I could feel his balls slapping the back of my ass and the final thrust he withdrew and deposited his sweet man milk all over my back, just the way I like it.

We both lay on the bed catching our breath as we both heard each other’s hearts beating. It was intense, and just the thought of him in uniform was a turn on, I never told anyone, not even my fuck-buddy boyfriend Nicky.

“When you get done sweating all over my bed, you can get dressed again in your sissy pink outfit.” He was still panting so I allowed him five minutes to regain his composure.

“How you like my nails, it kinda hurt my feelings you didn’t pay them no mind.” 

“It’s different, they look like deadly claws to me” he chuckled. “What is that on the tips is it sand?” He was referring to the kitty litter. I didn’t tell him what it was; a girl has to maintain some mystery.

“Nah, it’s…telling the truth, I don’t know what it is, I’ll have to ask.” I finished what I started with the fishhook now that my pussy was taken care of.

“There…you’re all set” The fishhook was through, now all I had to do was to tie it to the line and I have my sissy detective fish at my beck and call with a simple tug of the line.

“Ok, now walk around ten laps around the coffee table and fetch me your plate when you’re done, with your mouth…I’m going to go make your dinner in the toilet.”               I didn’t have to keep watch on him, because what he didn’t know is that I have a nanny cam inside the cute teddy bear sitting in the corner. I could in theory make a film sending the copies to his precinct. Wonder what he would say to that?

I heard the doorbell ring while I was dropping Carls tasty meal. He knew better than to answer the door, so he just waited outside with his dog bowl in his mouth as I came out of the toilet.

“Who is it?”

“Who the fuck you think it is? It’s me Julio…” I heard from the other side. Good ol’ Julio, late as usual, just like the lazy fucking Dominican he is. Surprise. Surprise.

“Hold your horses.” I yelled. 

I signaled for Carl to wait for me inside the bathroom. I quickly hopped inside the shower to rinse of Carls sweet cum off my back, and getting rid of the sex smell all over me. Julio was very jealous and would turn violent at the drop of a hat. Even though Carl had his trusty police issue gun, I didn’t want to provoke him any more than I had to. Pissing Julio off meant getting him even hornier than usual. Maybe tonight I would be the crème  in the oreo cookie.

I went out with the towel still wrapped around me; it was obvious I had just showered the stink of cum safely off me now.

“You late again…sometimes I swear you act like a…oh wait, you are, Dominican, sorry, my bad.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” He gave me a kiss with his lips that reeked of Malt Liquor and cigarettes.

“Nothing…I got company. Carl’s here, remember I told you…”

“You didn’t tell me shit, who’ Carl?”

“Remember, he likes dressing up in pink, he likes eatin’ my shit?” He looked confused. Poor stupid Dominican Hamster. If not for his cock I would have dumped his stupid ass long time ago in a heartbeat.

“There’s some pizza in the fridge.” I never told Julio how much Carl reimbursed me for his training. As far as the dumb hamster knew, it was a mutual kinky friendship. He’d probably blow it all on weed and clubs anyway if he knew I had any kind of stash put away for a rainy day. Fuck him.

I went into the bathroom where Carl was waiting obediently and I kissed him, I want him to know that he was more than a scat trainee, I truly do love my pets, and in a pinch, they could always count on me for anything. Julio the hamster on the other hand, was just a fuck buddy only if I had nobody else and only with protection, God only knew what kinda nasty shit he picks up from his bitches he never tells me about.

“I love you Carl, you know that right?”

His eyes suddenly softened, like he was touched and it suddenly dawned on him that my heart was his, kind of.

“Thank you Mistress…I feel it too.”

“Do me a favor, this guy who thinks he’s my boyfriend, he’s not, and just play along with me. You said you wanted to feel how it’s like to get fucked up the ass right?” He nodded his head.

“Well, I’m gonna use the strap on and it’s gonna be me, not him to pop your ass cherry…understand me?”

Just to add some fuel to the fire, I was getting kind of tired of that fuckin loser Julio, I added…”Oh, and so you know, the guy outside, he killed a cop years ago, but he confessed only to me, please don’t do anything now, but I can hook you up with his address when he leaves…”

His face changed “why do you stay with a scumbag like that?”

Then I conjured up my acting skills, adding that Julio threated to put me six feet under unless I keep giving him sex and shut up about the killing.

“Your secret is safe with me.”

“Ok, let’s get this over with then, remember, don’t say anything…” He agreed.

We both went out and I introduced the both men to each other, Julio laughed and laughed at the detective in pink lingerie.  “Don’t laugh at him.”

Julio looked at me like he wanted to skin me alive, I had hurt his deeply ingrained macho man pride and he began feeling uncomfortable that he got owned by a woman sticking up for what was in his book, another woman.

“Sorry…look man, no harm no foul right?” and he offered Carl his hand as a peace offering. You could tell that he really didn’t mean it, but it helped to ease the potential of something escalating.

“None taken…don’t worry about it.”

“Hey how do you know my girl anyway?”

I hated when he referred to me as “his girl” His people still swung from trees as far as I was concerned, not black, and not white, kind of like zebras, only zebra monkeys.

“I ain’t your girl Julio.”

I wanted to dissuade the situation and just blurted out….

“Ok you know what, let’s just change the subject, how about a movie and some pizza and some smoke…how’s that sound?”

I knew Julio had some weed on him, always does, fucking school yard dealer.

“Sounds good to me, you Carl?”

I left Carls meal in the toilet, and I didn’t want to humiliate him further, the only one allowed to demean him is me, so I went into the bathroom and locked the door behind me.

“Shit, that stinks” I thought. Last night I had some Tamale from our nearby Mexican take out with a lot of Pollo Mole, and that really made my ass burn, and some of the corn was still peeking out from the brown loaves that had Carls name all over it. Usually I have Carl bury his head inside and scoop it out with his mouth and drop it into his special dog bowl. But I didn’t even want Julio to get wind of this part of Carl; I was protecting my cute cop pet.

We all sat on the huge lazy boy couch that was a gift from one of my submissive.

I turned on the television tuning into my favorite reality show ID, and went to the bar bringing some Scotch and beer for the less sophisticated Julio.

“Julio, how about you be ma bitch and get me an my boy here some glasses with ice pretty pleeeze?” I said it innocently enough, so that he wouldn’t catch on to the sarcastic meaning behind it. I sat closer to Carl, remembering that only moments ago his cock was filling my pussy as no other pet ever had before. My pussy was falling in love with his cock and his peaceful sexy blue eyes as well. Julio was in the kitchen, out of our line of sight and I snuck my hand into Carl’s large commanding hand, blowing him a kiss and winking at him. God help me from falling for this pink prince. I will have to say a few extra Hail Mary’s tonight to keep me on track of never falling for a patient. I was their doctor, they were my patients, how could I possibly breach that trust? I heard his footsteps and retreated my hand from Carl’s.

Julio found his way back to the couch, making two trips to carry the three glasses with ice and the sauce. I wanted him to go back so I could cop another kiss, so I reminded him of the pizza which needed to be heated up that he forgot.

“Anything else?” Juliio didn’t like being told what to do.

“Nope, that’s it.” I sat intently paying attention to the new episode of Evil Kin. Some of that shit’s gotta be made up.

“Do you think this shit’s made up Carl?” I caught myself, almost mentioning his career as a slip of the tongue. It makes me feel safe that a cop is my friend, it’s comforting.

“I don’t think so; it’s supposed to be based on true facts.” We sat and intently watched as our bitch Julio toiled like the good little brown Hamster I always knew him to be.

“Here you go, had to cut in half to fit in the microwave…” He pushed the ashtray accidentally onto the floor, contaminating my newly cleaned white carpet.

“Ok, I’m just gonna ignore that happened, I just had it cleaned dumbass.”

Out of nowhere, the fucker clocked me upside the head knocking me to the side of the couch armrest.              

“Bitch maybe you better learn not to dis your man…I’m outta here.”

After what seemed forever, I came to and Carl had what looked like one of my socks with ice inside it, it felt so cold and my face felt like it was swelling.

“What happened?” I tried sitting up but still felt a little faint. Ouch that fucking hurt.

“That guy blindsided you…I felt like killing him right there and then.” Carl looked genuinely pissed off, but relieved at the same time that he was gone.

“Yeah, that’s Julio for you…” I decided that would be the last time I would ever see him. I asked Carl to take me to the police station after our tryst to file a restraining order.

“Guys like that don’t pay attention to a piece of paper, you know that don’t you?”

He was right, but I don’t have anything except some pepper spray. He did have some stalking tendencies, his friend told me confiding in me once.

“I’ll bring you something tomorrow; just keep it a secret between you and me.”

I shook my head yes. He was cradling my head, taking care of me instead of the other way around. I owed him one.

“It sure hurts” I mumbled. Carl was a gentleman, he was staying far more than any other time, and still I hadn’t fed him his brown pudding, and he didn’t get fucked up the ass like I had promised him.     

“I’m sorry that today didn’t turn out like we had planned Carl, I’m really sorry about that.” My face felt swollen and ugly, my lip was swelling to where I looked like a Mrs. Potato Head. I couldn’t help but look in disgust in the mirror.

Carl walked behind me, giving me a strong hug assuring me it would be all right.

“Please tell me you didn’t give him a key to your place.” I don’t think I did.

“I don’t think so, or he wouldn’t have knocked on the door…right?”

“You tell me. Just in case, I’ll have you stay over my place tonight, you’ll be safe there, and I’ll feel better.” Wait, how about his wife?

“How about your wife?”

“What wife, I’m not married…”

I took his left hand and brought it to his attention the worn gold band on his left hand, smirking as if to catch him in a lie.

“That was my dad’s wedding band, and before mom died she gave it to me as a memento to remember him by…that’s all. I still think about him after all these years, funny how life works.” I never saw this tender part of him before. Before today, he was just some Detective with unresolved issues   that I casually let into my life.

“Too bad you passed out, you could have scratched his eyes out with those nails.” He chuckled, trying to make me feel better. 

“So you live alone?” I needed to know.

“It’s just me and my cat Shelby.” I had to at least feed Carl; it’s what he came for after all. And he chose me to be his food source.

“How about your meal now baby?”

“Thank you” and before he could utter the word Mistress, I gave him my real name.

“Please, no more Mistress nonsense.”

“Now, how about getting some of that brown goodness for my baby.”

“I love you Jazmine” 

I went to the bathroom, but first I took the fish hooks from his nipples.

“No more of this pain shit, you too good for pain. Understand me?” I didn’t know if he would still seek me out as a Mistress after this, but truth is, I didn’t feel comfortable inflicting pain on this kind handsome man anymore. I saw the real him tonight, and I wanted to make his pain go away.

“There, no more of these.”

I went and brought out the bowl with my shit on it, and I felt really bad about it and wanted to understand how anyone could enjoy this. He sat and opened his mouth, something changed between us tonight, but not that. He still enjoyed eating my shit as I spoon fed him a little at a time.

“Do you want some hot sauce with that?

He shook his head, and I forgot that he was white, so I offered him some mayonnaise to try and disguise the taste. He refused.

His strong jaw and perfectly chiseled facial features were stunning; he could have any woman he wanted, why was he not taken? I was trying to think of anything but what the present was showing me. A catch of a guy eating my shit pie.
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