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

Sherri describes how her boyfriend arranged for her to have her nipples pierced. His version is “The Piercing – Mark’s Story

THE PIERCING - SHERRI’S STORY, by Animal

I was tempted to use my shower massager in the one way they don’t advertise it! I had plenty of time before Mark would come to pick me up, but I didn’t want to lose that little edge of desire that had been with me all day. If it was gone, I might change my mind about this.

He was going to take me to have my nipples pierced!

The only parts of me that I had ever wanted pierced before were my ears, and after several false tries, I’d had them done when I was fourteen.

I’ve never regretted it, but I’m not sure, even now, why I wanted my ears pierced then. It wasn’t peer pressure; no one ever told me I should have them done. It was like wearing makeup and lipstick; all the prettier girls were doing it, and it was a symbol of growing up, of becoming a woman.

I always thought – and still do – that nose rings, pierced lips and tongues and eyebrows were ugly, and a person would have to be absolutely mad to have their sex parts pierced. I mean, I keep myself quite clean ‘down there,’ but it isn’t the most antiseptic environment. And even earlobe piercings can get infected sometimes!

I never saw the point of having one’s nipples pierced. Besides, I’ve always been afraid of needles, and I cringe at the thought of having a needle stuck in my breast! Especially the most sensitive part!

So what made me agree to do it now?

Mark and I were out with Jennifer and Dave, and Jen suggested that we go visit a titty bar. She couldn’t have had any idea what she was starting.

We were the only females in the club that weren’t in some stage of undress. As we walked in, it seemed that every man in the place took his eyes from the feast of nubile female flesh to look at us. They didn’t drool or leer or anything, but I could feel their little one-celled minds trying to figure what we looked like under our clothes, whether we were wearing bras, what color and how lacy were our panties, and were they wet. Were we into anything kinky? Did we swallow? If Jen and I hadn’t been escorted, they would have wondered if we were gay.

Mark and Dave never noticed. Of course, they weren’t looking at the male patrons; they were too busy looking at the serving and entertainment staff!

We took a table a bit away from the stage, and soon the men stopped watching us.

I was surprised that the girls were so young. The waitresses all looked like they were still in high school. All were slender and firm and smooth, and most had little breasts and flat bellies. Not even a hint or promise of sag.

Some of the dancers were older, and one or two looked older than Jen and me. Their pussies were all either shaved or trimmed aggressively. 

I really saw everything I needed to see in the first three minutes. We laughed softly as Dave commented on this one or that one. Bless him, I think Mark had seen enough as well. He didn’t look at the girls as much as he looked at me!

Dave said he needed a closer look. He had a brief conversation with our waitress, a cheerful little blonde with a pony tail, who looked fourteen, and he arranged to have one of the dancers come and perform for him.

She was a freckled redhead in a cropped top and white lace-trimmed briefs that she removed in the first half minute. She must have had years of ballet and gymnastics lessons, because her body seemed to have rubber bones. She had kept more pubic hair than most, and I think she tinted it, because her little bush was a brighter copper color than the hair on her head. Somehow, she plastered her lithe body all over his without ever touching him, and she showed him everything, without the slightest hint of modesty. Legs open, buttocks spread – we could even see her anus! And the entire neighborhood! Only her gynecologist had seen more.

Dave is one of those guys who never met a stranger. He can talk to anyone, about anything, without pissing them off. He talked to Ginger while she danced for him, asked her if her boyfriend ever came to see her perform (No), if her mother was as pretty as she (Yes), and did she ever get turned on when dancing nude in front of men (Sometimes, when the guy had an obvious hardon). Was she turned on now? (Well, a little). She even blushed a little.

When Ginger left, Jen told the rest of us he had a hardon even before Ginger stripped for him.

Then Dave asked Jen and me if we wanted lap dances, and offered to pay. We declined gracefully. “Well, I think Mark needs one!” he said, and he called the little blonde waitress back.

Mark pretended he didn’t want a lap dance. He was being so good to me, I wanted him to have this little pleasure. He was going home with me!

Soon a leggy, tanned blonde with almost a buzz cut came over, and introduced herself as Jade. Like the others, she was slender and very firm. She began her ‘dance’ for Mark, and he seemed a little embarrassed.

She took her top off to bare perfectly white breasts with thick gold hoops in her nipples, and Mark seemed to pay more attention. The contrast between her tanned body and untanned breasts made her ‘A’ cups look much more prominent. The panties came off next to show the white shadow of her bikini bottom. She had a small little butt and a heart-shaped blonde patch of light brown hair above her smooth pussy. Her blue eyes suggested to me that she was probably a natural blonde. 

Jade wasn’t as blatant as Ginger had been, but she did manage to display all her charms in detail. But Mark’s eyes kept jumping to her breasts, which, other than the rings, were not exceptional. At least to me, but I’m not a guy!

After Dave tipped her, I put my hand on Mark’s thigh and slid it up to his crotch. Yes, he had an erection! “Is that from looking at her nipple jewelry?” I teased, giving his little friend a squeeze.

I don’t mean ‘little’ as a reflection of Mark’s endowment, but only by comparison to his overall stature. Mark is not lacking!

“Did you think Jade’s pierced nipples were sexy?” I asked him when we were alone later. 

“Oh yes, indeed,” he told me.

I must admit it was on my mind after that. How would my nipples look with rings? Who would see them? Would they show when I was dressed for work? Would it really hurt to have them pierced? Would I later regret it? I was spending more time looking at my nipples than I ever had before. I’d strip for a shower, and then hang earrings from them. One day I would decide to do it, and the next day I would decide that was crazy. Damn Mark for putting the idea in my head!

I was in the negative side of those mood swings when he brought it up again, asking me if I had ever thought about it. If he only knew how much I was thinking about it! I said something like I’d think about it after he had his cock pierced!

We went to a water park one Saturday, where there were quite a few braless girls, myself included. It’s fairly common, and no one pays much attention. Then Mark spotted one with big nipples and very obvious nipple rings jiggling under her thin t-shirt.

“Do you like her rings?” I asked him.

“Yeah, I think they’re sexy,” he told me. But we didn’t discuss it further. If he had asked me then, I would have said yes.

We had been dating then for several months, and I think I could have fucked Mark the day we met! As it was, I was attracted, and I knew he was, but he took the time to get to know me before he made a serious attempt, and he backed down right away when I didn’t give in.

I went back on the pill as soon as I knew it was going someplace with us. I’d been off it and celibate for two years, since the end of a bad relationship that he knew nothing about. I have never liked condoms, and never even wanted to try a diaphragm. So that meant I had to wait for two months on the pills to be really safe.

Our first time in bed was incredible! He was tender. He was patient. He made sure I was ready before he did anything new! After we kissed and fondled and cuddled, he went down on me and made me feel like I was his special dessert. He said I tasted sweet and he could lick me all night. I wanted more, and I pulled him up over me said, “Please, fuck me! Now!”

He did, taking me through two total body orgasms and he was still hard. By this time, I was pretty wrung out and I didn’t think I wanted another one, so I asked, “I know you’re … all wet with me, but … would you mind if I … made love to you with my mouth?”

I had never asked a guy if I could blow him. I never had to. I had gone down on a few guys in the past, but after the first one, I never let them cum in my mouth. And I never took a cock in my mouth after it had been in my pussy.

I gave him the best head I knew how, and I learned what he liked as I experimented. I sensed when he was getting near, and I was still trying to make up my mind whether or not to let him cum in my mouth when he warned me, “I’m … gonna ... cum … pretty soon!” 

I pulled back so I was just sucking a little more than the head of his cock, and I began pumping the shaft with my fist. I felt his hips tremble and then he was filling my mouth.

I gulped and swallowed and pumped and sucked and swallowed some more until he stopped cumming, and then I kept him in my mouth for a few moments as he went soft.

“Jesus Christ,” he gasped, “That was … Wow!”

“You taste good,” I told him, surprised. “I was afraid I wouldn’t like it.” I put my face on his belly and listened to him breathe. I had no idea what to do next. I wanted to get up and make us something to drink, like orange juice. I figured he wouldn’t want to kiss me while I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth.

But he did! He gently drew me up on top of him and kissed me. No tongue. “Thank you,” he said, and then he kissed me again, this time with tongue.

“Did you … do you like how you taste?” I asked.

He laughed. “I can’t say it’s my favorite thing, but a guy shouldn’t expect a girl to put up with it if he won’t.”

We fondled and cuddled some more, and I told him he could tie my hands to the bed and anything he wanted. He didn’t tie me, but we pretended. What he wanted to do was exactly what I had hoped, plus a few ideas of his own! After that, a little light bondage became a frequent part of our love life, although I probably instigated it more than he did. I even talked him into spanking me sometimes, or whipping me with a leather belt. I love him to fuck me after he has whipped my ass until it’s a solid cherry red! My mother would be absolutely scandalized if she knew some of the things I was doing with Mark. My father would have a stroke, and my brothers would want to beat him to a bloody pulp!

We have even tried putting Mark in bondage! His idea! He said he wanted to get an appreciation of what I was experiencing. I tied him to the bed, on his back, with a pillow under his ass and his legs tied as wide as I could get them. “Any restrictions?” I asked him.

He shook his head no.

I teased him, touching and licking everywhere but his cock and balls, and giving him little tastes of me. I even tickled him and prodded him beneath and behind his balls. I squatted over his face and I told him I was going to make him eat me and then I’d fuck him, and then we’d do it again. I noticed the thought of that second round did not cause his erection to weaken!

Even then I teased him, and I made him raise his head to lick me. When I was almost at that wonderful point of no return, when I felt that all my sexual energy was boiling toward a warm place behind my pussy, I scooted down and impaled myself on him.

Mark came almost instantly! I had gotten past his usual control. I felt him shrink in me.

Then I began moving back up, and I saw that look on his face that said, this is the last thing I want to do right now, and I relented.

One night after our water park visit, Mark tied my wrists to my headboard, and was working on tying my ankles to the side rails – I have a queen size bed, so my legs were really wide! – when I asked, “Should I get my nipples pierced?” 

I knew that just by asking, I was making a commitment to do it. Of course I could back out, but eventually I would do it.

He knelt over me, his bony knees pressing my thighs wider, his stiff cock sort of prodding my lower belly, and held my breasts in his hands and kissed them and sucked on my nipples, back and forth, driving me crazy! He eased forward and kissed my throat and my neck and then my ears. 

“You have beautiful ears,” he said, “and they are gorgeous when you wear gold hoops in them, or diamond studs.”

“Your breasts are beautiful too,” he went on, “and I think a little jewelry would only call more attention to that beauty.”

I gulped. “Then I will,” I said, hoping I could follow through. I looked at my breasts.

I have to admit I’ve got good tits. Twenty-eight years old, and they are still almost as firm as most of those teenagers working in the titty bar. My tits are even a little bit bigger than theirs. They have settled a little, but I’ve seen twenty-year-old models with tits smaller than mine who hang lower. Not a freckle or a mole on either of them! My nipples are a deep pink when they are up, which is most of the time, and my smallish areoles are just a little darker than the skin around them.

“I, uh, don’t have to get my cock pierced first?” he asked with a grin.

Having made the decision, I didn’t want to think about it any more right then. I just wanted Mark to fuck my brains out!

Instead, he spent what seemed like hours stroking me, caressing me, kissing secret places, biting sensitive places, and driving me crazy until I begged him to satisfy me.

Then he fucked my brains out!

The next day he told me that what I said when I was tied up and aroused was not a legitimate promise, and I should only make that kind of decision when I was not under any pressure.

“You didn’t pressure me,” I told him.

“No, you did.”

He made some arrangements with a friend of his.  “Cracker runs a tattoo and piercing parlor,” he said, “and he’s very good. He said we could do it at his apartment, instead of going in to his shop. He has everything at home.”

“You’ll be there, won’t you?”

“Of course,” he replied.

“Will it bother you to see another man playing with my boobs?”

“He won’t be playing, he’ll be working.”

“Can Jennifer go with us? I don’t want to be the only girl.”

Jennifer is my dearest friend. She went through a gay phase in college, and even went bi for a while, but she never made any moves on me, not even when I was vulnerable after a broken engagement. I trust her implicitly, and I wanted a woman with me.

Jen is a beautiful blonde, with legs that could get her on stage in Vegas. She and I have both done some fashion modeling, which is how we met. She still does, and you’ve probably seen her legs and her middle in lingerie ads. I get offers from photographers I knew, and I do swimsuits now and then. Bikinis, which I seldom wear in public. I’m very fortunate that I still look eighteen!

Jen wanted Dave to come along, and I began to think about having an audience. One of the things I dislike most about modeling is the crowd of people that are around. For advertising, there’s always some guy from the agency on the make, and a lot of the clients want to see what kind of body will be showing off their line. And they all drool, figuratively. But Dave is a friend.

Mark and I were in bed a few nights before our ‘date’ with Cracker’s needles. Nothing kinky this time, just straight, patient lovemaking.

“Maybe I should be tied up,” I said.

“I’ll get something,” Mark said, as he started to get up.

“No, not right now, I like this. I mean, at Cracker’s place.”

“You want to be tied up when you have your nipples pierced?”

I nodded. “And blindfolded. And gagged.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to make a fool of myself by backing out.” 

“You don’t want to watch?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No … I can’t even watch when I get a shot, and I’m afraid I’d freak out if I watched this. But I think I might want to watch it later. I don’t want to miss the chance.”

He was puzzled.

“You could videotape the whole thing.”

I’m not sure where these ideas were coming from, but it seems now that by making more of a production of this, it would take attention away from what was really being done. I was more than a little scared.

We decided to ask Cracker if it was all right, and then ask Dave to videotape it for us. Dave once worked as a news crew cameraman. Now he’s the public relations director for a computer company. They both agreed.

Now the moment was approaching! I had an hour before Mark would arrive. I turned off the shower and got out. I stood in front of the big mirror and checked myself out. I wondered what Mark would think of my shave job.

Shortly before I let Mark get intimate, I trimmed my pussy to just a little brunette patch above the slit. Mark likes to look at my pussy, so I touch up the trim every two or three days. I also treated the bare parts with a cream hair remover so there wouldn’t be any stubble when he licks me. This time, I shaved away the patch and cleaned it up with the hair remover. No stubble anywhere.

I had gone out and purchased thirty feet of rope for tonight, and I even made a ball gag from a hollow practice golf ball and some leather laces. I put those, and a dark blue silk scarf into a bag to take with us.

I wandered nude around my apartment for a while, picking up things here and there, and caressing my completely smooth, hairless pussy. Then I laughed. Without any hair, it really wasn’t pussy any more, was it? Now it’s my silky-smooth cunt!

I resisted the urge to stroke it more.

I tried on several different outfits, and discarded each of them, finally settling on a short khaki skirt and a dark silk blouse. For underwear, I figured I really didn’t need to wear a bra; I might be too sore to wear it afterwards.  White cotton bikini briefs, with pretty lace trim. No nylons or pantyhose.

And red fuck-me heels.

No jewelry at all.

I was just dressed when Mark rang the bell.

He stared at me for a long moment. “God, you are beautiful!” he said, and he kissed me.

Mark told me about his day on the way to pick up Dave and Jennifer, and I didn’t hear a word. I must have told him about my day at work, and I’m sure he didn’t hear me. Two monologues with nothing to tie them together.

Jennifer was wearing tight faded denims and a loose white top.

The conversation among the four of us as we went to Cracker’s apartment must have sounded like something from a Seinfeld show. A lot of words about nothing at all.

Cracker’s apartment was in the basement of a five-story building from the thirties in a blue-collar neighborhood. A little dark and ominous, but not quite scary, unless one thought that this is where young women come from time to time to have their nipples, and maybe other parts, pierced with needles. I trembled, but Mark didn’t notice.

Cracker was tall! Well over six feet, and rail-thin. He was hard and sinewy, with hairy forearms, and long, slender fingers, like a pianist or an artist I thought. He wore black jeans and a black tee shirt. I expected him to have chains tattooed around his neck and hinges or spider webs on his elbows, but I just saw the bottom of an anchor poking out under the right sleeve of his tee shirt.

He took both my hands when Mark introduced us, and said, in a rich baritone, “Sherri, I have been looking forward to meeting you. You are … adorable.” He held my hands and looked into my eyes for what seemed a long, long time. He had pale gray eyes, a mop of unruly black hair, a four-day beard, high cheekbones, and a receding chin. He wasn’t a handsome man, but there was a lot of energy inside him.

He frightened me, and yet I found myself attracted to him. I even wondered if he had a long, skinny cock, and I forced myself not to look.

I was glad to hear him say he would not have a drink until he was finished with me. For some reason, that made me tremble with … I wasn’t sure. Fear? Desire?

He talked with the other three while I stood back and sipped my drink.

Sensitive Mark noticed how quiet I was and told me, “You can still change your mind.”

I was tempted. I wasn’t sure I still wanted him to tie me up. I wasn’t sure I really wanted to be gagged. Or blindfolded. Or videotaped. I wasn’t sure I wanted to bare my breasts in front of my boyfriend, my best girlfriend, her boyfriend, and a total stranger who frightened me without meaning to. I wasn’t sure I really wanted to wear jewelry on my breasts. Hanging from my nipples.

“Do you want me to change my mind?” I asked. I was hoping he’d say that he changed his; that no one was going to stick needles in HIS girlfriend’s tits.

“No,” he said, “but it’s your choice.”

If I had said anything, it would be that I didn’t want to go through with it. So I didn’t say anything. 

The conversations resumed. I hadn’t even noticed that everyone had become quiet. 

Cracker showed us his workroom. It was his second bedroom, sparsely furnished, twice as big as his small living room. There was a day bed on one side. Another corner was set up with a computer desk, and there was a white medical cabinet. And a big, heavy wooden chair, the kind you’d see for jurors in an old courtroom movie.  

I finished my drink, and then another, and I didn’t feel any buzz at all. Then I realized that everyone was waiting for something to happen, and that nothing was going to happen until I said so.

“Mark, will you tie me up now?” I asked.

For some reason, no one else was speaking when I said that, and everyone looked at me. Jennifer looked completely surprised, Dave looked shocked. Cracker gave me a little encouraging nod.

“Sure, if you’re ready,” Mark replied.

“Like we always do,” I added.

Mark’s eyes widened as he read my meaning. Sometimes he ties just my wrists, sometimes I am spread-eagled, and sometimes I’m bound over a piece of furniture. Sometimes facing up, and sometimes down. But always I am completely naked.

He nodded and mumbled his agreement.

I handed him my glass. “But first, get me another drink?”

“Are you really going to let him tie you up?” Jennifer asked me while Mark refilled my glass.

“He’s going to tie me up because I asked him to,” I explained.

Mark brought me a fresh drink, stronger than the earlier ones.

We all went into Cracker’s workroom. “Would you like to lie on the day bed?” he asked.

Not trusting my voice, I went to the heavy wooden chair and sat in it. It wasn’t comfortable at all, and I thought it was perfect. “How about this?” I finally asked.

He nodded. “That’ll work.”

“My bag is in the other room,” I told Mark. 

He got the bag and pulled out the coil of hemp rope. He gave me a serious questioning look. 

The bristles looked like needles. I was going to go through with this no matter what!

I’d become a little bit conditioned to bondage. Whenever Mark picked up some rope, I reacted like Pavlov’s dog, salivating at once, and my cunt reacted the same way! I had been tempted to test the feel of the rope against my flesh, but I had been afraid that if it hurt more than I wanted, I might turn chicken.

“In cowboy movies, they always use new rope for a hanging,” I said, “This is a special occasion, and I want to remember it.” While I still had my courage up, I looked at Dave and told him to start taping. Mark had told me the tape was good for two hours. I hoped two hours would be enough, and another part of me hoped it would not be enough!

I could already imagine the feeling of the rope, scratching against my tender skin, digging in to the soft flesh of my breasts, around my wrists, across my smooth little belly … I wanted it to hurt more than the needles!

Dave started taping.

I looked into the lens of the camera. “This tape is for me to watch later and relive the experience,” I said, “I want it to record every detail.” I looked toward Dave’s face, hidden behind the viewfinder, and emphasized, “Everything! Every little detail!”

“Okay,” Dave replied impatiently, as if I had accused him of not doing a through job.

Dave had no idea that I was going to be completely naked. Cracker may have suspected. He was a lot more perceptive than he looked. Mark knew, of course, and was looking a little unhappy about it. Jennifer knew something was up, and she thought she understood it. But she was in for a surprise.

I unbuttoned my blouse, and the feathery touch of the silk across by nipples stimulated them to full erection. My first thought was that I should have worn a bra, or at least I should have brought one. I have an old one with some padding that would hold my breasts firmly and wouldn’t rub, and if there was any bleeding … I tried to think of something else. I had heard that piercing would probably make them more sensitive, and the jewelry would stimulate them a lot of the time. As it was, I think my nipples were standing most of the time; all the time when I was with Mark.

Well, it was too late to think about a bra now. I pulled the blouse out from my waistband and handed it to Mark.

Dave made an appreciative “MMMmmmmm,” sound behind the camera.

Everybody was looking at my breasts. I could see Jennifer’s mind comparing herself with what she saw. She has seen my breasts before, but not in a setting where they were the focus of attention. I don’t know how she ranked us. Dave moved in to get close-ups of both breasts, and moved back to include my face.

“You can do the rest later,” I told Mark.

Jennifer was the only one who caught it. Her eyes widened. She glanced at Mark, and then back at me.

I tested a few ways to arrange my arms, and finally slid them back through the gaps at either side of the slats in the back of the chair. This thrust my chest forward, so everyone got a better look at my unmarked, unpierced breasts. My pussy … I mean, my cunt … was tingling.

Mark tied my wrists loosely. The hemp was even scratchier than I had imagined, and I was glad that I hadn’t tried it out first. “Tighter,” I told him.

I wanted more authority for being tied up as tightly as possible, so I asked Cracker, “You don’t want me to move too much, do you?”

I was sure he never had a client tied up for piercing, or had even considered it, but he seemed to sense what I was looking for. “No, you have to be completely still.”

Of course, the body can move independently of the breasts, which is one of the reasons men like girls to be braless. So restriction of body movement was only hypothetical.

“Make sure you tie me up very tight,” I told Mark, “As tight as you can! But first … do the rest.”

This is where he would strip me completely naked.

The skirt I had selected had a zipper at the side, where he could get at it easier. He unzipped it, released the hook at the waistband, and tugged it down.

I had to lift my butt up from the chair so he could pull the skirt down and off. I felt it pull the back of my little bikini panties down, but of course, no one could see that.

Jennifer looked aghast, now that her suspicions were confirmed. “This is what I asked for,” I told her.

Dave zoomed in and panned slowly from my face, down the front of me, where all that covered my total nakedness was the strip of my bikini briefs across my hips, and the white crotch just barely concealing my cunt. I knew they were damp, and I wondered if anyone could see a wet spot...

Then I lifted up again and Mark pulled them down. And off! My shoes were already gone, and I didn’t remember losing them.

Mark stared, surprised, but with obvious approval, at my completely hairless cunt. Good! Keeping it smooth would be easier now that I wouldn’t have to trim it. I really wanted him to feel how soft and smooth it was. I really, really wanted him to check the smoothness with his tongue!

I had surprised Jennifer as well. Her eyes were wide. As a blonde, she would probably never shave hers all off, lest someone think she wasn’t all natural. I love her, but I was proud to be able to upstage her!

Dave zoomed in with the camera again, and I did something so out of character that I even shocked myself. I opened my legs as wide as I could! I could almost feel the touch of the camera probing where only a few had ever been privileged. I wondered if my wetness would show up in the tape. Little glistening dewdrops that confirmed my arousal! I could even smell myself! A clean scent of excitement and readiness for breeding! Except I was not going to be bred; I was going to be pierced!

Jennifer babbled, asking if Cracker was going to do anything besides my nipples. 

“Just her nipples,” Mark said firmly. “For now.”

I was just dripping. I was sure there was a puddle under my naked cunt.

Mark moved back in and bound my shoulders to the chair back, running the rope under my arms where the bristles dug into my armpits. “Too tight?”

I shook my head.

Then he wrapped another rope around my chest, digging in to the upper swells of my breasts and the sides of my rib cage. More rope under them, crushing the soft, sensitive undercurves into my ribs. This forced my breasts to protrude even more and Dave moved around to show how they had been reshaped. 

Mark tied my elbows to the chair, which pulled my wrists and made that binding even tighter. I gasped a “Yesss!” but I knew I would need the gag soon!

He wrapped the rope around my waist and pulled it tight. I realized he was trying to decide where to go next with it. “Down the middle … first,” I told him, and raised my butt again. 

He usually doesn’t run a rope through my crotch, because it gets in the way of whatever else he wants to do. The bristles scraped across my smooth, round ass as he worked the doubled rope under me and pulled it up in back. I felt it slip between my cunt lips and those bristles dug into the most sensitive part of me! It hurt! And I liked it! I moaned softly.

I was sweating all over. I was moist all over, not just in my cunt. It was like my entire body was lubricating! “Tighter!” I groaned, partly to dispel any thoughts that my moan was a plea for relief!

He pulled up hard. Yes, yes, yes, I thought. I kept my ass off the chair. I couldn’t say anything, but I wanted more ropes digging into my crotch! 

He tied the crotch rope to the waist rope in back, and then brought them around me, down between the tops of my thighs and the outsides of my cunt, and then back under my ass to tie them together to the back of the chair. This pulled everything deeper into my cunt, and the additional ropes pressed the tender inner surfaces of my cuntlips against the ropes that held them open. I understood the title of Irving Stone’s novel about Michelangelo, “The Agony and the Ecstasy”!

He put a loop around my left knee, and pulled it toward the brace under the arm of the chair. Instead of that, I raised my leg and hooked my knee over the arm of the chair, which moved all the crotch ropes a little. 

But not quite enough!

He tied my other knee over that arm of the chair. I was spread, exposing everything that wasn’t covered by the torturous scratchy rope! Dave zoomed in for a close-up of my open, dripping cunt.

“Are you okay?” Mark asked.

I kicked my feet, to show that I wasn’t completely bound yet. Mark’s hands fumbled, but he managed to tie my ankles to the front legs of the chair.

“The gag,” I rasped. If he didn’t put the gag in to shut me up right then, I knew I would soon beg to be untied, and that was the very last thing I wanted!

I opened my mouth and he put the golf ball in and tied the laces behind my head. He caught some hair in the knot, and I even welcomed that pain!

Then he pulled the scarf from the bag and began to fold it into a blindfold. I decided then that I was going to watch. I shook my head.

“No blindfold?” he asked, surprised again. He knew how I felt about needles.

I shook my head again.

As he put the scarf back in the bag, he looked closely at my naked cunt, then up at my eyes and back down. I knew he was thinking how he would like to fuck me right then, even with an audience. Even with the ropes in the way!

I wanted him to fuck me too! I knew he would have to put his cock between the pair of ropes that were pulled tightly into the center of my cunt, and that the bristles would chafe him, but I didn’t care! It was a good thing I had made him gag me or I would have demanded it! And if he wouldn’t fuck me, there were two other men who I knew would not hesitate!

Cracker had a digital camera, and he looked at me for permission to take some pictures. Totally against my characteristic modesty, I nodded. I even tried to spread wider for him, but I couldn’t move. He took picture after picture, long shots of all of me, and close-ups of my breasts and a lot of my cunt.

Jennifer simply stared. At me. At Mark. And she was squirming in her chair. She was wet and excited too, but she couldn’t be a fraction as aroused as I was.

Cracker had placed a tray next to me, covered by what I assumed was a sterile linen towel. I watched him as he lifted the towel away.

It was a terrifying sight. Needles, tweezers, gauze pads … even a scalpel! I began sweating more profusely, with rivulets running down my ribs and between my breasts. But for the gag, I would have called it off right there!

“Usually,” Cracker said, “I don’t see anything but the area I’m working on.” He shook his head back and forth. “Wow,” he said softly.

He put on surgical gloves, which both comforted me and raised my level of fear, which, in turn, raised my level of arousal. I was at the point where anything I saw or felt was adding to my excitement. I was certain of the puddle beneath me. It probably looked like I had lost control of my bladder. I was that wet! He showed us four sets of rings, with little round balls at one point. Even the smallest looked too heavy to hang on my nipple. I imagined the extra weight pulling my breasts down to my belly and stretching my nipples!

I didn’t care! The weights, the stretching of my flesh would remind me how excited I was!

He hung the smallest one on one nipple, and it didn’t pull it down at all. I felt the weight, like at least a pound or two, but my nipple stuck out like a wooden peg. Then the next one, then another, and finally, the largest one, about three inches across. Even that one wasn’t heavy enough to overcome the stiffness of my nipple. And they looked too thick to go through my nipples.

Mark picked the second smallest, maybe half the size of the largest, and I nodded. I couldn’t wear anything that would disguise the big hoops.

Cracker dipped a gauze pad in some orange stuff and began scrubbing my right nipple with it. I glanced at his face once, and my eyes met his. I knew he was thinking how he would like to fuck me when this was over! My chest felt hot, and I saw a flush develop down the front of my body.

He sprayed my nipple with something cold, and then held my breast, with a small block of milky plastic against the outer side of my nipple. He poised the pin against the inner side. Either it didn’t hurt or my endorphins canceled out the pain. I still made a little sound of surprise. Then I felt a little pop as he pushed the needle through, against the plastic block. He put the block down and pinched my nipple from top and bottom as he worked the needle completely through.

I hadn’t felt it approaching, but suddenly I was cumming!

I couldn’t stop! I felt my hips moving, grinding against an imaginary lover and a huge cock that was in me up to my throat. It went on and on, and someone was moaning and groaning in time to the wracking of my lower body. It was me.

As suddenly as it had begun, it was over. I went limp, and sagged in my bonds, gasping for breath as my heartbeat gradually returned to mere pounding.

I heard Jennifer sigh, “God!”

I was barely aware of Cracker looking toward Mark for guidance or permission or something. He was holding one of the rings. One of my rings.

“Go ahead,” Mark told him.

This time I felt the slow buildup. 

My body was getting ready for my response when Cracker would move to my other nipple!

