Surprise Presents
                                  by Allen Baker

It was my 40th birthday, and all day I(d been trying to convince myself that I wasn(t bothered by this milestone.  In many ways I truly wasn(t, but I still felt uneasy that in some way my life was passing me by.

Karen and I were happily married, with a son who(d soon be twenty.  Michael was away at college.  Maybe that was part of it.  The house was quieter now.  The old (empty nest( syndrom.  Was that what these feelings were all about?  At least there were some advantages of it being just the two of us again ( the spontaneity of our sex life had definitely been resparked.

Karen and I had talked about that not long ago.  Michael had just been home for the weekend sporting a new tatoo, a band in Greek key style circling his left biceps.  Personally, I thought it was rather handsome, but didn(t want to say as much to my son, not wanting to encourage more.  Karen had been more vocal in her criticism.  (At least it isn(t a piercing.(
(Oh, I have one of those, too,( our shirtless Michael rejoined with his mischievous grin, (but where it is, don(t expect me to show it in public.(  He then laughed at our open-mouthed stares and strode off.

After he had headed off back to school that Sunday night, Karen and I were cuddling in bed.  (Michael didn(t tell you any more about his piercing, did he John?(
(No, but it certainly makes you wonder where it is, doesn(t it.(
(Maybe about here.(
I squealed slightly as her fingernails pinched at a spot between my cock and ball sack.  Immediately hard, I pushed my way in for revenge.  She giggled at this desired response and hung on for the ride.

* * * * *

Over the next few months, the subject would occasionally resurface.  Once, she even asked if I(d consider a piercing of my own.  Before I could say, (No way,( she continued, (I think it might be kind of sexy.(  I just closed my mouth, pondered, and eventually mumbled, (Maybe.(
I began to tink about it when I(d see a shirtless teen with a pierced navel or nipple.  The mental image of my own piercing always sparked an instant erection.  I(ll admit it made a great fantasy, but I couldn(t really visualize having the nerve to ask someone to actually poke a hole through my nut sack.

Now here it was: birthday time.  I come through from the garage into the kitchen.  (That smells great, dear.  Are we having company?(
(No, silly, just a special birthday dinner for my hubby.(  A brief, but passionate kiss.  Then, (Everything should be ready by the time you(ve finished your shower.(
We had just cleared away in the kitchen when Karen glanced at her watch.  (Right on time.  Come on, grab a jacket and head for the car.(
(On time for what?(
(Your surprise birthday present.  You(ll just have to trust me.  Now, come on or we(ll be late.  I(m driving.(
She was smug as she hummed  the entire twenty minute trip, but wouldn(t say another word.  When she pulled up to a stop in front of a row of shops on a seedy city street, I got out and looked around hoping to spy a hint of what was going on.

Karen grabbed my arm, (Come along.(  She led me toward a shop door.  In big letters across the glass at eye level it said, (Tatoos,( but in smaller letters below it read, (Body Piercing.(
(Oh, shit!(
(Now, don(t spoil my surprise, dear.  Move along.(  The hand in my back urged me through the door.  Everything was in a blurred state as my mind slipped into neutral.  I was in a shocked daze.  Surely she hadn(t!

(Carl, I want you to meet my husband, John.(
The big, burly bearded guy pumped my arm in a friendly manor.  I couldn(t help staring: except for his face, most of his exposed skin was artfully decorated in fantastic patterns and images.

(You(re right on time ( head right on back.  I(ll just lock up the front here and be with you in a few minutes.(
Karen obviously knew where she was going as she led me through a beaded opening to the back, down a short hall, and into a small room.  The center was dominated by a contraption something akin to a workout bench.  It had adjustment ability at numerous points and places for additional attachments.  My mind immediately equated it to a mediaeval torture rack.  I broke out in a cold sweat.

Carl called back to us, (Go ahead and get undressed, John.  I(ll just wash up and be right in.(
I turned to Karen with questioning fright in my eyes.  Get undressed!  I don(t even know this man.  I don(t even know what(s going on!

Karen just smiled, and pressed a finger against my lips before I could speak.  Then she pulled my tee shirt up over my head and began to unbuckle my belt.  At this point, I came out of the fog and decided to take my medicine like a man.  I became determined to play this as it happened and took over stripping me.  Karen stepped back to watch.

I had just finished dropping my undershorts and socks at Karen(s feet when Carl sauntered into the room.  He had removed his shirt to reveal a continuation of the artwork that covered every inch from the neckline down.  But what I couldn(t take my eyes off of was the heavy-gauge chain that connected the two heavy rings that circled through his prominent nipples.

He grabbed a clipboard from the counter and thrust it toward me.  (You(ll need to sign this release.(
Karen(s hand quickly covered most of the pages.  (Just sign there at the bottom, John,( she whispered.  (I(ll read it to you later.(
I was rather pleased that my hand didn(t even tremble as I wrote my name and the date on the indicated lines and handed it back to him.

With a gesture, Carl invited me to sit down on the end of the bench.  (Now lie back and relax.(
I could certainly lean back against the leather pads, but no way would I am able to relax.  With some leather straps, my arms were attached down to the front legs of the stand.  Then Carl placed two metal pieces near my hips that jutted up and out to the side, ending in what was obviously rests for my feet.  And that(s exactly where Carl strapped them.  My ass edged out over the end of the bench.  My crotch was obscenely exposed and very vulnerable.

(The straps help to keep you where I need you.(  From Karen(s chuckle, I suspected that this was something they had plotted and was not really part of the regular routine.

Carl drew up a small stool between my legs and sat down.  Leaning forward, he studied my crotch with a detached, scientific stare.  I had never been looked at in this way before.  My cock started to lengthen and elevate away from my stomach.  I blushed.  Carl nodded and grinned up at Karen.  (You were right, he is going to enjoy this.(  Then he startled me by sliding a hand below my balls and began to finger my ass.

(You(re in for a really great experience.  And it(s even better if your prostate is being stimulated at the same time.(  He reached over to a box and pulled out a pair of sterile latex gloves, which he proceeded to put on.  Then he tore open a sealed plastic to pull out a butt plug!  I knew what they were, but I(d never actually seen one up close.  It loomed hugely in his hand as he drizzled it with lubricant.  He ran a rubber-coated finger through the goo and then lowered it out of sight.  That fingertip began toying with my opening while I willed myself to relax.

This, too, had to have been Karen(s doing.  She knew I loved to have her finger up my ass while I fucked her.  She(d often joked that she could tell I could take more and that she(d just have to buy me a dildo.  Obviously, she had persuaded Carl to add this to his process.  This couldn(t possibly be part of his normal procedure.  

Once he(d managed three fingers, he replaced them with a quick push of the plug.  I jumped with a squeal.  I felt truly impaled, and I loved it.

(Ok, next step is to remove this.(  He yanked on my crotch hair and reached for a straight razor.  He first soaped my entire crotch and rinsed it clean.  By now I was hard as a rock.  Then he applied shaving cream to the entire region.  Just then Karen had had enough of standing by uninvolved.  She reached under her skirt and shucked down her panties.  Then she straddled the bench facing Carl and settled in on my mouth as she watched the proceedings.  It was the last I(d see of the events for a while, but considering the sensations I could feel and the pleasures my tongue could explore, I wasn(t complaining.

I felt every stroke of the razor as it coursed its relentless way around the base of my cock, crisscrossed my ball sack, and down my crack.  Then a steaming hot, wet cloth washed away the remaining suds.

(Oooo, let me feel,( Karen crooned.  Her hand slid across the entire area.  I(d never felt anything like it.  The softest, smoothest caress my balls had ever had.  My cock twitched and seeped and oozed it juices.  Karen giggled and removed her hand.  (Better not get you too excited just yet, dear.(
(Now for the best part.  I(ll first swab all this area with a disinfectant.  Now to apply the clamp.  Is this the right place, Karen?(
(Yes, exactly where we agreed.(
I(m glad they agreed, for I was obviously to have no say in the matter.  I just kept lapping away contentedly with my tongue.  The clamp was firm but not painful.  It was a strange sensation as Carl twisted it around for his inspection, released and recapped it until he was finally satisfied with its position.  The one exactly where Karen(s fingernails had pinched months before, right at the top of my nut sack.

(Ok, John, hold on tight.  As the doctor always says, you(ll feel a slight pinch now.(
Pinch, hell!  I(d been struck by a javelin!  At the exact same moment, Karen shuddered and my mouth, nose, and jaw were being deluged in her flowing juices.

(The worst is over, now for the scrotal ring and the cleanup.(
Karen moved away so I could watch as Carl slid a ring through my new opening and removed the clamp.  Another hot sponge bath to clean the area free of the bright yellow-orange disinfectant, and I was looking at a new me.  I couldn(t believe the difference in appearance that the hair removal made.  And the sight of that ring disappearing into one side of my scrotum and coming out the other made my cock jump and pulsate.

Again, Karen straddled the bench, this time facing me.  Slowly she lowered herself onto my eager member.  Then she leaned down to kiss me.

I couldn(t see enough beyond our kiss to tell what Carl was doing.  Abruptly, the butt plug was pulled from my ass.  I moaned with regret.  But then I heard Carl(s zipper being lowered, and I moaned again with desire.  I(d never had sex with a man before, but I knew it(d have to feel at least as good as that butt plug had.

Gently, Karen began an up and down rhythm with her crotch.  Just as gently, I felt the nudge of a condom-wrapped cock head at my ass door.  I squirmed in delight.  Carl(s cock slowly pushed its way inside.  I was in heaven.  Once he decided I had adjusted, Carl began to match Karen(s pace, and we all three rode on into oblivion.

* * * * *

That was the beginning of our tradition of gift-giving at Carl(s Tatoos.  Over the next couple of years, I had both my nipples pierced along with my navel.  And each event was accompanied by an erotic threesome.

But I wasn(t the only one to be entrusted to Carl(s professional attentions.  Karen had birthdays, too.  And then there was Mother(s Day and Valentine(s and . . ..  Well, you get the idea.  It had become a game.  It had become an obsession.

And we maintained the mystery as well.  We(d meet ahead of time with Carl to plot the next event for an upcoming holiday.  The anticipation for both of us kept us sexually agitated for days prior to any special date on our calendar.  We branched into tatoos as well.  Karen had a beautiful butterfly fluttering just above the ring through her right tit.  I had a matching one on my left ass check.

But my favorite was my snake.  It had been a long, painful procedure, but well worth it.  The head of my cock had been transformed into the head of a snake.  It was graced with two eyes and a split tongue that slithered out of my piss slit.  The shaft was totally covered with iridescent scales.  But it didn(t stop there.  The entire snake was more than four feet long, twisting and stretching around my torso with its tail eventually disappearing up my ass!  Oh, the fantasies that brings about as I step out of the shower and look into the full-length mirror!

One Christmas, Carl mischievously maneuvered us into matching tongue piercings.  Afterwards, we lay on his bench with our swelling tongues exploring each other(s mouths while Carl(s cock alternated between servicing our two adjacent lower openings.

As we approached our 25th anniversary, we spent considerable time and thought contemplating what to provide for this milestone event.  We drove Carl nuts with phone calls and visits to explore possibilities, to only return after a few days and change plans yet again.  Finally, in desperation, Carl laid down the law.  He would make all the plans without consulting wither of us!  We could either place our entire trust in him, or find a new parlor owner who(d play along!

Startled, we could only agree and beat a hasty retreat.  Then began the delicious wait.  Our sex life centered around speculating on what we might have let ourselves open to.  We rutted like rabbits for days prior to our anniversary, stimulated by the visions of what might lay eminently before us.

Finally, the big Saturday night had arrived.  We appeared on Carl(s doorstep at the appointed time and were ushered into the back.  We had barely entered the room when we heard the jingle of the front door.

(Go ahead and get undressed.  I(ll take care of this last customer and close up shop.(
Karen and I necked and caressed as we slowly undressed each other.  I was sitting on the bench with her head nuzzling my lap when Carl strode nude into the room.

(Ok, you tow, I(m the one in charge tonight.  Here, sign the releases.(  It was a whole new experience to sign these folded forms knowing that neither one of us knew what was printed on them.  It made me tingle inside.

(Karen, on your back on the bench with your feet in the stirrups.  And John, you stand between her legs.(
I couldn(t keep from caressing her as Carl strapped her into place.  Then he reached down and strapped my ankles to the base of the bench.  Pushing a stool up behind me, he ordered me to sit down.  Carl then stepped up and over my legs and into the space between us.  He was facing Karen, and his butt was only an inch from my face.

(Keep that tongue busy back there while I work.(
I didn(t need a second invitation.  By the sounds of things, Carl was washing Karen(s crotch.  Then I saw him reach over to the counter for the shaving cream and straight razor.  Karen began to moan in anticipation.  She(d never shaved her pubic area before.  If it was anything at all like my experiences with a smooth crotch, she was in for a real treat.  I kept my mouth glued to the opening in front of me and concentrated my tongue on giving service inside and out.

Soon Carl had finished with the stripping process.  Karen crooned as he washed her off and wiped her down with lotions.  But I heard her breath intake sharply as Carl took up his tatoo equipment.

Carl pulled his cheeks away from my face.  (I need to sit down for this procedure.(  His saliva-slicked opening easily slid down my rigid pole as he sat on my lap.  I wrapped my arms around him and grabbed his cock with one hand and his balls with another.  He gave a deep, contented sigh, and then went about his work.  Soon, Karen was moaning and slowly moving her head back and forth.  I could tell by her breathing and her taught, erect nipples that she was finding the stinging procedure delicious.

If I twisted to the left, I found I could peer under Carl(s arm to watch as the head of a cobra gradually emerged on her lower triangle.  Its gaping fangs bordered either side of her cunt lips.  My snake jerked inside Carl(s cave as I envisioned that cobra swallowing my snake alive.  Oh, Carl, what a great anniversary present!

Sooner than I thought possible, he was finished and began the clean up.  When done, he took my hand off his balls and had me caress the dangerous, smooth head of that cobra.  Venom dripped from between its fangs and coated my fingers as they entered the cobra(s throat.  Carl bent forward and suckled on Karen(s ringed nipples as he began a rhythm motion on my pole.  Then he slowly inserted a stout plug into Karen(s butt.  The only other time he(d done that, I had ended up fucking her in the ass for the first time.  He slowly fucked her with the plug as my fingers coaxed Karen to a grunting climax.  Her cobra spasming around my fingers was all I needed to spout into Carl(s ass.

Carl, leaving the plug buried deep in Karen, pulled off my softening prick, and stepped from between us.  (Now it(s John(s turn.(  He washed my cock and ball area thoroughly and swabbed it down with disinfectant.  I cringed.  I(d never had Carl work on me after I had already cum.  This was going to hurt.

(That snake of yours needs new eyes.(  He held up an 8-gauge bar with rhinestone ends.  I nearly passed out.  He was going to pierce the head of my cock from side to side!  He was going to give me an ampallang!  Karen had a deep intake of breath as she, too, realized his intent.  We stared into each other(s eyes and recognized a mixture of fright and excitement.  Without speaking, we communicated an acceptance.  After all, we had signed our agreements.

Carl saw permission in our eyes and reached for his tools.  Aligning his lance to go directly through the snake(s eyes, he said, (You(ve not felt anything like this yet, so hold on tight.(
Wow, what an understatement!  I actually gave a sob or two as tears rolled down my face.  And it was much messier than any other piercing either of us had had.  Blood streamed down the sides of my re-thickening cock and trickled in rivulets across by nut sack to drip onto the floor.  Carl grabbed a sterile cloth and applied painful pressure to my already injured dick head.  And he kept it up for quite a few minutes while he gently licked the tears on my cheeks.  Eventually, my breathing calmed down to normal, and he removed his hand.  It still bled, but wasn(t as freely running as before.  Carl washed me off and inserted the new bar.  Wow!  The snake(s eyes sparkled and gleamed.  It was beautiful.  What a turn on!

Carl grinned.  (Now he can see what he(s doing in there.(
I guess Karen and I thought we were done for the evening, because we both registered surprise when Carl repositioned me to rise from the stool and lie forward across her.  Carl pulled my arms down and strapped them in place and spreadeagled my legs beside hers in the stirrups.  Then he reached between us and clipped our tit rings to each other.  (Stick out your tongues.(  He removed the bars from them and showed us a double-length one.  He fed it through the bottom of my tongue then on up through Karen(s!  We were compelled to French kiss and began a playful tug of war.

Carl slithered under the bench on his back, removed the plug and entered Karen(s ass from below.  Movement in the hallway door caught our attention.  Though we couldn(t totally turn our heads, we were able to twist enough to see a male figure in the door opening.  Black hood, a tee shirt, and nothing else!!  Nothing else except an outrageously huge erection capped with a massive sterling silver bolt through its head.  The last client of the day.  He must have been quietly watching and waiting in the hall the entire time.

Carl addressed the stranger.  (Come on in, they(re all ready for you.(
Not saying a word, he advanced into the room and disappeared behind us.  The stranger(s hands explored our bodies, our points of connection, our intimate places.  And we didn(t have any idea of his identity.  But what an adventure!  A stranger(s caresses stirred our passion.  We tongue dueled.   We rubbed our bodies together and pulled against our nipple rings.

I felt Karen shiver as the huge unidentified cock entered her juiced up cunt.  I felt his member slither under my sensitive ball sack as he slowly pumped.  Each thrust battered my balls as he fingered my hole.  Soon he pulled out of her and entered me.  Wow, the stretch: the size of that thing was wonderful!  I(d never been so full.  And the bolt with its polished nuts scratched places that I never even knew had itched.

He kept up a steady alternation between his tow choices for the next twenty minutes.  Then he pulled out, reached down between us to my snake, and fed it to Karen(s cobra.  Then he plowed back into my ass.  From there on in, it was a writhing foursome.  Carl from below, Karen and I in the middle, and the masked man from the top.

Finally, Karen(s tongue pulled hard against mine, she began to buck and spasm.  The chain reaction took place, and we were a mass of hard breathing, ecstatic revelers who shouted and gloried in our shared orgasms.

Eventually we calmed down.  The cock pulled out of my ass.  I heard the snap of a condom being removed, then felt its contents being dribbled onto my back.  As the man walked back toward the hall, he pulled off the hood and threw it aside.  We never saw his face.

Carl refused to respond to questions about the man.  He just handed us the black hood and said, (Happy anniversary,( as he ushered us out of his shop.

* * * * *
Early the next morning, I awoke, vaguely thinking some sound had triggered me out of my sleep, but who knew what?  Karen slumbered on.  The head of my newly-assaulted prick throbbed, and I just knew that I wasn(t going to back to sleep soon.  Needing to piss, got up gently.  Figuring we(d had a late, hard night, I let Karen sleep on.

Drawing a robe about my nakedness, I went into the bathroom to drain my night(s accumulation.  It stung as it hit my new injury inside my opening, then it began to splatter out the slit, the interior bar disrupting the previously concentrated stream.  Finished, I headed down to the kitchen.  I was about to open the refrigerator when I thought I heard the TV in the den.  I stuck my head out the door and glanced down the hall.  There sat Michael on the sofa watching TV!  The TV going on must have been what had awakened me.

I started down the corridor.  On the floor beside the sofa were his boots and jeans.  There he sat in his green tee shirt and underwear, his attention captured by the TV and a hand down the front of his shorts!

(Michael, what a pleasant surprise!(
He clicked the pause button with his left hand, and his right remained buried in his undies.  But otherwise he didn(t move as I walked on into the room and stood in front of him.

(Morning, Dad.  Just got in a little bit ago.  Decided not to wake you guys yet.  Figured I(d just sit here and watch some porn.(  And he gave me that mysterious grin of his.

Michael and I had never even discussed pornography before.  And while Karen and I had sometimes rented some, we didn(t own any.  So I had no idea what he could be watching.  I turned to look at the TV and froze.  Michael clicked the remote again, and there we all were: Carl, Karen, the masked man, and myself near the end of our activities.  My mind didn(t function right.  Who made this tape?  The camera must have been set up in the hallway.  Where had it come from?  How did it get here?  How could I stand here and let my son watch his parents in these intimate, private actions?  My mind was a whirl, and I didn(t know what to do or say.

Michael didn(t say anything more; he just fast forwarded through that ultimate climax.  I couldn(t turn away.  As the stranger headed toward the door and the camera, he paused the tape again.  The hood had just been whipped aside, and there was that grin I had known so well since his childhood.  It was Michael!  The man on the screen had just fucked his parents!

All I could do was stare at the man frozen on the screen as my son(s two hands reached under the back of my robe and slid up my thighs in a sultry caress.

