



The Piercer’s

Instructions

by Layla Lewis

Table of Contents

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Teaser

Select Other Works | by Layla Lewis

NEW from Layla Lewis!

Quickies: Series

Quickies: Thematic Bundles

Quickies: Odds and Ends

Standard Fare: Series

Standard Fare: Thematic Bundles

Standard Fare: Odds and Ends

About the Author

AI Disclosure Statement

Copyright Information | The Piercer’s Instructions

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


Angelina’s roommate let the dorm room door slam shut behind her carelessly. The noise made Angelina wince.

After a moment, Angelina let out a sigh of relief that she hadn’t known she was holding. Finally, she was truly alone.

Today, for once, Angelina would have the shower to herself for as long as she wanted it. Ordinarily, she kept to a strict rule she had made for herself: no showers longer than fifteen minutes if her roommate might be waiting. But today, that rule didn’t apply. No one would knock impatiently, and no one would notice if she made certain... sounds.

All naked and slippery, she could soap herself as she pleased. She could tilt her hips into the flow, allowing the water to run over her newly pierced pussy. She could part her lips down there, letting her fingers find the increasingly familiar patterns that worked around the piercings. She could get out her vibrator and—

Suddenly Angelina wasn’t so sure that having the bathroom all to herself was such a good thing after all. It invited temptation.

She knew she should follow the instructions that the piercer and his apprentice had given her. Those included—according to the aftercare handout—no “vigorous motion” around the genital piercings for a full eight weeks. Obediently, Angelina had been treating her vibrator as off-limits for almost two months now.

But surely that timeline was too long. It was over-cautious. Angelina had read online that a month was plenty long enough to wait. Jaiden, the main piercer, probably just didn’t want to risk damage to his very precise work. As a perfectionist herself, Angelina could relate, but sometimes caution went too far.

After all, hadn’t Jaiden and his apprentice, Connor, already broken their own rules? Hadn’t they, after piercing her pussy, set aside their professionalism and risked injury to the new piercings, all to have sex with her?

Besides, Angelina figured, everything had been looking fine downstairs. The piercings seemed to be healing with no issues—save how horny she was getting.

There simply was no good way to get herself off properly. If she moved her fingers too quickly or forcefully, the new and still oversensitive piercings twinged. She could cum, sort of, but only in a way that felt chronically unsatisfying—like months on a diet of nothing but salad.

By now she was sick of those tiny, barely trembling climaxes. What was the point of getting all those naughty below-the-belt piercings if she wasn’t going to have good orgasms anymore?

Today wasn’t the first time she’d entertained these thoughts. It was, however, the first time she was completely alone with them. There was nothing to stop Angelina from marching right back into that bathroom with her shower kit in hand and showing herself a very good time.

Angelina couldn’t resist the opportunity to get off thoroughly, however inadvisable, and no matter the instructions from the piercers. While the water ran, getting up to temperature, she dug her waterproof vibrator from where it had been languishing at the bottom of her shower bag.

Just the act of stripping naked already gave her a bit of a rush, as she couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like, someday, to show off her piercings to a new lover for the first time. Against the patchy color of her piebald skin, that gorgeous metal symmetry would catch the eye. Her piercings would be sheer perfection.

When she had finished all the boring parts of showering, Angelina relaxed into the little plastic shower chair—a relic from when her roommate had broken a leg.

Angelina slouched against the wall of the shower. She stared in renewed wonder at her own pussy. Ten piercings. She still didn’t know what she had been thinking, that night, but still thought of it often—slender Jaiden with his member in her rear; chunky Connor putting his dick in her mouth.

This time, however, thinking of the men gave Angelina a different feeling: guilt. Not the fun, naughty kind of guilt, either. Angelina, despite being a rules-follower, hovered on the verge of completely violating their instructions.

Angelina pushed the men from her mind. She wanted to focus purely on herself.

Her fingers slid down. She felt the ball-ends of the four barbells through her outer lips, amid the soft fuzz of hair where she hadn’t been able to shave properly. She parted her outer labia in the V of her fingers, exposing the pair of piercings in her inner labia. Her first two fingers came together again and swept down the middle to open the loose flaps.

She admired her vertical and horizontal clitoral hood piercings. Her clit was already swelling a bit, making the little nub poke out from under the hood ever so slightly—just enough to show the metal that ran right through it. If she tipped her hips just right, she could just about see her final genital piercing, the fourchette at the back of her pussy. The angle also opened her up better to the shower raining down on her.

Her wet hand started moving slowly but rhythmically, finding all her favorite places. Back and forth she went: using her fingers for a few moments, then letting the water do the work the next. She alternated this way for several patient, luxurious minutes. All the while, she forcibly kept Jaiden and Connor from her mind. Instead, she imagined the vague future lover who would become helplessly aroused at the very first sight of her piercings.

She had never thought she could find her own pussy so interesting, but the piercings made it seem new and exciting. Variety entered her touches. She added small circles and sets of frantic little taps on her clit. The slippery fluid inside spread out onto her shower-wet pussy lips.

Angelina felt sorely tempted to tug on her piercings. Above all, she was tempted by the one through the clit. But she would already be pushing things if she used the vibrator. If the piercings migrated, it would ruin the perfect placement.

All the same, the thought of pulling on her jewelry excited Angelina. Her fingers moved faster and faster. The barbell ends next to her hand were a constant reminder of just how changed her pussy was.

She came then, without warning.

It was a small orgasm, but still, it made her gasp. The sound of the shower muffled the tiny noise. Barely pausing, she kept right on stroking herself. Her movements grew more furious all the time, yet she held onto the edge of restraint. She wouldn’t ruin the perfect placement of her piercings just for a few orgasms. She wouldn’t.

Another brief moment of bliss ran through her. Then came another, and another. But it wasn’t enough. For all the vigorous activity she was putting her pussy through, she hadn’t yet felt a twinge of pain. Surely, she started to hope, the area was ready for slightly rougher action. Maybe, just maybe, she really was ready to take on her favorite toy.
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From the shower shelf, Angelina grabbed the waterproof vibrator, with its vaguely phallic casing of blue plastic. The thing was much-loved to the point that her thumb had worn a smooth spot in the texture of the end cap.

She turned it on low. It hummed to life, same as ever. Angelina closed her eyes and simply listened for a moment to the familiar sound she’d been missing these past several weeks. Then, carefully, she touched the tip of the vibrator to her clit.

It rattled against her piercings, making her start. She hadn’t expected that. The sound echoed surprisingly loudly in the shower, alarming and distracting her. She fought back the absurd thought that surely anyone listening would have heard that odd rhythmic clatter and would now know exactly what was going on.

She couldn’t stop now, though; not when she was so horny and only partially through her usual series of orgasms, the series she’d been accustomed to before her piercings. Hoping to alleviate the noise, she tried several different angles. Always, the results were the same. Angelina grew both more frustrated and more aroused as the vibrator brushed against her most sensitive parts.

Finally she found a quieter method, laying the last couple inches of the vibrator alongside her inner labia and against the side of her clit. Her own body now damped the sound of the vibrator.

“Oh, that’s it,” she said in a voice so low that even she could barely hear it over the shower. 

Angelina freely relaxed into the medley of sensations. There was pleasure, yes, but also a subtle and delightful discomfort. The pieces of jewelry in her inner and outer labia occasionally snagged on one another for the briefest of moments before the smooth metal balls unhooked themselves. The piercings vibrating past one another created entirely different sensation than Angelina had ever felt before.

Though something like pain was there, in the heat of her desire it felt so slight that Angelina could tell herself it didn’t matter. She was quickly going beyond any worry for the health of her piercings.

Small crests, not quite orgasms, were coming fast now, building and building. A moan escaped her lips. It echoed loudly in the shower, startling her. Trying to avoid future distractions, she bit down on her lip.

Unfortunately, that only caused an additional sharp stab of pain as her teeth caught on the lip-stud that she had been wearing for years now. The feeling was just the sort that she loved; the same feeling that had sent her seeking out piercings ever since she had discovered her proclivities as a teenager.

At last Angelina could resist no longer. She turned the vibrator up to maximum. She held her breath, fully expecting additional pain.

It never came, though the sound of the vibrator shifted. That gave her pause, and she froze there a moment with the vibrator on her clit, listening.

The hum was higher pitched, but no louder than it had been before, she decided, and there was no clatter from her piercings. It was alright. She again felt free to ride the vibrations as far as they would take her.

At some point she decided she should switch to the other side of her clit—just to satisfy her penchant for symmetry. The side she’d been working had become somewhat inured to the maximum vibration, but the other side was hardly warmed up at all. The minute Angelina slid the toy over, she cried out.

She began to cum uncontrollably.

She ground her hips into the vibration that was almost too much. The trembling of her own body easily outdid that of the vibrator. She bucked and shook and made far more noise than she had planned, though she was far beyond caring.

No sooner had one climax finished than the next began. Angelina didn’t have to work at all to coax it out of her body. The pleasure was shot through with lightning flashes of sharp but enjoyable pain from her overtaxed piercings.

She came a third time, now shaking so hard she had to hold onto the shower grab-bar to keep from tipping herself right off the flimsy shower chair. The water had gone tepid at some point, but Angelina didn’t care. She felt more than warm enough as the arousal seemed to roll off her flushed skin.

She thought, for a moment, that she was done. Then she found herself wondering what people would think if they knew she could give this level of pleasure to herself. If they knew that it was partly thanks to having her pussy stabbed full of metal. The idea made her feel so wonderfully twisted that she came again.

Emboldened by her own deviance, she finally let loose completely, no longer caring if the vibrator rattled occasionally or a cry escaped her bitten lip. She shuddered hard against the maximum-speed vibrator. Every few seconds, her hips convulsed of their own accord.

The ecstatic orgasms almost seemed to shatter her, after what felt like forever going without the thorough release she was used to. The climaxes felt so good that between a couple of them, Angelina entertained the idea of denying herself release more often, on purpose. That almost sounded good. Almost.

Actually, it sounded better and better the closer she approached her next climax. But then, everything sounded good right then. Maybe she would tug on her piercings after all. Or maybe she could just drive the vibrator harder against herself—not pressing directly on the piercings, only near them.

She bore down on the vibrator. There was pleasure and there was a small pain that Angelina told herself was only from the pressure of the toy. It took her over the edge yet again. She was wild in her shaking and careless in her bliss, for once completely unmindful of small details as she came harder than before.

Eventually, though, she
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