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“How did you say you did this again?” Jaiden asked Angelina. He was examining the area around her pussy piercings with a gloved hand, his touch professional and competent.

Angelina tried not to move as she lay back, legs open for him. But it wasn’t his touch that made her want to squirm; it was the topic of conversation. She didn’t want to tell Jaiden a lie, but she had already decided to keep private the real reason why her piercing had migrated. The piercers didn’t need to know that she had ruined their careful placement because of over-enthusiastic masturbation.

“It just kind of happened,” Angelina shrugged. 

“Weird,” said Jaiden. “There’s a little scab here at the edge of the piercing. This looks like a fresh injury—how long ago did we put these in you, again?”

Angelina didn’t get a chance to answer. Instead, Connor, the piercing apprentice, spoke up from the corner of the room. “Just over three and a half months.”

Jaiden and Angelina both looked askance.

“...But who’s counting,” mumbled Connor, looking down. His hand went toward the back of his neck, as if to brush the area where a fresh haircut left crisp lines against his tanned skin. Then he apparently remembered that he was wearing gloves and lowered his hand awkwardly.

Jaiden shrugged and returned his attention to Angelina’s pussy. “Maybe you snagged it when you rolled over in your sleep or something,” he suggested.

“Yes! That must be it!” agreed Angelina eagerly. She was only too happy to have an explanation that didn’t involve her rubbing herself absolutely silly.

“Huh,” Connor mused. “Reminds me of the time I jerked it too hard and irritated my new reverse PA.”

Jaiden shot him a frown.

“What?” he said defensively. “I’m just thinking out loud. Obviously if this was any other customer, I’d keep that to myself, but we know Angelina. It’s... different with her. She’s a friend of the shop.”

It was true Angelina had a special relationship with the piercer and his apprentice. After all, not only had they performed the intimate and rather extreme act of piercing her pussy ten times in one night; they’d also shared a threesome with her immediately afterward.

“That doesn’t mean she wants to hear about you ‘jerking it,’” countered Jaiden.

“I didn’t bring that up for no reason!” protested Connor. “It had to do with piercing migration.”

Jaiden rolled his eyes. To Angelina, he said sarcastically, “You didn’t make your piercing migrate by ‘jerking it,’ did you?”

“Ummmmm...” said Angelina.

Fortunately for her, Jaiden took this as an affirmative. He turned back to Connor. “See? Your little problem has nothing to do with her.”

“So anyway,” Angelina cut in—too loudly, in her own ears, “like Jaiden said earlier, let’s just assume I snagged it in my sleep.”

“Well, mystery solved, I guess,” said Jaiden.

That seemed almost too easy to Angelina, after all her worrying over her secret. She felt wary, skeptical, and guilty for getting away with her little lies.

“But what do you want to do about the piercing?” Jaiden asked her then.

Angelina’s attention went to the practical. “Do you think it’ll migrate back?” she asked, hoping against hope.

Jaiden winced sympathetically. “Honestly, not really.”

“Crap,” muttered Angelina. “And you guys did such a nice job with the placement, too. I hate it that I ruined your good work.”

“Don’t worry—it wasn’t your fault,” said Jaiden. “Sometimes these things just happen.”

His forgiveness—unearned—only made Angelina feel guiltier. “So either I take it out, or else I just have to live with a crooked piercing?” she asked. The last thing she wanted was a constant reminder of what she had done.

“Well, we could re-pierce it,” Jaiden suggested.

Angelina sighed heavily with relief. “Yes please and thank you!” she exclaimed. “Let’s do it right now.”

“We should take out the old jewelry and let the area heal first,” Jaiden told her apologetically. “Don’t worry—that should only take a week; two at the most. Piercings take a long time to heal because the body has to form a fistula. But once we take the jewelry out, the healing process is much simpler and faster.”

Angelina’s spirits fell a fraction, though she knew she should be grateful Jaiden’s time frame hadn’t been longer. “A week or two,” she repeated.

She didn’t know if she could stand being lopsided for one whole week, let alone two, but neither did she want to remove any more piercings than she had to. “And then I’m back to square one with healing.” She sighed, this time with regret. “I was going to stretch them, you know—just a bit.”

“If you’re going up a few gauges, then we definitely need to re-pierce,” Jaiden told her in no uncertain terms. “That piercing is just too shallow now.” Then a thought seemed to grab him. “But...” he began, trailing off.

“Oh?” Angelina asked, perking up.

“We could re-pierce at fourteen gauge instead of sixteen,” Jaiden suggested. “Then we could stretch all the other piercings up at the same time—or whichever ones you wanted to stretch.”

“So I’d be at a fourteen gauge then,” Angelina summarized. “Well, I guess that would be some progress, at least.”

“They say the stretching journey is measured in years,” Connor put in sagely. He himself sported tunnels in his ears that had to be well past the one-inch mark. Angelina supposed he knew what he was talking about. All the same...

“Years?” she repeated. “Just how big do you think I’m stretching, anyway?”

Connor shrugged, looking embarrassed.

Jaiden cut in, saving them both from the strained moment with a change of topic. “Anyway, as for payment, of course don’t worry about it. You’re still a friend of the shop.”

“Isn’t your boss eventually going to get mad?” asked Angelina while Connor perused his phone. “You know, since you’re always giving your time away to me for free?”

It was just an idle question on her part, but for some reason, it caused Connor to start. He looked up from his phone and right over at Jaiden. The two men exchanged a long, hard look.

At last Jaiden turned back to her. “Let’s just say we worked something out with our boss,” he told her.

Angelina looked back and forth between the two of them, calculating. So the men had a secret too, she surmised. Interesting.

But fair was fair; the piercers hadn’t probed too deeply into the source of her piercing injury, so she should leave them to their privacy as well. She wouldn’t pry into whatever was going on between the piercers and their boss. At least not now.

Angelina turned to Jaiden. “So what happens now?”

“We make an appointment for two weeks from now, and then we re-pierce you and stretch your other piercings at the same time.”

His words and demeanor were casually professional, but Angelina thought she saw a spark in his eye as he looked at her.

She made the appointment.
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Two weeks was an eternity to wait. Jaiden had been right, though; once Angelina removed the jewelry, her wounded piercing healed over very quickly.

In the meantime, she found herself obsessing over what it would be like the day she had her pussy piercings back to perfect—and at a larger gauge of jewelry, no less. It was better to think of that than feel the nagging guilt over her secret. In stolen moments between her college classes and her tutoring job, she slipped over to her dorm room to distract herself with many a masturbation session.

Many a very careful masturbation session, in which she was ever mindful of her remaining piercings. Perhaps she shouldn’t have been masturbating at all, but the truth was that she was simply horny. Already Angelina was wondering what would happen when she went back to the piercing shop. Would things be strictly business, or would the trio once more end up thoroughly involved with one another, as they had that first night?

Too, she occasionally found herself wondering why Jaiden and Connor had acted so strangely when she had brought up their boss in conversation. However, she had sworn to herself that she wouldn’t pry, just so long as she didn’t have to admit to the piercers how she had really injured her piercing. Whatever they were hiding, it was their business, and they could keep their secrets if she could keep hers.

Finally the day arrived. Angelina’s midterm exams were finished and all schoolwork had settled into a lull, leaving her free to focus on less academic areas of interest. She went to the piercing shop, all too eager to finally be symmetrical again downstairs.

She expected to find Jaiden and Connor there alone, as she had the previous couple of times. But no. The instant Angelina entered the shop, she saw a new face behind the counter.

“Um, hi,” she said, looking up at a tall Latino man with many tattoos. She felt unaccountably flustered by his presence, and she told herself it was only that he wasn’t whom she’d been expecting. “I have an appointment with Jaiden? And Connor?”

“They’re in the back autoclaving,” said the man, his voice casual and pleasant. “I’m Santiago, by the way. I own the shop.”

So this was the boss about whom the piercers had been so squirrely. His large presence was intimidating, and she found herself getting nervous.

“Angelina,” she introduced herself.

He nodded. “Nice to meet you, Angelina. I’ll go let those two know that you’re here.”

While she waited, Angelina busied herself by looking at the body jewelry displays—looking, but not really seeing. She was too antsy to pay attention; getting pierced always put her on the edge between fear and excitement. Getting to the release afterward was half the motivation in the first place.

This time the stakes were doubled. This wasn’t only about handling the pain. She also had to continue keeping the secret of how she had really ruined her piercing—at least if she wanted to keep being able to look Jaiden and Connor in the eye.

Connor poked his head out of the little side room, his handsomely round face looking earnest. “We’re ready,” he said. “All cleaned up from the last client.”

By the time Angelina crossed the few steps to the room, the piercing apprentice was setting up the tools and jewelry for her piercing and her stretches. She eyed the taper in particular, the thin finger-long near-cylinder of stainless steel. That’s what Jaiden would use to slide her nine remaining piercings up from sixteen gauge to fourteen.

She hadn’t done much stretching with any of her piercings, only taking her “standard” lobe piercings up slightly to accommodate proper body jewelry, rather than “normal” earrings. That had barely hurt at all. But that time, she’d been stretching piercings that were years old, and only in her ears. In her pussy, on recently healed piercings, it might be another thing entirely.

Jaiden closed the door, and before her nerves could get the better of her, Angelina turned away from the jewelry that would soon grace her pussy. She started adjusting herself on the padded chair. As before, she had dressed for the occasion, her legs covered only by a short skater skirt that could be easily flipped up and tucked aside. Underneath, she was completely bare—not merely free
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