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Haley arched an eyebrow. “I will if you will,” she replied playfully.

A smiled tugged the corner of Alex's thin, firm lips, but he quickly suppressed it. “That's not very fair,” he said, crossing his arms over his chest where he sat at the other end of the sofa from her. She still loved when he did that, unconsciously tensing his biceps so they were clearly outlined in the short sleeves of his T-shirt, pressing the thin cloth against his chest with his arms.

If there was one thing Alex never lacked, it was definition—his planes and curves staked their own claim on space, as if he were that bronze striding man sculpture so iconic of Futurism in spite of its terrible title. (​Unique Forms of Continuity in Space? Please.) He was still a beautiful man a year into their relationship, and for that, she was thankful; so many men had ceased to be attractive to her all too quickly. She was a modern woman, and felt no qualms in discarding them the instant this happened.

“I thought you were a feminist, one of these 'new men' we've been hearing about since at least the nineties,” she came back, still in a teasing tone, but with an edge underneath it. “What's good enough for the goose is good enough for the gander, as my grandma used to say.”

“The gander's delicate parts, so to speak, wouldn't take so kindly to such treatment,” he said, feigning haughtiness as he stuck his nose up at the corner of their ceiling. Their ceiling—that was another thing she loved. They shared the apartment and paid costs proportional to their incomes—her, sixty percent, him, forty percent—and hadn't fought about it once.

“Oh, and the goose's would?”

“It's not the same part! I said it would be hot if you got your inner labia pierced. You came back and wanted me to get my dick pierced! It's completely different!” He uncrossed his arms to begin gesticulating as he talked—he liked to joke his family's milkman must have been Italian. He scooched his tight little ass toward her unthinkingly as he spoke, leaning toward her, and Haley felt herself leaning into him right back, smiling as he worked himself up.

“Okay, I'll bite. What would be the closest equivalent, in your opinion, to you getting your dick pierced?”

He only hesitated for a second, as if the answer had been on the tip of his tongue all along. His eyes glinted as his smile grew smug. “Your clit.”

She blanched, unable to maintain her joshing tone. “No...”

“Oh, yes. I think that's just what you need to do if I'm going to get my dick pierced,” he nodded.

“That's not the same at all!”

“Why ever not?”

“Okay, look. Imagine if all the nerves in your dick—all of them—were crammed into this itty-bitty little space,” she held up her fingers just-so apart. “It would be a hundred times more sensitive, right? So it's not the same at all,” she announced triumphantly.

He held up one finger. “Ah, but you're forgetting something.”

“What?”

“I have to pee with my dick. Imagine dealing with piss on a fresh piercing three or four times a day until it healed.”

She rolled her eyes. “At least you're a man and you don't have to pee every hour and a freaking half!” It was an old gripe.

He ducked his head briefly in acknowledgment. “True. But still.”

She waited for him to say more, but he didn't. “Fine. You have a point.”

“Thank you, my dear.” All at once, he leaped across the couch and pounced on her. She shrieked, then dissolved into helpless giggling as he tackled her and pried her arms away from her face so he could kiss her. “I'm—so—glad—you—agree,” he said, punctuating the space between each word with the smack of his lips against her smiling mouth. She shrieked again as he leaned a shoulder into her midriff and scooped her up into a fireman's hold as he stood.

“Put me down!” she laughed, not meaning it. “Put me down or I'll scream!”

“RARRR! Og take his woman screaming or no!” Alex did his best caveman imitation and spun in a circle, her loose hair flying out and then settling into her mouth. She laughed and spluttered around the fine strands.
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When he tossed her onto the bed, for her, things changed at once from goofy to serious. He left her lying there only a moment as he grabbed his laptop and brought it onto the bed.

“Ooh, are we going to watch porn together again?” she asked, giving him a sexy little shimmy that shook her loose breasts under her oversized T-shirt.

“In a manner of speaking,” he said with a cryptic smile as he typed in his account password, stretched out on his stomach like a teenager. She brought her bare foot to his buttock and felt the firm, round mound beneath the thin flannel of his pajama pants. “Mmm, that feels good,” he said. She eased her toes under his waistband and arched her foot around his ass, the crinkly skin of her instep molding over the buttock skin she knew to be smooth and flawless as she caressed him.

The site he was looking for came up. She gasped and covered her mouth with her hands, feet clenching up so that her toes dug into his ass. “Is that what I think it is?” she managed to squeak.

“It's a heavily pierced pussy,” he said reverently. “There's lots of amateur pictures here. Videos, too. It's called BME—the Body Modification Ezine.”

“How long have you been...looking at these things without me?” she asked, trying to hold off on judging him, trying not to get offended until she knew more.

He turned his head to look at her. “It's not like that. Just a few months. I didn't realize I had this fetish when we started dating. I really didn't. All this stuff is so new, people getting piercings like it's normal and everything. I was just watching my regular porn one day—you know, you've seen it, it's pretty tame—and they just happened to have this woman with an inner labia ring. I just exploded, Haley, it was crazy.”

“And so you started to seek it out?” she guessed, trying to understand.

He nodded. “I didn't tell you right away because I thought it might be a temporary thing. Like maybe it was just the novelty. But it didn't wear off over time. It just got more intense.”

She nodded back. “I guess I can see how that could happen.”

He breathed what was obviously a sigh of relief. “I'm glad. I really wasn't trying to keep secrets from you.”

“I know. I understand.” She rubbed her foot over his ass again, the physical contact reaffirming what she'd said.

“Mmm. You know, that's very distracting.”

“For me, too,” she admitted. The feel of his skin under hers, so familiar and yet still so sexy every time, was beginning to work its wonders on her body. Her face was heated and her nipples felt as if they must be glowing, like little balls of light. Her arousal bubbled forth into her clit and flowed down the length of her pussy like a hidden stream emerging from a cleft in a cliff face. Still stroking his ass with her foot, she glanced back at the computer screen, where Alex was paging through the images.

“Wow,” she said.

He stopped clicking forward and glanced at her. “You like that one?”

“Yes, actually.” She was surprised, herself, as she took her foot out of his pants and leaned in behind him on hands and knees. The elegance of the five-piercing configuration was stunning. Two thick outer labia piercings with gorgeous, side-set opals in the jewelry—she'd always been a sucker for opals—matched by the same jewelry in a slightly thinner stock lower down on the inner labia, and a horizontal clitoris piercing again in the same jewelry, but smaller still. It was a very aesthetically pleasing setup to Haley. “That jewelry is gorgeous, and the way the five piercings go together...it's just stunning.”

“Would you get all that done?” he asked eagerly.

She swatted the back of his head playfully. “Let's not get carried away here. Just because I said I liked it doesn't mean I'd do it.” She looked again, feeling herself start drooling all over again. To stop her prurient thoughts, she asked, “I thought a clit piercing would be vertical, for some reason, but hers is horizontal.”

He nodded. “Yeah, it can be done either way, I guess, but the horizontal seems to be a lot more common. I don't really know why.”

“Which way does it go when they pierce your dick?” she wondered aloud.

“Ah. Well, I haven't looked into it quite as much, of course, because pierced dick isn't my thing, but I do know that there, you have lots of options.” He switched over to the “male piercings” gallery, and all at once her vision was flooded with images of more pierced dicks than she would have imagined existed in the whole world, let alone on the small percentage of people willing to put that kind of thing up on the internet. And indeed, a wide range of options were there.

“There seem to be a lot like this,” she said, pointing to a picture of a thick, erect cock with a fat, heavy-looking ring dangling from its tip.

Alex nodded. She absently started stroking his hair, his neck, his back through his shirt. Though she didn't realize it, he knew that the reason she couldn't resist touching him like this was that she was aroused by all this. The thought made him happy, as did her touch. “That's a very common piercing. It's called a Prince Albert, or a PA for short.”

She nodded. “And what's that kind of jewelry called?” she asked, pointing to one of the pictures of a PA. “The woman in the picture I liked had the same kind.”

“That's a circular barbell.”

“How do they put it on?”

“The balls on the ends unscrew, from what I understand.”

“I see. Do they also make closed rings, so that you could put a thin rope through it or whatever?”

“Haley!” Alex protested in shock. “I thought you weren't into this sort of thing!” He tried to turn to look at her, but as she was right behind him, this was difficult.

Embarrassed, she muttered, “I just wondered.”

“They do make closed rings,” he conceded. “I didn't know you had a kinky side, too, though.”

She shrugged. “Maybe a little bit. I don't think of it very often,” she reassured him quickly. “But once in awhile, when I'm using my wand, I start thinking about these things and...it really gets me off,” she finished quietly. Actually, the truth was that even talking about these things with him, the vulnerability of revealing her own kinks, was turning her on more than the mental images themselves ever could have without the aid of the Hitachi Magic Wand.

“Well. I had no idea,” he said, sounding as if he were still reeling. He tried to game out her fantasies. “So you would like it if I got a couple of my ties right now and bound your hands to the headboard while we have this discussion.

She groaned at the thought before she realized what she was doing, and then there was no denying it. “Yes.”

He moved the laptop in from the end of the bed a bit, then got up and dug through his drawer for a couple ties he didn't care much about. Joke ties his acquaintance-friend had given him as a gag gift; those would do. He didn't even like the comic strip Family Circus.

She was waiting for him in a wriggling ball of anticipation, and when he held out the soon-to-be bondage implements, she at once threw her arms up and pressed her wrists to the headboard.

“Clothes off first,” he said, raising an eyebrow, curious to see if she would obey what was essentially an order.

She did, wantonly tossing aside her clothes with such fervor he quickly snatched up his laptop before she could accidentally kick it off the bed. Then, there she was, his naked girlfriend, her body perfect from the small mole on her right breast to the pinkish rawness of her waxed-yesterday pussy. He didn't hesitate to tie her up, his arousal preventing him from becoming self-conscious at his lack of experience. So the knots weren't pretty; they'd still do. And she'd said the ties weren't too tight, so that was good.

He set the warm laptop on her chest, its fan blowing hot air where it lay on her left breast, then lay down on his back next to her and leaned into to navigate for the both of them. He went back to the page with the picture she'd admired. “So you like that,” he commented.

“Oh, yes,” she said, the light of the image cutting strange planes into her flushed face.

“I'm imagining what it would be like, fucking you with all those piercings in you. With all those holes in your pussy, and
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