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For SAM






People are taught that pain is evil and dangerous.
 How can they deal with love if they’re afraid to feel?

 

—JIM MORRISON
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INTRODUCTION

Alison Tyler

 

 

 

 

 

You always remember your first. The first time you were tied down. First time you were bound. Blindfolded. Teased. Tormented. Or the first time you did all those decadent activities to someone else.

I remember the very first time I read about BDSM. It was in a Los Angeles restaurant, at the counter where I sat every day. I’d bought The Story of O on the recommendation of a casual acquaintance, and I read the little white-covered tome during my lunch break. Not the whole thing, but enough. Enough to make me curious about the man who’d said this was a book for me. Joshua wasn’t a boyfriend, wasn’t anyone I’d ever looked at in a sexual way. He was an advertising executive, slick in his black suit and skinny red tie, oily with clients on the phone, most in his element selling space to strangers. But that morning he’d come into the newspaper where we both worked and rather than exchanging bland pleasantries as was our normal custom, he’d told me I’d like the book. Said it casually, the way  one might discuss a good movie, a nice place to eat. Something simple. Something safe.

Why I took his advice, I still don’t know. We never had that much in common, rarely spoke outside polite greetings of “hello” and “fine weather.” But I bought the title that day, and I sat at the counter of Maple Drive at noon, reading. More than reading. Devouring. Consuming. Lunch totally forgotten. When I went back to work in the afternoon, I looked at this ad man in a completely different manner. If Joshua could recommend a book like this, could he sense my multitude of perverse desires, as well? Did he know that I wanted someone to cuff me to a bed, to fuck me in an alley, to make me call him Daddy?

The look in his gray blue eyes made me think that he did.

It was a lesson for me. A first—the first time I understood that there are dominants and submissives, that they find each other out, that they have to.

My goal in putting together Slave to Love was to create the same erotically charged emotion in readers that I had when I woke up to this world. I wanted to revel in the needs, the urges, the magnetic desires that draw people together. People whose needs magically fit with their partners’ desires. People for whom fucking is so much more than two bodies coming together—a complicated meshing of power and rules, of pain and pleasure.

As you’ll find, for the authors in this collection, the concept of Slave to Love unleashed a wide variety of different themes. Some writers created serious S/M tales of torment, others took a more poetic view of the beauty of bondage. That’s not to say there aren’t any dungeons here—because there are. Michael Hemmingson exorcises old demons in “Betty’s Bottom” at a pay-to-play dungeon in Los Angeles. Jean Roberta discovers her crush has a well-equipped basement room in “Down Below.” “Unlike the Others,” by Xavier Acton, explores a submissive  male and his neophyte domme. And, yes, there are Masters and subs—on fervent display in Cate Robertson’s wicked “Sonnet” and C. D. Formetta’s tersely written “Everything That You Want”: Franco was born to command, and I was consumed inside by the will to obey him. Together we formed a perfect combination.

Characters in several of the stories engage in intense 24/7 Dom/sub relationships—for instance, in Vanessa Evans’s “Master of Technology,” in which a slow to upgrade woman is regularly punished for her backwardness:

I gritted my teeth and waited for the first blow. Of course, Morgan let me wait. He never starts a spanking right away. After stripping my clothes off completely, he always takes his time, making me tremble in anticipation. My whole body tenses, readying itself for the surprising burst of pain to start.

Also included are role-playing stories, featuring lighthearted pony-girl porn, as described delightfully in Michelle Houston’s “Cowboy’s Dungeon,” or through a more taboo, shadowy lens, as in Erica Dumas’s rape fantasy, “Without Mercy”:

You promised to take me without mercy. I begged you for it, and now you’re going to do it. And I’m scared. I’m so incredibly scared. I’m scared of giving in, I’m scared of resisting. I want it, and I’ve wanted it forever. But I’m scared.

And then there are stories that capture that first-time awakening, as in Rachel Kramer Bussel’s aptly named “The Discovery,” in which a woman finds a box containing her lover’s collection of S/M porn:

As I pawed through the box, unearthing images I’d never even come close to imagining, what surprised me the most wasn’t that Brian, my Brian, owned and obviously valued these items enough to take them with him and keep them hidden, but how hot they were making me.

Or there’s Saskia Walker’s well-crafted “Watching Lois Perform,” in which the main character is taunted by the clever Jack until he admits what she hasn’t yet understood—“I’m a slave to this as much as you are.”

As am I. A slave to the concept of power play. A slave to the talent of the authors in this collection. A slave to the deliriously sexy world of bondage and boundaries and breaking the barriers.

 

Alison Tyler 
February 2006






WATCHING LOIS PERFORM

Saskia Walker

 

 

 

 

 

Trust me, Lois.” Jack’s arm shot out, blocking the doorway to her office. “I know what you need.” His shirt sleeve was rolled up, revealing a strong forearm dusted with black hair, his fist sure and large against the door frame. Halted in her steps, she took a deep breath. Her glance moved to meet his. “Trust me, Jack, you don’t.” Steeling herself, she pushed his arm aside, ignoring his knowing look, ignoring those dark eyes filled with suggestion and the tangible wall of testosterone he exuded.

She headed for her desk, her stiletto heels clicking over the polished wood floor. The skin on her back prickled with awareness, awareness brought about by his presence. He’d done it again. He’d made her curious, responsive. She didn’t take any nonsense from the men she worked with, but Jack Fulton had unsettled her. Counting to five, she put her laptop down on the desk and turned to face him, ready to challenge his comment. The door was ajar, the space empty. He was gone.

She shook her head. “Typical.” Grabbing her bag and coat, she left the building.

The pavement outside was growing crowded with commuters; the Friday evening London rush hour was under way. She stepped into the crush, leaving the office behind, hurrying to the tube station and descending the escalator at a pace. The display board told her it was four minutes until her train was due. She strode up and down the platform, her body wired. She was always like this after delivering a successful presentation. It had gone well, and she’d easily dealt with the put-downs issued by the men who defied her female power. She thrived on her success, but now she longed to throw off her city suit and heels.

The crowd thickened on the platform behind her, noisy and restless. Wind funneled down the tunnel, a distant train rumbled. She glanced across the tracks. Her breath caught in her throat when she saw Jack standing opposite her, still as a predator about to pounce. A barely perceptible smile lifted the corners of his mouth. Even across the rail tracks she could see the intense look in his eyes.

She swallowed. What was it about Jack Fulton? The way he looked at her did powerful things to her, sexual things. They’d worked together for just a few months, but he was one of the few men who didn’t challenge her. Instead he sat back with a secret smile, watching as she defended herself at board meetings, where she proved over and again that she had earned her right to be in this male-dominated world. But it was more than that. His dark sexuality was evident in the way he carried himself and the way he scrutinized her. He made her self-aware in the extreme, her underwear soon growing damp when his gaze followed her with that knowing look in his eyes. The knowing look he had on right now.

He inclined his head in greeting. She nodded back and then  glanced away, fidgeting with the strap of her shoulder bag. One minute until her train would arrive. His earlier comment echoed through her mind: I know what you need. Her curiosity was growing. Her instant denial had been because of the controversy at the meeting, where she’d been giving the research stats for a proposal to change power source in the company’s major manufacturing plant. Men were always telling her they knew better than her, even though it was her field of expertise. As soon as she’d rebuffed Jack’s comment about knowing what she needed, she’d realized he meant something other than work. Something more intimate. She wanted to know more. And he’d gone.

Glancing back, she saw that his train was approaching. He never took his eyes off her. She craned her neck when her view was obscured by the moving carriages. The shift of the crowd into the train made it impossible to pick him out. Then it was gone. The platform was empty. She stared at the place where he had stood until her train pulled in. She moved to the far side of the carriage, where she could stand out her journey, and turned on her heel just in time to see Jack close in behind her.

“Your place it is then.” His eyes glittered with anticipation, with certainty.

Her heart thudded in her chest. Her lips parted, but this time no retort emerged. Between her thighs, a pulse throbbed with need. She closed her mouth, snatching at the overhead handhold for support.

His smile was triumphant.

 

Later, in her flat, he threw her by rejecting a comfortable, relaxed seat on the sofa. Instead he pulled out a dining chair, indicating that she do the same and sit facing him.

He’d teased her all the way home, innuendo in his every word, keeping her wired. And now, despite the fact they were  in her home, he took charge immediately. Not in an aggressive way, but with a relaxed sense of surety that was disarming. She put her wineglass down on the table and took her seat, noting how exposed the setup made her feel.

He lounged back over his chair, one leg folded, his ankle resting on the opposite knee, his hand loosely on the juncture. His looks were rugged but suave. He was dangerously attractive.

She tried to look as relaxed as he appeared, but she was far from it.

“I enjoyed watching you deal with that moron Laybourne at today’s meeting.”

She gave a breathy laugh, releasing some of the tension he had aroused in her. “He’s just an arrogant little prick with very little real knowledge.”

“You’re so right.” He gave a deep and genuine laugh. “He’s jealous of your abilities though, and he’s lusting after your body. The two vying motivations confuse him. Lust for a competitor can screw with a guy’s mind.” He looked at her with deliberation.

Her heart raced. “It can?”

“If he lets it.” His gaze moved over her body, slowly.

“And are you jealous of my skills?” She crossed her legs high on the thigh, crushing the pounding pulse in her clit.

“No, I admire them immensely. I’m not threatened by you.”

Then for a moment silence hung heavy in the atmosphere.

He raised one eyebrow. “I notice you didn’t ask if I lusted after you.”

“I don’t think you came here with the sole purpose of analyzing today’s meeting.”

He tipped his glass at her. “Indeed. And you did let me come home with you.”

She couldn’t deny it. “So I did.”

Silent acknowledgment raced between them. We are going to fuck.

He took a sip of his wine, eyeing her as she crossed and uncrossed her legs.

“It’s not easy for you, is it? Blonde, pretty, extraordinarily intelligent.”

Something akin to relief hit her. “No, it isn’t.” She smiled, genuinely appreciating his words. He really had been observing her.

“What do you usually do, when you bring a man home for sex?” He said it as if he was discussing the weather, and glanced around the open-plan living area, as if the furniture could tell tales.

“Oh, fast, dirty sex, nothing prolonged in terms of involvement. I don’t have time.” She pushed her heavy hair back from her face, watching for his response. It was the truth. What would he think of her?

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“Really?”

“Perhaps you should make time.”

“Perhaps I should.” Where was he going with this?

“How many times do you reach orgasm, when you have ‘fast, dirty sex’? ”

It felt as if the temperature had risen dramatically. “That’s a rather intimate question.”

“I mean to be intimate with you, Lois.”

He wasn’t kidding. His provocative questioning had her entire skin prickling. “Once, mostly,” she replied eventually.

He nodded. “I’d like to see you come more than once. You deserve better than that.”

If he’d wanted to grab her attention, he’d certainly found the  way. Up until that moment she could have turned away, asked him to leave. Not now. Not anymore.

“There’s a determination about you that fascinates me,” he continued. “You stalk after everything. If we were living in a primitive world, you would be a powerful huntress.”

She smiled at the image, loving it. “Very amusing, but what’s your point?”

“My point is that even powerful women can learn by pacing themselves.” He ran one finger around the rim of his wineglass. “You might benefit from restraint.”

Her sex clenched. The nape of her neck felt damp. “You’re suggesting bondage?” She let her gaze wander over his body: bulky with muscle, his expensive clothing barely concealed his obvious strength. Being under him would be quite something.

He shook his head. “No. I’m talking about a different kind of restraint altogether. Willpower. I enjoy seeing you battle with your energies, using and controlling your power in the workplace. Whether it’s in the boardroom or elsewhere, your desires are only just harnessed. You’re a powerful woman, but it’s as if you’re always on the edge of losing control. And that is such a turn-on.”

Breathing had become difficult. More than that, his words about willpower struck a note with her, and she recognized herself in what he said. She had never thought about it that way, but yes. He was right.

He smiled and it was filled with dangerous charm. “I’m enjoying watching you now; you’re racked with sexual tension. I can almost touch it.” He moved his hand, as if he was touching her from where he sat. “Your eyes are dilated, slightly glazed. Your body is restless, your movements self-conscious, jumpy; your skin is flushed. Your nipples are hard.”

She took a gulp of wine. The way he described her was sending her cunt into overdrive.

He loosened his tie. “You’ve been squirming on that seat for the last five minutes. I’d put money on your underwear being very, very damp.”

Her skin raced with sensation, the thrill of his words touching her every inch of skin, inside and out. She wanted to fuck.  Now. But he was making her sit there and listen, controlling her with his intimate, knowing words.

His glance dropped to her cleavage. She realized her fingers were toying with the button there. She clutched it tight, stilling her hand, and bit her lip.

“Be careful, you’ll draw blood.”

He didn’t miss a thing.

“How wet are you, Lois?”

She squirmed on her chair, desperate for contact, her eyes closing as she replied. “Wet, very wet.” She stifled a whimper.

Silence hung heavy between them again while she looked up at him for his response. He was still as a bird of prey, his chin resting on one hand. A large bulge showed in his expensive Armani pants. She wanted it badly, wanted it inside her where her body was begging to be filled.

He lifted one finger, gesturing at her crotch. “Open your legs, show me.”

Swearing under her breath, she followed his instruction, dragging her short skirt up and over her hips, her eyes never leaving his. As she opened her legs, pivoting out on her stacked heels, his eyes darkened.

“Oh yes, you are wet.” His lips remained apart as he stared at her. She sensed his breathing had grown quicker. “Touch yourself, through your panties,” he instructed.

She rested her hand over her pussy and groaned aloud. Her clit leapt, her hips wriggling into her hand for more.

“Enough.” He smiled. “Stand and take your underwear off.”

Her heart thudded so hard she thought she might crack. She took a deep breath and stood up, rested her thumbs in the lacy waistband and paused.

With one finger, he gestured downward.

She rolled them over her hip bones, growling quietly when she found herself exposed under his gaze. Dropping the panties to the floor, she stepped out of them. Her skirt was wedged around her waist, her pussy exposed. She rested her hands on her hips in an attempt to feel less awkward.

“How delicious. I can see your clit poking out. It’s very swollen, isn’t it?”

She nodded, her feet shuffling, her face on fire.

He gestured at her abandoned panties. “Pick them up and bring them here.”

His instruction hit her like a left hook. He wanted her damp underwear. She steadied herself. Bending to snatch them up, she looked at the floor, counted to five. He also wanted her to move closer. Standing, barely in touch with her equilibrium, she swayed on her heels. When she stepped forward, she had the panties clutched against her chest.

He gestured with his hand.

She held them out.

He leaned forward, took the wispy garment. Slowly, he opened the crotch out, holding it up to the light. “Poor Lois, you were finding this hard, weren’t you?” A damp patch reminiscent of a Rorschach inkblot spanned the fabric. He breathed in appreciatively, his eyelids lowering. “Delicious.”

A combination of embarrassment and nagging lust burned her up inside. Her juices were now marking the insides of her thighs. “Do you get off on making women hot,” she blurted, “and then leaving them hanging?”

He rested the panties on the table, next to his wineglass, and  put his hand over the bulge in his pants. “I’m a slave to this as much as you are.”

“Hardly.” He was so controlled. She felt as if she was about to lose it and beg. Was that what he wanted her to do?

He moved his hand, unzipping his pants and letting his cock spring free. Moisture dribbled from its tip. With one hand, he rode it up and down, slowly and deliberately, watching her reaction. It was long and thick, a prize specimen, and it was as ready for action as she was. When she glanced back up at his face, she saw it all; saw a mirror of where she was at, wrestling with her inner desires, barely controlling them.

“Hard, isn’t it?” His mouth moved in an ironic smile.

“Please. Jack, please?” Her hand had found its way into her pussy.

He watched her hand moving. “What is it that you want?”

“That.” She nodded down at his cock, her hand latched over her clit, pressing and squeezing. “Inside me.”

“Show me how much you want it.”

She stared at him, panting with need, then dropped to a crouch, moving in between his knees to kneel at his feet. She opened her shirt, pulled the cups of her bra down so that her tits pushed out. She plucked at her rigid nipples. “I want it so much,” she whispered, looking up at him pleadingly. She licked his cock from where his fist was braced around its base up to the tip and over.

His eyes gleamed with pleasure, his lips parted.

She took the swollen head into her mouth, riding it against the roof of her mouth. When he groaned, she took him deeper, rising and falling, sucking him hard. His hand loosened, his balls rode high. She drew back.

He looked down at her, his eyes glazed. Still he made no move. Her hips swung behind her, her arse in the air, her cunt  begging to be filled. “Please, please fuck me. Jack, I’m dying for you to fuck me.”

It was as if she’d tripped a switch. Undoing his belt, he stood up, shoving his pants and jockeys to his ankles. He hauled her to her feet, kissed her fiercely, his tongue claiming her lips, her mouth. Between them, one hand moved on his cock, the other stroked her pussy, squeezing it in his hand, sending her clit wild. She whimpered, entirely locked to his actions.

He grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her round, bending her over the dining table, pressing her down onto it, his hands roaming over her exposed buttocks as if, suddenly, he couldn’t get enough of it. He kneaded her flesh, hauling her buttocks apart, his cock nudging into her swollen pussy. He grunted with primitive pleasure when her hungry cunt quickly gave way, sucking him in. He bent over her, sliding in, filling her to the hilt.

“Oh, yes.” She shuddered with sensation, her hands clawing for the far edge of the table.

“Good?” he murmured against her back. When she moaned agreement, he thrust again, crushing her cervix, circling his hips as if he was testing her for ripeness. “You’re so swollen, so sensitive; your cunt is like a hot fist on my cock.”

He wasn’t kidding. She was already close to coming.

He thrust hard. “Wasn’t that worth waiting for?”

She nodded again, awash with sensation, her thighs spreading, her belly flat to the table.

“Ready to be well and truly fucked?”

She opened her mouth to retort, to say she thought she was being fucked already, then she noticed the extent of the tension at her back, like a loaded gun. He hasn’t even started. She bit her lip, braced her arms, and nodded, her head hanging down.

With the precision of a well-oiled machine, he started to  move, grinding into her, holding her hips as he drove his cock in and out. She pressed back, meeting each thrust with a low cry, pleasure spilling from her core. He filled her completely. She felt wild, yet tethered. She came fast and hot, her cunt in spasm.

“Nice one; feels good, Lois,” he panted. “Ready for more?” He stroked her hair, but he didn’t break his stride.

She was his, a rag doll to his will, her body riding the table as he fucked her. Her inner thighs were slick with juices. Her feet were off the floor, heels in the air. Her tits and clit were crushed onto the table, fast growing painful with the push and shove on the hard surface.

And then he thrust harder, swearing when he felt the hot clutch of her body on his. His fists grabbed at her buttocks, manhandling her back against his hips, anchoring her on his cock. He was so deep, wedged against her cervix; she felt his cock grow larger still. It lurched, spurting. She wriggled and flexed, on the verge of coming again. He squeezed her buttocks, as if milking himself off with her body. Acute sensation roared through her, spiraling out until every part of her was vibrating. She gave a long, low moan, her body convulsing.

Against her back, Jack breathed hard. She put her hand over his where it rested on her hip, gratitude welling inside her. She’d never had it this hot before, she’d never taken the time.

He reached for her and kissed her cheek, lifting her and sliding her to her feet, supporting her in his arms. “I’m not done with you yet, Lois. I want to see you perform some more.”

She gave a breathy laugh, leaning back against him. “Is that a threat or a promise?”

“Consider it a bit of both.”

 

At the end of her presentation, Lois turned to the gathering and smiled, ready to take questions. Most of the board nodded in  agreement. Tim Laybourne rapped his pen on the table, swiveling his gangly head from side to side as he raised the pen in the air to make a point.

Here we go, let’s see if Jack’s right. She leaned forward and put both hands on the table, flashing her cleavage at him. “Tim, you had a question?” She glanced past him, at Jack, who winked.

Tim coughed uncomfortably, flushing from the top of his collar to the roots of his hair. “I remain unconvinced about the financing of this project.” He didn’t even sound convinced of his own words. Jack was right; he had the hots, severely.

She eased onto the table, facing in his direction and resting on one hip, her short skirt growing even shorter. She lifted the finance sheet. “The figures don’t make sense?” She gave him a gently enquiring smile.

Laybourne stared at her thigh, open mouthed and speechless.

“If I might interject?” It was Jack and his expression indicated his restrained humor. “Why don’t you just run through that last part again? I’d certainly appreciate a repeat performance.” He lifted one eyebrow suggestively.

The tone of his voice and the way he looked at her assured her he wasn’t just talking about a run-through on the sums. He reached for her again, invisibly nurturing her strengths. She’d always thrived on her role in the workplace, but under his knowing gaze she reveled in it. Since their encounter the week before, everything he’d said to her at work had been laden with suggestion of the sexual kind, keeping their affair on rapid simmer. And right now the tug of his call pulled on her, from cunt to mouth. She was salivating for more of what he’d given her.

“Of course not, Jack. I’m quite sure it would benefit everybody involved.”

Jack nodded, his eyes gleaming with affirmation. Then he sat back in his chair and watched Lois perform, just like he would watch her perform again that night, with measured willpower and the perfect level of restraint, leading to the ultimate mutual reward.






PIERCE ME

Shanna Germain

 

 

 

 

 

I’d wanted one forever, but the truth was I was chickenshit. Afraid of infection, afraid of pointy things, afraid of needles, and afraid of pain. Not a good combination if, like me, you’d been hankering for a piercing. And, of course, like with everything else I did, I didn’t want to start small. No earlobes. No navel. No nose, thank you very much. My dream was bigger than that.

“Why don’t you just try your ears first?” Cal asked me when I brought it up—again. We were walking down Hawthorne Avenue, hand in hand, watching the shoppers. A young woman went by, a large sparkling ring in her eyebrow. It looked cool, and she seemed happy with it, but that wasn’t what I wanted either.

“I don’t want to do my ears.” I was trying not to pout about it. It was my own issue. Cal, bless his heart, couldn’t do anything to alleviate my love/hate relationship with sticking something metal through my body parts.

“Look,” Cal said. “It’s a sign.” And it was, literally, a sign.  But it was also, as he meant it, a sign. A big white A-board with black letters: Get Your Titties Pierced! Two for One! I swear I felt it in my nipples, that sign, like they knew what I was reading.

“We can each take one,” I said. I was laughing, of course.  Joking.

Cal wrapped his big hand tighter around mine. His wedding ring dug into the back of my knuckle as he turned toward the store and pulled me with him.

“Great,” he said.

I let him pull me a few steps before I reached out and grabbed a handful of his red ponytail. Not hard or anything, just enough to get him to stop and turn toward me.

“Great, what?” I asked.

Cal had his eyebrow raised the way he does, and there was something in those tea green eyes of his. I wouldn’t say a twinkle—more of a scary little point of light, like the ones that lead people astray through the woods in fairy stories.

“I’m tired of listening to you saying how much you want this,” he said. “Let’s just do it. Together. You and me.”

I didn’t want to think about what he was saying, the way it was making my belly drop and roll. I stared at the red scruff around his chin, the two-day beard he always grew on the weekends. Most people thought Cal was hard-core, some kind of rebel, when they first met him; I think it’s the ponytail and the way his lips kind of scowl downward, without him even realizing it. But he’s a softie. No tattoos and only one piercing—in his ear—from his senior year of high school. If you know where to look, you can almost pick out the healed-over hole tucked into the constellation of freckles on his earlobe. Now he seemed to be offering himself up to me, but I wanted to be sure.

“Do what?” I asked.

Cal looked at my nipples, already standing out through my  T-shirt, and gave a little thrust with his chin toward the sign.

“Don’t be dense on purpose,” he said.

And then he waited. I stared at the closed-up hole in his earlobe. I crossed my arms over my chest—I don’t have much in the way of boobs, but I’m not afraid to admit that I’ve got pretty damn amazing nipples. Red as raspberries and about as big, especially when I’m turned on. And sensitive? Oh, Jesus.

It was the sensitive part that got me moving again. I pushed Cal away from the store with my hip, almost knocking him into another young woman coming out of the shop. While Cal apologized for me, I tried not to look at her boobs—did she just have her nipples done? Would you be able to tell?

Cal turned back toward me. “Listen—”

I put my hand on his arm, on that little triceps muscle that I love.

“I know you’re joking,” I said. “So I’m totally not even going to get into it.”

“Okay,” he said. “But there’s something you should know.” And then he started walking away, away from the store, away from me.

I reached out and grabbed the belt loop of his jeans, tried to get him to stop walking.

“What?” I said.

“It’s a secret,” he said, still not looking at me.

“Tell me,” I said.

Cal turned and put one hand on my hip, just in front of the curve of my ass. Through my skirt, his fingers were sun warmed and firm. Then he leaned down, his lips just kissing the edges of my lips.

“It’s only thirty bucks,” he whispered.

I wrapped my fingers through his belt loop again, keeping him close to me.

“How do you know that?” I asked. The sign hadn’t said anything about the price.

When Cal grins the way he was now, I know I’m in trouble. One side of his mouth opens up a little, showing off his wide front teeth. And he’s got these little laugh lines that curve around the spot where his top and bottom lip meet. I call it his “So, uh” grin, because it usually ends with him saying, “So, uh….” The end of that sentence has led us everywhere from a canoe trip down a Costa Rican river to an entirely different kind of paddle party at the next town over.

He tried to shrug it off, but I kept a tight handle on his belt loop.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I might be.”

I tried to imagine it—the sharpness of a needle puncturing my already sensitive nipple. It still gave me the shivers—but there was something else too, something that started a slow drumbeat between my thighs. And the thought of Cal getting his nipple pierced too, the fact that it would be for me and only me…

I took a deep breath, let it out slow. My head was spinning a bit. The drum kept its steady rhythm between my legs.

“Okay,” I said.

Cal moved so fast, he didn’t even wait for the word to finish coming out of my mouth before he took my hand and pulled me inside the store.

The dark-haired woman who met us at the door had a tiny jewel in the skin just above her top lip, and another in her nose. Her smile was cool and professional. In fact, the whole place was more professional than I’d expected. A kind of professional-funky combination that smelled slightly of incense, slightly of alcohol.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Trisha.”

She kind of looked at Cal like she knew him, which made me nervous. Had he been planning this? He was looking into the glass counter so I couldn’t see his eyes to get a read on him.

He pointed with his finger on the glass.

“Those bars,” he said. “One for each of us. Smaller for her.” He said it so quickly, with so much conviction that I wondered how much thought he’d already given to this, how much time he’d spent on it.

Trisha pulled on gloves and reached into the case for the silver bars. She put both of them into her gloved palm. Mine was small and slightly curved, with little blue jewels at both ends. Cal’s was thick all the way through, straight and solid, capped off by silver balls.

“Yes?” Trisha asked.

I imagined how that blue would look in my nipple, how it would match my eyes, how it would feel when Cal put his teeth over it, twisted just a little. And then I surprised myself—and I think Cal too—by matching his “yes.”

“Great,” Trisha said. “C’mon back.”

She led us to a small back room that looked like a doctor’s office, with one cot, a counter full of supplies and a chair in the corner.

“Ladies first,” Trisha said. And I was glad she did. I knew if I watched Cal go first, I would totally chicken out. I sat myself up on the paper-covered table, lifted my shirt off over my shoulders.

“Bra too, honey,” Trisha said. She gave a nod at my lacy purple push-up. “Although it sure is a nice one.”

As I reached around to unhook the back, I suddenly felt shy. My chin pointed down at my thighs. I held the bra in my lap, fingering the lace and silk cups. Suddenly, I wasn’t sure I wanted this. My beautiful, sensitive nipples. What if it hurt too much?  What if it scarred me for life?

Cal must have felt something of what I was feeling because he put one finger under my chin and lifted my face to his.

“Look here,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. I concentrated on the yellow specks that floated in his green eyes. “I’m okay.”

And then Trisha brought out the needle. Only it wasn’t a needle—it was a bar. Nothing pointy on either end. No machine. No anesthesia. With her gloved hands, Trisha started to open the package.

“What the hell is that?” My palms made wet spots against the lace of the bra.

Trisha held the package toward me, careful not to let anything touch it.

“It’s your piercing,” she said. “With nipples, you don’t need a machine or a point. It just goes right through the skin.”

“Fuck,” I said. My thighs shook, crinkling the layer of paper on the table beneath me. That bar that had looked so little before now looked huge. A big, wide bar with no pointy end thing was not part of the deal. I wove my fingers deeper into the lace bra, sure I was going to rip the fabric. Even Cal’s direct gaze wasn’t enough to help me now. I wanted out.

Cal and Trisha waited for me. Cal tried again to hold my eyes with his, then Trisha held the bar in a place where I could look down and see it. Her voice was soft and calming.

“Just imagine it going in,” she said. “It’s not going to hurt a lot, just a little bit. Just enough to let you feel it.”

I felt like a horse being offered a bit for the first time—if I could just stare at it long enough, maybe it wouldn’t be so damn scary when they stuck it in.

But it didn’t work. My nipples fell flat every time I even began to imagine that thing sliding inside my skin.

Even when Trisha asked which one, and I picked the left, and she ran the cold, wet antiseptic cloth over and over that nipple, even then, I couldn’t say yes. Cal was still staring at me—I wanted to make those eyes happy, I wanted to bring the light back in, I wanted my own eyes to reflect the same pain and pleasure and desire that I saw in his.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just can’t.”

At first Cal didn’t say anything, then, after a moment: “What if I helped you?” His voice was whisper soft, that damn baritone that jolts my clit like a remote vibrator, that gets me to say yes to anything. “I could help her, couldn’t I?” he asked. He was speaking to Trisha, but he didn’t take his eyes off mine.

Trisha’s hands were already unscrewing the balls at each end of the metal bar. She didn’t look up from her gloved fingers on the metal.

“You’ll need to swing the lock on that door,” she said. Something in her voice, in the way she kept right on prepping, told me I wasn’t the first to try to back out, that I wasn’t the first to need a little persuasion.

Cal swung the deadbolt solid against the lock. When he came back to me, his voice was still in the same down-low, sweet-as-honey tone.

“Okay, baby, put your feet up on this bar here.” I did as he said, letting him guide my thighs outward. “Now, look here,” he said again.

I looked into those green eyes, tried to fall into them. He put his hands on my thighs and pushed the material of my skirt up as far as it would go. His big hands were warm and firm on the inside of my thigh. When he hit the edge of my underwear I gasped, and slid my eyes toward Trisha.

She held the bar of metal between her pointer finger and thumb.

“Go ahead, honey,” she said.

At the same time, Cal slid two fingers inside my underwear.

“Look here,” Cal said and I turned my eyes back to him, to the gray hairs that were starting to show through the red just above his ears, to the freckles and the almost-forgotten hole in his lobe.

His fingers pressed against me, forcing me open. I wasn’t even wet yet, but I could feel it coming, feel it in the sharp edges of his fingernails, in the rough skin of his knuckles. It was all too fast—I didn’t want this piercing, did I? Even with his fingers inside me, I wasn’t sure I wanted this.

“Let me,” he said, and his voice was growl and gravel.

I opened my thighs as wide as they would go, leaned back on my hands. I looked into his green eyes and let his fingers tuck inside me like I was a book and he was saving his place. It hurt a little, the way it does when you’re not ready, burned all the way up my insides, but it was pleasure too. Cal’s thumb rocked my clit, soft, side to side, turning the burn into ripples into ache.

Soon he had all four fingers inside me, his thumb on my clit. He put his other hand against my lower back, pushing me forward onto his fingers. I put my hands on his shoulders, feeling the muscles move as he worked me.

Trisha stepped up closer to me. I looked sideways at her, at that bar in her gloved hand, and I lost the rhythm.

When I stopped moving, Cal curled his fingers up inside me, in that C that I love, that makes me feel like I have to pee and come at the same time. I found my rhythm fast, fucking his fingers, leaning forward to press my clit harder against his thumb.

“Are you ready?” Cal asked.

“No, no,” I said. “More.”

I put my hands back behind me on the paper covering, lifted myself toward his fingers. I didn’t want this dumb piercing.  I wanted his hand inside me forever, up and down. I wanted his thumb against my clit like this, over and over, harder and harder, until I came. I wanted him to suck my nipples until they ached and sent those little points of pleasure into my belly. And then I wanted to suck him off and go home.

“She’s ready,” Cal said.

He stopped moving. I would have moved, but Cal held me there, tethered to his fingers inside me, tied to his thumb slowly stroking my clit, all of my body tingling and buzzing. Trisha grabbed my hard nipple with her gloved fingertips and pulled it out away from my body.

“Don’t watch,” Cal said.

But I couldn’t do anything else. The bar came closer and closer to my nipple, Trisha’s fingers and her face also closer until I was sure I could feel her breath. It helped if I imagined her reaching out her tongue, nipping me between her teeth, gentle.

And then she was pressing the bar to the side of my skin, pressing it in and through my nipple, and it burned like Cal’s hands fucking me, only like it was the first time. That thing inside, that pain and pleasure where before there was nothing.

Cal’s thumb was over and over my clit, but I could barely feel it—everything I am was in my chest, in the point of my nipple, in the burn of steel through skin.

“Okay,” Trisha said, backing away.

And then I could feel everything: Cal’s fingers curling up inside me, the edge of his thumb roughing my clit, my nipple heavy with fire and steel. When the orgasm came, I leaned into it, let it roll like grief, like fear, through the deepest parts of me, let it raze me.

Cal pulled his fingers out of me, slow. I tasted salt at the back of my throat, at the edges of my lips.

“You okay?” Cal asked.

“Fuck.” I wasn’t sure. My body was all fucked up. My thighs felt shaky even though I was still sitting down, my insides felt raw. Some part of me wanted to hug Cal and cry on his shoulder, another part of me wanted to slug him. Hadn’t he heard me say, “No”? What the fuck had just happened?

And then Cal said, “It’s beautiful,” and I looked down at my nipple, at the silver bar that peeked from each side of the red skin. It looked like me, but not me. It looked like a better, stronger me. It was beautiful—and it was something that I wouldn’t have been able to do on my own. I realized Cal had heard me saying no, but he’d also heard me all those times I’d said yes.

Beside me, Trisha snapped her gloves off.

“Everybody okay?” she asked.

This time, Cal and I both nodded.

“Great,” she said. She dug a new pair of gloves out of the box on the table. “Because I believe I have one more to do.”

Cal’s green eyes went a little yellow when she said that. I leaned forward and pressed my palm against the front of his jeans, ran my finger up the edge of his hard-on.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll help you through it.”
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