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Part Four

Chapter Nine

 


She hesitated a moment, then carefully stepped
over the threshold and into the entry hall of Kim and Michael’s
house. She carried nothing with her. She had been told anything she
needed would be supplied. Having never been inside the house before
Analise wanted to look around and see how her employers lived. From
the outside it looked just like any other house in a fairly new
development. They were at the end of a cul-de-sac in a heavily
wooded area. The nearest neighbors were more than two hundred yards
away. Semi-private with all the trappings and conveniences of
modern suburban living.

“Lower your eyes,” Kim reminded
her. “Remember your position and role here.”

Analise immediately complied, letting her head
tilt forward slightly, her loose black hair partially obscuring her
face, and kept her eyes on Kim’s feet.

“Very good. You remember our
agreement?”

“Yes, mistress,” Analise
automatically replied. Up until she spoke the words it seemed like
she was playing a silly game. But just the phrase of acknowledgment
somehow made it real. And how could she forget the five page
written contract she had been made to read and sign. Though she
doubted it would hold up in any court, she was determined follow
the letter of the contract to the best of her ability. She wondered
what Davis would have thought of the contract and her eagerness to
explore this part of her sexuality as her summer break.

The thought of her sort-of boyfriend made her
tremble a moment and she was tempted to rethink what she was doing.
But then she brushed those thoughts aside and concentrated on the
moment.

“You drove your car over
here?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Give me your keys, your purse,
your wallet.” Silently Analise willingly handed over these items.
She wouldn’t need them for the next few months. “We’ll move your
car to the garage later. I’ll put away the purse and wallet. You
won’t need them.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Now strip. Put your clothes on the
table.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Keeping her eyes on the floor, Analise
unbuttoned her plain blouse, folded it carefully, and placed it on
top of the table. Reaching behind her back, she unhooked her simple
white bra, slipped it from her shoulders, removing the cups from
her breasts, folded this as well, and placed it on top of the
blouse. Her sandals came off next; these she put under the table,
carefully lined up against the wall. Then she pushed down the
waistband to her loose-fitting black cotton pants. Again, she
folded these and placed them on the table. She didn’t look up but
sensed Kim watching her impassively. Not hesitating, but not moving
too quickly either, she pulled down her lacy but practical black
panties. These were folded and placed on top of her pants. She now
stood nude before Kim, waiting.

“And the jewelry,” Kim
said.

She had known Kim would order her ornaments
removed, but had been unwilling to walk into the house without
wearing it. Her rings and simple things she had left behind at her
apartment. She carefully removed the small studs from her ears,
then slowly, reluctantly, she unhooked Davis’s necklace and dropped
all the bits of metal on top of her panties.

Then her hands strayed toward her pussy, but
Kim stopped her. “That won’t be necessary,” she said with kindness
in her voice. “We spent a lot of time and effort getting that ring
in there, no need to take it out now.”

Analise was relieved. She still wasn’t very
skilled at removing her new piercing. The pain was gone, but it
still made her nervous to touch. Afraid of needles her entire life,
getting a clitoral hood piercing done was the bravest thing she had
ever done in her life.

 


The tattoo and piercing parlor and clean and
neat and tidy and bordered on the antiseptic. Except for the books
and displays of flash art on the walls and the display cases of
body jewelry in the front it looked a lot like a doctor’s office in
the back. She was accompanied by Kim to the parlor. She sat on the
edge of what looked exactly like—and probably was—a doctor’s exam
table holding Kim’s hand, waiting for the piercer.

“You remembered to shave?” Kim
asked.

Analise nervously nodded her head, too afraid
to speak lest something inappropriate come out.

“Good, you’ll be doing that on a
regular basis in the near future.”

She nodded again. Already the consent forms had
been signed, Analise hadn’t had to say anything. Kim had picked out
the jewelry Analise would be wearing and had given explicit
instructions to the receptionist who wore a silver ring in her nose
and sported tattoos up and down her arms. Analise wondered if she
and Kim looked like a lesbian couple coming in to get matching
piercings. She felt foolish and nervous and out of her depth. Kim
seemed confident and self-assured.

When the piercer walked into the room Analise
shouldn’t have been surprised that it was the receptionist who had
taken Kim’s request. Without preliminaries she began. “My name’s
Trixie. Take off your skirt and underwear and let’s see what we can
do.” She turned around and Analise remained frozen. Trixie washed
her hands and started putting on a pair of nitrile
gloves.

“Take off your clothes, Analise,”
Kim prompted her.

Now she was able to start moving. She did so
mechanically, still stunned at what was about to happen to her. Did
she really want this?

“Nervous?” Trixie asked, watching
Analise take off her clothes.

“Uh-huh,” was all she managed to
vocalize.

“First time?”

“Yes,” Kim answered for her after
an awkward pause.

“And you’re jumping in with both
feet with a genital piercing. Brave girl.”

“Not really,” Analise said softly.
Her pants and undies were on the floor and she stood there
uncomfortably as the two other women looked at her.

“She’s doing it for me,” Kim
explained.

“Oh. That makes sense. You two are
in a dom/sub relationship?” Trixie asked the question as if it were
the most casual bit of small talk.

“Yes,” Kim answered. Analise
couldn’t find her voice still.

“Interesting,” Trixie commented.
“Okay, up on the table. Let me get the stirrups out. It’s just like
a visit to the gyno, only probably a little more fun.”

Kim giggled at Trixie’s joke. Analise just
followed the orders. “Maybe a little more painful as well,” Kim
offered.” Analise remember that Kim had no piercings or tattoos.
She had as little personal experience with piercing as Analise
did.

“Not according to my mom,” Trixie
said, sitting down on a rolling stool and sliding between Analise’s
legs. She opened up her client’s legs a little wider and then ran
her gloved fingers around Analise’s labia and clitoral hood.
Analise forced her mind to a different state, telling herself it
was just like a visit to the gyno.

“Oh really?” asked Kim,
intrigued.

Trixie chatted with Kim as she continued her
inspection of Analise’s most intimate area. “Yup. Mom didn’t have
an epidural with me and she tore a little when I was born. Doctor
had to stick her with a needle four times to sew the tear. No
anesthesia.”

“Ouch. But how does she know which
hurts more?”

“She told me so when she got her
labia pierced a couple of years ago.”

“She told you this?” Kim was mildly
surprised.

“Since I was the one doing the
piercing, why not?”

“You did her…genital piercing?
Wasn’t that a bit…weird for you?”

Trixie shrugged. “I told her I’d do it for
free. Mom can’t pass up a bargain.”

Kim lost her voice for a moment. “Your mother
sounds like an interesting person.”

Trixie nodded energetically. “Oh, she is. The
stories I could tell you…” She trailed off as she finished her
inspection and manipulation of Analise’s pussy. “Good news. I’ll be
able to do a vertical hood piercing on you. You’ve got the right
anatomy. Mom didn’t. That really disappointed her.”

“I’m sure,” Kim agreed.

“She was practically in tears,”
Trixie said as she started opening sterilized tools and laying them
out. “You’ve been awfully quiet, Analise. You ready to do
this?”

“Uh-huh.”

Trixie stood up and looked Analise in the eye.
“If you don’t want to proceed, that’s fine. I’ve had clients come
back several times before they worked up the courage. We don’t have
to do this.”

Kim opened her mouth to object, but said
nothing, wanting to see what Analise did. The jet-haired woman
breathed in once and found herself. “No. I’m ready. Just nervous.
Let’s do this.”

That brought a smile to Trixie’s face. “Good.
Okay. Let me talk you through this. First, a lot of antiseptic.
This’ll be cold.” Something cold and wet splashed over her pussy.
Analise looked up at the ceiling willing her mind elsewhere. “Not
so bad. Next, I’m going to put on the clamps. It’s really just a
special surgical forceps, it’ll keep show me where to place the
piercing and keep you still. It’ll pinch.”

A gasp escaped Analise’s lips as the cold metal
was added to the cold antiseptic. Though the forceps weren’t
squeezing her clit, it was still painful. And at the back of that
pain, there was just the tiniest hint of pleasure.

“Do you like the placement?” Trixie
asked. “Remember, you have a fairly limited range with this type of
piercing?” Although she asked Analise, it was Kim who
answered.

“Yes, that’s
acceptable.”

Trixie paused a moment. “Oh, that’s right.
She’s getting this done for you.” She addressed Analise again. “Is
it okay if Kim answers for you?”

“Yes,” Analise said between
clenched teeth.

“Okay. The needle goes in next.”
She moved her stool closer and Analise could feel Trixie’s breath
on her inner thigh. She had never felt so vulnerable and exposed.
She had no control over what was about to happen to her. “We’ll do
this on three, okay? Are you ready?”

“Yes,” Analise said, bracing
herself.

“Just relax. It’s easier on us
both. Take a couple of deep breaths.” Analise
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