{ASSM} The Piercing – Mark’s Story {Animal} (MF bd)

Mark describes how he talked his girlfriend into having her nipples pierced. Her version is “The Piercing – Sherri’s Story

THE PIERCING – MARK’S STORY, by Animal

I sat in the car for a few minutes after I parked in front of Sherri’s apartment, suddenly apprehensive about what I had put into motion.

Sherri and I had been dating for about six months. We weren’t quite ready to acknowledge that we had a relationship, although we had been seeing each other exclusively for most of that time, and we had been intimate for about three months. Sherri wasn’t easy, and I didn’t push her. It just happened naturally. She wouldn’t tell me anything about former relationships, except that she wasn’t a virgin. 

She’s beautiful. Okay, most guys feel that way about anyone they’re seeing exclusively, but Sherri is more than just pretty by almost any standard. She’s twenty-seven years old and slender. She has thick, glossy dark hair that reaches to the middle of her shoulder blades in back, or just brushes when it falls in front. She also has liquid dark brown eyes, classic high cheekbones, and a mouth that seems ready to smile, unless she’s already smiling. She has the clearest, smoothest skin I think I’ve seen on a grown woman. She looks eighteen, and she can’t buy a drink or a bottle without showing her driver’s license.

She could get plenty of work as a model, and has done some fashion work, but she doesn’t like the narcissism in that world. 

Despite being a total knockout, I think Sherri’s most attractive asset is her mind! And yes, I’ve heard all the jokes about guys saying that to a girl, and then telling her that they really want to fuck her mind! She’s bright, quick-witted, and a lot of fun to be with.

I guess my biggest surprise was that she likes being tied up, especially naked, and sometimes she likesd to be punished. Nothing heavy. She really isn’t a masochist, and she isn’t submissive in any sense; none of this “Yes, Master” stuff. But when I tie her up, she becomes wet almost as quickly as I get hard, and I usually have a head start!

A few weeks back, Sherri and I went to a Gentlemen’s Club – a titty bar – with another couple, Dave and Jennifer. The dancers were all young, slender, and pretty, of course, but we had a table far enough from the stage that we really didn’t see that much. I don’t think that bothered Sherri and Jen, and I really would rather look at either of them, but Dave thought we all needed a better look. He called our waitress over, and arranged for a little redhead to give him a table dance. I guess they call it a table dance because they come to your table to do it.

The girl was cute and very limber, and she did most of the dance totally nude.

When she left, with an extra ten-dollar tip, Jen snickered and said to Sherri and me, “I don’t know why he needed that. He already has a hardon!”

“I think Mark needs a table dance too,” Dave announced.

I didn’t protest much, so Dave ordered up a dancer for me. This one was tall and tanned, with stark white bikini lines, and she told me her name was Jade. Sure. She had extremely short blonde hair and she smelled like flowers. And she had thick gold rings in her nipples.

Sherri brushed her hand across my lap when “Jade” was walking away, to see if I was erect. Yes, I was. She teased me that I seemed more fascinated by Jade’s nipple rings than anything else about her. Later, after we dropped Dave and Jennifer at Jen’s apartment, she asked me if I thought Crystal’s pierced nipples were sexy, and I said they were.

I thought about it over the next week or so, and then I asked her if she had ever thought of getting nipple rings. 

She laughed and asked, “Have you ever thought of getting a stud through the head of your cock?”

I figured the subject was permanently tabled, but I didn’t stop thinking about it; first wondering how she would look with rings, and then what kind of rings would look best on her. Big hoops or small rings, thick or thin, or gold or silver. The subject didn’t come up again, until we went to a marine park and I guess I kept staring at a girl, braless under a tee shirt, with very obvious rings in her stiff nipples.

“Mark, do you really like nipple rings?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Yes, I think they are very sexy.” No request, I just let her think about it.

 “Would you really like me to have my nipples pierced?” Sherri finally asked me in bed one night after I had bound her wrists to the slats in the headboard.

Her breasts aren’t what you would call big, but they are as perfect as any I had ever seen in pictures. And she has sensitive nipples that get hard at a thought.

“I think they would be beautiful,” I told her honestly.

“Okay,” she said.

I blindfolded her and teased her with my tongue, my fingers, and my breath on every sensitive place I knew of, and I discovered a couple of new places, until she finally begged, “Mark, please … fuck me! … Or eat me! … Make me cum!” If she hadn’t begged then, I would have begged myself! I did all three, not necessarily in that order, and not necessarily just once!

I felt a little guilty the next day, for getting her to agree when she was sexually aroused. I told her that her agreement didn’t count; that she should only made a decision like that when she was completely sober and cool and in control of her desires.

“If you want me to have them, Mark, then I will,” she told me.

I have to admit that the sight of nipple rings tugs at a little streak of sadism in me. There is a stronger streak of care for Sherri that does not want anything to ever hurt her. And there is curiosity.

I see an old Navy buddy of from time to time, who everyone calls “Cracker.” He runs a tacky-looking tattoo studio and lives in the basement apartment of a ten-unit building. He had recently mentioned that almost half his tattoo business and nearly all of his piercing business was now coming from women. “My girlfriend is thinking about nipple rings,” I told him. He had never met Sherri, but he had seen her with me once or twice.

“For you, Mark, I’d do the job for free if she really wants it done, but you’ll have to pay for the rings.”

“No problem, Crack. I’ll tell her about it.”

We agreed we would do it at his apartment, rather than  at the shop. “You don’t know who is liable to drop in,” he said, and we set a tentative date a week away.

I told Sherri I about the arrangements, and she agreed without hesitation.

“Then, you’re sure?” I asked. “I mean, if there’s any doubt …”

“No,” she said. “I’m mostly looking forward to it.” 

“Mostly?”

“It’s … a little scary. When I was fourteen, it took me weeks to finally get my ears done. I went to the place four or five times and backed down, before I finally took a deep breath and went in. I know I don’t want to watch! I can’t watch when I get a shot or have blood drawn.”

“I’ll be with you,” I told her, “unless you don’t want me to.”

“You better be with me!” she said. “And he’s going to do it at his apartment?”

“He says he has everything there, and it’s a lot more private.”

“He’s a good friend of yours?”

I nodded.

“You trust him? I mean, he’s going to be playing with my breasts. While you watch.”

“Sherri, he’s not going to be playing with them. I mean, he does this every day. And not just nipples.”

“But he will have to make them hard, won’t he?”

I laughed, “Your nipples stand up whenever anyone looks at you!”

“I, uh, think I’d like Jennifer there too,” she said, “So I’m not the only girl.”

“If it would make you more comfortable,” I said. “Why don’t you ask her?”

“You ask her. I don’t think I can just come out and tell her I’m having my tits pierced.”

Let me tell you about Jennifer. She’s a tall blonde, five eight or so, mostly legs. She’s a pretty girl with shoulder-length hair and pale blue eyes. Dave told me she’d had a fairly long relationship with another girl, and was definitely bisexual. He said it turned him on. I’d never seen any indication that she wanted to get something going with Sherri, but the thought was in the back of my mind. 

Here’s where it became more complicated. “Oh, good,” Jennifer agreed, “I’ve got one in my navel, and I’ve been thinking about getting my nipples pierced. But I’m kind of chicken. If I’m there when Sherri has it done, and everything is okay, I’ll probably make up my mind. But, I’d rather have Dave there too. He isn’t convinced I should do it.”

“Are you sure you want him to watch?” I asked. It may be like sausage or Chinese cooking – No matter how much you like it, you don’t want to watch the process in the kitchen.”

“Well, I’d want him to be with me when I have it done, or he’d sit and worry until I came back. And I wouldn’t want to gross him out then! If he can watch Sherri get it done, he’ll know what to expect.”

I had to talk to Dave, and he went with me to talk to Cracker. He asked Cracker more detailed questions than I had. I guess I had been so interested in the result that I had never even thought about the process. And I began to worry about Sherri; how she would react when she was faced with the reality of it! Like I said, it became more complicated!

For the next few days, every time I thought about it, that Sherri would soon be wearing my rings in her nipples, I got a hardon. 

I was putting the results of that thought to good use with Sherri a couple nights before we went to Cracker’s, when she said, “You know, it would be … easier if I were tied up.”

I had no idea what she was talking about.

“And blindfolded, so I couldn’t watch.”

The light came on. “You mean, when we go to Cracker’s?”

She nodded.

“Sometimes I think about, you know, being tied up and helpless, with a few people watching, while a stranger …”

“You really want to be tied up?” I asked.

“Mmmm-Hmmm,” she sighed.

“I’m sure no one would object.”

“And you could videotape it, so I could watch it later.”

“Well, Dave has a camcorder,” I told her. “In fact, he used to be a cameraman for a small TV station.”

“That’s even better than if you did it. He could tape the whole thing, tying me up and everything!”

This did not sound like the girl I had been dating., but I didn’t mind at all!

So I sat in front of Sherri’s apartment, now a little unsure if what I had arranged. I had simply wanted her to get pierced and wear rings for me, and it was turning into something close to a fetish party.

She answered the door wearing a dark floral print blouse with long sleeves, and a mid-thigh khaki skirt. And heels. Braless, but you had to look close or get the light just right behind her.

She was gorgeous!

We went to Jen’s apartment and had a drink with her and Dave, and then we piled into my car and went to Cracker’s.

Cracker is about six foot three, and all of a hundred and seventy pounds. Shaggy black hair, a four-day beard, black tee shirt, black denims, and motorcycle boots. None of his tattoos showed. He had told me once that he only wanted to be tattooed by artists at least as good as he was, and there weren’t many around. He took Sherri’s hands when I introduced them, and looked into her eyes for so long I almost became embarrassed.

Cracker was a great host, mixing drinks for us while carrying on three different conversations. “I’m not drinking until … I’m done working.”

Sherri was unusually quiet, and she seemed to avoid Cracker.

“Are you having second thoughts?” I asked. “You don’t have to do this, you know.”

She nodded. “I know. Do you … really want me to?” she asked

I was tempted to remind her that she knew I did and that she had already agreed and that I had gone to a lot of trouble to set things up. “Yes,” I told her, “but it’s up to you. You don’t ever have to do anything you don’t want.”

Cracker steered the conversation to something else, and then showed us his spare room, where he had his computer, a couch and day bed, and a big metal cabinet with heavy glass-paned doors and drawers beneath.

At a lull in the conversation a little while later, Sherri asked me, “Will you tie me up now?”

Jennifer looked at me, apparently surprised to learn about this part of our relationship. I had assumed that she knew of Sherri’s interest in bondage games. Dave’s jaw dropped.

“If you’re ready.”

“Like you usually do?”

It took me a moment to realize what she was asking. Whenever I tied her, she liked me to strip her naked. “Okay, sure.” My throat was dry.

She took my hand and squeezed it hard. “Then … I’m ready. But I need another drink first.”

So did I!

Dave began setting up his camera.

Jennifer took Sherri’s hand. “Do you … really want to be tied up?” she asked.

“Surprised?” Sherri asked.

“You … like to be tied up?”

Sherri nodded and took a deep pull of her drink. 

Just as when I had waited in the car, I began to worry whether I had done the right thing by setting this up! This was turning into so much more than I had planned.

Cracker had told Dave and me that the risk of infection was actually less than getting ears pierced. He said a topical anesthetic would almost eliminate the pain, and that piercing would not affect lactation if she later became pregnant. And that if she left the rings out, the nipples would heal with no marks in six or eight months. So it wasn’t as though I was having her branded or tattooed or something permanent that she could later regret.

But I was making my mark on her. And, to please me, she was going to let a stranger stick needles through some of her most sensitive and intimate flesh.

We went into Cracker’s back room, and he asked her if she wanted to lay in the day bed.

Sherri asked, “How about that big chair”

I hadn’t noticed it before. A heavy walnut office chair; not a swivel chair that tilted back, but a four-legged chair with a contoured seat, solid arms, and a slatted back.

“That would be fine.”

Sherri handed Jennifer her empty glass sat in the chair and made herself comfortable. She nodded. “Mark, I have the rope in my bag.”

I hadn’t paid much attention to the bag she had brought. I reached in and pulled out a coil of stiff, one-inch hemp, with sharp bristles sticking out all over it. I usually used something soft to bind her, and I thought she would have brought the soft braided line I had bought. I looked at her with a question. I could imagine what it would feel like on her sensitive skin.

“It’s a special occasion,” she said, as if that explained it. 

She smiled nervously at us, and then told Dave to start taping. 

Dave started the camera. It’s an older camcorder that uses standard VHS tapes. At standard speed, the tape was good for two hours.

“This tape is so I can watch it later, and I want to see every detail,” Sherri said to the camera. Then she emphasized, for Dave, “Every detail!”

I knew what she meant. Not just every detail of the piercing, but of her naked and bound body as well.

This was a relatively modest girl, who seldom wore low necklines or too-short skirts. Even her bikinis are cut conservatively. She was also a girl who could throw away every inhibition in the bedroom.

Smiling at the camera, she took off her blouse. Not a coquettish tease; she simply unbuttoned it, pulled it out from her skirt, and slipped it off her shoulders.  She handed it to me. “You can do the rest after the gag,” she told me.

I don’t think any of the others realized what she had said, but Jennifer did. She glanced at me quickly, and then back at Sherri. I could see her mind at work, comparing, evaluating.

I saw that I was right about not needing any physical stimulation to make Sherri’s nipples erect. They stood proud from her firm breasts, as stiff as I had ever seen them.

Do I need to mention that I was erect too? Uncomfortably erect.

She put her arms over the back, frowned and shook her head, and then put them through the gaps between the side rails of the back and the slats. I knelt behind her and tied her wrists together with the rough, scratchy rope. “Tighter,” she said. “And get the gag ready.”

Before she opened her mouth wide for it, she turned to Cracker and asked, “You don’t want me to be able to move, do you?”

Cracker shook his head. “No,” he replied, “It’s better if you don’t.”

“Then you have to tie me up tight, Mark. Make sure I can’t move anything!”

Sherri had told me it would be easier to remove the rest of her clothes before I tied her any more securely to the chair, so I found the zipper and opened the side of the skirt. Sherri lifted up so I could pull it down.

Jennifer gasped softly, and Sherri looked at her and grinned. “This is the way I wanted it!”

Dave waved me back so he could do a long shot, and then zoom in on her face, and then slowly pan down the front of her body. He moved slightly to one side while I knelt at Sherri’s other side and put my hands on her hips. When I took hold of her waistband of her briefs, Sherri lifted again and I pulled the back down and under her. The crotch still covered her.

She opened her legs and I pulled the briefs to her knees, and then down and off.

In my peripheral vision, I could see Jennifer shaking her head in wonderment. I wondered if she had ever seen Sherri naked. I was fairly certain that she wanted to.

Surprise! Sherri usually kept her pussy trimmed to a neat little triangle above the cleft, with her labia clean and smooth. I wondered sometimes if she’d had electrolysis or something, because I never felt the slightest stubble when I licked her.

The little muff was gone! She was completely smooth!

Sherri had always told me she thought her ass was her best feature. She thought her tits were too small – I don’t! – And that her legs are just okay. It’s a great ass; it looks good in anything; her legs are gorgeous, but I really think her pussy is her best feature. She has the most beautiful little pussy in the world! And I think that most pussies are beautiful. I love to see them. I don’t really care to see girls spread them with their fingers for the camera, but I don’t mind at all when they open themselves for me.

I could see that Dave had zoomed in to get it on tape. He was getting every detail. Sherri spread her knees for the camera. 

Jennifer seemed to be frozen in position. She’s the one who had urged us to go to the titty bar weeks earlier, and nothing ever seemed to shock her or silence her! “You’re … just going to do her nipples, right?” Jennifer asked. “I mean, you aren’t going to do … anything else?”

Cracker looked at me. “Hey, man, if you want anything else done, I have lots of rings and studs, and I even have my tattoo machine.”

“Just her nipples for now,” I replied.

I tied Sherri’s shoulders to the top rail of the chair, running the ropes under her arms, around the back, and around her neck. I pulled the ropes tight and asked, “Is that too tight?”

Sherri moved her shoulders as much as she could. “No, just right,” she said, sounding breathless. She was getting aroused. Was this really a good idea?

Then I ran a double line around the back slats and her chest, across the tops of her breasts and another double line below them. I tied her elbows to the side rails of the back, which put more strain on the rope around her wrists.

“Yes,” she sighed.

I put a rope around her waist, and I was about to tie it to the back of the chair, but she lifted up again. It took me a moment to realize she wanted me to run the rope under her. 

“In … the middle … first,” she whispered.

I doubled the rope and made a noose around her waist, and ran the free ends down and under her and drew it up to the small of her back. The two lines slipped into her cleft and she sighed with obvious pleasure. Or welcome pain, I didn’t know which. I pulled the ropes up a little in back.

“Tighter!” she gasped. 

I pulled them tighter and thought of those sharp bristles that had to be digging into her clitoris and her inner lips, and almost cringed thinking of how it would feel against my scrotum. And I am sure her moist feminine tissues are more sensitive than my scrotum.

She was still straining to keep her ass off the chair, so I figured she wanted more ropes in her crotch. I tied the ropes in back, and then ran more of the scratchy rope around and down either side of her pussy, in those tender crevices between her pussy and her thighs, where I like to lick! She was going to be sore, and I knew I would soothe her soreness later, when we were alone.

I was still unsure how to tie her legs. I put a noose just above one knee, and she raised that leg and hooked her knee over the heavy arm of the chair.

As I said before, Sherri is not an exhibitionist. I believe that, other than me and her doctor – okay, and whoever had fucked her before – she had never willingly exposed herself to anyone. Not like this! I tied her knee securely to the chair.

She hooked her other leg over that arm of the chair and I tied her knee to it. She was open! A split beaver! We could all see her clitoris, her inner lips, and everything between them! Even the folds of her opening! And it all glistened. She was super-wet!

“Are you okay?” I asked. I had never tied her this tightly, and I had never used anything that would scratch or abrade.

Jennifer was still comparing. I wondered how she thought they compared. For all I knew, her body could be just as lovely as Sherri, but I doubted that she could be nearly so responsive!

Sherri showed me she could still kick her lower legs, so I tied her ankles to the front legs of the chair.

“Do the gag now,” she said, “I put one in the bag.”

I reached in the bag and found one of those practice golf balls, the hollow kind with holes all over it. It had a doubled leather rawhide bootlace threaded through it. 

She opened her mouth and took the ball in, and I tied the leather laces behind her head.

Then I got out the midnight blue silk scarf we had brought for a blindfold, but she shook her head. 

“You don’t want the blindfold?” I asked.

She shook her head again. Another surprise. She was going into this with her eyes open!

If there hadn’t been three other people watching, I would have knelt in front of her to lick her! The way her butt was drawn forward, I could even fuck her! Our eyes met, and I knew she was thinking the same thing. She may have even been thinking that she didn’t care that the others were watching, and that Dave was taping. Her eyes were telling me that she wanted to be fucked right then!

Cracker showed me that he was holding a digital still camera, and he gave Sherri a questioning look for permission to take a few pictures. She nodded her assent. In for a penny, in for a pound, as my Scottish grandmother used to say!

Cracker took probably a dozen. 

Jennifer just stared. This must have been the longest she had been quiet since I had met her. Dave was too busy with the camera to talk; I didn’t trust myself to say anything and break the spell.

I hadn’t seen him do it until I watched the tape later, but Cracker had put a tray, covered with a crisp white linen cloth, on a table near Sherri’s chair. She looked down at it.

Cracker removed the white cloth.

Sherri looked at the instruments on the tray. A couple of glass dishes, several needles, some white plastic blocks, gauze pads, forceps and tweezers; even a scalpel. I could see a flash of fear cross her eyes. Her forehead was moist, and she was breathing heavily.

“Normally when I do body piercing,” he said, “only the place I’m piercing is uncovered,” he said softly. “Wow.”

He put on rubber gloves.

He showed us four different sized rings in gold, each the thickness of a pencil lead, and ranging from about one inch in diameter to almost three inches. Each of them had a little ball at one point of the circumference. One at a time, he hung them on a turgid, projecting nipple.

I pointed to the second smallest and then to her breasts, and looked at Sherri. She nodded. I didn’t think she was as enthusiastic as she had been. She had to be wondering what the scalpel was for. 

He put the chosen set into a little dish of alcohol and set the other three sets aside. I decided I was going to also buy her the largest pair.

Then he took a gauze pad in a pair of forceps and dipped it in Triadine. Then, holding Sherri’s breast with the other hand, he scrubbed the nipple and a couple inches around it. He sprayed something – the topical anesthetic he had mentioned to Dave and me – on her nipple.

She was breathing heavily again, and I thought I could hear her heart pounding. She was sweating, and I suddenly realized why a gentler society in the past referred to sweating woman as “glowing.” Sherri was positively glowing. A trickle ran down her side.

Cracker held her breast steady, with one of the plastic blocks against the outer side of her nipple, and carefully lined up huge needle against the inner side.

Sherri’s breathing quickened, and she began moving her hips slowly, and I saw that she was making the crotch rope pull and slide in her moist crevice! 

He pushed, and the needle broke the skin. Sherri winced and made a soft whimper. 

Then Cracker was working the needle all the way through her nipple.  

She let out a long cry, a cry I had heard before. She began humping her hips, as if she had a cock in her and she was fucking it.

Cracker moved back, and we all watched as Sherri continued to groan and writhe and hump. It seemed to go on for minutes!

Then she suddenly went limp. She collapsed in her bonds and gasped while her heart rate slowly returned to normal.

Cracker looked at me. He held up the ring he had been ready to insert, and his eyes asked if he should continue.

I nodded. “Yes, go ahead.”

And after that there was still her other breast.

