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Chapter One
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“Hey, guys?” came the boss’s voice. It floated to Connor from the tattoo parlor lobby.

The piercing apprentice poked his head out of the back room, where he’d been helping his mentor, Jaiden, autoclave some clamps. “What’s up, Santi?” Connor asked while Jaiden made adjustments to the machine.

Santiago—Santi for short—came into view, all six-foot-three of his built frame. Tattoos covered the entire length of his arms. By now this was such a familiar sight to Connor that he barely registered the flourishes of script, the finely drawn black-and-gray portraiture, and those couple small, early bad tattoos that the boss hadn’t gotten around to covering up yet.

“Something’s strange with the inventory,” said the shop owner.

Connor shot an involuntary look at Jaiden. The piercer’s expression reflected Connor’s own guilt.

It had been a couple weeks now since their spontaneous night with a certain young woman. Angelina had started as a customer but quickly turned into a friend of the shop—an intimate friend. One whom they’d decided not to charge for the ten genital piercings they’d just given her. Instead, out of the blue, the piercer and the apprentice had shared a threesome with Angelina.

For obvious reasons, they hadn’t kept any record of the night’s adventures. Now it seemed their indiscretion was finally coming back to bite them in the rear.

Connor didn’t know what to do—lie? Tell a half-truth? Suck it up and reveal everything? He was a mere couple months away from completing his two-year apprenticeship, and he didn’t want anything to jeopardize that now. Out of habit Connor looked for guidance from the piercer he trained under.

Jaiden visibly took a deep breath in and out. The slender piercer gave off a sense of complete calm, as if he were merely preparing to push yet another needle through yet another customer, or to get yet another tattoo added to the scattered collection on his arms.

Then Jaiden spoke for both of them. “What’s strange with the inventory?”

“Ten pieces of jewelry went missing between one week and the next,” Santi said. “I know you get a defective piece now and again—like a barbell with messed-up threading or whatever. But ten pieces at once?”

“It’s not going to break the bank, is it?” Jaiden asked.

“Nah,” replied Santi. “You how cheap that stuff is wholesale; I’m not too concerned about money on that scale. But you’ve got to admit, it’s strange. Right now you two are the only piercers working here, so I just thought I’d ask, in case there’s something I should know.”

The boss genuinely sounded more puzzled than upset. Maybe this really was simply about missing jewelry.

Hoping against hope that that was all there was to it, Connor blurted out the first excuse that came to mind.

“It was two-for-one special night. And this one girl—woman—she came in and asked for ten piercings at once. Ten piercings downstairs, if you know what I mean.”

“So the inventory is off because of this one customer?” asked Santi.

Jaiden shot Connor a look that plainly told him to shut up. The full-fledged piercer spoke smoothly, saying, “There was a lot going on. I guess we didn’t keep a good count. Sorry, boss. It won’t happen again.”

“Alright, fine,” grumbled Santi. “No big deal—just trying to figure out what happened.”

Connor let himself relax just the tiniest bit. Maybe that really was the end of that.

Then, seemingly in spite of himself, Santiago asked, “So what did she get pierced, anyway?”

“Outer labia twice each side, inner labia once each, the clit area three times, and her taint,” Jaiden rattled off.

Connor wasn’t surprised that the list of Angelina’s piercings was still on the tip of Jaiden’s tongue. The memories had fueled many a masturbation session for Connor; why should Jaiden be any different?

Santi seemed to chew on this a moment. Then, “She really got all ten at once? Even the clit?”

“Yeah,” said Jaiden.

“Damn,” said Santiago. “And here I thought I was tough, getting all these in one session.” He flicked a hand over the heavy rings of one ear, making them swing pendulously.

Once, Santi had explained that he liked the feel of the many chunks of metal dangling. He claimed that the ears were the only place that made sense for this aesthetic—or at least the only place above the belt.

There could only be one other area Santiago had in mind. Ever since his boss had said that, Connor had needed to stop himself from staring at those ear piercings. If he did, he would find himself imagining what those thick rings would look like dangling from a cock. Would they drag the dick down, elongating a fully erect rod so that it swung halfway to the knees? Or would they merely force the erection to bob up and down a bit, making it sway with every small movement of the body?

“Yeah, that chick was pretty tough,” Jaiden said to Santi.

“It was a lot,” put in Connor, pulling himself back from the distraction and trying to contribute something. “Especially with what happened next.”

Jaiden’s eyes went huge with alarm.

Too late, Connor realized what he’d just said. Oh shit, he thought.
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Connor had said too much. As if the sloppy inventory wasn’t bad enough, now they had a whole lot more explaining to do. Miserably Connor wondered if he’d just kissed goodbye to his chances of ever becoming a full-fledged piercer, let alone working at this shop long-term.

“There’s more?” Santiago asked with a confused frown. “I think you had better tell me the whole story.”

There was no going back now. Connor didn’t even know where to begin to salvage the situation. He decided to start with the simplest piece. “We... might not have charged her?” he said tentatively. 

Santiago’s frown turned to a scowl. “Why not?”

“She’s a friend of the shop now,” Jaiden said, an edge in his voice. “And we don’t charge friends of the shop.”

“Huh,” grunted Santi. “I’ve heard that one before—‘My girlfriend is a friend of the shop.’ So which one of you two is diddling this chick and her ten piercings?”

“It was me,” Connor blurted out.

At the exact same moment, Jaiden said, “You can blame me for this.”

Santiago’s eyes ping-ponged between the two of them. Now the situation was worse than ever. Connor admitted, “It was both of us—but just that once, the night she got pierced.”

“Both of you? At the same time? Right where you’d just stuck ten pieces of metal through her?” Santiago asked.

“Yes,” groaned Connor in complete mortification.

“Damn,” Santi said again, but now he sounded more amazed than angry.

“We didn’t exactly use her pussy,” corrected Jaiden. “We didn’t want to mess up the piercings.”

“I’m glad you drew the line somewhere,” muttered Santiago. He seemed to mull this over a bit. Then he said, “I should be pissed at you two right now, but I’m not. Just so long as the client was happy, and you don’t intend to make a habit of it.”

“We won’t,” Jaiden said swiftly.

“Absolutely not, no bad habits here!” echoed Connor.

“And I’m pretty sure she left very happy,” added Jaiden.

“Yeah, that’s what it sounded like,” said Santiago. “More than anything, I’m just impressed by that chick. If some rando off the street can be such a bad-ass, it kind of makes me feel like a wimp.”

Connor barked a laugh unexpectedly. The other two men looked askance at him.

“It’s just that you’ve got tattoos all over your body,” he said. “I’ve seen you changing your shirt—you’ve even got the ribs and the armpits done. I’ve barely touched that area, and I already know how bad it burns.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Santi waved this off. “But the one thing I never worked up the nerve to do was get my dick pierced. Not even once—never mind ten times. Though, to be fair, I don’t think I’ve ever known a piercer I really trusted before now.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” said Jaiden.

Unsure if the compliment included him or not, Connor said nothing.

Santi gave Jaiden a speculative look. “You’ve been here a good long while now. I’ve seen your work—you’re very precise. Out of curiosity, how comfortable are you piercing a penis?”

“He pierced his own dick like twenty times,” Connor said, unable to hold back. He remembered Jaiden’s cock all too vividly from their time with Angelina. That metal-studded member had played a larger role than Connor would have anticipated in his fantasies lately.

Jaiden shrugged. “It’s only fifteen times, but who’s counting?”

“And how’d they come out?” asked Santi.

“You want me to show you?” Jaiden asked seriously.

“Sure, why not? The shop’s closed now anyway. Let me just go pull the blinds.”

The boss usually reserved part of hump day for cleaning, bookkeeping, and general catch-up. Now, as Santiago pulled the blinds on the late afternoon sun, the trio of men were thrown into relative gloom. Somehow the change in lighting made the shop feel like an entirely different place. Connor had the odd sense that his ordinary workplace had been transformed, and that now, anything could happen here.

He dismissed the feeling as an odd momentary sensation, a complete misread of the mood.

Santi said, “I don’t want this to get awkward. Let’s just say you’re off the clock now, okay? Call it a paid half-day off. We’re just three guys who know each other—no boss, no employees. Jaiden, whatever you do or don’t want to show me, it’s totally your choice.”

“I don’t mind showing you,” said Jaiden. He undid the front of his jeans. The cock he pulled out was already half erect. “Sorry it’s like that,” he said. “I don’t usually, like, sexualize my job or whatever. But now that you’ve got me thinking about the night we had with that chick...”

Santiago waved this off. “You don’t have to explain. You’re just having a natural body response, you know? It’s not like you have to act on it.”

Connor bit down on the first thought that came to mind, which was, But you could act on it...

His own dick was responding to the power of suggestion. He’d always thought of himself as heteroflexible. Jaiden had mentioned he felt similarly, though he tended to use the word “bicurious.” Now, Connor found himself intrigued by seeing Jaiden’s modified cock again, out in the open, right there in front of him.

As for their boss, Santiago might be interested on a sexual level as well. The boss was out as pansexual. Connor had heard this fact over and over in the last couple years, thanks to the many nosy questions people had asked while Santi dated a nonbinary person.

Now, though, Santiago was unattached once more. Connor had never thought he
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