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  To all the Switches, never forget you’re the best of both worlds







  
    
      “Friendship… is born at the moment when one says to another “What! You too? I thought that no one but myself… ”


    

    
      C.S Lewis, The Four Loves
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  Introduction



Introduction

As I write this, my wife and best friend, Jane and I are planning our Valentine’s meal. Given all the restaurants are closed this month because of the lockdown here in England, the option of a nice dinner at a restaurant is not available. 

But that’s not a problem, in fact many of our date nights are spent at home - we both love to cook. So planning a fancy meal and then preparing it is a double treat, and has the bonus of being cheaper and a much shorter journey to the bedroom afterwards.

For a Valentine’s meal there’s a special expectation. So this year we’ve planned a full dégustation. A multi-course meal with lots of different smaller portions, often following different themes for each course. Very fancy.

I mention this because it’s traditional, between some courses, to have a ‘palate cleanser’. A small dish, usually citrus or at least tangy, that resets your taste buds so you can enjoy the next treat.

This wasn’t the book I’d planned on writing next, in fact Kinky Friends with Benefits was supposed to just be a fun, short story I started where things were a lot more ‘switchy’ between two best friends. It was my very own literary palate cleanser. I’ve written three books from my Kink by the Number series in a row and as I approached book four after the Christmas break I needed something different so I’d come to Natalie and Brandon’s next book, refreshed.

This short story turned out so well that I just kept on writing and it’s ended up my longest book to date.

And this book is quite different. It’s my only book so far written from a first person perspective. And not just that, I should really say first person’s perspective, as it’s written from the point of view of the two lead characters, Amy and Dylan. And that is the third new element — Dylan is the first time I’ve written from a male’s point of view in my erotica.

When it came to the second chapter, getting in Dylan’s head, it felt almost uncomfortable. I relaxed into it after a while. However, if you’re a female reader you may well find some of what goes on in his head, a little perturbing. I have no excuse. Men, myself included, are on the whole simple animals, especially when it comes to sex. My editor’s first feedback was ‘Is this really how guys think?’ She concluded it was ‘fascinating, arousing, and a bit disturbing’. She’s not wrong.

As ever it’s full of edging and denial, but with a few more twists in the dynamic that we find with Natalie and Brandon. I hope you enjoy Amy and Dylan as much as I have creating them.








  
  
  Chapter 1 - Amy

  
  




‘You know he’s into you, right?’ Callie grinned at me over her caramel latte.

I nearly spat out my coffee. ‘Are you crazy? Dylan’s like a brother to me. We virtually grew up together. I love you, but he’s my best friend. And you’re wrong, he isn’t into me.’

‘Amy, he is,’ she insisted, ‘you just can’t see it because you’re too close, or you don’t want to.’

‘I absolutely don’t want to. I don’t want to even think about it.’

Callie laughed, ‘Think about what? How Dylan gets a boner when you hug him?’ She opened her eyes wide, waiting on my reaction. It didn’t disappoint.

‘Stop. Oh my God, I hate you, I’m never going to get that image out of my head.’ I shook it as though trying to jolt it out. It can’t be true.

This was not the catch up with an old friend after getting home that I had imagined. Callie put her coffee down and looked at me. ‘He’s cute, you know, and such a nice guy. Very different from the ones you go for.’

I sighed, ‘Not as if I have had any success with them. But yeah, he’s just not my type, and I can’t believe we’re even talking about this.’

‘Not everyone’s an alpha male, Amy. And those that are tend to be assholes.’

‘Well, you’re not wrong there,’ I said. I thought back to the few disastrous dates I’d had during my first year at university. I’d imagined it’d be easier, being away from home, a new setting. The guys had seemed so attractive, but they’d all seen a single date as an invitation into my pants. And as much as I was keen to do more, I wasn’t prepared to give it up that easily, especially if they weren’t exactly what I was looking for.

I paused, took another sip of coffee. Is she going to understand? Now’s as good a time as any to find out. ‘It’s not just an alpha male I want,’ I paused for her reaction.

‘No?’ She waited on me, letting me stew until I confessed.

‘It’s more than that,’ I finally said, my foot tapping as the nerves kicked in. ‘This is between us, right?’ Her eyes lit up. Callie was a complete sucker for secrets. She nodded enthusiastically and shuffled her chair closer so that no one might hear us in the busy cafe. ‘I’m looking for someone…’ I paused, there was no going back if I said it, ‘… dominant.’

‘Oh, really!’ The grin on her face told me she was delighted with the quality of my secret. She tried to hide it and look all nonchalant, ‘I’m not surprised, I figured you were a bit kinky.’

‘What the hell? How?’ This was not the response I’d imagined.

She shrugged and sat back, drinking more coffee. ‘I don’t know, you give off that vibe. And then, of course, there’s Halloween.’

My drink had just about got to my lips, but I paused. ‘What about Halloween?’ I could guess what she was going to say, but I didn’t want to admit it.

‘You think I haven’t noticed you always take it as an excuse to dress up like a slut. I don’t even know how you walked in those platform heels. And didn’t you wear a collar last year?’

I could feel my face burning up. ‘Everyone uses Halloween to dress slutty. You didn’t say anything! Is that what everyone thinks?’ I’m such an idiot, of course it was obvious.

‘I mean, most of the guys are probably jerking off to the pictures they took of you. But yeah, it doesn’t do great things for your reputation, although maybe they just think you’re quirky and it is a Halloween thing.’

I didn’t really hear the second bit of what she was saying. ‘Jerk… jerking off?’ The image of it made me feel dizzy. I hadn’t even considered it. I was starting to shake a little, so put my coffee down.

‘Hell yeah, girl. I know for sure Justin had at least ten of you on his phone.’ Callie was still sipping her drink, clearly having fun at the torment she was putting me through.

‘Shut up. Your ex was not jerking off to me.’

‘Well, it wasn’t to me, that’s why he’s my ex.’ She didn’t seem bothered. ‘I can’t blame them. You realise how sexy you are, right?’

‘I…’ I didn’t know what to say. ‘I am?’

She tilted her head at me. ‘Girl, come on. You might have been a late bloomer, but now you’re one of the hottest women I know. It’s only the fact you keep yourself all covered most of the time that hides it.’ She chuckled, ‘Well apart from Halloween. What are you going to be this time?’

‘Maybe an angel?’ Halloween was months away, but I’d already had fun planning and gathering items. I hoped my choice disproved her theory.

‘Oh, an angel. Let me guess, it’s a white corset that shows off your boobs, maybe a tiny skirt, and super high heels?’

Shit, she’s got me pegged. ‘And thigh-high stockings.’

She laughed so loudly people around stared for a moment. ‘So a slutty angel. You see? Don’t get me wrong, I think you look amazing. It’s just hilarious you’re so unaware.’ She sat back and bit into the stroopwafel she’d bought with the coffee. ‘So how kinky are you?’

I looked around, horrified, but no one seemed to have heard her. ‘I don’t know. Is there a scale?’ It wasn’t what I wanted to say of course. Really, really kinky, it’s all I think about.

‘Well, how serious are you about finding a “dom”?’ She made air quotes, showing off she knew the language.

‘It’s all I dream of,’ I said. It was true, the search for the perfect dom felt like the focus of my life; and how hard it was, my biggest disappointment. ‘It’s really difficult. Like you say, so many of these guys are assholes, the ones online are even worse.’

She sat up. ‘You do this stuff online?’ I’ve definitely said too much. She’s never going to find out about that. ‘What do you do?’ she prompted.

‘Umm, you know, like explore what’s out there. But it’s a complete shark pit, you have to be super careful.’ I recalled all the frustrations, the disappointments, the ‘doms’ who just ghosted me because I wasn’t prepared to fall to my knees and strip naked before we even talked properly. I guess my face showed what I was thinking.

Callie took my hand. ‘Hey, it’s okay. I get it, even the online dating stuff is a minefield, I can only guess what it’s been like.’

I sniffed, ‘I want to try so much, but I’m still a fucking virgin and all they want is to take advantage of me.’ I was getting emotional now. This was not how I’d imagined telling someone I was kinky would go.

Callie rubbed my hand. ‘You know, Dylan wouldn’t take advantage of you, I’m sure of that.’

That was for sure. He was the loveliest, sweetest guy. I was so lucky to have him as my best friend. I’d never even thought about him sexually. ‘Are you sure he’s into me?’

‘Hon, he follows you around like a puppy dog. You heard Kara asked him out on a date last year and he said no?’

‘What, Kara? Seriously? He never told me that.’

‘That’s because you’re the reason he said no.’ She got a wicked look in her eye. ‘I bet he has way more than ten photos of you in your Halloween costumes.’ She sniggered.

‘Callie, no, oh my God. Wasn’t the thought of his boner enough!’

She leaned in, a salacious grin on her face. ‘I bet he jerks off looking at them every day.’

‘You’re twisted, stop it.’ I covered my ears with my hands but I couldn’t unsee the picture of what she’d described. She laughed, pleased with my reaction. I wasn’t sure if Callie was right, but it didn’t matter, I’d never think about Dylan the same way again.








  
  
  Chapter 2 - Dylan

  
  




My phone vibrated. I ignored it for a moment until I saw it was Amy. I grabbed it, staring at the screen while the messaging app took forever to open. ‘Hey Dylan - I miss you, wanna hang out tonight?’ it read.

Play it cool, play it cool. I typed out, ‘Yeah, sounds great. Can’t wait to see you, I’ve missed you.’ That is not playing it cool… I deleted it and tried again. ‘Sounds great, be at yours at 8?’ Yeah, that was better.

‘Awesome, I’ll pick a movie. What do you fancy?’ she wrote.

You. You, you, you, you. ‘Whatever works, just looking forward to seeing you.’

‘Aww you big sap. Me too. Love you bestie xxx’

‘Love you too.’ She had no idea how much I meant it.

I stood up, exhilarated at the chance to see her this evening. We’d grown up together; she meant it when she said best friend, and I did too. But the last few years she’d become even more to me. Just whenever I tried to tell her it went wrong.

I thought back to my disastrous first attempt, a Valentine’s gift that she’d assumed I gave her out of pity. She’d been so cross, throwing the necklace I’d chosen so carefully and saved up for, in her bin.

That had put me off saying anything for a long time. Then each time I built up the courage, it came out wrong. Or maybe she just didn’t want to hear it. That was the risk. What if I ruined our friendship? I couldn’t cope with that, I need her in my life.

I looked at myself in the mirror. There wasn’t much to look at. I wasn’t like the big, strong guys I could see Amy was attracted to, and it killed me. I’d been working out this year, trying to bulk up, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

But I couldn’t go on like this. Her heading off to college had been torture. I’d taken a gap year to do a bit of travel, and get some work experience and money together while she’d gone straight on to study. My dream had been that she’d join me on my travels, but she’d assumed I was joking when I suggested it. By then, I’d deferred entry. I ended up having a good year, but not the one fantasised about, travelling around Europe with Amy by my side. And in my bed.

For most of the year all I could imagine was her finding some hunk of a boyfriend, and I knew it was going to break my heart. I need to tell her how I feel, while she’s back for the summer.

No. Tonight. I’m going to tell her tonight.








  
  
  Chapter 3 - Amy

  
  




I rifled through my wardrobe. ‘Oh my God, what am I going to wear?’ I’d never even considered that question for a night in with Dylan before. I do not need this stress, eugh, why can’t he not fancy me? Is it that hard?

The more I thought about it, the angrier I got with him. Why did he have to be so stupid and take what we had, a great, deep friendship, and mess it up like this? And even worse, that he hadn’t told me. He had cute girls like Kara going after him. Okay, she wasn’t the smartest, but she was sweet and pretty. If I was the reason he’d turned her down then he was just an idiot.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror inside my wardrobe, remembering what Callie had said. ‘Does she really think I’m sexy?’ I said to mirror image me, but all she did was shrug and check out my butt.

‘Okay, maybe I am a bit.’ I turned back to face myself and cupped my boobs with a smirk. I sure did grow into these. I laughed and a wicked thought came to mind. If Dylan is so secretly into me, let’s see what impact I can have on him.

I stripped off what I was wearing, avoiding looking at myself in the mirror. A few nice comments do not undo a lifetime of body issues. I got excited as I began reaching in for the secret stuff I kept in the back of the wardrobe. My parents were pretty good about not going through my things, but my little sister, not so much, so I kept the sexier outfits out of sight.

First out of the box was my hottest set of lingerie. To be fair, it was my only actual set as everything else was random panties and bras. It was my ambition one day to only have rows of matching lingerie sets to pick from. Or even better, to have someone else pick for me. Wearing this always made me feel extra sexy, even if no one else saw it, and I certainly didn’t plan on Dylan seeing it, but it made my boobs look fabulous.

I pulled out my short skirt options. I sometimes wore them with leggings but never without, besides as a costume. School girl tartan, a very tight black one, or my new white one I’d already picked out for the angel outfit. Maybe Callie has a point about Halloween. I decided against them and instead chose a pair of tight jeans — sexy without trying too hard. Anyway, my top will do the work for me.

I picked out what might have been a cute little cardigan — it turned into a very low-cut v-neck top if worn with nothing but the bra underneath it. It was also cropped enough to show a bit of skin above my belt too. Dylan was going to be surprised.

I looked at myself again, gave a little spin. One thing missing. I searched through my necklaces and picked out a choker that reminded me of a collar, smiling as I clasped it around my neck.

There was an old picture of Dylan and me I kept pinned on my poster board. Oh Dylan, I’m going to make you suffer for not telling me how you felt, if it’s true of course. And if it isn’t, then this won’t do anything to you, so it’s only your own fault.

‘Now, what are we going to watch?’ I let out a little gasp as an idea took hold. Is that too mean? I grinned, I was feeling naughty now. I reached up for the DVD that I’d only ever watched once and sworn never to again. I was about to break that promise, but it was all for a good cause.

‘This could actually be quite fun.’








  
  
  Chapter 4 - Dylan

  
  




‘Amy, I love you.’ No, she’ll just say she loves me too, that’s no good. Despite a thousand times having imagined my declaration of love, and her delighted response in kind, I still needed to figure out what I was going to say.

‘I want to be more than just good friends,’ I practised. Eugh no, such a cliché. How, how do I tell this incredible, beautiful, sexy girl that I love her and want to be with her?

As with most things I didn’t know, I Googled it. ‘How to tell a girl you like her’. It even had pictures. ‘Keep clean and well dressed’ I read. ‘Keep calm’. Okay, but what do I say…

When I found their suggestions, it wasn’t much help. ‘I think you’re awesome and I really like you.’ Seriously? She knows that already. I read the next suggestion, ‘Hey Amy, I don’t usually go up to girls and say this, but I really like you.’ Eugh. Okay, this clearly isn’t meant for me. That might get me killed.

I scanned other suggestions, and one stood out. ‘Do you want to go out on a date?’ That might actually work. A date, that would show it’s more than just hanging out. I pictured myself saying it, and of course, her saying ‘yes, I’ve been waiting for you to ask for so long.’ Okay, that’s probably unrealistic but I couldn’t help myself.

I soon got caught up speculating where I’d take her. It should be somewhere new, maybe a nice restaurant, or was that too obvious? I’d earned money during the year, I could definitely afford to impress her.

Maybe a walk and a picnic, that could be romantic. We could go somewhere secluded. I was picturing Amy in one of her super cute summer dresses, leaning in towards me, ‘Why did we wait so long, Dylan?’ before she kissed me, the thin strap falling off her shoulder, I looked down, and my suspicions confirmed, she’s braless under the top.

‘Fuck yes,’ I whisper to my fantasy as I cup her breast through her top. The thought of it makes me ache. I have to do something about it.

I lie back in bed, my jeans quickly pulled down, my cock in my hand. I imagine the feel of her perfect breast, kissing her, touching her, unbuttoning her top and at least seeing what I’d only dreamed of for so long. She moans her devotions to me as I climax in real life, emptying my balls on my fresh t-shirt, too caught up in it all to even grab a tissue.

You’re worth it, Amy.

I couldn’t wait to declare my love. A new t-shirt and some body spray and I’d be ready.








  
  
  Chapter 5 - Amy

  
  




I was nervous as 8pm came around. My dad raised an eyebrow at my choice of top but my sister said it looked good on me. I did have second thoughts about what I was wearing, but I was curious to see how Dylan reacted. As much as I fantasised about pretty much everything, I’d never imagined him in any of them. The concept he might not feel the same about me had me more than curious.

My mum let him in and soon sent him up. I could hear them having a brief chat at the front door. My parents loved Dylan. I padded around my room, ensuring that when he walked in I was bent over, rearranging something. I heard him pause at the door, looking at me for an extended pause before he said, ‘Hey.’

I feigned being startled and turned to him, my cardigan bouncing, giving him a glance at what I had on underneath. He stopped, he stopped hard. He didn’t quite drop his mouth comically open, but his eyes didn’t lie, nor did his silence.

I stared back at him. ‘Helloooo? Earth to Dylan?’ Fuck my life. It’s only a cute top. Damn it, Callie’s going to be so smug.

‘Hiya’, he eventually managed.

I reached up to hug him and felt his hands on the small of my back linger just a little longer than they normally would. We pulled away and he eyed the choker around my neck. I tried not to smile too hard. ‘Are you alright?’ Teasing him like this was easier and more amusing than I’d imagined. I kept close to him, my bra and the v-neck top giving a view I was intrigued to see if he could ignore.

He couldn’t. His eyes flicked down and lingered. ‘Yes, fine, thanks.’ He realised finally that I could see where he was looking. 

‘Are you sure? You look a bit flushed.’ I tried not to laugh. Keep it together, Amy. Man, this is too easy. I stepped back. ‘Come sit down, how’re you doing? I haven’t seen you all week, what have you been up to?’

Dylan perched on the end of the bed. As we had a proper catch up about the rest of my week since I got back home he seemed to relax a bit. But something was up. He was definitely nervous, and I don’t think my outfit could be entirely to blame.

‘So what movie have you picked?’ he eventually asked.

My plan had evolved since I’d come up with it earlier. I pulled out a couple of DVDs. Normally we’d find something on Netflix, but this time I wanted to see what he did. His first test. On top of the two was Aliens, the Special Edition, of course–one of his favourite movies–and something he’d made me watch a million times. Gaining Sigourney Weaver as a badass role model wasn’t a terrible outcome.

I watched his eyes as I uncovered the second DVD. Let me make it absolutely clear, I hate this movie. It was a tremendous disappointment. I didn’t think the two main actors had any chemistry, and now I know more about consent, much of the story line is hugely problematic. But I’d never told Dylan any of this, I figured he’d only know it by its reputation.

‘Fifty Shades of Grey,’ he said, looking up at me, eyebrows raised.

‘Yep.’ I didn’t want to give him anything more to go on.

He seemed to take a while to think about it. I reckon he was trying to play it cool. ‘We’ve seen Aliens so much, let’s try that instead,’ he suggested, trying to be nonchalant. It wasn’t convincing. I bit my lip to stop myself grinning.

Oh really, now we don’t have to watch your favourite. I see. ‘Okay.’ I shuffled off the side of the bed and bent over to put the disc in and get it playing. I glanced back at him. He was totally checking out my butt. Men, is that all you can think about? I hit play, and walked back to the bed. Actually, I’m hardly one to talk. Maybe this means we can talk about some stuff at least.

That had been the other part of the plan. To use the film as a way to talk about some of the stuff I’d admitted to Callie. It had felt good to tell someone, and Dylan was even more important to me.

Unfortunately, I had forgotten how painful some of the movie plot problems were.

Once we’d watched a little I couldn’t keep quiet. ‘She doesn’t have an email address, are you kidding, what century is this set in?’

Dylan laughed at me, but soon he was joining in. ‘Is it me or is this guy basically a stalker?’

‘I forgot how creepy it was,’ I admitted.

I’d mostly been thinking about the kinky sex scenes, and the bondage playroom. When Christian pulled out a BDSM contract Dylan seemed shocked. ‘Why would you need a contract? That’s dumb.’

‘Nothing says I love you like a non-disclosure agreement.’ I laughed. ‘But the idea of setting out rules, that’s not a bad idea.’ I tried to educate him but it fell on deaf ears.

‘But what about being spontaneous, and what kind of things would you even have to agree?’

I wasn’t certain if he was just unsure, but he sounded pretty judgemental. I tried to explain. ‘You know, rules, boundaries, safe words, limits of what you were prepared to do, punishments too.’ I looked at him, hoping for a glimmer of understanding.

‘You seem to know a lot about it.’ If he’d smiled, softened it, I’d have known what to do, but he gave me nothing. And then he said it. ‘All seems pretty weird to me.’

I realise he didn’t appreciate how much this stuff meant to me but I couldn’t help but take it personally. ‘It’s not weird. Sure the film, and the book aren’t a good example, but lots of people take this stuff very seriously.’ I sat back in the bed, crossed my arms, and we watched the rest of the film in silence.

The fact the movie ends with Ana concluding that Christian is a perverted deviant didn’t really help my cause. ‘Stupid movie’ I muttered under my breath. That was the worst plan ever, what were you hoping to achieve? I chastised myself as I headed to the loo. Even the sexy bits had been ruined by Dylan’s judgement hanging over me. I pondered how ironic that was given what Callie had told me he liked to think about. It was time to find out if it was true.

* * *

When I came back into the bedroom, he’d shifted position, perched on the edge of the bed. ‘So, Amy, I had something I wanted to ask you.’

I sat down back on my side of the bed, legs stretched out. ‘Oh cool, actually I had something I wanted to ask you too.’

Dylan looked like I’d put him off his stride a bit. I stayed silent, not asking him what his question was. It didn’t take long for him to fold.

‘So, umm, what did you want to ask me?’ he said.

I looked at him with a confusing mix of love and anger. I leaned forward and his reaction pushed me over the edge — he looked down my top without the slightest attempt to be subtle. Fine, if that’s how he thinks about me, let’s see what he has to say about it.

He saw me watching his gaze, and looked up guiltily. ‘What did you want to ask?’ he repeated, trying to distract me.

Here we go. ‘Do you think about me when you wank?’

His eyes went wide. It’s awful, but I found the shock on his face funny. I bit my lip again to stop myself laughing.

‘What?’ he cried. ‘W…what do you m…mean?’ Oh boy, he only stutters when he’s really flummoxed.

I smiled sweetly, but my gaze was stern. ‘Do you fantasise about me when you masturbate?’ It was only at this point I realised that I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer, but it was too late now.

He looked at me in disbelief. ‘Why would you ask that?’

I huffed. ‘That’s not a “no”. It’s a simple question, Dylan.’ Shit, he does do it, he’s not denying it. Bollocks, Callie was right. Now what do I do?

He was confused, I could see it. I began to feel a little sorry for him but then the image of him actually wanking got in my head, no longer a crazy theory but apparently, reality. ‘Yes, or no?’ I demanded.

He frowned, leaning on the bed on one hand, and then raised an eyebrow. It was always cute when he did that. But this was so the wrong time. ‘Do you really want to know the answer to that?’ He seemed a little more confident.

Oh shit, does he think I like the idea? Shit, shit, shit. ‘Answer the damn question, Dylan. Do you?’

He looked down at the floor. ‘Yes, sometimes.’

‘Oh my God,’ I whispered. I looked down too, feeling my chest tighten.

That sent him into a renewed panic. ‘I’m sorry, I try not to, I feel bad about it.’

‘Well, that makes two of us. Do you know how that makes me feel?’ I paused, I wasn’t sure I knew.

He must have seen my confusion. ‘I’m so, so sorry.’ Dylan reached out, but I jumped up, taking a few steps back.

I looked at my best friend, he was clearly distraught. I felt bad about that, but I was angry that he’d not told me anything about this. I went back to my question. How do I feel about this? I didn’t know, but I was curious.

I turned and leaned my head against the wall, trying to calm my breathing. ‘What do you think about?’ He stayed quiet and I turned to look at him. He’d been blushing before from my challenge, but that question made him go bright red. What the hell? ‘Oh my God, Dylan, what do you think about?’

‘Please, don’t ask me that.’

What the fuck? My anger was quickly transforming into deep curiosity. Was he secretly kinky too? I’d talked to him about my submissive leanings a few times, maybe a little coded now I consider it, but I realised that he’d never opened up about what kind of things turned him on. Maybe the fact that I’m what turned him on made that understandable.

But now, I had to find out. I’d opened the can, the worms needed dealing with. ‘Tell me, help me understand.’ I sat back on the bed, opposite him. He stood, wanting to come closer and walked awkwardly to perch on the near corner of the bed. What’s he… oh God, he’s got a boner.

It wasn’t that I’d never seen Dylan get one. We were on a train one time and he’d had an obvious bulge when he reached up to get our bags down. I’d teased him about it. But this one was because of me. That made me feel strange. I didn’t tease him this time, although, I have to admit, I was tempted. The situation was getting ludicrous. He sat back down beside me, trying to casually rearrange himself. I managed not to giggle.

‘Are you sure you want to know?’ he repeated. There was that strange mix of fear and, what was it… surely not arousal? I mean he does have a hard-on.

‘I do,’ I answered.

He didn’t look me in the eyes. ‘I think… about being with you.’

‘Fucking me?’ I said, purposefully raw about it.

‘No.’ He paused and reconsidered. ‘I mean, yes, sometimes, but more, I mean being with you. Your boyfriend.’

‘But fucking me too?’ I was determined to ignore the boyfriend thing. This was not the way to ask me.

‘Yes,’ he said, looking defeated. I kind of felt sorry for him, but if I was going to get more details, this was the time.

My eyes met his. ‘Tell me.’

He tilted his head. ‘Kissing you, I think a lot about kissing you.’

‘Oh.’ Okay, kissing, that was cute. I could handle that.

‘Kissing you everywhere.’ He looked up at me, eyebrows lifted. Suddenly it was me who was blushing.

Everywhere? That just went from cute to something very different. Everywhere! I looked at him. Shit. I could see it in his eyes. He was about to do something stupid. Before I knew it he was leaning towards me.

‘Dylan…’ I said, trying to warn him off. He kept on leaning in. ‘Dylan…’ Seriously, was he not picking up on my tone. Oh God, he’s shut his eyes. I shied away but he kept on going, opening his eyes when I wasn’t where he obviously expected my mouth to be. But even that wasn’t enough, he leaned further, awkwardly trying to get to my lips. I jumped up from the bed. ‘Dylan!’ I shouted. ‘No!’

Thankfully that was enough. More than enough. I saw it, his fairytale story burning before his eyes. He rolled back to where he’d been sitting, gazing at his floor, looking utterly defeated. I felt awful. ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, ‘but I just don’t… I never have. Eugh, I….’ I was lost for words.

I paced back and forth, trying to work out what to say. ‘What was it you wanted to ask?’ I hoped the change of subject might get us out of this mess.

He gave a sad little laugh. ‘I was going to ask you on a date.’

You’re kidding me. I stood still. ‘Oh. Gosh.’

‘I guess you answered it, anyway.’ He sounded like he was about to cry. Suddenly all my anger evaporated.

I wanted to go to him, to hold his hand, but I stayed standing. ‘Dylan, I’m so sorry. I just… had no idea. I was cross, confused.’ I tried to make him feel better. It didn’t look like it was working. ‘I love you, but not like that.’

His silence was worse than anything he could have said. It seemed to go on forever. He didn’t look up. ‘I… I should go,’ he finally said, standing too.

‘Okay.’ I didn’t know what else to say. I watched him gather his things and leave.








  
  
  Chapter 6 - Dylan

  
  




I walked slowly back to my house, feeling like shit — entirely wrapped up in my thoughts.

‘How did that go so wrong?’ I’d rehearsed what I was going to say a thousand times, and I don’t think I’d managed to say a single sentence of it. What was up with that movie, and that outfit, ‘And her question?’ I finally said aloud.

‘Do I think about her when I wank?’ I mean, why did she even ask? And how do I answer that?

I tried a possible response out loud as I walked down the road. ‘Of course I do, you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.’ Fuck, even that would have been better than my stupid silence. ‘Oh God, what have I done? I’ve messed up everything.’ The cat passing me in the street didn’t seem to have any sympathy.

I went back to her words, ‘I love you, but not like that.’ Was there ever a more awful thing to hear? But who could blame her, after the bumbling, judgemental way I’d acted. Surely she was trying to tell me something with that movie choice. And her top. I just had no idea what.

I felt like such an idiot. She was supposed to be my best friend, but it seemed like I hardly knew her tonight. And why on earth had she asked that question?

For a moment, just a moment, I imagined she was coming onto me. I know, hardly a conventional technique. And then what had I done, only tried to kiss her. Fuck, how am I ever going to get past this? I’ve ruined our friendship. I’m so stupid. I have to do something. I have to fix this.

I jumped the fence of the playground I was walking past, and sat down on one of the swings. It was too late for any kids to be there, and none of the gangs of teenagers who sometimes hung out here in the evening seemed to be around.

I pulled out my phone. ‘Amy, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s okay you don’t love me that way…’ I didn’t finish the message. Is it okay? Is this it? Have I just lost my best friend?

I deleted most of the text. ‘Amy, I’m sorry about what happened tonight. Can we talk?’

I sent it, watching for the read notification. Finally, after what seemed like hours, the little symbol changed. It told me she was typing. I waited. And waited. I didn’t dare reply, not even type a letter in case it gave her an excuse to not say what she was thinking.

Still, nothing from her. If she still hasn’t replied by the time I’ve got home, I’ll message again. I began walking, faster now. I checked my notifications were on, that it would ping, and vibrate, when… if, she messaged.

It still hadn’t by the time I’d reached my front door. I pulled my phone out, standing in the porchway. I gave in, but as I was about to write more, it showed her typing again. I waited, my heart racing. Finally, it appeared.

‘I’m sorry too. I have lots to think about. I’ll call you tomorrow.’

A spark of hope ignited in me. Could that mean, something positive? She’s sorry, that’s a good start, right? My thoughts vacillated from positive to negative. Every time more convinced the message was a good, or bad thing.

I had to reply, just something. An emoji? They were always safe, but I’m not sure one could quite capture how I was feeling right now. I decided to take a risk. ‘I love you,’ I typed. My finger hovered over it. Fuck it, it’s true. She needs to know.

I hit send, and waited. I wished I had stayed, that we could have talked this out. Waiting on her replying was such torture. But I didn’t have to wait long.

‘I know you do. I just didn’t realise quite how much. I love you too.’

That has to be good? Maybe I haven’t totally messed this up.

I managed to feel slightly less freaked out. Which let me reconsider that damn question of hers. I pictured her saying it again, ‘Do you think about me when you wank?’

Even in my distressed state I couldn’t help appreciate the irony. I crept upstairs, still thinking about how incredible she looked tonight, my cock taking charge of my thoughts, helping me to worry less about the stress of the evening. You’re all I think about when I wank. I slipped into my room to prove how true it was.








  
  
  Chapter 7 - Amy

  
  




I didn’t sleep a lot that night. My mood kept shifting between anger that Dylan could treat our friendship like this, to guilt that I was so harsh with him, but mostly confusion about how it all left me feeling.

‘He tried to kiss me, that’s not cool,’ I complained to my soft toys. They gazed at me accusingly. To be fair, I never asked their permission before I did far worse things to their cute little faces in one of my horny frenzies. If only I had someone I could talk to about this. Callie is only going to make fun of me, and she has no idea about kinky stuff.

I wrestled with my emotions for a while longer before I suddenly had a brilliant idea. I knew exactly who I could ask. I checked the time. Definitely too late to message now, but it was Saturday tomorrow, I’d get her wisdom in the morning.

That helped me settle and I finally fell asleep, wrapped around my pillow.

* * *

I slept in later than usual, even for a Saturday. As soon as I’d grabbed some breakfast I prepared my message.

‘Hi Emma, it’s been a while. Thanks for your advice before. I have a really tricky question and you’re the only person I could think of to ask.’

Emma was an online friend, quite a bit older than me, but how much I wasn’t exactly sure. I mean ‘friend’ might be stretching it a bit. I’d read lots on her blog about their lovely, sexy, kinky marriage, and had written to her once to say how much I loved seeing it all described so positively and that she and her husband, Nathan, were total goals for me.

I hadn’t expected a reply that time, but when she did, and we started chatting for real, I struggled not to be a bit fangirly. She’d helped me with how to handle some of the way ‘doms’ were talking to me, and really got my head straightened out with some pretty basic advice. But since then we would chat sometimes.

‘Hey Amy, great to hear from you, how’re you getting on?’ she replied soon after.

‘I’m good. Well I was, until my best friend told me he loved me.’

‘Oh dear. Did that come as a surprise?’ she replied.

‘It really did. I don’t know what to do.’ Did it come as a surprise? I started to doubt myself. I should think about that more, but not now.

‘How did it come up, was it some big declaration of love.’ She added some heart emojis.

‘Hah no, it was kind of weird.’ I paused again. He was going to ask me on a date. I’d got so caught up in the wanking fact, I hadn’t really thought about that.

‘LOL Weird, how?’

‘Well, I asked him if he thinks about me when he masturbates.’ I replied.

‘Of course you did. Gosh that goes above and beyond best friends.’ She finished it off with a big grinning emoji.

‘Exactly, which is why I wanted to know if it was true. A friend said he was into me like that.’

‘You didn’t pick that up at all?’

‘No! I’ve been so focused on trying to find a dominant guy, and you know how that’s gone, it’s why we spoke in the first place.’

‘Yeah, any progress with that?’ Emma asked.

‘Just more arseholes. Online and in real life.’

‘Yeah, they’re everywhere. What was it you said, “They think kinky girls are easy”? If only they knew how much work we really are, huh? LOL’

‘And how much we’re worth it if you put the work in.’ I was pleased with my reply, and Emma’s ‘PREACH’ in response was the first thing to make me smile again. ‘So what do I do?’

‘Well, let me ask the obvious, how do you feel about him?’

‘I mean he’s been my best friend since we’ve were little. I’ve never thought about him like that.’

‘And if you did?’ Emma prompted.

‘I pondered the question before I replied. ‘He’s cute, he’s smart, he’s funny. He’d be a real catch for anyone. But he isn’t kinky, I don’t think. He sure isn’t dominant.’ I nearly laughed at the idea. Imagining Dylan as a dom was utterly ridiculous. And his reaction to last night’s movie hadn’t given me any indications he was even kinky.

‘He’s the same age as you, right?’

‘Yes.’ I could guess where this was going.

‘You know, Nate’s dominant side didn’t really emerge until at least his early-20s. Before then he was mostly just a horny bastard. Okay, kinky too, thinking about it. But you’re aware it’s us women who tend to mature way faster in all this.’

It was true. I remember back to getting Dylan to play games with me — as kids — where I got tied up. Even then I knew that desire to be tied up was part of me, while he, as far as I could see, just liked being the Cowboy to my Indian. Oh and his guns. Always liked his guns. I smiled at the memories.

I messaged again. ‘Okay, that’s a fair point, but he told me he was in love with me. That’s very different from how I feel.’

‘Yes,’ Emma agreed. ‘And if you know you could never feel that way about him, then you need to quickly make that very clear, and free him to find someone he can feel that way about. Don’t give him any hope, it’s just cruel.’

Wow, I can see that, but it seems harsh.

Emma continued. ‘BUT, if it’s more that you’ve just never thought about him that way, rather than you can’t, then maybe you need to do some reflection.’

‘But what if he’s not kinky? That’s a huge thing for me,’ I wrote.

‘I know, and that needs to be part of the process. But that aside, honestly Amy, this isn’t an awful place to be. A huge part of success in our marriage is Nate and I became best friends before we dated. You have that already with Dylan.’

‘I hadn’t thought about it like that.’ I really hadn’t. The idea of being best friends first seemed radical, which was ridiculous when I began to think about it.

Emma continued, ‘If, and it’s a huge IF, you might be able to feel more for him, and IF he might be compatible with your kinkiness, there could be the potential for something special.’

‘But how can I tell that?’

‘Well that’s where it gets fun. There are a few ways. But first tell me, are you entirely submissive, or do you identify as being kinky more than anything?’

I hadn’t ever really considered it that way. ‘How do I know?’

‘Well, are all your fantasies, and the things that arouse you, about you being on the receiving end, or submitting? Are you always the “bottom”, always the submissive?’

‘Or…?’ I prompted, still not sure.

‘Or does kinky stuff in general turn you on too. The thought of others submitting, being punished, hot, nasty sex, predicaments, humiliation, all that kind of thing. Can you appreciate those are just as hot, even if it’s happening to others?’

I thought about the books I read, the porn I watched. ‘For sure, especially if it’s creative.’

‘Creative, how?’ Emma asked.

‘I guess it usually means cruel and mean, or perhaps if it’s beautiful, aesthetically?’

‘Interesting answer. Okay then, pushing it even further. Do you ever fantasise about being the one in control, imposing punishments, or orgasm denial or humiliation for instance?’ Emma asked.

That was easier to answer. ‘Not punishments, but the others, yes.’ I considered my fantasy life. ‘Those fantasies tend to only be with girls though. Is that usual?’

‘I’m not sure there’s anything such as “usual” in all this. But it does tell me you’re more broadly kinky than just strictly submissive. Even if, as for many women, our preference is submission.’

I felt a bit reassured. ‘Okay, that’s all fascinating. But how does it help with Dylan?’

There was a pause before Emma replied. ‘Well, given you know my blog well you won’t be surprised, but there might be an interesting way to explore all this with him.’

‘Oh, really, tell me what you’re thinking!’

And she did. I liked what I heard.

Poor Dylan.








  
  
  Chapter 8 - Dylan

  
  




I spent most of Saturday in a pit of despondency. All hope had vanished when I’d woken, recalling with huge embarrassment the evening before. I kept picturing her asking me, ‘Do you think of me when you wank?’ over, and over.

Slowly my thoughts grew to what she was wearing, dreaming of how it might have gone differently. Instead of her shock at my confession, her getting aroused by it. Kneeling up in that incredible little outfit, asking for more details. And then, as most often happened in my dreams, her lying back, letting me take her little panties off, and tasting her.

I could only imagine it. But I soon found my cock in my hand, jerking off, doing exactly what she’d asked about. And of course once I came the guilt was worse than even last night.

I couldn’t remember how my feelings for her had started. I tended to blame her breasts. Not that they were at fault, they were utterly perfect. Or so I imagine, a lot. But that’s what got me realising she wasn’t the same as me, just as we were both going through puberty. What was I going to think about but her, my beautiful best friend?

It seemed so natural, and now seeing it from her perspective, so wrong too. Fuck my life.

It hadn’t been too much of a problem through school. Sure there were the moments of frustration when I chickened out on telling her how I felt. But I always felt so lucky to spend time with her, and she didn’t date either so we got a lot of time together.

It was only when she went to university this year that it all came back. Imagining Amy finding some guy, falling in love, and let’s not even start on the idea of her having sex. I’d been thinking about her so long it seemed wrong it could be anyone else.

That was crazy. One one hand, I knew it. But still, to have everything, my carefully protected fantasies about her, come crashing down so hard in just one evening. It was brutal.

She kept me waiting all day, not that I blamed her, there was a lot to think through. I’d been watching my phone. When it came up with a message from her I held my breath. What might she say?

‘I know I said I’d call, but I reckon we should do this face to face. There’s some stuff I need to get. How about you come over Tuesday night?’

That seemed an eternity away right now. ‘Okay great.’

‘I still have a lot to think about, but I may have a proposal for you.’

‘A proposal?’ I messaged. ‘I do!’ I couldn’t help myself.

There was an awful pause. God, Dylan, couldn’t you just be serious for once in your life?

‘You are insane. That’s so deeply inappropriate.’ She sent, then, thank God, followed it up with a load of crying, grinning emojis.

Phew, I think I got away with it. But it didn’t answer the question about what kind of proposal. And she had to ‘get some stuff’, what the heck? I didn’t dare ask though, I felt lucky to be getting a positive response at all.

‘Thank you.’ I wrote, truly grateful. I had no idea what she was up to, but this wasn’t being cut out of her life, which is what I’d feared the most.








  
  
  Chapter 9 - Amy

  
  




I nearly called off meeting up, three times. I went from thinking my plan was brilliant through to hating it many more times than that. Another chat with Emma helped, where I ran through more of my ideas and she helped me keep it all a bit more realistic.

I had a lot of time to think about how I felt, and I still had no idea. There were so many questions. There was one question Emma had asked that I kept going back to. I’d explained how he’d turned down Kara last year, and she asked me how I’d have felt if he’d taken her up on it.

‘Back then, I’d have been fine,’ I told her, not entirely sure that was true. ‘But knowing what I do now? Is it weird I’d maybe feel jealous?’

‘Not weird, but definitely interesting,’ she’d replied. I was still considering what it meant.

Still, I felt like what I was going to suggest was a risk. I could maybe get Dylan to do a reset on all this, go back to best buddies who shared everything. But we didn’t share everything, did we. I didn’t even know his biggest secret — that he loves me.

* * *

He turned up at my place after dinner, looking smarter than usual. I’d deliberately scaled back, wearing some comfy yoga pants and a hoodie. I don’t want to bias his decision.

He started off by apologising again. I was getting a bit bored of that.

I sat back at the end of the bed and he joined me, in the same places we’d been the previous evening. ‘‘It’s been somewhat freeing actually,’ I said. ‘There’s stuff I haven’t really been telling you that I feel like I can now.’

He was obviously curious, overdoing the attentive listening bit if anything. ‘Oh, what kind of stuff?’

Here we go. ‘I am kinky.’

Dylan tipped his head to the side. ‘I think I kind of knew that.’

Okay, interesting. I needed him to know the extent of it. ‘‘Right, I mean I joke about it a bit, but that doesn’t nearly cover it. I am super kinky. Like, it’s what I think about all the time. I read kinky erotica, watch kinky porn, love kinky blogs. It’s a big part of who I am and I’m sorry I haven’t been more open about it.’ I let out a sigh of relief.

I’m not sure if his expression was surprise, or him being impressed. ‘’Oh wow, okay, no, I didn’t know it went that far. But that’s cool.’

‘Is it though, are you really okay with that? You didn’t react well to the movie the other night.’

‘Of course I am! You were more critical of the film than I was. Honestly, if this is what you are into then I want to learn all about it!’

I felt my eyes moisten up. The fact he was just so straightforward about it, and I could see he really wanted to know more, made me feel stupid for not sharing this part of my life with him before. I put my hand on his. ‘Thank you, that means more than you can know.’

‘Why haven’t you told me before?’

I wrinkled up my mouth pondering what he’d said. ‘It’s a good question. I guess I was embarrassed about it. We’ve never been great talking about sex.’

‘True,’ he conceded.

‘And weirdly, you telling me you…’ I gulped, ‘jerk off thinking about me,’ the blush on his face made risking saying it worth it, ‘has been strangely liberating.’

‘That’s so embarrassing.’ He didn’t need to say it, his bright red face was showing it.

It was so cute. It stirred something inside me. ‘You reckon that’s bad…’ I leaned on both hands towards him. ‘I’m going to make you tell me everything.’

He actually made a little gasp. ‘What, but why?’

‘Because I realise I have very little idea what goes on in that head of yours.’ I tapped his forehead. ‘And I don’t mean just you, I mean all men.’

‘Oh, okay.’ He thought for a moment. ‘I’m not sure it’s that complicated. Not like you.’

‘Hey, I’m not complicated!’ I swiped at his thigh, ‘except maybe compared to you. But wouldn’t you like to learn what goes on in my head, and so other women I guess?’

Dylan grinned. ‘That could take a long time.’

I laughed. ‘You’re not wrong. But it seems like a fair swap.’ I sat up straight. ‘So okay, part of this is we will ask and answer anything as truthfully as we can.’

He nodded. ‘That sounds good. Is that your proposal?’

I opened up my phone, looking at the list of notes I’d made. ‘It’s a little part of it. I made some rules too.’

‘Fifty Shades inspired you, did it?’ Dylan smiled.

‘Hah, I suppose it did.’ I won’t tell him about my secret advisor who dreamt this up, not yet anyway.

‘So, what is your proposal?’ He looked serious again.

‘Okay, so look, this won’t be exactly what you’ve imagined, I’m sure of that. Frankly I’m still processing what you told me.’ I looked at him seriously, he needed to be clear about this. ‘You know I love you, but I’m not in love with you like you appear to be with me.’

I could see him deflate at my honesty. Did he really think I’d have decided I’m in love with him after the other night.

He was quiet for a moment. ‘So how do you feel about me?’

I couldn’t give him a great answer but I’d try my best. ‘What you said made me reflect more about that, and the honest answer is, I’m not sure. You know I’ve always seen you as a brother so the idea of you thinking about me romantically is still a shock.’

‘Let alone sexually,’ he muttered, remonstrating with himself.

‘Actually, that’s not quite true.’

Dylan looked up, confused.

Now my heart was racing. Was this insane? I’d spent the night before exploring this, lying in bed with my vibrator, forcing myself to fantasise a bit about Dylan. First, imagining him masturbating. That was less of a leap than I imagined, he is cute after all. Then imagining him not masturbating. It turns out that got me even more turned on.

‘What do you mean?’ he prompted.

‘Upon further consideration, I have found the idea of you wanking, thinking about me, kinda hot.’

His mouth fell open, his nostrils flared. It was a satisfying reaction. ‘What? Fuck!’

Dylan hardly ever swore. I bit back my smile, trying to remain calm. ‘I mean it’s a compliment, really. And I thought about you doing it picturing about other girls, and decided I preferred you fantasising about me.’ It was true, even if I didn’t quite know what to make of it. I sure don’t want him jerking off over Kara.

‘I, I don’t know what to say. What are you proposing?’

‘I’m not sure there’s a name for it, but given our current situation, I’m suggesting something a bit like…’ I shrugged, ‘…friends with benefits.’

‘Are you being serious?,’ he said. I could see him working it through. I better not let him get too far with that.

‘But!’ I said, interrupting his thoughts, ‘We are not going to have sex.’

He looks really confused now, bless his heart. ‘Isn’t that the whole point of friends with benefits?’

‘Yes, which is why I said it’s like it, but not actually that.’ I racked my brains, trying to come up with a better explanation. Dylan argues much less in my imagination. I had it! ‘Okay, it’s not friends with benefits, it’s friends with kinky benefits.’ Dylan didn’t seem any clearer but I was very pleased with myself.

‘I still don’t see how it works without sex.’

‘No, well that depends what we define as sex I guess.’ I made my finger and thumb into a circle and graphically pushed the first finger of my other hand in and out of it, grinning. ‘There’s not going to be any of that.’

‘Okay…’ He looked disappointed, but still curious. He’s so adorable.

‘But there’s lots of other things we can do…’ I raised my eyebrows and pursed my lips. He was suddenly looking very interested. ‘Didn’t you say you wanted to kiss me…’ I left it hanging.

‘…everywhere.’ He finished. I could see his breathing speeding up. If that got him, this’ll kill him.

‘And a big thing for me,’ I paused, building up the confidence to say this, ‘ is learning how a guy, works…’ I watched his eyes go wide as he began to understand me.

Dylan held up his hand. ‘Hold up, I need you to be very clear on this. Do you mean…?’ He looked down at his crotch.

Part of me was thrilled at his reaction. I could see his excitement growing. Another part was trying not to laugh at how simple this seemed to be. All the romantic and emotional complications and all he really cared about was this, for now at least. ‘Yes, I would like to try sucking cock.’

It was like I told him he’d won the lottery. It was really quite charming. ‘Sign. Me. Up!’ he declared.

‘What are you like?’ I laughed. ‘Is that all it takes?’

He shrugged, unable to stop grinning. ‘It’s all it takes. Honestly Amy, it’s all I’ve dreamed of for years. I can’t even believe we’re having this conversation.’

‘You’re not alone. It’s not all about blowjobs though, you get that. This is much more. I’m curious about them and want to get good at them. And no, I’ve never given one, that’s part of why I want to do this. But I want to try a lot of other stuff too.’

‘What kind of stuff?’ I appreciated his enthusiasm, although I could see he was still entirely fixated on me sucking his dick. Men… Let’s see if I can refocus him.

‘Hand jobs. Tit jobs.’ He looked like he might burst. Okay, maybe those weren’t the best things to start with. ‘Spanking.’ Hah, that got his attention. ‘Bondage.’

‘Who’s tying who?’ he asked, genuinely interested.

I was about to say him tying me, but stopped myself. ‘Trying it on each other I guess.’

He was bouncing up and down on the edge of the bed. ‘That sounds awesome, I’d love that. I have no idea what I’m doing though.’ He seemed worried again.

I laughed, ‘Neither do I, we can learn together!’ It struck me how exciting the thought of learning these things with my best friend was. ‘I’d love it too.’

He furrowed his brows. ‘You seriously want me to spank you?’

I tried not to get annoyed at the way he phrased it. ‘I’d like to try, yes. Is that okay?’

He shrugged. ‘I’ve never thought about it.’ I felt a bit disappointed, until he spoke again. ‘I guess if you did something naughty it’d be hot.’ I looked up at him, he raised one eyebrow and held my gaze. Oh fuck, well that’s new. I felt my nipples harden and imagined myself over his knee. That only made it worse, my pussy clenched at the image. I’d teased Dylan many times, sometimes it was even a bit sexual like the other night, but for the first time in my life, I flirted with him. I slowly blinked my eyes. ‘I can be naughty.’

‘So I’m learning.’ The way he looked at me, a mixture of adoration and arousal, made me feel dizzy. God, he is cute, Callie’s right, dammit. ‘What else?’ he asked, interrupting my new insights.

‘Hmmm?’ I was still picturing myself over his knee.

‘What other kinky benefits did you have in mind?’

I looked at him, taking me in with his eyes. It filled me with confidence. ‘I want to see how crazy I can make you.’

He blew out his cheeks. ‘You drive me crazy already, Amy.’

I smiled. ‘That wasn’t even on purpose. Imagine what it could be like if I put my mind to it. I know you, Dylan Richards, even if you didn’t let me into this bit of your head. I get how you think. And now I do know, think about how much worse I could make it?’

Dylan’s voice was high, and breathy. ‘How do you mean?’

I felt such a rush as I leaned forwards, squeezing my breasts between my upper arms so he couldn’t help himself but look down. ‘The other night, when I wore that little top, what did it do to you?’

‘It turned me on,’ he admitted.

‘Why?’ I asked, curious to understand.

‘Because you’re beautiful. So sexy. I don’t think you appreciate just how hot you are.’

This was strange. Hearing it from Callie was one thing. To see how much Dylan believed it as he told me was another. I turned away, suddenly embarrassed at how forward I was being. ‘I don’t think I’m beautiful.’

I expected him to argue but he surprised me. ‘That’s okay, maybe I can help show you.’

I looked back at him. ‘That is a very good answer.’ I paused, moving a little closer, my hand on his knee. ‘This could be good. But I’m worried about something.’

‘What is it?’

‘The difference in how we feel. And what it could mean if this doesn’t work out.’ I looked at him, serious now. ‘I don’t want to break your heart, Dylan. It’s not fair, and I love you too much.’

That took the wind out of his sails. He sat there, thinking a bit, and then put his hand on mine. ‘You know what, my heart is going to get broken if we don’t do this. I love you. And I know I’ve been an idiot not to say anything, but it’s out now. And it’s okay you don’t feel the same. I mean, obviously I wish you did, and hope you will. But for now, if my choice is between going on silently suffering wishing for more, or…’ he let go of my hand and waved it, palm up, through the air, ‘all of whatever this is. I’ll take this. Yes, we might crash and burn, but damn what a way to go.’ He grinned, obviously pleased with his little speech.

I wasn’t letting him have it that easy. ‘So you’d risk our friendship just for a blowjob?’ I kept my expression straight. He didn’t fall for the bait.

‘First off, you said you want to learn how to suck cock. That sounds to me like a lot more than a blowjob.’ He grinned. ‘And everything else you’re suggesting, well it sounds hot. I’m up for it. But most of all, even if this all crashed and burned, I think we’d be okay. Maybe it’d get you out of my system.’

‘Dylan! Can you stop being so logical about this please, you’re supposed to be crazily in love with me.’ I laughed, and thankfully so did he.

‘I am, but I realise even as we talk it’s mostly been a crush.’ Well that’s a bit of a downgrade. Apparently I let my face show what I was thinking. He spoke up, ‘Hey, that’s all it could be. I wasn’t even brave enough to tell you. That’s my stupid fault. But now we’re talking about something real, I’m excited. Like you said, who better to explore this stuff with if not my best friend?’

‘Good rescue,’ I told him. My mind turned back to his earlier question. ‘So, other kinky benefits. Let me see.’ I let him into the journey of self-discovery Emma’s questions had started me on. ‘Before I really thought about this I’d have identified myself as primarily submissive. And I still think that’s true, but in all honesty, I haven’t got any experience to support that. So what I know for sure right now is I’m kinky, really fucking kinky.’

‘I think we established that.’ Dylan grinned.

‘Are you kinky though? I don’t want to feel like I’m pressuring you into something you’re not interested in.’

‘Amy,’ Dylan said, ‘what I’m into, is you. If these things excite you then I can’t wait to find out more about them.’

That brought a lump to my throat. ‘That’s lovely of you to say. Really lovely.’

‘I’m only sorry I didn’t say it before.’

I returned to the question. ‘In terms of how that translates to things we try, I guess I hadn’t got much further. There’s so many different kinky things.’ I suddenly remembered something I’d seen and Googled ‘map of fetishes’. The one that came up wasn’t what I’d been thinking of, but it was a list of kinks across the USA states. As good a place as any I suppose. I showed it to Dylan. ‘I mean just look at this, kind of random selection. There’s so many.’

He took my phone, reviewing all the different categories. ‘Okay, are you into all these?’

I hadn’t even looked at it properly. ‘I doubt it, let’s see it again.’ I reviewed the list, I was definitely not into some of these, but it might make for an interesting discussion. ‘I don’t know. Part of this is finding out.’

He reviewed the map. ‘Armpits?’ he raised his eyebrows, and chuckled.

‘Hey, no kink-shaming.’ I laughed. ‘But no, not into armpits. What else is there?’

‘Balloons?’

‘Are you serious, are you picking the obscure ones?’

‘Okay then, sadism, that is in big letters,’ he offered.

‘Well sadism, masochism, for definite. Something to carefully explore. It’s a big one for many,’ I said.

‘I’m not sure I’m a natural sadist,’ Dylan admitted.

‘I’m pretty certain you aren’t. But then, who said it’d be you doing the hurting?’ I gave him a wicked smile.

‘Woah there, you’re the one who wanted to be spanked,’ he said.

‘Yes, but I have to be honest, the thought of tying you up and being mean to you is strangely attractive. Then again maybe it’s just revenge for all the times you’ve embarrassed me over the years.’

‘In that case I’m screwed.’

I replied with an evil cackle. ‘What else is on the list?’

‘Yoni egg?’ he said. I had no idea what it was either. Turns out it’s a fancy name for a Ben-Wa ball. Only he didn’t know what that was either. ‘Secret sex toys you put in you,’ I explained. ‘Jiggle balls they are mostly called, because they have a little ball inside that moves around and feels nice.’

‘Well you learn something new every day.’ He furrowed his brow. ‘Wait, do you have sex toys?’ I didn’t reply, ignoring his question. ‘Amy! What toys do you own?’

‘That,’ I finally replied, ‘is something to discover another day.’ I was already blushing at the idea of showing him my small collection, although I kind of wanted to see his reaction to my butt plugs. ‘Anything else of interest on the list?’

‘Chastity belts! Surely those aren’t a thing?’ He looked at me. Do I say something now? No, let’s keep it a surprise. ‘Oh, those sound kinky. Imagine not being able to touch. How horny you’d get.’

‘Me? Surely they’re for women?’

I kept my mouth shut. I’ll let him keep his medieval ideas for a little longer. ‘Who knows. Hot idea though.’ I moved him on, ‘anything else on the list, it does seem very random.’

‘I have no idea, are these the favourites in each state?’ He looked at the map again. ‘Used underwear?’ he read.

‘Umm, doesn’t do much for me,’ I replied, looking at him. ‘Does it do anything for you?’

‘Not in general but…,’ he blushed.

‘But?’ I prompted. Seeing him flustered was stimulating. ‘Go on?’

‘Your used underwear, is a different matter.’

‘Wow, really? Okay, that’s fascinating. Tell me more.’

‘I don’t know, I’ve honestly not thought about it until now. But the idea of your scent being on them. That you’d worn them. That’s hot.’

‘My scent? Holy moly. Really? This is so interesting. Hold up.’ I swung my legs off the bed and went to my dirty clothes hamper, rummaging inside. I stood up, and dangling from my finger were my cute, lace panties I’d worn the other night. I walked towards him slowly, letting the swing from my finger. ‘You’re telling me these are arousing?’

His eyes followed them like he was being hypnotised. ‘God yes.’

‘Hold out your hand.’ He did, and I dropped them into his hand and hopped back up onto the bed. ‘Tell me more.’

He rubbed the material between his fingers. ‘I don’t know what to say, they’re very sexy. But it’s more than that. Maybe it’s because of where they were?’

I loved the way he was analysing this. It was genuinely fascinating. So far I’d only been thinking about what I might learn from this arrangement, but to see him discovering something new was thrilling. ‘What do you want to do with them?’

Dylan looked at me. ‘How perverted am I allowed to be?’

I didn’t like his choice of words. ‘Nothing’s perverted. This is us learning about ourselves, and each other. It’s just kinky, okay?’

He nodded, although I’m not sure he appreciated the difference. ‘Okay then,’ he said, ‘how kinky am I allowed to be?’

I laughed. ‘Surprise me.’

‘I want to smell them, smell you that is.’

My eyes opened wide. ‘Really?’ I was a little shocked but thought it over. ‘Okay, wow, that’s the classic thing, I guess?’ I was trying not to freak out, I’d started this, and needed to be okay with him being open. ‘Umm, try it maybe? I know, this is weird. Lots will be.’ I was speaking to myself more than him. Then a real question popped into my head, ‘I’m intrigued, what do I smell like?’

I have seen a lot of porn in my time, a lot of weird porn to boot. But watching Dylan sniff my knickers was without doubt the strangest thing I’d seen so far. But his reaction soon drew me in. ‘Well?’

He’d closed his eyes, brought his hand up to his nose, and took a brief sniff. This is so weird. I think he’d planned to stop there, but he let out a big breath, and then pressed them to his nose, breathing in deeply. His eyes flicked open, I swear they were dilated. ‘Oh my God, you smell amazing.’

How did something I thought was odd, go to something so hot, so fast? ‘Seriously?’ I asked, wanting to hear more.

‘Very seriously.’ He took his hand away. ‘It’s like, intense you. Sexual you. That is crazy. It makes me want to do all kinds of things.’

‘Oh really?’ The way he looked at me now, it made my heart race. It was like something animalistic had been released. ‘What, what does it make you want to do?’

‘You’re sure you’re okay with me being honest?’

Oh my God, what is it? ‘Yes, absolutely, it’s so important if we do this.’

‘Fine. It makes me want to fuck you.’

‘Wow.’ I said it aloud, without realising it. I was about to add, ‘but you’re not allowed’ but he preempted me.

‘And if I can’t do that,’ he looked at them in his hand, and I saw him blush. ‘It makes me want to jerk off with them.’

‘Damn. You are doing well being honest.’ The reality of what we were discussing hit me again. I looked at Dylan, fondling my panties in his hand. The idea didn’t do anything for me, in fact the thought of his underwear was a definite turn off. But seeing him discover what this did for him, it was fascinating, if definitely weird.

He fidgeted with them. ‘Thank you. Is that, okay? Is that interesting?’

‘It is, for sure.’ I had an idea, it was obvious really but it felt like it’d be crossing a line. A line that if we were going to do this, we’d have to cross. ‘Do you want to take them home?’

He looked at me, wide-eyed. I could see the ‘Yes’ forming on his lips, but he stopped and cocked his head. ‘And do what with them?’

‘Dylan!’ Now I was the one blushing. I recognised this is exactly what I’d done to him the other night. He’s a quick learner.

‘Say it,’ he said, clearly enjoying himself.

‘And jerk off into them,’ I said quietly.

‘So hot,’ he whispered. But apparently he wasn’t done. ‘And what should I think about while I do that?’

What the hell, where’d this come from? The tables had turned on me so fast I almost felt dizzy. I attempted my most teasing expression, licking my lips, ‘Me.’

But that wasn’t enough. ‘You, doing what?’ he prompted.

Fine, two can play at this game. ‘Me, slowly stroking, and sucking your cock for the very first time.’ He seemed delighted with himself, and he should be, but I wanted to win this interaction. ‘Oh and you can think about something else too.’ He just raised his eyebrows. ‘That it’ll be the last time you’re allowed to have a wank without asking me first.’

‘Wait, what?’ I wasn’t sure how to read his expression so I just kept going with my rehearsed speech.

‘I really don’t want you wasting your sexual energy on wanking, even if it is about me.’ I actually winked.

‘So, I’m not allowed to jerk off?’ He looked genuinely apprehensive.

‘If that was the rule, would you be able to follow it?’ I asked, really interested to know what he thought.

He considered it. ‘I don’t know. I’d try my best.’

‘I want more than “try”, Dylan. If I’m the one who’s going to be stroking you,’ I slowly worked my wrist up and down in the air, ‘and sucking you,’ I put the tip of my finger in my mouth and slowly sucked on it, ‘and making you cum…’ I touched his leg with my fingers and he let out a little groan. That noise might have been the hottest thing I ever heard. ‘…Then I don’t want you cumming otherwise, even by your own hand.’

‘I see,’ he said, breathlessly. ‘Do you know how hot you are?’ Dylan said, his jaw genuinely hanging down.

‘No,’ I answered. ‘But would you like to help me find out?’

‘More than anything in the world.’

‘Good. So bear that in mind as you jerk off into my,’ I paused for effect, ‘dirty panties. It’ll be your last time in a while.’

‘How long?’ he whispered.

‘Depends how much it all turns you on. We’ll see.’

‘Fuck,’ he said.

I couldn’t help myself. ‘No sweetie, just suck, if you’re lucky.’
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I remained outside Amy’s door for a good 30 seconds. This served two purposes. Firstly it gave me time to pinch myself, and check I wasn’t dreaming. And secondly it gave time for my erection to go down a bit in case I bumped into her parents on my way out.

This was fortunate, as her dad called out to me as I got to the bottom of the stairs. He was a good man, and the fact he had three daughters had meant I’d been at least partially adopted as a substitute son over the years. The realisation struck me that he’d probably want to kill me for what I was going to do with his daughter. I tried not to think about it while we had a quick catch up.

There was a chance he’d be happy at the idea of Amy and I dating. But the other stuff, nope. Are we even dating? I’m not sure.

I stuck my hand in my pocket, only to find Amy’s used panties in there. I couldn’t help imagining pulling my hand out and them dropping out in front of him. But I also didn’t want to let go. She sent me home to jerk off in her knickers, oh my God. The thought of it had me returning to my previous state, so I made my excuses, and headed home. After all, Amy’s panties were waiting.

* * *

‘So, your dad caught me in the hallway, that was embarrassing.’ I messaged her as soon as I got to my room.

‘Why, he loves you. Now I think about it, my mum’s dropped hints about us for a while. I’d wiped them out of my mind until now.’

I didn’t know how to respond, that wasn’t very encouraging. ‘You never told me that.’ I used it as a chance to raise my question. ‘Are we going to say anything, what are we telling people?’

‘Nothing for now.’ She probably guessed how that might make me feel as she followed up, ‘Don’t you think? Let’s keep it secret. See how it goes.’

Okay, I guess that’s fair. ‘Sure, I mean secrets can be sexy. Just ask all those jiggle ball owners of Mississippi!’

‘LOL Very true.’

I couldn’t resist asking. ‘Do you have one?’

She didn’t answer straight away. ‘Yep.’ Amy finally replied.

Once again my idea of Amy was being blown out of the water in the hottest possible way. ‘Seriously? Do you wear it in secret?’

‘Yep.’ She wasn’t being very talkative, I could imagine her cheeky smile.

A question idea made my throat tighten. ‘Have you ever worn it when you were with me?’ I messaged.

First she just sent a big smilie, then, ‘Yep! LOL’

‘When?!!!’ I urged with excessive punctuation.

‘I’ll just leave you to guess.’ She finished with the emoji sticking its tongue out.

‘You’re too good at this teasing thing.’ I complained.

‘And I’m only getting started. This is fun. I meant to say while you were here. Thank you for being willing to try this. I know it’s not what you imagined.’

I needed to tell her I felt. ‘Hey, it’s way more than I imagined in many ways. I’m super excited. Seeing this side of you…’ I sent the message, not quite sure how to describe it.

‘Yes?’ she prompted.

‘It’s hotter than anything I even dreamed off. I love it so far.’

‘Okay, well that’s a good start. I’m going to write some ideas, rules, for us to discuss, so we do this properly. How’s that sound?’

‘Great.’ I wasn’t really sure what it involved, but the truth was I couldn’t imagine anything I wouldn’t agree to. Plus I was suddenly distracted. I’d put my hand in my pocket again, finding Amy’s sexy panties. Let’s see just how serious she is about this. ‘Guess what I’m holding?’ I sent her.

‘OMG are you wanking while we chat?’

Fuck, no, is that all she thinks I do? She wasn’t too far wrong. ‘No you perv! I’m holding what you gave me.’

‘Oh, my knickers? LOL. I mean that isn’t MUCH less pervy,’ she replied.

She had a point. I saw her start to type something, but it didn’t come through. I waited and finally she resumed. ‘Are they really that sexy?’ she sent. Something told me that wasn’t what she’d started writing.

‘You have no idea. They’re so intimately yours. They are, without doubt, the best present you’ve ever given me.

‘What about that Lego Technic set?!!’ I laughed and looked at the shelf at the end of my bed where it still sat as one of my most prized possessions.

‘That was amazing, it’s hard to pick a winner. But watching you bend over and bring these out of that laundry basket is possibly the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. So these win.

‘Seriously?!!’

‘Totally seriously,’ I replied. And I meant it.

‘Why?’

‘How much am I allowed to say?’ I hoped that would spur her to ask more.

‘Tell me everything. Please.’ she wrote. Hah, it worked.

‘Okay, so first, you are gorgeous. And I know you think they’re slouchy but your bottom in those leggings is like one of my favourite things.’

‘My yoga pants?’ she checked.

‘Yes, they are so hot on you. They…’ I didn’t finish, this was fun, I felt like I was teasing her for once.

‘Go on…’

‘They follow every curve. They are very sexy.’

‘They do, don’t they. I hadn’t realised you noticed.’

‘Is that on purpose?’ I’d always wondered this. I was delighted to be able to ask her.

‘I guess so. I tried on lots until I found some that fitted like that. I hate the cheap ones that just stretch across your bottom like a little kid’s pair of leggings.’

‘Well yours definitely don’t. Wowzer.’

‘Thank you. That’s, nice to know. This is weird, talking like this.’

‘Weird but okay?’ I asked.

‘Yes, I guess.’ She seemed to be typing something, but again paused. I was getting better at waiting on her. ‘Do you want to know a secret?’ she sent at last.

I grinned to myself. I’m starting to get the hang of this. ‘More than anything’.

‘I often wear them without panties, so they look better.’

‘Damn, that is a good secret. I actually wondered.’

‘Hey how much have you been staring at my bottom, Dylan? :P’

Thank God for the emoji. ‘More than you know. I often imagined going to yoga class with you.’

‘No! You’re lying,’ she wrote. I could imagine her laughing.

‘I do, I promise. I’d fantasise about sitting behind you, watching you. God, now I know you’d do it commando it’s even hotter.’

‘I’m laughing and blushing now,’ she admitted. ‘So, what would you do while you imagined that?’ Her question made my heart begin to race.

I thought about what to reply, I went with the simple truth. ‘Get hard.’

‘Oh.’

It wasn’t a lie, my cock was straining inside my pants. I kept quiet again, hoping the tactic would work. It did.

‘Are you hard now?’ she asked.

‘Very.’

‘What does it make you want to do?’ Damn, she’s really going for it.

‘I want to stroke my cock.’ I hit send but was suddenly nervous. Was it too much?

‘Go on then.’ Fuck, apparently not.

I didn’t hesitate, I pulled my trousers off, jumped into bed, and pulled my cock out through the opening at the front of my jockey shorts. I wanted to double check though. ‘It’s out. You want me to do this while we still chat?’

Her reply only took a few moments. ‘Yes.’

I didn’t know what to say. I wrapped my hand around my cock and started stroking the skin of it back and forth. ‘I’m doing it,’ I messaged, apparently all eloquence having left me.

‘Does it feel nice?’

‘Yes. It’s strange, you knowing.’

‘It’s strange for me too,’ Amy wrote.

I pictured her, phone in hand. I was wondering, imagining she was doing something too, but I didn’t dare ask. She seemed braver than me in that regard. A thought struck me, hard enough that I stopped wanking. I knew I should ignore the question, just enjoy the moment, but now it was in my head I simply couldn’t. ‘Have you ever done this before?’

‘Done what?’

‘Chatted to someone, while they played?’ I was trying to be delicate about it.

Her reply took a while. ‘Yes.’ Shit. Why did I have to ask? Now I needed to know more. ‘Who with?’ I regretted the question as soon as I saw it in the chat.

‘Do you really want to know?’

‘You said we’d be honest. I’m not sure I want to know, but it’s probably good that I do.’

‘Okay, well no one special. Just people online.’

‘People?’ I felt like the conversation was suddenly in quicksand but had no way to get it free.

‘Other kinky people.’

‘Guys?’ I asked. Again, as soon as I saw what I’d written the answer was obvious.

‘Guys and girls. I’ve done a lot online, but let’s not talk about it now, okay?’

Girls too, wow. I could sense her mood just from her words. I berated myself for messing it up. You fucking idiot, why couldn’t you have just stayed quiet?

‘Yes of course.’ My cock wasn’t so hard any more. I couldn’t help but picture Amy, doing stuff with others, hooking up online. I realised I had no idea what kinky people might do, but it was probably more than just chat while having a wank. My mind tried its best to get me out of the mess. Girls though, that’s hot. Before I thought about it I typed, ‘What do you do with girls?’

‘LOL I KNEW you’d like that. You are such a perv.’

‘Hey, you said not to use that word. I’m kinky!’ I was pleased with my rebuttal, and tried to show I was learning.

‘Kinky huh, we’ll see.’

What does that mean? I figured I wouldn’t find out, so I resumed my questioning. ‘So, other girls?’

‘Fine. Do you know what edging is?’ she asked.

I kind of thought I did, but my cock was hardening back up at the thought of Amy and some other hot girl doing stuff. ‘Not sure, tell me.’

‘It’s where you masturbate, but don’t cum.’ I thought it was something like that. But I wasn’t sure why you’d do it. So… I asked. ‘Okay, why would you do that?’

‘Because…’ she began to reply, but that was all she sent.

‘Because?’ I prompted.

‘Get my panties out.’ Oh fuck, was this happening? ‘Got them.’ The simple words could not convey how excited I was becoming.

‘Stroke your cock with them, nice and slowly.’

‘Holy shit,’ I whispered out loud, wrapping her lacy panties around the shaft of my once again rigid cock.

‘Slower than that’ she instructed. How did she even know how fast I was going? But I did what she told me. ‘How does it feel?’

‘Amazing, I’m so turned on. I’m going to cum soon.’ I sent it then realised how crazy it was I could tell her that. It was her reply that really surprised me.

‘No you’re not.’

I stopped stroking. ‘What?’

‘This is edging. A practical lesson. Wank, but don’t cum.’

‘But, but I need to.’ I complained. I meant it but her saying I couldn’t was doing something to my mind.

‘Need to, or want to?’ she challenged me.

Reluctantly I replied, ‘Want I guess. But still, you didn’t answer why?’

‘Do you always cum when you wank?’

I thought back. ‘Yes, of course. Well unless I’m interrupted.’ I blushed at a few memories.

‘LOL. Did I ever interrupt you?’ Damn this girl asks good questions.

‘You did, twice.’

‘No way, tell me, when?!’

I was quickly regretting my confession. One was understandable, but the other… ‘Umm, you walked in on me last summer, thankfully I was under the covers.’

‘I don’t remember that. Sorry. When was the other time?’

‘Please don’t make me say, it’s bad.’

‘Ohhhhhh, now you’ve got me interested. Oh hold on, stroke more, get yourself closer. But remember, no cumming.’

I was curious, but also the fact she was instructing me was insanely hot, so I shut up and did what I was told. It felt so good, better than usual, maybe because normally I’d just push on through this bit but also, because it was her telling me what to do. ‘I’m close now, this feels amazing.’

‘Good, well that’s one of the ‘whys’. But another… is it helps you be more open. Do you feel that, think about confessing what you’re about to. Is it easier, hotter?’

It was true. I was about to tell her something I’d never imagine telling a soul, let alone her. But being this close to orgasm was doing something to my brain. ‘I feel it.’

‘So tell me.’

‘Really, do I have to?’

‘Yes.’ Her straightforward demands were thrilling.

‘Please don’t think I’m awful. It was at your house.’

‘At my HOUSE?! OMG tell me more!’ Well she doesn’t sound horrified. I hoped I was reading her messages right.

‘That sleepover, before you went away to uni.’

‘Dylan, you slept in my bed with me that night!’

‘I know, I know, it’s awful. I’m so sorry.’

‘Let me get this right. You had a wank, in bed with me, and you came?’

‘I didn’t cum in bed. I went to your bathroom.’

‘What did you do?’

I had no idea if she was freaking out. I just kept stroking my cock as she’d told me to, and it helped me tell her. ‘I shot my load down the toilet.’

I didn’t know about her but I was beginning to freak out. I couldn’t believe I was telling her this. Despite my hand on my cock, I was starting to appreciate just how creepy my confession could sound. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘It’s good you told me,’ was her cryptic reply. ‘Are you still edging?’

‘Yes.’ I had no idea how she was reacting to my confession and it was killing me.

‘How often do you wank, Dylan?’ Apparently the interrogation had moved on.

‘Most days.’ I tried to not make it sound too bad.

‘Really, not every day?’ Fuck, how did she know to ask this stuff?

‘Yeah, I guess, every day, unless I’m ill or super busy.’

‘More than once a day?’ she asked. Holy fuck she’s relentless.

‘Yes, sometimes. Most days, twice I guess.’ I preempted her question. I just knew she was smiling. If this was some kind of competition I was definitely losing, even if I didn’t know what the rules, or scoring was.

‘Do you always think about me when you do?’

I shook my head, I felt so outclassed. Her questions, they both aroused, and defeated me in one go. ‘Yes, pretty much.

‘Like I said, I can’t wait to hear about all the things you think about.’ I knew already she had the ability to get them all from me.

I felt bad again about my confession. ‘The thing in your bed, I’m sorry. I really am. I feel so bad about that now.’

‘Don’t worry about it. I forgive you.’

‘Really? You don’t care?’

‘Oh I do care, but I’m in the right frame of mind to hear about it.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You’re not the only one edging, Dylan.’

As I realised what she was saying my heart began pounding in my ears. ‘What?! You’re…?’

‘Yes. But it’s time to stop now. Hands away from your cock.’

I silently screamed, the thought of her touching herself while I did too was incredibly hot. But at her simple instruction I let go. She already had some kind of power over me. And I adored it.

‘But, I’m so horny. Please, Amy, I beg you. Let me cum.’

‘Oh damn, that’s hot. Beg again!’ I could imagine her wide-eyed enthusiasm.

Was she serious? ‘Please, please let me. I need to cum.’

‘You don’t need to, you only want to. We established that already. The answer is no.’

I choked back a frustrated groan.

‘You’re going to be a good boy, aren’t you?’ She messaged. ‘Promise me you won’t touch.’

‘Not even touch?’ I complained. It was more I wanted something to complain about than I was horrified by the idea.

‘Not even touch. Say it, promise me,’ she wrote.

‘I promise not to touch.’

‘Nope, say it all, ‘I promise not to touch my cock until Amy says so.’

Who was this girl, and why was this so incredibly exciting? I repeated her instruction word for word.

‘So hot,’ she declared.

‘So hot,’ I agreed.

She typed for a while, it was worth the wait. ‘Maybe I’ll just finish myself off thinking about you begging. Although I can’t stop thinking about you jerking off into my toilet. Seems such a waste. You should have just asked you know, maybe I’d have done it for you.’

‘AMY!’ It was honestly all I could reply. I felt dizzy.

‘Though to be honest, I can think of better places for it.’ She sent me the wide mouthed emoji.

Who was this I was talking to, surely not my Amy. ‘I’m dying here.’

‘Oh no, don’t die yet, Dylan. It’s just bedtime. But trust me, I’m only just getting started.’

So it seemed. I bid her goodnight, my aching, hard cock complaining and confused. ‘Night night, dream of me.’ She signed off.

I always do, but these would be very new dreams tonight.

I’d been outwitted, outclassed and was hornier than I knew was possible.

I’d never been happier.








  
  
  Chapter 11 - Amy

  
  




‘Well, that was different.’ I lay in bed, breathless, not quite able to believe what had just happened. I just sexted with Dylan, and it was hot. I was very surprised, both at how easy it had felt, but also how I’d acted.

It was true, I’d been doing this kind of thing online for a while now, with very mixed results. It was only in the last six months I’d done anything with another girl, kicked off by one very open friend. And it was only the last term I’d actually taken the lead with anything.

But never with a guy. I was always on the receiving end. And it was usually disappointing.

This time though. What a thrill. It was so easy to get in Dylan’s head, not just because I knew him so well, I mean this was a new side to him for me. But also because, I said what I’d have wanted to hear in his place. God, am I that easy to control? I thought back to his earlier comment about men being simpler. There’s probably some truth in that.

The big difference was that I didn’t feel crappy. Most of my online encounters usually ended up that way, especially if I came as part of it, that always fired off the guilt reflex. But this, this had just been fun. I was exhilarated. I’d even surprised myself when I’d admitted to him I was edging. It wasn’t quite true, but I was playing with a vibe. I’m not sure I had the multi-tasking skills to do what I just did and edge at the same time. Not yet, anyway.

That bed revelation though. What a dick. I couldn’t quite believe he’d confessed it to me, but then I’d known the power of being interrogated like that. I was determined not to allow it be a negative. I was going to choose to let it go, and just put it down to him being horny and ‘in love.’ I still wasn’t sure what to do with the ‘love’ bit, but ‘horny’? Horny I can handle. Especially with the help of Emma’s gift that should be arriving soon.

I thought about what I’d said to him. That he should have told me at the time, suggesting I’d have helped. That really wasn’t true. I’m pretty sure I’d have completely freaked out. But he seemed to have loved my reply. I looked at the text again; his big ‘AMY!’ I wished I could have seen his face. More than that, I wished I could have seen his hand on his cock. Amy! See, it was catching.

God I’m horny. I let my mind go, and I was next to him, by my toilet. This time it was my hand stroking him, listening to him beg to cum. ‘Nu uh, you were a naughty boy,’ I imagined whispering. ‘Just a ruin for you.’ I pictured his cock, well a cock at least, pumping its seed into the still water of the toilet.

I could only imagine the sounds he’d make as I ruined his orgasm.

But I really wanted to find out.

* * *

I was up early the next morning. My phone had told me the parcel was due between 8 and 12. I really, really didn’t want anybody else opening it. I’d done the trick of telling my mum a gift for her was arriving and not to open anything in case it spoiled the surprise. But you could never be certain.

I’m glad I was up as sure enough they turned up at the early end of the time slot. I put the parcel on the kitchen counter and glared at it as though it were a ticking bomb, waiting for my coffee to percolate. I poured some before it was done, adding some milk to dilute the extra strong brew, and then went upstairs as fast as I could without spilling it, shouting to my parents that I’d put some coffee on. I’m a good daughter. Well as far as they know anyway.

I grabbed my penknife and carefully cut through the packaging. It was bigger than I’d expected and jangled when I gave it a gentle shake. A nicely made brown box with nothing to give away what was hidden inside. I lifted up the flap and laughed out loud. On the inside was printed something most unusual. A hooded face looked at me. Not that they could actually look. Its mouth, a man’s I think, wide open. ‘Well damn, that’s a kinky start.’ I chuckled at the thought of Dylan’s reaction if he’d opened it, and then thought with some horror if my parents had.

Anyway, it wasn’t the box I was interested in. ‘The Chastity Discovery Set’ I read on the neatly printed card inside. It felt like Christmas as I took out item after item. Three steel rings of different sizes, some keys, a clear plastic box that had me most intrigued, and then the main items. Not one, but two little steel cages. Cock cages. I picked the larger and paired it with a ring, quickly figuring out how the two fitted together. I realised it would work with any of the different sized rings. ‘She’s given me different sizing options!’ Emma was a genius.

This whole thing had been her idea, and as a complete surprise she’d offered to get this dispatched. To be honest I hadn’t really thought about different sizes, but now that seemed obvious, and the kit before me would seem to cater for most situations.

Unless he’s got a massive cock? Does Dylan have a massive cock? For some reason the idea thrilled me, but I was pretty certain he didn’t. I think I’d know, somehow? Well if this keeps going the way it is, I’ll know soon enough.

The steel devices in front of me were enthralling. I couldn’t stop matching the different sizes together like some kind of Chinese puzzle, wondering what would fit him; if he was prepared to try it of course, and it was a big ‘if’. When I’d mentioned to Emma that I didn’t want us to have sex with him but also to see if he was open to kinky things, her suggestion of trying him in a chastity cage had seemed an exciting one.

Now I knew just how much he wanked the idea held even greater appeal. I’d had a taste the night before of how he could get if I denied him orgasms. I guessed that given his masturbation habit he wouldn’t be able to control himself for long. But here…. I gazed at the ‘discovery set’. Here was something that really might work.

I still hadn’t worked out what the clear box was for, but as I rooted around for instructions, I found two other items I’d missed. One was a clear plastic tube about half a centimetre wide, and 10cm long with metal at each end. The other was a smaller ring, with little spikes on the inside. I could guess what the latter might be, but was mystified by the former.

I decided to kill two birds with one stone. I messaged Emma. ‘Hi, just to say the package arrived and WOW, it’s amazing, all the size options, you’re a genius! Thank you so much, it’s so generous of you.’

Emma was online. ‘You’re so welcome, it’s a good kit isn’t it. I didn’t want to have to ask about size.’

‘Actually I don’t even know, so it’s perfect.’

‘Oh really, you’ve no idea at all?’

‘My intuition says he’s not huge or he’d have boasted about it.’

‘That’s solid reasoning. Nate used to boast about his cock being above average but when we got into this stuff and I learnt how big they can be, well it’s been a fun little kink to explore.’

‘What kink, exactly?’ I wasn’t entirely sure, and wanted to check.

‘Size teasing. SPH some call it, Small Penis Humiliation. But I don’t like that description, what we’ve had fun with is much more gentle.’

‘I don’t really get it though. Why is it hot?’ I asked.

‘Well, I think there are a few reasons. I guess if a guy really did have a small penis then I can understand that fetishising it could be a coping strategy. Although I think I’d struggle with that.’

I agreed. ‘Yeah, you’d have to be super mean to get off on that.’

‘But from what I read, it’s not really about their actual size. Some guys with quite big dicks are into it too. It’s more the fact that however big they are, firstly there’s always someone bigger, and second they can’t do anything about it.’

‘But why is that hot?’ I asked.

‘How big are your boobs?’ Emma asked, surprising me.

‘I’m so intrigued to see where you go with this. 36C.’

‘Lovely. Okay, but if I said, “oh but I’m 38DD. I’m sorry sweetie, but your tits are too small for you to be allowed to cum…’

‘Oh.’ I said.

‘I know right. Express how it makes you feel,’ Emma encouraged.

‘Suddenly helpless. It’s just so… unfair. Oh my God, why is that hot?’ Part of me wanted to beg her to say more mean stuff like that. Get a grip, Amy.

‘I don’t know, but it is for many. And I think most men put even more self worth into their cocks than we do into our breasts. So it’s a powerful playground.’

‘Gosh, I hadn’t even thought of doing that with Dylan.’

‘Well just be careful,’ Emma warned. ‘You could hurt him if he isn’t into it, and even then you have to be careful.’

‘How do I find out? If he’s into it?’

‘LOL. Well THAT is easy. Men come with a built in arousal detector, darling.’

I thought about that for a moment. I had never seen how many opportunities that fact might afford me. ‘That’s genius. So you’re saying, tease him…’

‘Just a little, just a hint’

‘And if he gets hard!’ I clapped my hands together. ‘Thank you, I love it. I’m so going to try that!’

‘You’re very welcome. Just go slow. You’ve got lots to explore, and it’s much more important you both feel comfortable and secure in whatever you do.’

‘Oh he’s going to feel secure, I promise.’ I sent her a picture of the cock cages arrayed before me.

‘I can’t wait to hear all about it!

With that Emma had to go. But I was already making some more notes.








  
  
  Chapter 12 - Dylan

  
  




To say I woke up horny was something of an understatement. My cock felt like it was going to burst. I should have got some DIY done, as I could have hammered in nails with the damn thing.

I picked up my phone a few times, about to message Amy some complaint about the state she’d left me in, but I wanted to at least give the impression I was not just a desperate little wanker.

In reviewing what I’d confessed the night before it did cause me to think about just how much time I spent jerking off. But I think that’s pretty normal for guys? That got me to wondering how often women masturbated, which led to me thinking about Amy doing it. My heart pounded at the memory of her admission to me, but this did nothing to diminish my hard-on. It just wouldn’t go away.

That wouldn’t have been a huge problem but I really needed to pee. There was only one thing for it. I’d encountered this problem once before and was still proud of my solution. I headed to the bathroom, making sure no one was around to observe the tent in my underpants. Moments later I was in the hot shower, erection still standing proud. But at last I could do something about it.

I peed, right up the wall. It got to about head height before it splashed against the tiles. Thankfully the cascade of water kept it off me. Pretty quickly the pressure ebbed and my pee was only going half as high. I sighed with relief as my bladder returned to normal size.

Now usually peeing would take the edge of any erection, but not today. I loved a good shower wank. I half stepped out of the water so it just hit my back, and poured some shower gel onto the head of my cock. The cool gel felt so good on it. I gripped firmly around my shaft, sliding with the gel up and down. Then my thoughts turned to Amy. I imagined her in the shower with me, naked, perfect. Turned away she had her forearms against the wall, pushing her gorgeous bottom towards me, inviting me. I slid my hand off the end of my cock and closed my hand into a tighter fist.

I imagined her. ‘Fuck me in the ass, Dylan, quickly, I need you.’ I pushed my slippery cock up to her perfect rosebud, pressing against the tightest of holes. It was in fact the curled up base of my fist but I figured it’d feel similar. I pushed, forcing myself in, as she cried out with pleasure. ‘Oh you’re so big, Dylan, take me, take me!’ I know, in my fantasy she is a little melodramatic but Fantasy Amy really loves anal sex, so what can I do?

She doesn’t have to be a fantasy much longer. It was true. We’d been sexy last night, it had gone well. I dismissed Anal Amy and returned to reality, a reality where she’d played with herself while she instructed me what to do. Real Amy was even hotter than my fantasy. I was sure of that.

Oh fuck but she told me…. I looked at my cock, my hand wrapped around it, most of the shower gel turned to foam now. I should stop. She told me not to touch. I felt the devil on my shoulder, whispering. ‘But she’ll never know, and you didn’t touch any more last night.’

My hand agreed, stroking, tighter again, back to Anal Amy, my secret shower lover. Pounding my ‘big’ cock into her waiting hole. What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her.

My jizz spurted out, splattering against the tiles as I groaned with pleasure. It just kept coming. I just kept cumming. Much more than usual. See, your balls needed emptying. It’s fine.

I watched my cum drip down the wall, thick and copious, untouched by the shower. I was a little disappointed with myself, but it just felt so fucking good that I couldn’t feel guilty. I won’t touch the rest of the day I promised myself.

As I finally rinsed my cum down the drain I watched it swirl in the hot water. I already felt my resolve slipping. My cock was still hard. I reached for the shower gel. The promise can start after I’m done showering.








  
  
  Chapter 13 - Amy

  
  




‘Hello.’ My message really didn’t reflect all the planning I’d been doing.

‘Hello.’ Dylan replied.

‘So, doing anything tonight?’ Oh good God, I’ve turned into a bad soap opera. I watched Dylan typing and a horrible thought struck me. If he replies ‘You’ this is over before it begins. I grinned. And then watched, praying he wouldn’t be so clichéd. He was taking a long time replying.

‘Well, I was hoping to see my favourite person in the world.’

Phew, okay, good reply. ‘Oh and who might that be?’

‘You.’ he replied.

I narrowed my eyes. ‘Was “you” your first reply to my initial question too?’

‘LOL. You know me too well. Yes, but I thought better of it.’

‘Smart boy.’ And I meant it. He’s very smart, even if he lacks common sense sometimes. I was definitely a sapiosexual, which meant him being smart really mattered. Although I bet he had no idea what it meant. Ironic.

He hadn’t messaged anything else. It seems I should get used to this taking the lead thing for now. ‘And have you been a good boy too?’

He read it. It showed me he read it. But he didn’t reply.

‘Dylan?’

Still nothing.

‘Dylan, are you there?’ I knew he was.

‘Yes…’

The ellipsis told me everything I needed to know. ‘Dylan, did you touch?’

‘Yes, I’m sorry. I forgot. I had such a hard-on that in the shower…’

I momentarily lost track of the chat. The image of Dylan, naked, in the shower, with a hard-on, was surprisingly appealing. But then the annoyance struck with a vengeance. ‘At just what point did you remember?’

‘When I was close. I’m sorry.’

Oh my God, does he really have no self-control? ‘And you stopped then?’

Again the wait. ‘No, I’m sorry. I came.’

What the actual fuck, Dylan. I’d laid in bed that morning, after getting the package, all horny and keen to play with myself. But held off because I wanted to be able to tell him I’d done the same as him. Now I just felt stupid. My intuition led me to ask another question. ‘How many times have you cum?’

Another pause before he replied. ‘Three.’

Unbelievable. Besides the slight moment of being impressed at his virility, it was still only 11 am, I was verging on furious. ‘I’m really disappointed. I thought you would at least try.’

‘I know, I’m sorry. You’re right. Maybe I do it too much. But when I think about you…’

No, no, you’re not getting away with that excuse. I looked at the innocuous cardboard box sitting on the floor by my bed. I’d been in two minds about whether to hold it off for another time, but my plans had just been brought forward. I forced myself to calm down. I let him think I was flattered. He’d find out later what I really thought. ‘Well, you’re not going to be allowed to get away with that excuse for long.’ I chuckled. He has no idea…

‘Thank you, I really am sorry.’

You will be. I couldn’t help myself from thinking it, but at least I didn’t write it. ‘Okay. Remember what I said though, if we do this, I want that sexual energy for me. Not just wasted. Are you prepared to try that, whatever it takes?’ I knew I was laying a trap for him, and I let myself enjoy it.

‘Yes, yes I promise, whatever it takes.’

Gotcha! I felt bad about thinking that, then considered his three orgasms this morning and felt less bad. ‘That makes me happy to hear. Come over tonight then. 8pm again. We can talk it through and maybe see where it goes.’ That’s enough of a promise to get him excited again.

I pictured Dylan, letting myself think of him in the shower. Something told me he would have a very cute bottom. But it wasn’t that I focused on. I made him turn, the glint of metal between his legs as he blushed, facing me full on. Exposed, and encased. I was suddenly insatiably horny.

I looked at my toy drawer. I’d noticed something else last night. As I’d started to edge it’d helped me be meaner, and hotter with him. I leaned over, grabbing my vibe and dildo.

Fuck ‘no touching’, let’s edge my bitch out.

I got a very relevant Prodigy song playing. It wasn’t really my kind of music but it was too pertinent not to use, and it turned out to be quite hot to edge to. I smiled, thinking about the famous twist at the end of the music video.

Oh Dylan, I can’t wait to show you my twist.








  
  
  Chapter 14 - Dylan

  
  




I was optimistic after the chat, but still cross with myself. I wasn’t sure if it was because I’d admitted what I’d done, without any resistance, or the fact I’d wanked off in the first place.

Come on Dylan, you know she is attracted to strong, dominant guys. You need to up your game. My self-talk didn’t help much. It made me question why she was doing this at all. Sometimes this week it felt like she was toying with me, but I knew that she was truly one of the loveliest people, she was never malicious. I knew she loved me, even if it wasn’t quite the same way I loved her.

She’d always loved to tease me, ever since we were little, but I gave back full measure. It was what we did. But now it was sexual, it was a very different experience.

I felt outclassed, but I wasn’t sure that was a bad thing. Is she toying with me? I thought back to some of the things she’d said, little hints. I didn’t know what they meant, but I was sure she was planning something. The thought of it made my cock hard. If she is toying with me, I think I love it.

I looked down at the growing bulge in my pants. I was so desperate to play with it, to have yet another wank. But this time I held off. I was good. I wasn’t going to let it rule me. I thought of Amy’s suggested rule, what was it, not allowed to wank without her permission? The thought of it made me giddy, and my cock was even more enthusiastic. I battled against its aching need. It was so used to getting what it wanted.

‘No,’ I said aloud, searching for my jeans. I yanked them on, buttoning them up, securing my cock where its cries were at least a little muffled.

* * *

I managed the rest of the afternoon without incident, and felt strangely proud about it. There were a few times I had to stop thinking about Amy or the need to have a wank began to get overwhelming, but I managed to distract myself with some gaming.

After dinner I took a bit more effort than usual getting myself ready. I didn’t want to look too keen. This wasn’t a date. Actually I’m not sure what this is.

I read back over our chats. ‘Talking over the rules and proposal.’ That sounded dauntingly formal. I pictured the scene in the film we watched, Ana at one end of a long table, Christian at the other. Only this time it was Ana who got up and gave him a contract. Amy isn’t going to make a contract, is she? That would be weird.

I pulled on my shoes, told my mum I was off to Amy’s. She looked me up and down and wished me good luck. I’m not that obvious am I?

Amy’s place is only a few minutes walk from mine, it’s how we first became friends, we went to the same pre-school, and then our parents got us together for play time. I smiled to myself, wondering what ‘play time’ might mean in the future. I was nervous though. I didn’t understand quite what tonight was about but I felt like it was crucial to having more of what I wanted with her. I couldn’t stop myself thinking about her edging as she told me what to do. It was so different from any of my fantasies about her, but it was real, and therefore so much hotter. Maybe she’d let me watch her. Maybe tonight? ‘Calm down,’ I said to myself, nearing her house. ‘Let’s just see what happens.’

I knocked on her door and heard her yell out, ‘It’s just Dylan, I’ll get it.’ Just Dylan huh… I put on a big smile as she opened the door, and it turned into wide-eyed surprise. ‘Wow.’

It wasn’t that she was dressed sexily, I mean she’d look sexy in a sack but what she was wearing was very modest. A white, cotton summer dress I’d never seen before. It hugged in all the right places. But her hair and makeup were what really stood out. I don’t usually notice these things, but she looked incredible, her golden hair falling down to the swell of her breasts but crowned with a braid on both sides that disappeared behind her head.

And her makeup, I’d never seen her wear so much, but it was stunning, dusky eyes, were those false eyelashes? I figured they must be, and then, beyond everything, dark red lips, highlighted in ways I didn’t even understand.

‘Wow.’ I said again.

She smiled. ‘You like? I’m trying a new look.’

‘I love it!

‘My sister helped, she studies make-up tutorials like she’s taking an exam in them. You don’t think it’s too much?’ She was obviously delighted at my reaction, but wanted my reassurance.

‘You look incredible, and your hair too. I haven’t seen you with braids since we were in primary school.

‘Cute aren’t they!’ She did a spin, the hem of her dress lifting, giving me a glimpse of her thighs. She was wearing thigh-high white stockings topped with lace. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world at that moment. Here she was, my insanely hot best friend, who turned out to be kinky and open about it with me, and was open to even more.

I bit back the urge to profess my love. Keep it light, Dylan, let her take the lead.

And she did, literally. She took my hand, pulled me in through the front door and let me shut it, while she made a start up the stairs. When I turned back to her she’d paused about eight steps up, just the height where I could see up her dress, her pale thighs pink against the white tops of her long socks. She watched me look, my eyes returning to hers, and she smiled. Not her usual, warm smile, but something more complex. Something that made me catch my breath, and my cock began to swell. Oh shit, what does she have planned?

Amy turned away, walking slowly up the stairs, keeping her distance, so I could follow, transfixed by the glimpses up her skirt revealed with every step. She waited for me by her bedroom door, looking down at the floor, strangely demure. ‘Come in,’ she whispered as I walked past, closing the door behind us, and for the first time, locking the door with the two of us inside. Fuck.

I was suddenly nervous. She reached up, maybe sensing it, touching my shoulder as she walked past, her fingers sliding down my arm. The whole look, the immaculate, braided hair, the perfect make-up. It made me go weak. I guessed she was stepping into a role, ‘suiting up’ but goddamn, it worked like a dream.








  
  
  Chapter 15 - Amy

  
  




I hoped I wasn’t showing how nervous I was. He’d dressed up a bit, which was really cute, and he seemed to appreciate the effort I’d put in. I hadn’t planned it but letting him look up my skirt on the way up the stairs had been surprisingly hot. It’d have been more daring to have gone commando but my lilac Brazilian panties were gorgeous. I was hiding something special over them which he might just have glimpsed and thought it was a slip.

I ran my fingers down his arm, slipping my fingers into his and getting him to sit on my low bed. I didn’t sit next to him though, as I usually would have. Instead I pulled over my desk chair, and sat opposite. It meant I was that little bit higher than he was, which felt appropriate for what was coming up.

I crossed my legs, trying to act natural, resting my hands on my knee. ‘So, it’s been quite a week.’

‘You’re telling me.’

‘How are you doing with it all?’

Dylan reflected on my question for a moment. ‘It’s been the strangest, and best week of my life.’

I couldn’t help smiling. ‘I know just what you mean. I can’t believe you know this secret side of me now. I’m sorry again, that I didn’t trust you with it before.’

He shrugged. ‘Hey, it’s not an easy thing to talk about, but I love knowing about it, and I’m really, really keen to know more. And anyway, it’s not like I wasn’t keeping back my own secret.’

‘Well that’s true,’ I said. ‘How are you feeling about that now, has anything changed?’

He shook his head. ‘It’s been weird, comparing fantasies with what’s happening. But the reality of this,’ he held his hand out at me, ‘of you, is even hotter than my fantasies.’

I could feel myself blush a little, although it probably didn’t show up through the make-up. ‘I’m still getting used to the idea you feel that way.’ He looked up at me, expectant. ‘I still don’t feel the same though, I want to be honest.’ I could see him processing. I can’t blame him for hoping my feelings had changed. ‘One thing has changed though. I’m seeing you differently.’

He looked hopeful, ‘You are? How so?’

‘Well, sexually.’ I bit my lip. ‘I’m kinda excited about the whole kinky benefits thing. But I worry that won’t be enough for you.’

‘Anything is enough right now, Amy. I’ve had years to think about you like that.’ I raised an eyebrow and he blushed, it was adorable. ‘Yes, anyway, you’ve just had a week. If you’re starting to think about me…sexually, I mean that’s progress.’

I leaned forward, putting my hand on his knee. ‘It is progress, but what if it never gets to where you want it to be?’

Dylan looked up at me, a determined look in his eyes. ‘I’m prepared to take that risk. I mean it. Whatever you’re going to propose today, I’m in.’

I laughed, ‘Oh really, I’m not sure about that, but I like your enthusiasm.’ I glanced at the box, sitting just yards from him. You’re in, are you. We’ll see…

I reached over and grabbed my phone off the desk. ‘Okay, so I put together some thoughts, kinda rules I guess. Oh heck I don’t know what they are. Let’s just talk through them?’

He nodded, waiting.

‘Right, rule one. “This is probably going to break both our hearts, and we accept that risk.”

‘Damn,’ Dylan said. ‘That’s cold.’

‘I know it seems so, but I think it’s the reality. Right now, we want very different things. If we do anything it’s going to make all that more intense. This could crash and burn. It’s important to me we acknowledge that up front.’

‘I suppose so.’ His tone didn’t convey he was convinced. But I’d made my point.

‘Rule two. “We are best friends with kinky benefits, not boyfriend and girlfriend.” I looked at him, he wasn’t impressed. ‘It’s a starting point, Dylan. We’ll take it slowly and see what happens, that’s all I can promise.’

‘Okay, I can live with that.’ How kind of you. I was getting a little frustrated with his attitude, and we hadn’t even got to the difficult rules yet.’

‘Rule three, “We will never have sex”.’

‘You mean…’ he looked at me, eyebrows raised.

I grinned, trying to make light of it. ‘Pokey, pokey.’ I reenacted the finger and hole sign language.

To my surprise he broke into a cheeky grin. ‘Pokey where though. You have, umm, three holes.’

‘Dylan!’ My reaction was partly surprise, and partly to hide what his phrasing did to me. The idea of being reduced to just ‘three holes for use’ was a secret fantasy of mine. I tried to focus. ‘I said, we’d try blowjobs, so that’s one already.’ I stuck my tongue out.

‘That leaves two.’ He smirked, he seemed to sense he’d got to me.

‘Yes, well done on being able to count.’ I was still gathering my wits. ‘What are you suggesting?’

‘I’m not suggesting anything. I’m asking, what counts as sex?’

‘I think you’re suggesting,’ I gulped, ‘that I should let you fuck my arse?’

The effect of my words was instantaneous. I could see it kindled a fire in him. I smiled, I was back in control. ‘Dylan, do you think about fucking my arse?’ He let out a little whimper that made me want to jump on him and do something hot and nasty. ‘Oh my God, you do! Is that what you imagine as you jerk off all the time? Pushing your hard cock in my little tight arsehole?’

He made a gurgling noise. I think if he’d been 50 years older I’d have probably just given him a stroke. ‘Yes,’ he finally managed to say.

‘Really. What is it about fucking my arse that appeals so much?’ I was desperate to know, but tried not to show it.

He blushed, I loved it when he did that. He paused to think. ‘That you’re so good, and perfect, and lovely. And I wanted to do dirty things to you.’

That’s a good answer. But I don’t believe it’s everything. ‘Interesting. Are you sure it’s not just you watch lots of porn where anal is the norm?’

His blush went even deeper. ‘It might be that too.’

I was having too much fun to stop yet. ‘Do you think about me on all fours, crying out as you force it up me?’

‘Holy shit.’ He looked like a deer in the headlights now. I was going in for the kill. ‘You know there is an advantage to us both being virgins…’ He couldn’t manage a reply. ‘It means there’s no risk of STIs.’ He still hadn’t figured out what it meant. I leaned in and whispered, ‘You could cum right in my arse.’

He shuddered. I looked down, wondering if he had cum in his pants, but he didn’t seem to try to cover anything up. Boys, so easy. I looked at my notes again, about to raise the next point, when he interrupted, recovering the power of speech. ‘You didn’t give an answer, on the holes question.’

Oh isn’t he getting cocky. ‘The answer is “no”, you don’t get to fuck my arse.’ He looked so disappointed, it was adorable. I looked into his eyes, ‘Yet.’ It was like a bone to a hungry dog. His eyebrows shot up. He looked like he was about to say something but then didn’t want to mess up what I was offering. He waited to see what more I’d say. I decided to surprise him. ‘That’s not to say it’s out of bounds of course.’

‘No?’

I gave a mean grin. ‘Maybe I’ll let you lick it once in a while.’

I can only guess from his changing expressions what was going through his head. First genuine shock, then picturing it, then, I was happy to see, clear arousal. He finally spoke. ‘You’d like that?’

‘It’s supposed to feel good. I sure like to play with it in the shower.’ For the first time I looked down at his crotch. He was kind of crumpled up so I couldn’t see if had a hard-on, but I’d bet my clothes he was solid as a rock. I should try betting my clothes sometime…

I returned to my list, trying to be nonchalant. The next two were pretty easy. ‘Rules four and five, “We will work extra hard on communicating and being honest” and “We will use safewords for both our physical and emotional state.”’

He nodded. ‘Safewords, how’s that going to work?’ He seemed to understand the concept, beyond what 50 Shades taught anyway.

‘Well we’ll figure out the details as we go, but the point is it’s not just for kinky times. It’s a way to cut through however we’re feeling, however I’m acting. You use a safeword and we just go back to being best friends who need to talk.’

‘That sounds smart.’ He thought for a moment. ‘Are you going to do things with me that might make me want to safeword?’

I smiled with one side of my mouth. ‘Hell yeah.’

‘Fuck.’ He sat back on his hands. I could see the bulge of his cock now. ‘I thought you were more submissive.’

‘I thought so too. You’re bringing out a new side of me.’

‘You’re insanely hot like this you know.’

To hear that was more of an encouragement than he knew. I was having fun, but felt very out of character being so forward, taking such a lead with all this. ‘Okay, see what you think of this rule. “This is an open relationship, we are free to date others but never in secret.”

Dylan sat back up. ‘Oh, okay.’ He clearly didn’t mean, ‘okay’.

‘I know that’s not what you want to hear but I thought we should be clear. It’s not as if either of us have dated anyone, and like I said, it’s not something that’d happen behind your back. But it’s more about how we see this.’

‘I wouldn’t want to date anyone else,’ Dylan said.

‘I know, and I’m not planning to. But it just reflects how I feel about things now. I wanted to be fair to you.’

‘How is dating others fair to me? You know that would kill me.’

‘I don’t think it would kill you, Dylan. And I’m not saying I’m going to. But I need to know you understand where we are in all this. I’m not your girlfriend. This is something different. Something I think could be good for both of us. But I can’t do more, not right now. And this rule makes that clear.’

‘I guess it does.’ He was grumpy now. If he’s just going to be like this I don’t think I can do it. ‘Dylan, I love you, and I’m excited about this, but we are not dating. If you can’t accept that from the start, we should stop now.’

‘No, okay, I get it. I just don’t want to hear it I guess. But okay, I agree. I’ll get used to it. I’m sorry for being grumpy about it.’

That’s all it took to change my mood. ‘Thank you.’ I slipped off the chair, changing the dynamic between us as I shuffled to kneel between his legs. He was clearly delighted, and lay back, to get a better look at me, all disgruntlement forgotten. I put my hands on his thighs, rubbing them gently back and forth. It was the most sexual thing I’d even done with him. With anybody, oh God I’m such a novice. I spoke in a soft, sexy voice. ‘Another rule then. We’ll keep this our secret, our very naughty, kinky secret,’ I improvised, ‘unless we mutually agree otherwise.’

He nodded his swift agreement but I needed to make sure he got it. ‘This is really important Dylan, no telling, anyone. No boasting to friends, no hints to family. Not even a suggestive joke.’

He nodded with the more serious response the rule required. I rewarded him with some more things to think about, walking my fingers up his thigh. ‘No one’s allowed to know all the things I let you do to me.’ He made a little groan of excitement. ‘No one gets to know all the new things I’m going to do to you.

‘Mhmmmm.’

‘No matter if it’s the best thing in the world, or you’re finding it really hard, this is our secret. Yes?’

‘Yes,’ he confirmed and he gasped as I rested my hand on the bulge of his cock. There he was, transfixed, my power over him was scintillating. There was so much I wanted to do, to try. But first, he had to pass the final test.








  
  
  Chapter 16 - Dylan

  
  




This was better than any dream. My beautiful best friend, kneeling between my legs, and her hand, her actual hand was resting on my cock!

Some of the rules were tough to swallow but anything was worth this, to have more of Amy. To be given access to this side of her that I’d only ever dreamed of. I stared with wonder, enthralled by her touch, and how she looked, kneeling ever so suggestively between my legs. She was looking at her own hand, resting on the obvious bulge in my trousers. I don’t think she can believe this is happening, that makes two of us.

I had no idea what was coming next, but she seemed to have some plan. She looked up at me, a little smirk forming. ‘So, that just leaves one rule.’

‘Okay?’

She didn’t reply, instead she looked back at my cock, tracing her fingertips over the bulge. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan, it felt incredible. I’d never been more desperate.

‘We’ve talked about it before,’ she continued. ‘And the last few days have only reinforced how important this one is. Do you know what I’m talking about?’

I nodded. I’d tried not to think about it too much but when I had it was with a strange mix of concern and arousal. ‘That I have to ask you before I wank.’

‘Yes. But you haven’t done very well with that have you?’ She squeezed the bulge, and not gently.

‘No, I’m sorry. I’ll do better.’

‘Why, why do you need to do better?’ She placed her other hand on top of the one on my cock and then leaned down, resting her chin and looking up at me.

‘Because, you don’t want me wasting my sexual energy.’ I was pleased to recite her thinking, but still wasn’t sure if she was serious. I had plenty of sexual energy.

‘Yes, and also I want you to show me you’re serious about this.’

‘I couldn’t be more serious. I want this so much.’ I corrected myself, trying to be more romantic, ‘I want you so much,’ I said.

She nodded, kneeling up and moving to fetch something from around the side of the bed. It seemed like she dragged a box or something, but I couldn’t see. Amy pushed herself up on my knees so she was kneeling up high, and to my amazement, began to undo the buttons of her simple white sundress. After about three buttons, as her lacey bra began to come into view, she looked up at me. ‘I want to see your cock, get it out.’ She continued to undo her buttons.

I was paralysed. Did she just say that? I couldn’t look away from her fingers, she was down to her belly button now, her dress slowly opening to reveal her breasts, held high in a beautiful lacy bra. ‘Dylan?’ She looked up at me again. ‘Pants down.’

‘Oh, God,’ I managed to reply, my fingers finally flying into action. I whipped my belt undone and fumbled at the stiff button and the zipper. Hooking my thumbs into my underpants, I was suddenly nervous, I hesitated. Did she mean underpants too?

‘Show me,’ she instructed, leaving no room for doubt.

I lifted my bottom up and pushed down, my trousers and underpants heading down my thighs as my cock caught for a moment, and then sprung back up to full upright position, pointing up towards my head. Amy’s hands took over from mine, pulling my clothing down around my ankles. She looked. I didn’t know what to think. Say something. She put her hands on my bare thighs, not more than half way up them, and just looked. It sure wasn’t the ‘oh wow’ I’d imagined. Say something, I screamed in my head.

Finally she looked back at me, and grinned. ‘Well isn’t he cute.’

Cute! That’s not what a guy wants to hear. ‘Thanks?’ I said, emphasising it was a question. She didn’t reply, she didn’t do anything, but moved her head to look at my erect cock from different angles. I was getting a little paranoid.

‘Oh Dylan, isn’t that what you wanted to hear? Did you dream of me seeing it, gasping and unable to take it into my mouth, already wide open with surprise?’

How the fuck did she know that? ‘Umm, actually, that’s pretty accurate.’

She giggled. It wasn’t a real giggle, it was a fake, mean one. And it was infuriatingly arousing. ‘What do you think of it?’ she asked.

Never in a million fantasies, had I imagined Amy asking me that. ‘I, I don’t know. I like it?’ Everything seemed to be coming out as questions.

‘What do you like about it?’ Her hands stayed frustratingly distant. In my dreams she was stroking, if not sucking it by now.

‘Are you going to touch it?’ I couldn’t help myself asking.

She grinned, she was having fun. ‘Not yet, but actually, you can. Stroke it, while you answer my question.’

‘God, really?’ Why the idea of me stroking it was embarrassing while I wanted her to do the same I don’t know.

‘Don’t make me ask twice, Dylan.’ Who is this girl and how is she so damn hot?

I reached down, taking my erection in my right hand, the one I always used. Amy watched with utter fascination as I lifted it higher, moving the skin up and down it, slower than I usually did. My mind was struggling to process this was real, but it felt good to actually be touching.

‘Is that how you do it,’ she paused, looking from my cock to my face, ‘when you think of me?’

I let out a little groan, it was more than my cock being exposed. ‘Yes.’

‘You move the skin, not slide the whole thing in your fist?’

This was without a doubt the strangest conversation I’d ever had. And the hottest. ‘I do both, but it needs lube to do that and feel best.’

She seemed surprised. ‘You use lube to wank?’

‘Yes, or shower gel in the shower, or…’ I stopped, wondering if it was too much detail.

She furrowed her brows ‘Or what?’

‘Or if there’s enough, I use precum.’

I saw Amy’s eyes widen. ‘Show me?’

I grabbed my cock tighter around the base and drew my hand up, and sure enough a bead of precum emerged, and upon another stroke it turned into a dribble down the front of my cock.

‘Oh my God, that’s amazing. It’s so clear! I always imagined it was white.’ She was leaning in much closer, inspecting it.

I laughed, her fascination had thrown off all the dominant stuff she’d been displaying. This was my friend, top of Biology class, in full geek mode. It was much more innocent, but just as sexy. ‘It’s super slippery,’ I informed her, ‘I guess that’s what it is, nature’s lube.’ I paused, wondering if she’d go for this. ‘You can touch it if you like.’ She bit her lip, pondering. I was imagining her wrapping her hand around my cock to rub the precum in as lube, but to my frustration she reached out and touched the tip of her finger to the latest bead of precum emerging from my cock. She managed to not even make contact with my skin. Dammit.

Her delight soon distracted me though. ‘Oh my God, it’s so slippery!’ She rubbed it between finger and thumb. Then, she blew my mind. She popped her finger in her mouth and sucked, doing the same to her thumb. ‘Hmm, it doesn’t taste of much.’ The sparkle in her eyes showed me she knew what impact that was having on me.

Amy shifted her hands further up my thighs, but kept them solidly there, leaning over my cock so her breasts, held up and pushed together by the gorgeous bra that was being revealed by her now half undone dress. ‘Is there something you want?’

‘You,’ I replied. She looked away for a moment, seeming to enjoy my desire.

‘I meant, is there something you want to do.’ She tilted her head at me, making it clear that the same answer was not what she wanted to hear. ‘I want to stroke my cock,’ I said, ‘for you.’

She took a deep breath in. She was really into that. Amy bit her lip, then coyly asked, ‘Now, now, is that what you’re supposed to do?’

I remembered the new rule. Something in me didn’t want to have to ask, but my cock insisted I did. ‘Please, Amy, can I stroke it for you.’

Her face flushed. ‘Oh my God, that’s so fucking hot.’ She was right, it was. ‘Look at me, and wank it.’

I didn’t need to be told twice. My hand wrapped around my cock, pumping up and down fast now, the way I usually do. This would not take long.

‘Hey now, slower.’ She slapped the top of my thigh. ‘Slower! What’s the other part of this?’

Shit, I hoped she forgot that bit. ‘That… that I mustn’t cum without permission either.’ I pouted but her excitement at my words distracted me.

Amy leaned closer, her tits over my cock, just inches from my thrusting hand. ‘I do that sometimes you know?’

‘Do what?’ My eyes couldn’t stop moving between her face and her breasts as I masturbated.

‘I deny myself, just edge, don’t cum.’

‘Wow, really?’ This felt she was confessing something deeper than I realised. ‘What’s it do to you?’ I whispered.

‘It makes me so, fucking, horny.’ She let out a little moan of frustration. ‘I’ve been edging most of today.’

‘Holy shit, really?’ I squeaked, having forgotten to breathe.

‘Mhmm. Oh Dylan, my pussy is so wet.’

I didn’t reply, I still hadn’t breathed. I watched in silence as her hand slid down inside the half-open dress, out of sight, but it was obvious what she was doing. Her shoulder slowly moved up and down as her fingers caused her to make little gasps with every breath she exhaled.

I dragged in a breath, my hand had even stopped, I was so fixated on seeing her doing this. ‘You are so sexy.’ It didn’t seem to do the slightest justice to what I felt but she was so caught up in what was going on between her legs she just gave a smile of appreciation, her eyes closing. It was the most beautiful, sexiest, incredible thing I’d ever seen. I wanted this moment to last forever.

I didn’t want to break the spell, but I needed to know. ‘How long,’ I said quietly, ‘how long will you deny yourself?’

Her eyes stayed shut but she seemed to become more focused, ‘Sometimes hours, sometimes days,’ her eyes flicked open, ‘and occasionally, weeks.’

‘Wow.’

‘But that’s because I have self-control, Dylan. Do you have the discipline to do that?’

I knew I didn’t, and so did she. ‘No.’

‘So how are you going to manage this final rule, the test that you really want this?’

‘I don’t know,’ I admitted.

‘Would you like me to help you?’

How can she help? I was about to ask when her hand rose up a little, her other leaving my thigh to join it, and she began to undo the final buttons of her dress. She looked straight at me as she shrugged it off and it fell to the floor.

Hidden under her dress was an almost see-through babydoll top. It hid her breasts just enough to make me ache to see more. It’s cups gave her a cleavage I could barely drag my eyes from. But mostly it just let me see enough of her to tease me. She’d chosen well.

She knelt up high so I could see more of her stunning body, and the top part of her panties, they were small, and delicate, and complimented the babydoll, diving down like an arrow below the sheer fabric of the babydoll to where I longed to be. She was utterly gorgeous. ‘Yes,’ I finally replied, only half aware of the question.

‘Good, because I want you to know this is serious. I want you to learn discipline. I want you to show me you’re kinky like me, I want you to show me what you are prepared to do, to have this.’ She pushed up on my knees and she was standing over me, a goddess in white lingerie. I was overwhelmed by the desire to have her. To touch her, feel her perfect skin, everywhere.

‘Anything,’ I said. ‘I’ll do anything.’

She gave a delighted grin. ‘I was hoping you’d say that.’ Amy bent over from the waist and picked up a brown box, placing it on the bed beside me, she opened the lid so I couldn’t see what was in it, but I heard the clink of metal as she reached inside. Her eyes met mine. ‘We need to deal with this nasty wanking habit of yours, Dylan. I want all your sexual energy. So, if you want me, if you want us to be friends with kinky benefits, you’re going to have to wear this.’

She lifted a metal device out of the box. I wasn’t sure what it was. I pushed up on my elbows, staring at it as she turned it in her hands, letting me see. A thick metal ring and a short tube made by metal strands, meeting at the end. It can’t be what I think it is. Is that even a thing? My mind went back to the map we’d looked at before. ‘Chastity belts.’ I didn’t want to even say it out loud. ‘What is that?’

She grinned and slowly knelt down to where she’d been before, bringing it nearer for me to see. ‘This, my darling Dylan, is a cock cage.’

‘You’re kidding.’ I knew she wasn’t.

‘Nope. I told you I’d help, and this is how. If you’re serious about this, and about only touching, and only cumming when I say you can, then this will be how we do it.’

‘But, that’s medieval!’

‘Oh no, these are thoroughly modern, high quality steel, a little integrated lock,’ she pointed at it with her finger. ‘It’s not inescapable, although you can’t take the whole thing off. But I think it will be a huge encouragement for you to be good for me, don’t you?’

I looked at the cage. It was barely a couple of inches long. I looked down at my cock. ‘But I won’t fit in that,’ I objected.

‘Not when you’re hard, no. But having seen you, I think you’ll fit snugly in it when you’re not.’

The implications hit me. ‘But then I won’t even be able to get hard!’ I felt dizzy, a mix of surprise, and unexpected arousal at what she was showing me.

‘No, you won’t. Your cock won’t even be able to get hard without my permission.’ The fire burning in her eyes grew even brighter. ‘I love that.’

‘This is insane,’ I said, mostly to myself, my eyes following every movement of her fingers over the hard steel.

She grinned, seeming more herself suddenly. ‘I know, it totally is insane. But it’s crazy hot too, right?’ She suddenly seemed unsure. She reached out, handing me the cage and I took it. It was surprisingly light, but then it was mostly just thin mental bars. I looked at it carefully as she stood again, and stepped over my leg, flopping onto the bed next to me. ‘Please say it’s hot. I’ve been planning this all week.’

I thought about it for a moment, ‘The idea of you actually locking up my cock so I can’t even wank?’ I paused, seeing the anxiety in her eyes. I blew out a breath, ‘It’s crazy, and hot, yes, fuck.’ What the hell are you getting yourself into?

The look of joy on her face was worth anything that admission cost me. ‘Really, you really think so?’ How could I resist that? She shook her head, looking down at my groin. ‘Honestly, the thought of your cock locked up, for me,’ her eyes returned to mine, ‘it makes me so horny I could die.’

‘Really? What about it?’

She nodded quickly, ‘Just everything. How kinky it is, how horny you’re going to get, the fact I’m all you’ll be able to think about.’

‘I do that anyway.’ I laughed. This was ridiculous but she was clearly loving it.

Amy put her hand on my thigh, and looked up at me through her lashes, suddenly serious, and extra sexy, ‘I promise, if you do this for me, I will make it so worth your while.’

I didn’t want to break the spell. The lust in her eyes was arousing, and also a little scary. This was her truly letting me see this kinky side of her, and I adored it. I made the only response I could think of, something I’d wanted to do for what felt like a lifetime. I leaned in and kissed her.








  
  
  Chapter 17 - Amy

  
  




I hadn’t expected him to kiss me but it felt so right when he did that I let out a little moan of happiness, and that caused him to kiss me all the harder. He opened his mouth and I matched it, trying not to overthink what was happening. Part of my brain was screaming, ‘You’re kissing Dylan!’ but somewhere deeper, more primal, was urging me to go for it. I felt his hand slide up under my hair and that was it, I went for it.

Neither of us knew what we were doing but looking back I think we did a fair job of our first kiss. A bit of tongue, nothing excessive. I already felt on a high from the thrill of introducing the chastity device, and his reaction to it. My main thought was, ‘Man, sex is crazy.’ Not profound, I know, but I was busy snogging.

We didn’t kiss for that long, I think both of us realised who it was we were making out with, and backed off gently. He’s not a bad kisser, that’s got to be a good sign. Of the few snogs I’d had, at parties and more awkwardly at the end of bad dates, this counted as one of the best. Actually no, the best.

I smiled at him. ‘That was nice.’ He nodded. The kiss seemed to have taken some of the heat out of our interaction. I looked down, it didn’t seem to have taken any of the heat out of his erection. Penises are so weird. At one level there was a primal response to seeing it. I absolutely wanted to jump on top of it and feel it inside me. But mostly my initial reaction of it being cute, won out. It really was cute. I’m sure part of this was down to how much porn I watched, I knew most of what I saw there was well above average. I had the urge to hold it, but I’d promised to save that for a little later. I had planned this bit pretty well. ‘So, do you want to try it on?’

‘How does it even go on?’

I took the cock cage from him, and hidden behind the lid of the box, undid it with the key. I lifted just the ring portion, more of an oval than a circle, with two small holes near the top and the lock fitting. ‘This goes over your cock and balls, like a cock ring.’

Dylan looked at it, then at his cock. ‘How?’

He was right, it was never going to go on when he was erect. But I’d planned for that. ‘You have to be soft, your balls pull through, then your cock.’

‘Really?’ He couldn’t picture it but that was okay, I’d done my research. He didn’t need to be able to do it. Then he raised the valid complaint, ‘I might never be soft again with you acting like this.’

I laughed, ‘I know, and thanks for the compliment. But what’s something that stops you being hard?’

‘Cumming?’ he said, eyes wide. ‘Are you going to…?’

‘Nu uh, not yet, I want to watch you. But I’ll stay right here,’ I pressed myself closer to him, my breasts squishing up against his ribs, ‘and encourage you.’

He looked up from my tits, for a moment at least. ‘How are you this hot?’

I don’t know why, but it made me suddenly feel emotional. The look of lust, but also amazement in those eyes I knew so well. ‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘I guess I just needed someone to bring it out of me.’ I’d wanted to say ‘you’, not ‘someone’ but it just felt too personal for now. I’m supposed to be the one in control here. ‘Edge for me,’ I whispered, putting my head on his chest, looking down as his hand began stroking once again. I was more into it this time, not just biologically interested, but turned on by watching.

I turned my face so my chin was on his chest. He gave a little gasp but I didn’t know what had caused it. ‘What was that?’

‘Your chin, is on my nipple.’

‘Does that feel good?’

‘Weirdly good,’ he said.

‘Do you play with them when you wank?’

‘No, but, damn, just you talking feels amazing.’

I laughed, and wiggled my chin on his shirt, he made a louder gasp, ‘Oh my God!’

‘Seriously, it’s that good?’ I had a spark of inspiration. My other hand snaked across his chest and after a little search he cried out again. I’d found it, a hard little nub under his shirt. My finger tip circled it.

‘Holy shit!’ he cried.

‘It’s seriously that good, and you’ve never done it before?’

‘I didn’t know it was a thing,’ he almost yelled between gasps.

‘I play with mine all the time,’ I said, fascinated and delighting in his responses to my little touches.

‘I’m going to cum, seriously it’s going to make me cum.’

That switched my naughty side to full steam ahead. ‘No, no cumming unless I say so.’

‘But…’ he began to object.

‘Hands away, put them behind your back.’

‘But you wanted to make me cum!’ he argued.

‘Or we can just stop? You don’t want to fail the test already do you?’

He growled, it was adorable, and I felt a thrill as he wrenched his hand away and put both of them behind him in the small of his back. Oh God this is insanely hot. I pretended to be all scientific about it, if he knew the state of my panties right now. I pushed my face against his chest, I could just about feel the rise of his nipple but not do much with it. My fingers however, were finding delight in tormenting him. My nails lightly scratched across the fabric of his shirt seemed to elicit the loudest groans of pleasure. They stopped their vital work for a moment, and in what felt strangely intimate, I undid the first few buttons of his shirt. It meant I could reach in with my hand but didn’t help with the other nipple, so after a little touch, which was thrilling to us both, I went back and finished undoing his shirt.

I lifted my arm, peeking down. His cock was bright red, and to my great satisfaction, a strand of precum was dripping down onto his pubic mound. I banished all desire to rub, and suck it. Softly, softly catchee monkey. I recalled the old idiom of one of my grandmothers. I don’t think she imagined it for this scenario, although she was young once.

Now Dylan’s shirt was open, my options were improved. He had a nice chest. It wasn’t very muscly but it was shapely and had a nice amount of hair on it, with a thicker band down the centre to his belly button. I hadn’t really ever considered his hairy chest before, or anyone’s. It felt nice as I pressed my face to it. The random thought that he’d look good with a beard struck me. I decided not to mention it.

I looked up, his eyes were still fixed on me, although he was probably wondering what I was thinking about. My hand found his now bare nipple and I watched all his thoughts evaporate as it gently rubbed circles on his hard nipples. But that wasn’t enough, I looked down, locating the one on my side, and kissed it. The reaction was extraordinary. I’d been imagining sucking his cock the last few days and I hadn’t pictured his reaction any stronger than what just kissing his nipple produced. It was kind of cute, just big enough to suck on a little. Instinctively my tongue flicked out in my mouth and moved over it and I honestly thought he might be cumming. I stopped for a minute to check, but no, just a thicker stream of precum flowing from his bobbing cock. ‘Is that nice?’ I held back a giggle.

‘I… just. Oh my God, Amy.’

‘I’ll take that as a yes.’

‘Please, please let me touch my cock.’ I’d never heard him, or anyone, sound so desperate. It was a huge turn on.

‘Nope, good boy.’ I smiled and went back to my teasing work. The whimpers he let out were insanely hot. At that moment I just wanted to see what I could do to produce more. I kept my mouth near to his nipple, brushing it with my lips when I spoke. ‘Imagine it, Dylan, how this would be with your cock caged up. Not even able to get hard.’

‘Oh God, no, please.’

I’d never actually thought about that bit before. I’d seen cock cages in porn and especially on some Tumblrs I followed, and both they and female chastity belts had turned me on. But until now it was the idea that he couldn’t wank or cum that excited me. But this, that he couldn’t even get hard, I was suddenly a fan.

‘Oh yes,’ I continued, ‘think how it will ache, pushing at the cruel steel bars, dripping precum just like it is now.

‘Please, I beg you, it’s too cruel.’

‘It is cruel isn’t it. But if it’s not a turn on, why are you so hard?’

He choked off an attempt at replying, as I resumed my nipple play. All of this was deeply unfair, and all the hotter for it. I’d planned to make him jerk off while I just watched but that wasn’t enough now.

‘Can I tie you up?’ I asked, stopping the stimulation. He took a while to calm down, which was sexy, and I asked again.

I thought he’d ask a question, but he didn’t. ‘Yes.’

I jumped up, enjoying his eyes following me in my lingerie. I don’t think he’d noticed the stockings until now, or at the very least he was fixated on them as I found my bondage rope. I did a little spin. ‘How do I look?’

‘You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen,’ he said.

‘Aww, thank you!’ I like him calling me a woman.

Dylan eyed the rope. ‘How do we do this?’

‘I’ve been practising.’ I jumped onto the bed and sat cross legged next to him. It felt strangely pally given my lingerie and his hard cock, but we had to work on keeping it friends with benefits, so I was pleased with the set up. ‘Here, give me your wrists.’ He held them down towards me and I made a double loop, put his hands through, and then did a single wrap between his hands, turning it into simple bondage handcuffs. ‘They’re very simple and not tight or anything, but it’s more for the thrill of tying you up than being inescapable.’

He nodded as I knelt up and lifted his hands above his head with the rope. It was thrilling to be actually doing this for real rather than just in my imagination. ‘I have some safety scissors by the bed if we needed them, if your circulation felt funny or any numbness,’ I explained. ‘But honestly this is loose enough for you to just shake them off.’

‘Okay, cool,’ he said, sounding remarkably calm given I was in the process of tying him up. Oh, he’s figured out if his hands are tied…

As I finished off the knot to the ironwork of my headboard, the excited look on his face proved me right. I came and lay back next to him, but didn’t play with his nipples, yet. ‘Now, we talked about safewords earlier. And we need to agree on them before we do anything. So, ‘yellow’ means you’re close to what you can handle, but that I shouldn’t stop.’ He nodded. ‘And “red” means stop. And whatever we’re doing we stop immediately and untie if someone was tied up, and then just talk about it.’ I think I got that all right. I’d been reciting the safeword speech a few times preparing for this evening.

‘Okay, got it, yellow, and red, like traffic lights.’

‘Exactly and in fact some people use “green” to confirm they are doing well.’ I smiled at him, my fingers moving closer to his nipple.

‘I’m very, very green.’ He smiled at me.

I suppressed a laugh, thinking of it as meaning naive and unproven. ‘Me too,’ I said, keeping the pun to myself.

The thought of what I was about to do suddenly hit me. This was it, no going back from here. I felt suddenly nervous. Was this all a terrible mistake? I looked at Dylan, happy, hard, horny, and all tied up for me. If it’s a mistake then it’s one worth making. I pushed up on my elbow, and kissed him again. A soft kiss on his lips, then one on his ear before I whispered, ‘I’m going to play with your cock now.’

‘Oh my God,’ he whispered.

It was time.








  
  
  Chapter 18 - Dylan

  
  




As Amy’s hand lay on my chest I ached for it to resume playing with my nipple. The fact it felt so incredible had taken me completely by surprise. Somehow, in combination with stroking my cock, it made the pleasure multiply through my body. How have I missed how good that feels?

But now I was here, my hands tied above me, suddenly helpless, and watching my best friend, in gorgeous lingerie, tease me and, I hoped, about to play with my cock. I’d never been hornier, and I’d never been happier.

As she moved a little I heard the clink of metal. It brought back to mind her wicked plan. Now I thought about it, I’d seen those devices once or twice, maybe on TV, but the whole thing had seemed bizarre and ridiculous. But seeing her delight in the idea, the obvious arousal, and her points about it helping me keep to my promise – I didn’t want to admit it to her, but something about it drove me wild.

Any coherent thought fled from my brain as her fingers and mouth found my nipples again. How can this feel so damn good? Watching her get into it was almost unbelievable. She was dressed so erotically, and just having fun with me. At this moment, I didn’t need any more from her. Friends with kinky benefits would keep me going for a good while. My major concern was not fucking anything up and losing this.

Nonetheless, her teasing torment of my nipples was driving me insane. I began begging, truly begging for her to play with my cock. I could just see it over her arm across my chest, bobbing up and down, drooling precum like I’d never seen before.

The trouble was, the more I begged the more she seemed to enjoy not doing what I asked, and played with my nipples even more effectively. My eyes met hers, her hidden smile shining from her eyes as she tortured me with pleasure. I am so fucked. And I didn’t want it any other way. Suddenly the idea of the cage on my cock grew on me, being under her power. Until that point my promises to not wank or cum had been empty, I realised. I knew I wouldn’t be able to do it, but I’d said yes to keep her happy. But seeing her delight in this, how she was letting out her kinky side, it was changing my mind. I suddenly ached to be trapped, at her mercy. My heart raced as I admitted it to myself.

But that was nothing compared to how it leaped when her hand left my nipple, and travelled down. Her mouth left its work too, so she could look full in my face for what would happen next. I watched her fingers as they stroked down my tummy. I couldn’t help it, I suddenly jerked as it felt like a tickle. Her eyes went wide for a moment, realising her power over me if she wanted to tickle me, but I could see her rein it in, and it skipped the ticklish bit and stroked through my pubic hair. She was so close, and so totally in control. I pulled on the ropes above me. I could feel they weren’t very tight but the act of being tied up had been so sensual, and being helpless like this made the whole experience even more powerful. At the time I hadn’t been able to stop myself thinking of tying her up in the same way, but right now, I was her captive.

‘Oh, someone’s made a mess.’ Her finger tips circled the dark patch of hair soaked with precum. I imagined her perfect lips, glossy with it. Damn, is she going to suck me today?

But no, she just played with my pubes, wrapping the hair in her finger tips. ‘Hmm,’ she mused, ‘ I think I’d like these trimmed more.’ She gave a naughty smile, ‘I don’t want my nose to get too tickled.’

My mind brought a much more familiar fantasy back, her between my legs, my cock buried in her mouth. It made me want to bust out of the ropes and take her right now. I think she could tell as her next comment brought me down to earth with a bump. ‘Or we could just shave you bare.’

‘You’re kidding.’

‘I think it’s sexy.’ Amy reached down and pulled her panties forward, giving my first glimpse down into that place I’d imagined for so long. I gave a desperate little sigh. ‘Because then you’d be just like me. We’d match.’ She let me gaze for a moment longer at her perfect shaved mound, before the elastic of her panties snapped tight and removed my vision of heaven.

Her eyes went wide and she got the naughtiest look on her face. ‘You know the other reason to shave you bare, Dylan?’ I shook my head. She saw the impact the idea had, and raised her eyebrows. Amy appeared to reflect for a moment, and then she snuggled in tighter to me. ‘They say it makes your cock look bigger.’

She stopped, watching me intently. I had no idea what she expected. I had no idea how to react. Was she teasing me? I don’t have the biggest cock in the world but I like it. I tend to ignore how big the cocks are in porn, well try at least. Hearing her say it, it sent a hot flush up my spine, I was sure my face was burning up. She seemed unsure. ‘Is that hot?’ she asked, her dominant diva put aside, truly wanting an answer.

‘I don’t know,’ I said.

‘I heard some guys get turned on by that.’

‘By, being teased about their cock size?’ I wanted to be sure that’s what she meant.

‘Yes. Does it do anything for you?’

I felt embarrassed to say anything. We promised to be honest. ‘It did something.’

‘Oh it did?’ She seemed relieved and excited. ‘Tell me more.’ She looked down at my crotch. ‘Oh.’ I looked too. For the first time since getting it out, my cock had softened a bit. Well that doesn’t help. ‘It’s not making you hard though,’ she correctly observed.

I thought about it a moment. ‘I think… I think the whole thing scrambles my brain so hard it doesn’t know how to react.’

‘Well that’s interesting!’ She sat up a bit. ‘Dylan, I like your penis, it’s genuinely cute, and more, it’s hot and sexy.’

‘Really?’ I was relieved to hear her say it.

‘Yes, really, really. In fact, I know we’ve only just been introduced but I love you, and so therefore I can safely declare, I love your penis.’

I laughed, she was so cute, especially like this. But I had a question. ‘Okay, but first, why do you want to tease it like this, and also, why do you keep calling it that?’

‘Your penis,’ she said again, clearly amused at herself.

‘Yes.’

‘Well, I want to tease it because I’m curious and it kind of ties in with the whole cock cage thing I guess. And I’m happy you are open to this, that is definitely kinky.’

Score one to me on the kinky front. That alone was worth enduring this.

‘As to why I keep calling it a penis…’ she couldn’t stop smiling as she said it. ‘Hmm, are you really okay if I keep teasing you like this, can I do more, knowing I love it really?’

This will show her I’m kinky. ‘Yes.’ Heck, maybe I am more kinky than I thought.

‘Oh goody! Well, the reason I keep calling it a penis…’ she snuggled in and her hand slipped underneath it, so it was now resting on the back of her hand, ‘is because what I see in porn, are “cocks”, I’m not sure yours counts.’

‘Fuck.’

‘Big cocks, that’s what I’ve always imagined.’ She licked her lips. ‘They’d never fit in that little cage.’

‘Fuck!’

‘Oh Dylan, look how hard this is getting you, you’re making my hand all messy.’ She laughed, ‘Is this really turning you on, being teased about how big you are?’

‘Apparently so.’ I looked down and my cock didn’t lie, it was back to its full height, now floating above her hand. ‘You are so fucking kinky, I just.. Yes. Fine. Apparently it turns me on.’

‘Noted.’ She gave me a big smile then sunk her head to my chest, sucking at my nipple.

‘Oh God that feels so good. Please Amy, I can’t stand much more teasing.’

‘No? What is it you want.’

‘Play with my cock, please!’

She laughed. ‘Your cock huh, your biiiig cock.’

‘Yes, the one you love already, remember.’

She nodded. ‘You make a good point. Are you ready?’ We paused, aware this was something we could not undo.

‘Fuck yes,’ I told her and then groaned as I watched her wrap her delicate fingers around my cock for the first time. ‘Oh God, thank you, this is amazing.’

‘Just that? Nothing else?’ Apparently holding my cock made her feel very in control. She sat up on her other elbow and looked, starting to stroke her fingers lightly over it. I could see her growing increasingly fascinated, ‘How is something so hard, also so soft?’ She was the one mesmerised now. I hadn’t ever thought about it, and was pretty sure the question was just rhetorical. I lay back. It’s Amy’s hand on my cock, she’s wanking me! And she was, her hand slowly moving up and down the shaft. I stayed quiet, I didn’t want to say anything that would mess this up.

‘This is cool! Does that feel nice?’

‘Mhmmm.’ It did feel good, but it was more the fact she was doing it that was the turn on.

‘How do you like it, what should I do?’

‘Just that, maybe faster?’

She gripped a bit harder, I opened my eyes to watch. Just the sight of her doing it was enough to get me close. ‘Is that better?’

‘Yes, God yes, that’s good. Don’t stop.’

But that’s exactly what she did. She gave a little laugh to know it was on purpose. She shifted her grip and put her thumb underneath the head, rubbing the frenulum. ‘Oh wow!’

‘That’s nice too is it? It’s supposed to be the most sensitive bit.’ Apparently she knew more about my cock than I did. Whatever she was doing it felt incredible, and I told her. ‘Good. Imagine what me sucking on that bit would feel like.’ Oh please, please do that. I stayed quiet, it wasn’t a question. She dragged her gaze from my cock and her hand, ‘How close are you to cumming?’

‘Like maybe a minute?’ I shrugged, ‘depends what you do.’

Her hand went back to jerking me hard and fast. ‘A minute?’

‘Maybe less, yes less!’

Then it slowed down, to a tenth of the speed. ‘And now?’

‘Oh my God, you are killing me. My poor balls are so full,’ I objected.

That was the wrong thing to say. ‘They are?’ Her eyes had gone wide. She let go of my shaft and very carefully slid her hand down and cupped her hand around my balls. ‘Oh wow, I thought your penis felt strange.’

I laughed. ‘You are unbelievable. Stop insulting my genitals.’

‘It only seems to turn you on.’

‘No comment.’ I stuck my tongue out at her. This was very strange. That’s just how we’d interact when goofing around, but now she had my aching balls in her fingers.

‘Seriously though, is this how they always feel? Can I squeeze them?’

‘Gently!’ I hastily added. And she did, very gently in fact, and she began rolling them softly in her fingers.

‘Is that nice?’

I’d never even thought about my balls as something to play with, but it was strangely arousing. ‘Yes, I think so. I’ve never done that.’

‘You’ve never done your nipples either and look how good that was.’

‘That was amazingly good,’ I admitted, ‘but oh please, my cock…’

‘What about your cock?’

‘Touch it, play with it.’ I lifted my hips, straining, trying to tempt her to do something. A little flow of precum spilled out of the top and fell like liquid glass to my pubes.

‘Not even a please, Dylan?’

I shut my eyes, it seemed to make it easier to beg. ‘Please, Amy, I beg you. Please, please!’ I’d not known desperation like it.

‘Try, “Miss”,’ she said, quietly.

‘What?’ I opened my eyes.

‘Try calling me, “Miss”’ I want to see how it feels.’

Apparently this was a bigger thing for her, and not just strange as it sounded to me, but at this point I didn’t care. ‘Please, Miss, play with my cock.’

‘That’s hot,’ she declared, and to my delight, wrapped her hand back around my shaft. She didn’t stroke yet.

‘It is?’ I tried to understand, although my brain was doing all kinds of things by now.

‘Mhmmm, it’s cute. You don’t have to use it but I liked it.’ She gave my cock a few tugs and then paused again, ‘I think…’ a few more tortuous, wonderful strokes, ‘that it’d be hot,’ and some more — I was losing my mind, ‘that it’d be hot to call you “Sir” if I’m the one being teased.’

Her conclusion cut through my arousal a little bit. I smiled at her. ‘Noted.’ She giggled, then paused, raising her eyebrows. I caught on, ‘Noted, Miss.’

She beamed with joy. ‘You are a fast learner, Dylan.’ Part of what thrilled me in all this was seeing how much joy it brought her. I felt honoured to be let in, and part of that.

I felt a little cheeky. ‘You can use “Sir” if you want.’ I grinned at her. She seemed to blush a little.

‘Shut up, that’s for when I’m tied up.’ She ended the discussion very effectively by stroking my cock hard and fast, causing me to cry out with pleasure. She looked down at her hand wrapped around me. It was still odd that I was semi-naked with her. ‘So what are we going to do with these full balls of yours, huh?’

‘Make me cum, please, I beg you.’

Amy looked at me, seeming to form a plan as she masturbated me closer to climax. ‘We’ll see.’








  
  
  Chapter 19 - Amy

  
  




My arm was starting to get a bit tired with all the wanking. Who knew this was such hard work? No wonder guys have strong arms. I looked up at Dylan’s hands tied above his head. ‘Are your arms okay? How are your fingers?’

He flexed them. ‘All good, thank you.’

I probably still shouldn’t keep him tied up too long. Let’s bring this to a climax. I smiled at him. Only not quite the one he’s hoping for. I continued to stroke his cock. ‘How close are you Dylan?’ As he searched for an answer I needed a better way to measure it. ‘If cumming is ten, where are you at?’ I was pleased with the simple idea.

‘Umm, like eight right now, I was nine just now.’

Okay, that’s kind of useful. I gripped his cock tighter, stroking it faster. I might need to switch arms if this takes much longer. I wanted him a bit closer before I revealed my final twist – it didn’t take long.

‘Okay, nine,’ he said. The way he was squirming and rolling his head against his arms was so hot. It was time.

‘Dylan?’ He looked at me again. ‘Do you know what a ruined orgasm is?’

‘No, but that sounds bad.’ He half laughed. He won’t be laughing soon.

‘It’s when you start the orgasm but then stop stroking, and just shoot your load out.’

‘But that’s the best bit,’ he cried. ‘Why would anyone stop then?’

I laughed, it was a good point. ‘Because it’s hot and mean and kinky. And most of all it means you stay hornier.’

‘I still don’t want one.’

Damn, in my head he was easier to convince. ‘What if it was that, or nothing?’

‘What?’

‘I could just leave you to go down and then cage you up.’

‘You’re caging me today?’

I guess I didn’t mention that. ‘Yes.’

‘My cock won’t go down, you’re too hot.’ He grinned, pleased with his reasoning even if he was half-delirious with lust.

‘You have a good point.’ But this was the plan. I was determined to get back on track. I had an idea. Maybe this would convince him? ‘I’ll take my top off.’

He didn’t even pause, just looked at my chest. ‘Yep, totally worth it.’

I had barely finished the suggestion before he’d agreed. I chuckled. Men. ‘Okay, so I get to ruin your orgasm, if I’m topless?’

He was nodding furiously. ‘Yep, seriously, I have dreamed of seeing them since forever.’ His eyes were firmly fixed on my cleavage. I was about to reach behind and lift the babydoll off me when I realised if it meant that much to him I should make the most of it.

I sat up onto my knees, deciding the best option was to sit on his legs, so I straddled over his lap. His cock looked totally different from this perspective. Considerably bigger. Not that I was going to tell him at this point. I reached down and took hold of it, giving it a few strokes. I was pleased to find this position used different muscles and was much less difficult. Bonus. The look on Dylan’s face was enthralling, he was adoring me with his eyes. I still didn’t get his, or anyone’s, fascination with breasts, but I wasn’t going to argue.

Letting go of his cock, my hand went up to my shoulder and slipped one strap to the side. I was trembling slightly. I wasn’t sure if it was just a bit cold with only lingerie on, or if I was nervous. A little of both. The look on his face made it all worthwhile. I shrugged the other shoulder strap off, and let them drop down, freeing myself from them but keeping the cups of the babydoll in place with an arm.

I reached down and took hold of his cock again with my spare hand, it felt even better from this angle. Holy shit, this is actually happening. I felt so powerful up there, his adoring gaze boosting me, his pleasure at my mercy. I let out a breath and dropped my arm, pulling my top down so the cups slid off my breasts and the sheer fabric of the babydoll fell down around my waist. I looked at him gazing at my bare breasts for the first time and I felt him harden even more in my hand as his mouth dropped open. It was the best feedback I’d ever had.

A reverential, ‘Wow,’ was all he said, and it was all I needed to hear.

I smiled, letting go of his cock for a moment, taking the ruffled lingerie around my waist and pulling it slowly up my body. I let it catch on my breasts, making them bob up and down before I pulled it off completely and cast it aside. I was kneeling over him, in nothing but a sexy pair of knickers. I felt beautiful and powerful. I could get used to this.

I sat up tall, pushing my chest out. Wrapping my fingers back around his cock I stroked him faster. I wanted to give him a little time to enjoy me, but not too long. It’s hard to describe his face, a look of wonder and desire that I really didn’t feel I deserved, but I let myself bathe in his desire — I let it help me become… more.

I fell forward with one hand on his chest, the other stroking his cock up and down beneath me. I dragged his gaze away from my breasts, I wanted to look into his eyes for this. ‘Are you close?’

‘So close, please Amy.’ His eyes were wide, eyebrows up and mouth parted, making little gasps with every slow tease with my hand.

‘Beg me, beg me to ruin you.’ His reaction suggested he’d completely forgotten our deal.

‘No, please, no let me cum properly.’ I let go of his cock, leaving it throbbing and twitching between us. He cried out in dismay. I don’t know why, but I had an intense urge to climb up on him and feel him in me at that moment. That would be bad. The sooner we get the cage on him the better for both of us.

‘Okay, okay,’ he said. I smiled, the little victory won so easily. I wrapped my hand around his cock again but waited for his words. ‘Please, Amy, please… Miss. Ruin my orgasm.’

‘So fucking hot.’ I bit my lip, my own breathing fast now. I was very aware of the impact him squirming beneath me was having on my well-edged pussy. I was so high on the experience I almost felt like I was edging myself.

I pumped him harder with my hand. I could see it, I could see him falling into the orgasm, his eyes losing focus, becoming pools of dark arousal. He closed them for a moment but opened them again, the desire to stay connected with me keeping them wide. ‘Oh Amy,’ he whispered, ‘please….’

I felt him shudder, his back arched, pulling at the rope holding his hands. His body tensed, thighs clenching under me. ‘Good boy, cum for me.’ Dylan twitched hard in my hand. It took all my willpower to stop stroking, to slide my hand to the base of him, his cock hardening more than I knew it could as the first ejaculation shot from it.

And what an eruption. I saw it splatter over his chest and neck. It totally took me by surprise. Even more, I felt the next jet hose against the bottom of my bare breasts, once, twice, three times, the spurts of hot semen splashing on my skin.

I sat up higher and finally looked at his cock, my hand still holding just the base of it. He was still ejaculating, but he wasn’t happy about it. Now that I’d sat back, the realisation that I’d stopped stroking hit him hard. ‘No, God no, please Amy, don’t stop!’ I watched with astonishment as he just kept shooting thick white loads up his tummy. Not as potent as that first squirt but still utterly fascinating. Where the hell does he store all that? No wonder his balls felt full. ‘Amy, fuck, please stroke me.’ He was battling against the ropes now, and I was riding his thighs as he twisted and turned, trying to get loose, trying to get his hand to his cock. It was unbelievably hot.

I finally kicked back into teasing. ‘Oh no, Dylan. I’m sorry, but we did agree.’ I paused, giving him a chance to calm down. ‘Was it worth it to see my tits?’ That refocused him although he didn’t seem in a condition to speak. He looked at me again and gave up his struggles. His cock gave a few more twitches but seemed to have exhausted its extraordinary supply of cum.

I looked at his chest, it was covered in dark strips where he’d squirted on his pale chest hair, even a pool of it in the nape of his neck. Then I remembered where else it had landed.

‘You came on my tits,’ I informed him.

That got through. His eyes focused on them. ‘No!’

‘Mhmm, look.’ I arched my back and could see him finding the wet spots. I finally let go of his cock, and slid my hands up under my boobs. I could feel the thick wetness on my fingers. I considered what to do and shrugged. Fuck it, not like this isn’t a day of firsts. I slid my hands higher, and began rubbing his cum over my breasts. The look of astonishment on his face was totally worth it. It felt good, and naughty too. I briefly wondered if he’d lick it off them but decided that was maybe one thing too far for tonight.

Instead I began playing with my nipples, caught up in how naughty and hot this was, using his cum as lube to make it feel better. As usual it made the ache between my legs grow. The smell of it hit me, a strange, musty smell. It was faintly familiar, I’m sure some plant or pollen smelled the same.

The need to masturbate was getting bad. I think if I’d had my vibe to hand I’d have probably used it to cum at that point, but a glimpse of his shrinking cock reminded me I had other things to do.

I climbed off his legs, and found a towel I’d put nearby, giving my hands and breasts a wipe. I resisted the urge to shower. This is hot, this is kinky, stick with it. I walked over the top of the bed and touched his hands. They were still nice and warm. ‘Still okay tied up? I can let you out if you’d prefer, but it’d be hotter to keep you that way for just the last bit.’

‘You’re the boss.’ It sounded more an admission of defeat than a joke.

I sat down next to him and stroked his head. ‘What was that like, the ruin?’

He paused for a moment. ‘The hottest, and meanest thing, I’ve ever experienced.’

I laughed. ‘I’ll take that.’

He turned to look at me. ‘That was insane, I didn’t even realise for a bit, and then it was the worst.’

‘That’s because you were distracted by my magic boobs.’ I wiggled a bit. He stared at them, looking a little sheepish as though he wasn’t supposed to. I felt a bit shy. I looked down. ‘What do you think of them?’

‘They are even more perfect than I imagined.’

I smiled, not letting him see it. Good answer, Dylan. ‘Thank you.’ I looked back at him. ‘Are you ready? I nodded to his crotch.

‘For you to lock up my cock? Are you serious?’

‘It’s insanely hot, come on, you’ve got to admit that.’ I could see him battling with the idea, which was arousing in itself.

‘It’s insane,’ he said, and then more grudgingly, ‘and it’s hot.’

‘Yay! So I can?’

‘Yes but, how long for? And who has the key, and how do I even pee?’

‘Those are all good questions.’ I slipped off the bed and grabbed the ring part, and also the clear plastic box whose purpose I now understood. ‘You can pee through the front of the cage, it’s got holes.’ I raised my eyebrows, ‘though you might have to sit like a girl if you don’t want to make a mess.’

‘What!’

I loved his reaction. Emma had told me that for some guys the idea of having to sit ‘like a girl’ really got to them. Apparently Dylan was one of them.

‘And as for how long, that’s up to me. Not long, to start, you can come back tomorrow and we’ll talk it through.’

‘I have to wear it all night?’ He seemed shocked but I’d thought that was obvious.

I knelt down between his legs, fascinated by how his hard cock had become so much smaller and softer. It was less than half the length it had been. Someone’s a grower, not a show-er. I held the ring in one hand, remembering what to do from the videos I’d watched. This was not going to be elegant, and I’m sure it’d have been far easier for him to do but it was just such a mindfuck doing it to him while he was tied up.

‘Okay, so I’m going to put your balls, then your cock through here. Try not to get hard.’ Even as I said it I saw his cock start to grow. ‘Dylan!’

‘You’re topless and about to touch my cock, you have maybe 30 seconds.’ He seemed very pleased with himself.

‘Challenge accepted.’ I brought the ring up to his scrotum, wow is that the least sexy word ever? No, ‘moist’ is still worse. I was amazed at how his balls had changed, much looser, smaller too. I’m seriously going to have to revisit the biology of bollocks. They rolled around like two big marbles in a sack, but it wasn’t too hard to get them through the ring.

Then there was his cock. It was growing, fast. Increasing in size with every heartbeat. I totally wanted to just watch it, but if he got too stiff this was not going to happen. As it was I had to grab it, and bend it awkwardly to push the head through the ring. It was astonishing how it was changing as I watched. I checked with him, sure this was hurting, but Dylan seemed delighted.

My hand went to the ‘balls’ side of the ring and pulled his cock through from there. It popped through, straightening out. If I’d thought it got hard quickly before putting the ring on, now it got ridiculous. It was effectively a cock ring, and somehow restricted the blood flow so that his cock jumped up, getting higher and harder with every pulse. It was totally fascinating. I had the huge urge to stick it in my mouth and feel it grow. All in good time, fuck Amy, you’re such a slut. I was pleased with myself.

‘Oh my God,’ Dylan said, staring at his cock.

‘What is it?’

‘It doesn’t usually get that hard, especially after I’ve cum.’

‘Oh really?’ I was loving the learning side of this, for both of us. The desire to suck it was getting even stronger. I realised that while he’d cum, I was still all edged up. ‘Are you still horny?’

He thought about it for a moment. ‘I mean yeah, much less, but I think I get what you mean, that ruin, something’s different.’

‘Oh yeah, it’s supposed to take like 20 minutes to kick back in,’ I remembered.

‘I can feel that. That’s so crazy.’ He was looking awfully pleased with himself.

‘What are you smiling at?’ I asked him, eyes narrowing.

Dylan laughed. ‘There’s no way you’re getting that cage on now.’

Dammit, he was right. His cock was way too big to fit in the cage. I had a solution to that but right now, I was too horny to care. I was here, kneeling between his legs, his cum still on my tits, and his dick looked way bigger from this angle. I looked up at him. ‘I, really want to suck your cock.’

On his tenth birthday I’d given Dylan a Lego Technic kit. Well, my parents had paid for it, and it wasn’t cheap but it was my idea. His folks had refused because the box said 12+ but he’d told me how much he wanted it and my parents thought it was fine. The look on his face when he unwrapped that wasn’t even close to the pure joy and gratitude radiating from him at this moment.

Then he frowned. ‘Fuck, okay. I’m not pressuring you right?’

I laughed. In one perfect sentence Dylan has summed up why I loved him. Making sure that I was okay, and worried of doing the wrong thing even though he was literally tied up. ‘No, Dylan, the only thing pressuring me is how fucking horny I am and just how good your cock looks right now.’ The beam of pride he gave almost made me want to say something teasing. But I decided he’d had enough of that, for now.

I knelt there, feeling as desperate as I imagined I’d made him. It was like I’d built a trap, and both of us had fallen into it.

This was not the plan. I was supposed to be in control here. I reached up, my heart racing. My fingers wrapped around his cock. It was so red now, throbbing in my hand as though it had a heart of its own. I stroked it and from the noises Dylan made it seemed to be even more sensitive. I wanted my fingers to slide over it though. I trailed them up to the tip, there was a little dribble of precum dripping down the head. Or is that post cum? Shut up Amy and focus.

It was amazingly slippery, better than any lube I’d used. But there wasn’t much of it. So I played with what I had. I coated my fingertips in it and started stroking my hand and palm over the head of his cock. The reaction from him was extraordinary. He began bucking his hips up, trying to get more pressure, more, rubbing. Just more.

Whether it was him still being sensitive from cumming, or more likely the cock ring was doing something amazing, I didn’t want to ask because every little motion of my hand made him lose his mind. There’s no other way to describe it. I was transfixed by how he writhed and twisted as I played gently with the head.

The only problem was I was drying out his precum faster than he could make it. He was still leaking a lot of precum, every time I stroked my hand up his shaft more dribbled out, which was weirdly hot. But I needed more. Thankfully that was easily fixed. In the cardboard box I’d also put a little pot of coconut oil. I scraped it with my fingers, watching it melt over my hands like magic.

Dylan’s breaths had slowed a little, but he still sounded like he’d just sprinted here. I held up my hands, glistening with coconut oil and grinned. ‘Think you can handle some more?’

‘Oh God,’ he looked so happy, and so horny. It was fucking hot. ‘Yes.’

I didn’t wait, I gripped his hard, throbbing cock (I know, it felt like a porn movie) with both hands and began circling the top with one lubed hand as the other stroked up and down the shaft. ‘Oh my God!’ he yelled.

‘Dylan! Keep it down, my parents are downstairs!’ He didn’t respond, as I hadn’t stopped wanking his brains out, but he definitely kept a bit quieter.

I pushed my horniness back a little and just had fun for a few minutes. This was what I had imagined when I’d come up with this plan. The two of us, exploring how our bodies and sex worked, and having fun. Kneeling here, coated in cum, jerking off his hard dick before I caged it up was without doubt the most fun I’d ever had in my life.

I couldn’t resist the need between my legs for much longer. It wasn’t fair that Dylan was getting all the pleasure, even if he’s the one who will be paying for it. I was becoming obsessed with seeing his cock locked up, now the thought had taken root. To suck or not to suck, that is the question. Part of me wanted to keep it for another time to tease him with, but the fastest, and most fun way to get him small enough to put it in the cage was make him cum again. Fuck it.

I snuggled in, and slowed my strokes, letting him calm down so I had his attention. His cock was just inches from my face now and what struck me first was how damn good it smelled. Sure, warm coconut is never a bad thing, but it was mixed with this scent of pure sex that made me want to go wild. I didn’t know if it was his cum or some magic ‘fuck me’ pheromone.

The second thing that struck me was how warm it was. I could feel the heat from his cock on my face. I went in closer, and looked at him while pressing his cock to my cheek, rubbing against it like a pussycat showing affection. I figured my makeup wasn’t high on the list of what was getting him hard right now. It felt good, nuzzling up against it. I twisted my head until my lips were on it. I kept my mouth closed but made little kisses up and down the side of the shaft, licking the coconut oil off my lips occasionally. Then I moved to where I’d teased earlier with my thumb, the strange, crumpled bit of skin under the head of his cock. My tongue flicked out and he gasped. I kissed it gently, sucking the skin in, planting little kisses, before licking it like a lollipop.

I could feel him shudder – little moans and groans came from him with everything I did there.

‘Oh Amy, you’re a dream come true.’ He looked at me, eyes full of adoration, and I basked in it. He’d calmed enough that he was able to focus on what I was doing.

I wanted to be watched, somehow that was a big part of it.

He saw my left hand slide down out of sight, lifting myself up a little as I slipped it inside my now messy knickers. His eyes widened but he stayed quiet. I let myself visibly respond to how good it felt to circle my clit, rubbing my face more instinctively over his cock, kissing it, sucking at the hot skin. I pushed my hand down deeper, and as I slid two fingers inside me I opened my mouth and took him in it for the very first time, keeping eye contact as I sucked and slurped on the head of his cock.

Over the years I’d thought a lot about sucking cock. It was everything I’d ever imagined. With the bonus of tasting of coconut.

That perfect mix of submission, his cock filling my mouth, with control, he was utterly at the whim of what my mouth and tongue decided to do. I never want to stop sucking cock. The fact my fingers were back on my clit, edging me, taking me closer, definitely helped with that opinion.

I let them take me there. No teasing myself, no fancy blowjob techniques. I just pushed deeper, taking him further into my mouth, sucking, rubbing the underside of him with my tongue, and stroking with my free hand. My eyes never left him, although he looked like he was fighting to stop his rolling back into his head.

I could feel him twitching, hardening in response to what I did. I rubbed myself hard, holding my breath, pushing that pressure down into my pussy, bringing myself to a crescendo, and I came. I came so fucking hard.

Instinctively I buried my head deeper on his cock, feeling it at the back of my throat, swallowing to keep from gagging. And that was enough for him, I heard him cry out with pleasure, then a few spasms in my mouth before it was flooded with his cum. I tried swallowing, but he was thrusting and it all got a bit crazy. I think maybe I bit him a little, he swears I didn’t. But I ended up choking and laughing and still cumming. It was insane. And awesome. He was laughing too.

I pulled back, he still shot another load and which splashed over my face. I wanted to ask where the hell he kept it all given I’d drained his balls minutes before, but my mouth was full. I went full porn star mode for a moment, opening my mouth so he could see his load in there, and swallowing with relish.

It was a bit salty like everyone says, with a bit of stale water and musk thrown in. It wasn’t bad, just odd. I hadn’t sampled the first load but I was sure this was thinner. Most strange was it felt slightly fizzy on my tongue. I tried hard, very hard to ignore the fact it was millions of sperm going definitely the wrong way to get inside me. That made me laugh again.

‘Did you cum too?’ He was amazed, and clearly in the thralls of post BJ euphoria. ‘I’d clap if my hands were free.’

‘Oh shit, I should untie you.’ I felt dizzy, and high, and very happy. I crawled up over him, dangling my breasts in front of his face as I undid his hands. I was half hoping he’d start sucking on them but apparently he was brought up to be a gentleman. I’ll have to fix that.

He brought his hands down, rubbing his wrists and I wiggled back down until we were face to face. His eyes flicked to my mouth. I knew what he was looking at. I could feel it, his seed splashed against my lips and cheek.

‘Kiss me,’ I whispered.

‘But… on your face.’

‘Hmm?’ I acted innocent.

‘My cum, is on your face.’ He laughed, more from nervousness I think.

‘Oh, is it?’ I tilted my head, ‘and I thought I swallowed it all.’

I let his hypocrisy sink in. I could see him thinking it through, it suddenly felt like more of a key moment than I’d planned. ‘Well?’ He looked down, and got a naughty look on his face. I felt his hands cup my breasts and squeeze gently. ‘Dylan,’ I cried, in mock shock. That’s more like it. He lifted his head a little and I took it as a sign to move in, kissing him hard, his cum on my lips, and now on his. We kissed, and kissed, and kissed as he played with my breasts, making my pussy ache for more. I was glad I was wearing panties or I was pretty sure rule three would have gone right out the window, because sure enough when I looked down, he was hard again.

Dammit.








  
  
  Chapter 20 - Dylan

  
  




After the best, and definitely kinkiest kiss of my life, Amy sat up over me, looking behind her. ‘Dylan, you’re hard again! How am I supposed to get you in this cage?’

‘Stop being so beautiful and sexy?’ I suggested. She rolled her eyes but I could tell she liked hearing it. ‘Maybe it’s just not meant to be.’ I shrugged unconvincingly.

‘It’s definitely meant to be.’ She looked at me, ‘Come on, the idea’s growing on you, right?’ She bent over and picked up the end of the cock cage, waggling it in the air. ‘Come on Dylan, please, do it for me.’

She wasn’t all bossy like before. And as hot as that was, I think ‘do it for me’ was probably the most convincing thing she could have said. ‘Okay, and yes, it is growing on me. Although I’m sure I’m going to regret it.’

‘Yay!’ She bounced on my lap, and her boobs did a glorious delayed bounce.

I couldn’t help telling her. ‘Fuck, you are so gorgeous.’

‘Yes?’ She did a happy little wiggle. ‘You know nothing will want to make me get naked more than knowing you’re wearing this?’ She held it up to her face.

‘Really? How come?’

‘Well, firstly the idea of you caged makes me want to be such a tease I can’t even describe it. But you’ve just seen that in action, right?’

‘Yep, for sure.’

‘Second, I’m certain having sex would be a bad thing,’ she saw the look I gave, ‘at least for now. And you wearing this means I don’t have to worry about that at all.’

‘Okay, that does make sense. But it’s going to be so tight and uncomfortable, and…’ I decided to be honest, ‘I really want to be able to wank!’

My honesty, and desperation, clearly appealed to her. Amy leaned close, putting her hands on my shoulders, her beautiful breasts swinging just in front of me. ‘Dylan, how much better was that blowjob than any wank you’ve ever had.’

‘A totally different league,’ I told her.

‘Right, and I don’t even know what I’m doing!’ She beamed, I’d never seen her so totally free and happy like this. ‘Just imagine how I’ll be when I’m really good, and I want to get really good, practising on your cock!’

Fuck. I can’t believe this is happening. I tried to stay calm. ‘That’s a compelling argument. But I don’t need to be locked in a cock cage for that.’

‘Ah but, I think you have a masturbation problem,’ she said. I didn’t look impressed. ‘I really do, you couldn’t even keep it in your pants for a day for me!’ I had to admit she had a point. I looked at the steel cage and a small part of me was keen to see if it did somehow help me have more self control.

‘You never did say how the key works?’ I told her.

She sat up fast, making her breasts bounce again. I could watch that forever and not get bored. ‘Oh yes, thank you. Let me show you.’ Amy jumped off me and grabbed the cardboard box. She pulled a clear plastic cube out of it. Inside it was a little silver key. ‘For now, while we get used to this, you can keep this. It’s your emergency key.’

‘What stops me just using it?’

‘Ahh, I’m not that dumb, mister!’ She used to call me that a lot when we were kids, it was strange hearing it in this context. ‘Look here, there’s a tag through this loop. You can’t open the box without breaking the tag, and of course I’m allowed to check if it’s broken whenever I want. But it means you can use it in an emergency!’

I nodded my head. ‘That’s actually very clever. But if that’s the emergency key…?’

Amy drew her hand from behind the box lid and lifted a necklace up. A necklace I recognised. I’d given it to her, oh my God… ‘It’s the necklace I gave you for that Valentine’s.’ All the memories of that flooded back. How she’d reacted so badly thinking it was a pity gift, how much that had hurt. She must have seen it on my face.

She bit the side of her lip and looked a little guilty. ‘I think part of the reason I reacted the way I did back then, was…’ she sighed as though admitting something to herself too, ‘I maybe guessed how you felt and didn’t want to accept it. I was angry at you endangering the most precious thing I had, our friendship.’

‘Oh.’ I was going to need to process that later.

She looked down at her bare thighs. ‘I’m sorry, Dylan. It was unfair of me. But I was younger, and dumber back then. I’ve not been the friend you deserved. Can you forgive me?’

I thought for a moment of all the heartache, the nights lying awake, dreaming of this girl. But now here she was, letting me see the real her, letting me see more than I’d ever hoped. ‘Amy, I love you, I always have, and always will. You just sucked my cock, and gave me the most amazing experience of my life, and you tell me you’re only getting started.’ I blinked away some tears that formed. ‘You are so forgiven, on one condition, that you can forgive me too.’

‘What for?’ She blinked her big, beautiful eyes at me. They were a little teary too.

‘For not being as honest with you as I should have been.’ She nodded, and I decided to switch the mood, ‘and for like jerking off a million times thinking about you.’

Her face lit up, waving the cock cages in her hand, ‘You see, you do need this!’ She did another adorable wiggle and bounced her hands in the air in celebration.

I admitted defeat. ‘Fuck my life, it seems I do.’

Amy had left the necklace hanging over the end of the box, but she picked it up again, and this time revealed all of it, most importantly, the key dangling at the end, the twin of the one in the box. ‘This is my key. My key to your cock cage.’

‘Holy shit.’ I watched it swing back and forth, in front of her bare breasts.

‘I’m going to wear it all the time, nestled between my boobies.’ She pushed them together and I felt my cock get even harder, imagining it pushing through the perfect gap made between them.

Amy noticed it spring up too. ‘Dylan! You are so bad. I’ve already jerked you off, which I did plan, sucked you off, which I didn’t, and now my tummy is full of your cum. You can’t possibly want to fuck my tits too.’

I knew she was teasing me but just hearing her say it drove me wild. How could she be so fucking cute, and this hot? ‘Amy, please.’ I didn’t even know what I was asking for.

She got her naughty gleam in her eyes. ‘Your little willy really needs locking up pronto.’

‘Amy! That’s so mean! Oh my God.’

She leaned forward, necklace clutched in her hand. She whispered conspiratorially. ‘I don’t really think it’s little, it felt awfully big in my mouth.’ She parted her pretty lips as if to show me. ‘And I bet it’d feel awfully big elsewhere too.’ Fuck my life I think this girl is going to give me a heart attack. ‘But it’s just so hot teasing you about it, and it does get much smaller when you’re not thinking about tit-fucking me.’

I looked at her, astonished. ‘What’s got into you?’

‘Well you, some places.’ She was inordinately pleased with her pun, but her happy wiggle made her tits bounce so I couldn’t object. Then she thought of something and paused, ‘also did I tell you if I only cum once I only get hornier?’

I replied slowly, a word at a time, processing this new information. ‘You did not.’

‘Mhmmm.’ She sat up on her legs again, her fingertips playing with the hem of her knickers. ‘Of course that won’t be a problem when I’ve got your pretty little face between my legs. I’ll cum as often as I want then.’

‘Amy!’ She was unstoppable, and I adored it.

She grinned, loving my reaction. ‘Because the only way your little dicklet is going to be able to get big is by making sure I’m very, very satisfied.’

‘Fuck! Amy!’ My heart was racing. She might be having fun but I sensed she wasn’t entirely kidding.

She paused, biting her fingernail, suddenly looking genuinely sheepish. ‘Was… was “dicklet” too mean?’

For sure the word had rocked me, but with her like this, and me in this mood, it wasn’t too much. ‘No, super hot. Wow.’

She looked delighted. ‘Well we better get him little then, because that ain’t gonna fit in this.’ She waved the cage then jumped off the bed and rushed to the sink in the corner of her room. ‘Oh, it’s mostly melted but it should still work.’ Amy carried a dripping food bag back to the bed, placing it on a towel. There were still a few bits of ice cube floating around but it was mostly meltwater.’

I grasped its purpose. ‘You’re going to use that to…?’

‘Shrink you down, yep!’ She dried the bag off and gave me a push so I fell from my elbows back onto the bed.

‘But that’s icy cold. Couldn’t you, like, jerk me off again?’ I mean, I’d be dumb not to suggest it, but she wasn’t having any of it.

‘Dream on, mister. Now this might feel a bit cold.’

That was an understatement. She held the bag of ice-cold water over my cock and the effect was immediate. I felt the heat and strength flow out of my hard-on as though the water was sapping the life from it. ‘Oh that works well. I am only more fascinated with cocks now I’ve had my first play.’

‘That bodes well,’ I said.

‘Yeah, I mean, how big it gets, how little it gets, how it’s hard and yet soft. And don’t get me started on how weird balls are. Those are going to take some serious investigation.’

‘I’m beginning to feel like a medical test case,’ I complained.

She looked at me with a sly smile. ‘I do have a sexy nurse costume.’ She waggled her eyebrows then resumed observing my shrinking penis.

Suddenly it hit me. ‘Oh my Lord, your Halloween costumes.’

She didn’t look up but her smile grew even bigger. ‘Mhmmm, just thought of that now huh? Pick any you want.’ She nodded to the cage. ‘You wear this, I’ll wear them.’

‘Lock me up now!’ I laughed.

‘Dude I am! And you should be careful what you wish for.’ She lifted the bag away and put it on the towel. Reaching into the box she grabbed some kind of lube. ‘Silicone, best for this, stops you rubbing.’ She heard what she said and laughed. ‘Stops you rubbing, that’s so funny, because it…’

‘Yeah, yeah, I get it.’ I was suddenly nervous as she took the cage in her hand. Amy swung her leg to sit across my thighs again. ‘Ready?’

‘As I’ll ever be.’ I watched her lift my now flaccid cock and pour a little clear lube onto it and around the ring. She slipped my cock into the cage part, and the lube helped it to easily slide in. The steel was cold but so was my cock from the water so it didn’t have much of an effect. Both soon started to warm, in fact my cock began to try to harden the instant it was in there.

‘Dylan, stop it, I need to lock it!’ She was laughing, trying to line up the pins and get the lock in place. ‘Oh my God, Dylan, think of something unsexy won’t you!’

I watched my beautiful best friend, almost nude, laughing, playing with my cock and trying to get it in a cage. There was no way I was wasting a single thought on anything else. But I heard a click and she grabbed the necklace, slid the key in the side of the lock and the satisfied look on her face told me she’d succeeded.

Amy sat up straight, shook out her hair, and looked at me as she put on the necklace, leaving the key to dangle between her beautiful tits. She blew me a kiss. ‘You’re mine now, mister.’

Whatever it was going this was going to cost, she was more than worth it.








  
  
  Chapter 21 - Amy

  
  




I looked at Dylan in a fresh light. The fact I could still taste his cum in my mouth probably had something to do with it, but he’d exceeded my expectations. In fact, this whole thing had gone better than I could have hoped for.

The way he looked at me, a wonderful mix of adoration and lust, did great things for my self-confidence. And it had all been so much fun.

Most of all though, that cage, his cock already filling it, pushing angrily at the bars, trying to escape… it was even hotter than I’d fantasised. Kinkwise, I’d firmly put myself in the submissive box before today, but this had brought out a new side of me, and I loved it. Much of it was so easy. I knew him, I knew how to get in his head. The words that would likely have the most impact. But it had all been so much easier than I’d feared, and even more fun than I’d hoped.

‘This is so fucking hot.’ I leaned down and kissed the tip of the cage. It had a metallic tang to it but still smelled of coconut and cum too.

‘It’s so tight already. It’s pulling so hard on my balls. Is that supposed to happen?’ Dylan was wriggling on the bed.

‘Oh yes, that’s what keeps it on. I don’t expect it to get used to it for some time. Expect to be uncomfortable…’ I kneeled up, the key dangling between my breasts, ‘… for some time.’

‘Oh my God, this is crazy.’ Dylan reached down and for the first time felt the cage. I could see the reality of the situation hitting home.

‘What’s it like?’

‘I told you, so tight,’ he said.

‘Not that. I mean in your head. How’s it feel knowing you can’t wank, you can’t cum, you can’t even touch without me unlocking you?’ I played with the key, his eyes fixated on it. I felt a giddy from the rush of power the whole situation was creating.

‘It’s incredibly frustrating.’

‘Well yes, and…?’ I prompted. I kept playing with the key with one hand, and my other joined him, stroking the now warm steel of the cock cage.

‘Desperately arousing, and holy shit so fucking kinky. I can’t quite believe this is happening.’

I tried to hide my glee at his response. ‘Oh, it’s happening. Your cock belongs to me now. Totally at my mercy. No wanking, no cumming, those balls are going to ache so much. I can’t wait to see how full they get.’

Dylan fell back against the bed, his hands going to his head. ‘Holy shit, you are so mean, I can’t believe it.’

I rubbed my hands up and down his bare thighs, giving them a squeeze. ‘Do you love it?’

He raised his head, a huge grin appearing. ‘More than I can believe.’

My fingernails tapped on the cage. ‘Remember what we said about safewords though, they are really important and I will never, ever not take them seriously. ‘Yellow’ if you’re really struggling and ‘red’ if you just need to stop, or in the case of this…’ I stroked my hand over the bars, ‘if you just need to get out of it.’

‘That’s good to know.’ He looked relieved, but he shouldn’t have been.

‘They aren’t just for your benefit though, Dylan.’ I leaned forward until the cage nestled between my breasts. It made a jump, his erection trying, and failing to lift it. ‘The truth is, your frustration, your unmet arousal, and…’ I paused, worrying if this was too much, ‘…and your pain, really turn me on.’

He looked up at me again, going up on his elbows. ‘Fuck, really?’

‘Mhmm, and knowing you’ll safeword if you really can’t handle this, means I can enjoy all your complaining and begging, and just let it all get me even wetter.’ I slid my hand down between my legs, letting him see. ‘Oh my God, I’ve never been this wet in my life.’

‘Shit, for real?’

I laughed, touching my panties. ‘Seriously, that is ridiculous. It’s like I stepped in the shower with them on.’

Dylan gave a little wince, then bit his lip. ‘Can I see?’

I smiled, I love him asking that. ‘Okay, but only because you’re a good boy in your cage.’ I pushed up on his knees and stood straight, my feet a little apart. I looked down too. The thin, white material of my panties was basically see-through. ‘Yikes, that’s never happened before.’ Part of me wanted to cover up, until I saw the look on Dylan’s face. I pointed out the obvious, ‘Look, you can see my pussy lips. That’s embarrassing.’ He just made that fun gurgling sound and his caged cock bounced again. ‘Pussy, meet Dylan. Dylan, meet pussy.’ I wiggled my hips. ‘You two are going to be best friends,’ I looked at him and batted my eyelashes, ‘especially that mouth of yours.’

He still wasn’t able to speak, it was adorable. My hands on my hips, I asked him a question, ‘Do you think about going down on me when you jerk off?’ That finally got him to say something.

‘Umm, honestly, no. Not until now.’

That’s interesting. ‘Well you better start thinking about it, because this,’ I grabbed his caged cock, ‘isn’t getting any of this.’ I patted my wet panties with my other hand. ‘But if you’re very lucky I’ll let you kiss it, and lick it and suck it until you are very, very skilled at making me cum.’

‘Holy shit. That sounds good.’

‘You better get good at it, I’m not kidding Dylan. Maybe I won’t let you out until you can make me cum from that.’

‘But you said it was overnight.’

I laughed. ‘I said we’d talk it over tomorrow. I didn’t say anything about unlocking you. You should listen better before you let a girl lock up your little dick.’ His cock bounced again. ‘Dylan! Did me calling it that get it harder?’

‘Stop it, you’re being so mean!’ he said, he wasn’t convincing.

‘You say that but your cock is dribbling again. Oh Dylan, I think it likes being locked up.’

‘But it hurts, it’s so tight.’

‘Well stop staring at my pussy then!’ Being hot and bossy is so fun!

‘I can’t help it, it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.’ He grinned at me, then went back to staring at it. I was suddenly very aware of how naked and exposed I was. If I wasn’t so ludicrously horny I’d be freaking out, but right now, I was enjoying it.

‘Well, I shall give you a break anyway, I need to go have a shower.’

‘Can I watch?’ His idea caught me off guard. I thought about it. I’m actually considering it, that’s mad. ‘Not today,’ I decided, ‘but the thought of you, wearing that, watching me. Hot. So if you do well keeping that on, that will definitely be a reward.’

‘Damn, wow, thank you.’

‘For now though, you can just imagine me. Oh, and I’m super horny so I’m definitely going to rub myself to another orgasm in there.’

‘No, oh my God.’ He gave a little choking sound of frustration. It made my pussy clench with joy.

‘Actually, now I think about it…’ I walked around the side of the bed and pulled out my faithful sex toy shoebox. I put it at the end of the bed, next to his cage box, and opened the lid so he couldn’t see inside. I pulled out my realistic suction cup dildo. It wasn’t my favourite, but it was my biggest, and considerably bigger than him. He just stared at it. ‘This is Wilbur, he and I are very close friends.’ He was still speechless. I carefully closed the box, and also the box his cage came in, tapping them both. ‘No peeking, you promise?’ Dylan nodded, mouth hanging open.

‘Do you seriously…?’

‘Fuck this?’ I asked, letting it slap in the palm of my other hand. ‘God yes, it feels so good. Although I still haven’t cum from it yet.’ His mouth hung even lower. Bless his heart. Should I tell him I can’t even get it in me? Nah. He didn’t know why I giggled. I looked him right in the eyes and blinked, ‘I think I might need an even bigger one for that.’

I didn’t give him time to respond. I looked up at the wall clock, suddenly getting practical. ‘Wow, look at the time. I had no idea it was so late.’ I had an idea. ‘Do you want to stay over, like we used to?’ We hadn’t done that in a few years but neither sets of parents would think it’s too odd, I hoped.

‘Really?’ His mouth was still hanging so wide open from everything happening I was tempted to shove the dildo in it.

‘Sure.’ I shrugged, trying to not make it a big thing. I recalled the last time we’d actually had a sleepover. We’d snuggled up, spooning. But when we woke his hand was on my breast. It was very awkward. Hold on… ‘Dylan, the last time we did that, when your hand…?’ I didn’t finish, he’d gone red. ‘Oh my God, you said it was an accident, that you were asleep!’ I was both shocked, amused, and slightly annoyed at myself for being so naive.

‘I was!’ He protested. ‘But I’d woken up a bit before you. My hand just wouldn’t move…’ He gave a grimace of regret.

Given all that just happened, I decided to let it go, almost. ‘You, mister, are going to get some schooling in what consent looks like. And you’re totally being the little spoon this time!’

He laughed, relieved. ‘Okay, deal. I thought you might make me sleep on the floor.’

I smirked. ‘Nah, then I can’t hear all the frustrated noises you’ll make as you try to sleep with your cock in a cage.’ I stuck the tip of my tongue out at him. ‘You’ll be wishing you could sleep on the floor by the time I’m done teasing you.’

‘God, I hadn’t even thought about sleep.’ His eyes were drawn back to the dildo I was still gently slapping into my palm. That reminded me I was going to shower.

‘Anyway, let your parents know, mine will be in bed but they don’t care.

‘Yes, miss,’ he replied, cheekily.

I shrugged, ‘I could get used to that.’ As I hoped, his eyes went wide before I turned, grabbed my bathrobe and headed to the bathroom. It was just in time too, I could feel my wetness actually beginning to leak down my thighs. Well that’s another first.
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I watched Amy pull on her dressing gown and saunter off to the shower, dildo hidden under the fabric. I don’t think anything could surprise me about that girl right now. Now I was finally by myself, I took a moment to consider how this new side of her compared to all my fantasies. I realised just how one dimensional all those had been. Her question about thinking about going down on her had struck home. To my shame I had just thought about fucking her. Or getting blowjobs, or sometimes handjobs. But it was all about me.

I focused on the steel device firmly locked between my legs. It was hard to admit, but maybe I did need something like this, to at least help me reconsider how I thought about her. I stared at my cock, bulging a little through the bars. This might be a little extreme though!

But it was already having an impact. To see her, standing in those semi-translucent panties. I’d meant it when I said how beautiful it was. But even that didn’t do it justice. The idea that I’d at least helped get her so aroused, and the fact I could see the curve of her lips through the wet fabric, a hint of their colour. Eugh, just thinking of it caused severe pain in my new device. But more than that it made me want to do things to her, for her. My mouth watered at the idea of going down on her. I ached to be the one who gave her the orgasm she let me see today, in any way I could. That only made my cock hurt worse.

But it was a good kind of pain, mostly. It was a bit sore beneath my balls, but the way my cock filled the cage, it was very sexual, stimulating all of my shaft. I reached down and held it again. The device was cleverly made, three rings of shiny steel, connected at the bottom so they curved down, and then for the head of my cock a dome of eight curved bars that went from the last ring to a little one that I guess I peed out of. There were lots of gaps for air, but it was extremely secure. It all connected into that thick, slightly curved ring around my balls and there was only a small gap between the cage part and the ring. My balls hung through that, but once locked it was way too small for them to get back out. There was no obvious way to get it off.

That thought got me even more desperate. I could see what Amy had meant about the ruin. After I’ve cum I usually have a big drop in how horny I am, for at least an hour.. This time though, I felt like I was even hornier than I had been. And now I can’t even get to my cock. Oh God.

But I’d meant it when I said it was worth it. She was worth it. Good grief. The one dimensional girl of my fantasies was nothing compared to what I’d seen tonight. What struck me most was just how much fun she was having. Somehow sex in my head was always quite serious, not a lot of talking, focused on fucking, and cumming. But seeing her I realised there could be so much more. I knew she wanted to learn from all this, and I started to understand there was lots for me to learn too.

None of that helped the current state of frustration I was in. Sure, maybe I’d experienced a bit of it when in class and seeing her, or on those few sleepovers where I couldn’t do much about the way she made me feel. But mostly, and by ‘mostly’ I mean several times a day, I would get horny, and jerk off and cum to fix it. The idea that I didn’t have that option anymore was fucking with me. What do I do instead?

Then I made a mistake. I thought of her. Her, in the shower, with that thing. I’m not going to lie, it was huge. And it had a suction cup on it. Did that mean? Oh fuck, now I was picturing her sticking it to the wall. Was she kidding when she said she wanted a bigger one? That whole teasing thing was entirely new. My brain was still processing it, although my cock seemed to know just what it thought about it. Why did that get me hard?

I do like my dick, although like most, I do compare myself to the guys in porn, or even back in the changing room when I was at school. I knew some were bigger than me. Although I wasn’t small enough to get teased about it.

I felt guilty that I’d joined in with that. I’d always figured that when other guys got hard, it kind of averaged out. But that doesn’t match with what I see in porn, but they’re just freaks, right? I honestly didn’t know. However I did know that her teasing me not only turned me on for some bizarre reason, but it also clearly got her going. Who knew she could be so mean? Actually, she’s always loved to tease me, ever since we were little. She was always the smartest of the two of us, and sometimes, not often, but sometimes, liked to subtly make fun of that. Once we were older I’d gained the edge in sports and strength, so that gave me my own area I could be proud of.

Looking back, she might have teased me more as I got stronger, we did have a lot of bundling in our early teens when I’d end up pinning her down as she laughed her head off. I’m pretty sure those led to some of my first hard-ons. I seem to remember her getting a funny look in her eyes when I held her down. Oh damn, was that the start of this for her? I stared at my locked cock. Now who’s in charge? Fuck.

I shook with frustration, simply not knowing what to do with my horniness. I grabbed her pillow and hugged it to me, gripping it tightly in my hands. And of course it smells of her. I wanted to hump the fucking thing, but that would only make it worse. The reality of my cock actually being locked in a cage was hitting hard. And fuck me, it made it try to grow all the harder.

She didn’t seriously mean to keep me in this thing beyond tomorrow? She couldn’t. And it was so unfair. I couldn’t help thinking of her in the shower right now, fucking that big dildo, and cumming. I wanted to scream. I was so horny, so desperate, and she wasn’t even here to appreciate it.

As if she’d heard my silent scream, there was a knock on the door. I panicked, not certain it wasn’t her mum, and here I was, lying half naked on the bed with my cock in a cage. I grabbed the duvet and pulled it over me. ‘It’s just me,’ Amy said, opening the door. ‘I guessed you might have locked it,’ she explained. Yeah, that would have been smart rather than just lying here on display.

She was glowing, her wet hair up in a bun, all that makeup washed off, but perhaps all the more stunning for it. This was the Amy I was used to seeing, but not the same girl I thought I’d known. The fact she pulled a dildo out of her dressing gown emphasised that point nicely. She held it in her hand. God, her fingers don’t even quite reach around it! ‘How’re you doing?’

I tried to gather my thoughts. To come up with some witty, mature reply. ‘I’m horny.’ I said. Fuck my life.

‘Well good, that is kind of the idea. That ruin having its effect now?’

‘Like I got hit by the Turn-On train, yes.’ Okay, that was a bit of a better reply.

‘Oh dear, poor Dylan.’ She pouted, she seemed to be genuine. Amy locked the door behind her and threw the dildo next to the toy box, it landed with a heavy ‘thunk’. ‘It’s kind of crazy isn’t it, I ruin sometimes and while it varies, the impact can be a real head fuck.’

‘You ruin your own orgasms?’ I couldn’t imagine why anyone would. ‘Why?’

She smacked my foot that was still sticking out from the duvet. ‘Because I’m kinky. Did you miss the announcement?’ She grinned. ‘It’s hot and naughty and sometimes I don’t want to stop feeling horny but want some relief.’ Amy rubbed her hand up my ankle. ‘But doing it to you was way better.’

‘Oh? How so?’

‘Well, the little noises you made were without a doubt the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.’ Wow, okay. ‘And most of all you spurting all that cum. So freaking hot. I want to watch it all from the start next time. I had no idea there’d be so much of it. I think I’m a cum slut for sure.’

‘What’s that?’ I’d never heard the expression.

‘Oh, you know…’ she somehow clicked into slutty mode. I wasn’t sure if it was an act or for real, either way it was amazing. She bit her lip, leaned in, her dressing gown falling a little open. ‘It’s girls, or guys I guess, who just love cum. I want it on me, in me, I want to get more in my tummy for sure.’

I didn’t know what to say. Could this girl be any more perfect?

She was clearly enthused. ‘I didn’t even plan to give you a blowjob today, but I’m so glad I did. Cumming as you came in my mouth was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. Well, kinkiest for sure.’ She beamed her smile at me. ‘You want to know a secret, what I thought about in the shower?’

‘I so do.’

‘I thought about your cum, in my tummy.’ She rubbed it through her dressing gown, revealing even more of her cleavage. The fact she didn’t fix that was remarkably arousing in the midst of all this. ‘I think about the fact I’m now going to digest it, and that means it’ll go to make part of me. A little bit of me will be made of your semen.’

I had never, ever thought anything like this. This girl is a different league to me. ‘That’s, quite the thought.’

‘I know it’s weird. I am weird. And kinky, and proud of it. Also I’m very, very horny,’ she declared.

‘What, didn’t you cum in the shower?’

She stood up and went to a chest of drawers, pulling out a grey, cotton pyjama set. Without turning back towards me, or any warning, she let her dressing gown fall to the ground. She was wearing nothing underneath. My breath caught in my chest.

‘I did not,’ she declared, completely ignoring the fact she was now naked or my gasp. With her back to me I couldn’t see her expression, but she was in no hurry to put her PJs on. ‘I decided that I should join you in unfulfilled horniness on your first night in the cage for me.’ She proceeded to gracefully step into her shorts, on the floor, bend over slowly from the hips, and pull them up her long legs. Her bottom looked utterly divine in the soft light and there was the tantalising hint of more — darker places that I couldn’t quite see. I realised I’d been holding my breath, and as I let it out, I felt overwhelmed.

I know it was super kinky that she’d decided to deny herself, but at that moment I felt an upwelling of gratitude and love that she’d do that for me. I had to catch my breath, but the fact she spun around with a confident smile and let me watch her put her top on, facing me, helped cover why I was so impacted.

‘You’re incredible,’ I told her.

She came closer, smoothing down the thin grey cotton t-shirt. It was quite tight, and short, leaving her lower tummy bare before the white waistband of the similarly tight, grey cotton shorts kicked in. All her curves were on show, just like the fitted yoga pants I loved her in.

It was nothing like the lingerie from earlier but somehow it was more… her, and was breathtaking in its own way.

She moved the toy boxes off the bed and sorted out the duvet so it could cover us both. ‘Incredible huh? So it seems. Thank you for helping me see it.’ She flicked off the main light and slid into bed. ‘Where’s my pillow? I was still lying on the second one she had.

‘Umm, I was taking out my frustration on it.’ I lifted it above the cover.

‘Dylan, were you humping my pillow?’

‘No!’ The idea made me blush, as I had considered it.

‘Oh, well that’s a shame, that’d have been hot.’ She plumped the pillow up and lay her head on it. ‘Ironic too. You’re lying on the one I hump all the time.’

‘What!’ I didn’t know if she was joking. ‘Are you serious?’

‘Heck yes, I’m totally a pillow humper. It was the way I learnt to cum actually.’ She nodded at my pillow with a cheeky grin, ‘I’ve cum on there like a thousand times. But Dylan, I change the case, before you go sniffing it.’

It didn’t stop me turning on my side and making a show of breathing through it. She laughed. ‘It’s still hot knowing that,’ I confessed. I felt her snuggle up behind me, I really was to be the little spoon tonight.

‘Of course I don’t need that anymore,’ she whispered, suppressing a giggle. I felt her press closer to me, her breasts against my back.

I recalled all the times I’d offered her a piggyback for just the same reason before following up her statement. ‘No?’ I wasn’t quite sure what she was going to say. She didn’t answer straight away, instead she snaked her arms around me, one under my neck on the pillow, and the other around my chest.

‘No,’ she said, her chin on my shoulder, whispering into my ear, ‘now I have your face for that.’ I gasped as her fingertips found my nipples, caressing them with the lightest of touches. ‘Sshh now, time to sleep.’ Could this girl be any hotter?

‘But I’m so horny.’ I didn’t even know what I was asking. Her nipple play was driving me crazy, my cock was straining against the metal, it was going to be impossible to sleep, and I adored it.

She snuggled in, kissing the back of my head, nuzzling into my hair. I felt like she was going to say something romantic. This was a dream come true, in bed with her, being so intimate. ‘Please, please I’ve never been hornier. Amy?’

Her hand left my nipple and slid down between my legs, grasping the cage, and my cock within it. ‘Get used to it.’

I let out a little cry of frustration and she squeezed herself against me with a giggle. It was going to be a long, and memorable, night.
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Amy

‘Are you awake?’ I whispered into the back of Dylan’s head. I’d completely lost feeling in my arm a few minutes before, and despite my best efforts, I hadn’t been able to get it out from under his neck.

‘Yes,’ he replied, surprising me.

‘Oh. Cool. Can I just…’ I wiggled my arm more obviously and he lifted his head off the pillow. ‘Oh, thanks, that was a bit trapped there.’

‘How do you think my cock feels?’ he said in a neutral tone. I couldn’t tell if he was making a joke or a complaint.

‘Aww, I’m sorry. Is it really that bad?’ I snuggled closer, putting my newly freed arm under my head and flexing my fingers, trying to restore circulation.

‘Every time I fall asleep, it wakes me up again.’

‘Because,’ I whispered, trying to not sound too happy, ‘it’s trying to get hard?’

‘Yes.’ Dylan replied.

‘Is it bad I find that really hot?’ I stroked my other hand over his hip. He turned onto his back, my fingers ending up just a fraction away from the chastity cage that was causing him such discomfort.

He turned his head towards me in the dark bedroom and let out a long sigh. ‘I had no idea this side of you even existed. I’m only starting to wrap my head around it.’

I giggled. ‘That seems only fair, I mean I wrapped my head around you for the first time earlier.’

His sigh turned into a throaty moan at the memory of his, and my, first blowjob. ‘You did. Oh fuck, I can’t believe you did all those things to me. This feels like a dream.’ He looked down and chuckled, ‘Or maybe a nightmare. You know how crazy this thing is making me already?’

‘No.’ I pressed my nose to his ear. ‘Tell me.’ I traced my fingers around his hip and the top of his thigh, resisting the urge I had to wrap my fingers around the small, steel cage he was wearing in return for us becoming ‘friends with kinky benefits.’

He took a couple of slow breaths before replying. ‘It’s such a mind fuck. I think about you, and then my cock tries to get hard, and it can’t, and somehow that just makes me even hornier. It’s a vicious circle.’

I brushed his hair away from his ear. ‘I like the sound of that. What do you think about?’

He let out a hot little whimper. ‘About you, stripping off. Seeing your… tits. Your fucking gorgeous tits. And then you stroking and sucking me.’

‘There’s lots more of that to come, you know.’ My fingers slid into his short pubic hair, playing with them. ‘I want to get so good at blowjobs. I’m going to need a lot of practice.’ I made a happy sigh. ‘Imagine it Dylan, how good it’s going to feel as I lick and suck and gag on your cock.’

‘Can you do that now?’ he asked, his voice going high.

‘Oh no, not yet. It’s the middle of the night. And besides, my tummy’s already full of your cum.’ My fingers finally moved down to trace my nails over the hot flesh that was pressing through the steel bars of the cock cage. He arched his back, pushing his crotch up, but I just kept the strokes light and teasing. ‘I’m going to learn all about how cocks work, and what feels best. But there’s no hurry, is there.’

‘But why do I have to be caged?’ he whined as I tapped my nails on the metal.

‘You know why. Having sex would mess all this up. I want to take it slow, explore. Do you really think you could resist sliding your cock in my, admittedly, soaked pussy right now?’

He made a gurgling sound at my words. ‘Oh my fucking God, you’re killing me.’

I grinned, then grabbed his hand and turned his palm, pressing it against my thin pyjama shorts. ‘See? Can you feel how damp they are?’

Dylan didn’t say a thing, in fact, he seemed to hold his breath. I smiled to myself in the darkness and pushed his hand onto me even more firmly. ‘Mmmm, that feels nice having your hand there.’ I nuzzled my face against his shoulder, pressing my thighs around his palm. ‘You know, part of this is you get to learn how girls work too, sexually, right?’ He gave an affirmative squeak. ‘You’re going to get to finger me, masturbate me,’ I paused, gripping my hand around his cock cage. ‘But you know what I’m most excited about?’

He finally turned his head towards me, his breath sounding ragged now. ‘Tell me,’ he managed to say.

‘I can’t wait for you to go down on me.’ I was super turned on now. I pressed myself against his side, my nose touching his. ‘I want you to spend a long time licking and kissing my pussy, Dylan. They say a guy who can do that well is set for life. Doesn’t that sound good?’

‘Yes, so good. But the cage?’

‘The cage is for me just as much as you. Do you really think you’d be able to control yourself? I’m not sure I could. Anyway, it’s not just about stopping us fucking, is it? Don’t you remember what happened this week? What you kept on doing when you promised you wouldn’t?’

I felt him nod.

I wasn’t letting him off with that. ‘What was it? What couldn’t you stop doing?’

‘Jerking off.’ He sighed.

I chuckled at his admission. ‘Yes, jerking off. And if we’re going to do this, then I want all your sexual energy focused on me. That’s fair, isn’t it?’

‘I guess so,’ he said reluctantly.

‘I mean, if it’s too much for you, we can just think about not doing anything?’ I knew it was an unfair question. His hand was still planted between my legs and mine was teasing his cock through the chastity cage.

‘No, no. I just…’ He let out a defeated whimper, which I have to admit, got me even hornier.

‘I promise I’ll make it more than worthwhile. Plus, isn’t it hot knowing that you struggling in it… well that gets me even wetter?’

‘It does?’

‘Oh, so much. And remember, I didn’t cum earlier either. You did. If anyone should be cumming it’s me. Actually…’ I turned and rooted through my bedside drawer, pulling out my little pink bullet vibrator. I pressed the side of it a couple of times and it sprang to life. ‘Turn on your side again, I’m a bit shy about doing this, even when I’m super horny.’

‘You’re, you’re going to use that now?’ His tone was a mixture of surprise and arousal.

‘That’s the plan.’

‘Can’t I watch?’ he said hopefully.

‘No, I told you, I’m shy. Turn away. At least you can listen.’ I smiled in the darkness as he huffed and turned his back to me once more. As I had a thousand times, I slid the little vibe down under the duvet and pressed it into the crease in my damp underwear. The pleasure was instantaneous, coursing through me, making me point my toes down and arch my back a little. 

For a moment I forgot everything: Dylan there beside me, his cock in the little steel cage, all that we’d done. For a moment, all that existed was pleasure. The vibrations on my sensitive and swollen clit. I moaned and was surprised when Dylan echoed it, although he sounded more frustrated. Suddenly my exhibitionist came to the fore. ‘Oh, that feels so good, so, so good,’ I whispered.

He stayed quiet, but was squirming, pulling hard into his pillow.

‘Tell me…’ I said, ‘tell me about your cock.’

He whimpered, then replied. ‘It’s so tight. So fucking tight. I can’t get hard and it’s driving me insane. The ring is pulling on my balls, and they already ache so much from… all of this. Please, please take it off.’

I gave a quiet chuckle. ‘Why, what would you want to do if I did?’

‘I… would wank next to you, stroke my cock. I’d do anything you’d tell me to.’

‘Oh, you would? What if I told you not to touch it?’

‘But… yes. Okay, I’d do that.’

I groaned as I pushed the vibe harder between my legs. ‘What if I told you to only play with your nipples, and just leave it jutting up, hard and untouched?’

‘Fuck, yes, I’d do that.’

‘Good. Lie on your back,’ I told him.

He whipped over, his eyes wide in expectation.

I turned my head to him, my lips parted as I continued to vibe myself, panting a little. ‘Go on then.’

‘What?’ I could see his confusion even in the semi-darkness.

‘Play with your nipples.’

‘But, what about unlocking?’

‘Oh no, I’m not doing that. But I do want to see you play with them, while I edge.’

He shook his head. ‘You’re evil, you know that?’

I gave a suitably mean chuckle. ‘I do. Isn’t it super hot?’

‘Fuck my life. Yes.’ He lay his head back, but his fingers still didn’t go to his chest.

‘If you do a good enough job, I might let you play with mine.’

His gaze shot towards me. ‘Seriously?’

‘Mhmm. Now play, and make your cock ache even more for me.’ I lifted my head. ‘Actually, let me see it. Pull the duvet and your shorts down.’

To my surprise he didn’t hesitate. The duvet was pushed down and his jockey shorts followed. I let out a slightly theatrical gasp as his caged cock came into view, the steel reflecting the light coming through my thin curtains. It was standing up straight. His cock, trying to get erect, was pulling his balls into a tight bundle against the cage. The flesh of his cock was bulging a little through the bars. It looked painful, and incredibly sexy.

‘God that’s so hot. What does playing with your nipples do to it?’

Dylan finally reached up and began rubbing his fingers over and around them. To my delight his caged cock visibly bobbed up and down as if he tensed some muscle. ‘Please, please unlock it,’ he begged.

I laughed. ‘What would you do if I did?’ I asked again.

‘I’d wank it, stroke it, while you watched.’

‘I don’t mean to you. I mean to me,’ I fixed him with a gaze.

‘I don’t… know?’ He raised his eyebrows, unsure what to say.

I responded by reaching down, and pushing my panties down around my knees too. He glanced down as I spread my legs the little the material of my underwear would allow. I always liked the feeling of being bound by them, unable to spread my legs the way I wanted. ‘But I’m so, so wet, Dylan. My little virgin pussy is so horny. Doesn’t your cock want to see how wet it is? Don’t you want to slide it in me?’

To my delight, he just gave a little strangled cry.

‘I mean you’re bigger, and stronger than me,’ I went on, pressing the vibe hard against myself. ‘I don’t think I could stop you if you wanted to just take me.’

‘Holy shit, is that what you want?’ His tone of shock pulled me out of the fantasy a bit, and I looked at him. He’d turned to stare at me.

I felt a hot flush rush down my back as I realised what I’d confessed. ‘Umm, it’s just a fantasy.’ I pulled the vibrator away, embarrassed now.

‘Do you really imagine that?’

I blew out a breath and turned to him. I guess we’re really going places we’d never imagined. ‘Yes. It turns me on.’

‘But… being forced?’

I tried to not get annoyed at his slightly judgmental tone. ‘It’s one of the most common fantasies, Dylan.’ I was getting myself ready to slap him down if he made me feel bad about it.

He paused, nodding. ‘I heard that.’

‘Is that okay with you?’

He put his hand on my shoulder. ‘It’s very okay. I just… hearing you say it…’

‘Yes?’ I said, a little smile forming on my lips. 

‘It made me think about it too. Is that bad?’

Oh damn, this just got interesting. ‘You’re thinking about… taking me? Forcing yourself on me? Shoving your hard cock into my virgin cunt?’ His little gasp at my words sent a sexy shiver down my spine.

‘Yes.’

I pressed the vibrator against my clit again, letting out a happy whimper. ‘Good thing I’ve caged up your cock then, isn’t it.’ I giggled and thankfully, he laughed, releasing a little of the sexual tension between us. I was trembling a little from the intensity of the moment. We were face to face now, and he was staring into my eyes. ‘What is it?’

He brushed my hair back over my ear. ‘You’re so much hotter than I ever imagined, in any of my fantasies.’

I wasn’t sure what to say. ‘That’s nice to hear.’

‘But I feel so out of my depth,’ he confessed.

I stroked Dylan’s arm. ‘I do too. But we’re learning together, right?’

He nodded. I reached down and took hold of his caged cock. It was hot and very slippery from his leaking pre-cum. ‘And this… this keeps us from going too fast or doing things we regret.’ He bit his lip as I gently squeezed his cock and balls. ‘This is genius,’ I announced.

‘Much to my frustration, I agree.’ He banged his head into the pillow a couple of times and then laughed.

I turned the vibe off, pushed myself up and arranged my pillows up the bed headboard. ‘Come sit here, behind me.’

‘Oh, really?’ He quickly shuffled up, his cage swinging amusingly underneath him as he scrambled up the bed with his shorts around his knees.

‘Take those off,’ I told him, wiggling my own shorts down off my feet. We were both now in just our t-shirts. Mine was quite a tight, white cotton one. My nipples were very obvious through it.

Dylan sat against the headboard and I pushed his feet apart, wiggling back and resting against his chest and leaning the back of my head on his shoulder. I shifted a little as I pressed against him. ‘Someone’s pleased to see me,’ I said with a snort. 

He sighed. ‘I’m always pleased to see you.’

‘Good answer!’

His hand squeezed my shoulder. ‘It’s true, Amy. You are my best friend, but even before all this, so much more. When I’m not with you, I want to be. I think about you when I wake up, before I go to sleep. Hell, I often dream of you.’

‘Wow.’ I didn’t know what to say, so I made a joke about it. ‘How many of those times were you stroking your cock at the same time?’

He laughed. ‘A lot,’ he said with barely a hint of embarrassment. ‘I masturbate thinking about you all the time. Well, I used to.’ It was my turn to laugh. 

‘What do you think about when you wank?’ I leaned back, rubbing my head against his chin as my hands dropped to his legs that were spread around me, my fingers stroking his thighs. 

‘I think about kissing you. Seeing you. Touching you.’ His mouth moved to just beside my ear. ‘Fucking you. Cumming in your tight little pussy.’

‘Oh, fuck.’ I was breathing hard, my hands moving from his thighs to mine. ‘Tell me more. Do you imagine, nasty things?’

‘Umm, yes, maybe?’

‘Tell me. It’s just a fantasy. This is so hot. I’ll like anything you tell me, I promise.’

He seemed hesitant before he decided to go for it. ‘I used to imagine you at school. After gym. No teacher around, but all the students.’

‘Ohh, now you’re talking, tell me, tell me!’ I could feel his cock twitch against my back and was sure things were getting slippery back there.

‘You looked so freaking hot in your sports outfit. You know how tight your shorts were?’

‘Oh yeah, I knew,’ I confessed.

‘Well, I’d call you out on it. On what a cock tease you were, in front of everyone. And then, I’d teach you a lesson.’

I turned to half look at him over my shoulder. ‘Are you serious right now? Or are you just making this up to turn me on?’

‘I’m totally serious.’

‘That’s even better,’ I exclaimed. ‘Did it involve… grabbing my tits?’

He seemed thrown off for a moment. ‘Umm, I suppose at some…’

‘Did it involve grabbing my tits through my tight t-shirt from behind?’ I prompted, trying to be even more obvious. Thankfully, he caught on.

‘Oh! Yes, yes it did!’ His hands shot up and even though I’d suggested it, I still gasped as he cupped and squeezed my breasts. ‘See, I told all the guys you weren’t wearing a bra. I was right.’

Holy shit, is he actually roleplaying right now. And grabbing my breasts?

‘But Dylan, I forgot it at home. Please, I’m not… not a slut. Don’t… show everyone.’

I know I prompted it, but when he reached down and lifted my top up, it was like a bolt of electricity went through me. ‘See,’ he whispered in my ear. ‘What a slut.’

I dropped my head back against him. ‘Fuck, that’s so hot.’

‘Really?’

I chuckled, deciding not to push him further. ‘Yes, really. You’re good at this. You took all my little prompts on board.’ I was genuinely surprised.

‘Yeah, I hoped that’s what they were. It was really helpful.’

I turned towards him, very aware my tits were exposed. ‘Is this really what you fantasised?’

He nodded. ‘One of the things. Yes. Although the bra and slut thing is new. I, umm, would strip you naked.’

‘Oh wow, seriously?’

‘And then fuck you in front of everyone.’

‘No! Wow. That’s so hot. I love it.’

Dylan shook his head. ‘Seriously? You’re not just saying that? You think my fantasy is hot? Why?’

I shrugged. ‘As you caught on so well just now, the idea of being taken, as a fantasy,’ I added, ‘is a big turn on. And then there’s the public thing. Again, as fantasy fodder that often makes things hotter.’

He nodded his head. ‘Interesting.’ 

I think he was distracted looking at my breasts. ‘Why was it a fantasy for you?’ I asked.

‘I think beyond just the sex, it was about claiming you as mine.’

‘How very, primal.’ I softly giggled. ‘I like primal, sometimes.’

‘Ugg,’ he said. I turned to look up at him, eyebrows raised. ‘That’s “noted” in caveman,’ he explained.

I laughed. ‘Sometimes I forget how funny you are. We find that very attractive too, you know.’

‘We?’ he asked.

‘Women. Sure there are looks and being fit and stuff, but honestly, if you are confident and can make us laugh, you are well ahead of most guys.’ I looked down, to where Dylan was still holding my top up, my tits peeking out underneath. ‘My boobs are on show.’

‘I noticed.’ Dylan’s eyes were flicking down to them.

‘Do you want to play with them?’

‘More than anything I’ve wanted in my entire life.’

I looked at him again. ‘That’s a really hot answer. You’re better at this than I expected.’

‘Can I?’

‘Hmm. Pull my top down.’

‘But?’

‘Trust me.’ I said. He let go of the bundle of material he’d pulled up and reluctantly pulled the t-shirt back over me. ‘Okay. Good. I just thought, you’ve never touched any, right?’

‘No.’

‘Well, no one’s touched me either, so that makes us even. Anyway. I figured it’d be hotter to start with them covered, and then, well, take your time and do what you want.’ I reached around with my hand and found my vibrator. ‘I’m going to use this.’ I waved it in front of us, pressing in the hidden button on the side so it started humming again and the light in the base let out a soft glow.

He didn’t speak for a moment. ‘You’re…going to use a vibe, now?’

‘Unless you have an objection?’

‘Are you going to cum?’ he asked.

‘That was my plan.’

‘But I’m not allowed?’ he sounded hopeful.

‘You’re not even able to,’ I corrected him.

‘That seems unfair.’ He didn’t seem to be complaining though. He nuzzled into my cheek. ‘What if you weren’t allowed to, either?’

I turned so our noses were touching. ‘Are you, asking, or suggesting that?’

His eyes squinted as he grinned. ‘What if I was telling you?’

My next breath shuddered out, my heart suddenly racing. I coughed, my throat was dry. ‘Umm, that would be, insanely hot.’ I could only imagine he would be able to feel me trembling against him. I’d dreamed of this moment for so long. I couldn’t believe I’d been so suddenly blindsided by him.

‘So, what’s hottest? How should it work?’ he asked gently. I wasn’t annoyed that he didn’t know. I appreciated him wanting to find out.

‘That, I’m not allowed to come without permission. Without your permission,’ I added. ‘No matter how much I beg. However convincing I am. Don’t let me.’

His eyes narrowed. ‘So you shouldn’t be allowed at all?’

I tried to think clearly, it wasn’t easy. ‘No, it’s… I want it to be your decision. Not mine. That’s what’s hot. I really want to cum. Let me be very clear about this. I mean, I think you are starting to appreciate the mindfuck of all this, right?’ I wiggled against his cage.

‘Hell yes.’

‘But the idea that I might not be allowed, that it’s not up to me. Holy shit, it makes it ten times hotter. I want my begging to be real. And for the possibility you just ignore it to be real too. Eugh, it’s hard to explain.’

‘No, I think I get it. Anything I should or shouldn’t do?’

Once again I was surprised by how positive and sensitive he was being about it. ‘Good questions. The closer I get, the more I’m in submissive slut mode. You could get me to do a lot of stuff. Maybe, for now, ummm…’ How to say this? ‘Don’t take advantage of me.’ I paused and grinned, ‘Yet?’

He laughed. ‘Yet huh? Okay, deal. Anything else?’

‘Also, the closer I get the more… nasty I like it?’

‘Okay…’ he said. ‘Like what?’

I pressed back against him. ‘Well, you’ve got my tits to play with. Start gentle. But when I’m close…’ my heart beat shot up at what I was about to say. ‘You could hurt them.’

‘Wow! Seriously?’ His breaths speeding up.

‘Yeah. I mean, I don’t know. It’s just a thought. But that’s what I do. I get to the edge and I like to pinch them and stuff.’ I was a little embarrassed but so turned on by this conversation I could ignore it. ‘Oh, and the other nasty thing, is what you say. When I’m close, just call me the nastiest things you can imagine and I’ll love it.’

‘Holy shit. Really? Like what. Help me.’

‘Umm, yeah, seriously. Did you feel how things changed when I got you close to cumming and teased you earlier?’ I asked him. He nodded. ‘So, things you could say. Well, use the fact I’ve caged your cock maybe. Channel the frustration and horniness. Tell me what a teasing bitch I am. You can call me a slut. Like a lot. “Imagine if all the girls from school knew what a slut you were,” for example.’

‘Wow.’ He chuckled. ‘Just wow. Anything else?’

‘Tell me what a slut like me deserves. Tell me what you’re going to do to me. What I’m good for.’

‘Damn. Alright. That’s… I can do that. What if I say anything you don’t like?’

I smiled at how sweet he was with such a dark confession. ‘I doubt you can, but we have safewords for all this, remember. But I’ll probably just tell you if I didn’t like a phrase. But just have fun with it. I will be. I can try to prompt you like I did before. You were good at picking up on my hints.’

‘That’d be good, thank you. Umm, Amy?’

‘Yes Dylan.’

‘I want to play with your tits now.’

I love that he didn’t just ask. ‘Oh, do you?’ I teased.

‘So bad. I’ve imagined this moment for so long.’

‘I mean it is getting very late, we could wait until tomorrow.’

‘No, I want to play with them now.’ His voice was firmer. It made my pussy clench.

‘You being demanding gets me wet.’

He let out a little snort. ‘I’m so glad to hear that. I was worried I sounded like an asshole.’

‘No, it was good. Sometimes we love to be asked, other times,’ I hinted, ‘we just want you to take what you want.’

‘How on earth do I navigate that minefield?’ he asked.

It was a good question. I hadn’t really considered it from his point of view. ‘I think,’ I said, ‘that if you assume you need to ask, and get to know someone well, so you both feel safe, and they keep dropping big, fucking hints,’ I turned and gave him a wink, pushing out my chest a bit, ‘then you’ll do just fine.’

He bit his lip, smiling at me. ‘I love that you’re teaching me this stuff.’

‘Hey, it’s not just you who is, oh!’ I let out a soft moan as his hand cupped my breasts through my top. ‘Quick learner,’ I sighed. I reached down with the vibe.

‘Not yet,’ he told me. I looked at him in surprise, checking he meant what I thought. ‘But…’

‘You need to ask if you want to use the vibe.’

I put on a dramatic pout, then winked to show him he was doing well. ‘Can I use my fingers?’

‘Damn, that’s so hot you asking,’ he said. I began to reach down. ‘No, no, I didn’t say you could.’ He took hold of my hand and put it back on his thigh.

‘Fuck, you’re maybe too quick a learner,’ I said with genuine regret.

‘Just keep your legs spread wide, and tell me what feels good. I have some beautiful breasts to play with.’

‘Oh, I like you saying that.’ I lay my head against him, pushing my shoulders back so my breasts were more on show. His hands returned to them, and surprisingly slowly, started tracing the curves of them through my t-shirt. To my obvious frustration his fingers skirted around my nipples and continued without playing. I let out a little whine to show my frustration.

‘You have such beautiful breasts,’ he repeated. ‘Seeing them earlier was like a dream coming true.’

‘Thank you,’ I said, a blush forming on my cheeks. I watched his hands cupping them, gently squeezing them. ‘Try brushing your thumbs over my nipples from there, that’s what I do.’

Without a word both his thumbs swept in an arc and caught my nipples at the same time, lightly brushing up and down over them. I shuddered as even the light stimulation caused pleasure to flow through me. ‘What does this feel like?’ he asked.

‘So good, like far better than it should. It feels like they are connected to…’ I paused, suddenly shy of being vulgar.

‘Yes?’

‘Connected to my cunt.’

He hummed in acknowledgment and brushed over them a little more firmly. I moaned involuntarily in response. ‘I just didn’t realise they were such a part of turning you on.’

‘I don’t know if they are for everyone but yes, they… Oh my God.’ He’d brought both forefingers up to his thumbs and had caught my nipples in a gentle pinch.

‘That’s good is it?’

‘That’s… yes, that’s good. Oh fuck.’ I was starting to squirm. He’d begun rolling them between finger and thumb. I stared at my chest, my breasts being played with by someone else. ‘You can… pinch them harder.’

‘Already?’

I could only nod and then moan as he squeezed my sensitive nipples. Having someone else do this felt so much better than I had imagined. ‘Please, let me touch.’

‘Ask properly.’

‘What?’ I asked, struggling to think straight.

‘You said last night that it is hot to use “Sir” when being teased.’ Damn, he really pays attention. 

I smiled. ‘Please can I touch my clit, Sir?’

‘Yes, you can,’ he said.

I lowered my voice and whispered, ‘Good girl.’

‘Huh?’ Dylan asked, confused. 

I was suddenly embarrassed but I’d said it now. ‘Call me “good girl”. Don’t ask. Just, do it.’

He laughed. ‘Okay. Good girl. Yes, you can.’

My hand shot down between my legs and I masturbated hard and fast. ‘Oh God, that feels incredible. And thank you. Being called that will never get old.’

‘Noted,’ he said. ‘How horny are you?’

‘I’m masturbating myself lying between your legs as you pinch my nipples and call me good girl. I’m not sure I’ve ever been this aroused before.’

‘What a fucking slut,’ he whispered, experimentally.

‘Fuck yes. I want to be a good girl and a slut.’

‘That’s quite the combination,’ Dylan said, pulling harder on my tits through the t-shirt.

‘I know. Aren’t you lucky?’ I moaned as he lost grip on my nipples and they slipped from his grasp. ‘Oh my God, that felt amazing.’

‘What did?’

‘When you let go of my tits.’

‘I didn’t let go they slipped out of my fingers.’

‘I don’t care. Do it again,’ I urged. I watched him take hold of my hard nipples through the thin cotton fabric and start to pull them away from my chest, his grip tightening to keep hold but they once again slipped away. ‘Fuck yes! That. That’s so good. Why have I never done that before? Don’t stop.’

I lay back, rubbing my clit as he tugged at my nipples, over and over, letting them slip from his grasp. It felt incredible. Watching, feeling it. I was getting closer and closer to orgasm. ‘Harder, pinch them harder.’

‘Okay!’ And he did, grabbing them in what would have been a painful pinch if I weren’t so turned on, but now felt incredibly good. He tugged my tits even further before they’d slip away, and pinching them super hard, managed to pull them taut, stretching and tugging as I edged. ‘Oh fuck, oh fuck,’ I whispered.

‘Does that really feel good? Doesn’t it hurt?’

‘It hurts so fucking good.’ Somehow that seemed to really turn him on. Dylan buried his face into my neck, half pushing me up with his thighs and half pulling me up by my boobs!

‘I had no idea what a kinky little slut you were, Amy. But now I know, and I love it.’

‘You do?’ I let out a happy sigh. Even his mouth against my neck felt amazing, making me tremble. 

‘I do. Now get your tits out for me.’

I giggled, as though I was high, biting my lip. Hot phrasing.’ I grabbed hold of the hem of my t-shirt, sat up, and slowly pulled the whole thing off and threw it aside. I lay back against him and looked as he gazed in wonder at them. His fingers twitched as he hesitated.

‘I’m right on the edge of cumming, Dylan. Do you remember what I said? Now is not the time to be fucking gentle.’

He didn’t need any more guidance. His hands closed around my breasts, squeezing and pulling at them as I rubbed my clit, right on the edge of climax, trying to control my breathing so I didn’t go over. I edged, a lot. And usually I was good at holding back, but right now I could feel my self control slipping. He mauled at my breasts, there’s no better way to describe it. It wasn’t gentle, it wasn’t wondrous, it was nasty and sexy and just what I wanted. He squeezed them hard, sliding from the base to the tip, then grabbing my nipples, pulling them again like before. But without the t-shirt they didn’t slip from his grasp, but tented up, stretched, aching, hurting. ‘Use your nails,’ I heard myself say, hurt me.’

He didn’t hesitate. He dug his thumbnails into my nipples and then let them go, watching them bounce, little red lines flaring up. ‘Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!’ I cried.

‘No!’ He grabbed my hand and pulled it away, catching the other as it went to replace it. I struggled, hands held by his surprisingly strong grip. I heard him laugh as I writhed against him and the bed, trying to rub my thighs together to keep the stimulation going.

‘I learned from the best.’ He paused, seeming to consider something. ‘I want to–’

‘Do whatever you want to me,’ I interrupted. ‘Seriously.’

He put my hands on my own breasts. ‘You play here.’ My pulse leapt as I realised what he was about to do. ‘Spread your legs.’ My hands cupped my breasts as I watched my legs open, almost as if it were someone else. Dylan’s hand moved down, and cupped me, his middle finger pressing gently between my swollen labia. 

‘Fuck. You are disgustingly wet,’ he said. I don’t know how, but his description hit me just the right way. I couldn’t even reply. I just pushed my crotch into his hand in true desperation. 

‘Your turn to beg, slut.’ I snorted at the reversal of fortunes. I was still very aware of the hard cage, pressing into my back, and what felt like streams of his precum wetting down there. Perhaps locking him up, frustrating him, was bringing out sides to Dylan I’d never seen before.

‘Please, Sir. Please play with me.’

‘Play, where?’

I whined. ‘Please play with my pussy.’

The fucker took it as an opportunity to tease me. Damn, he really is a quick learner. His fingers trailed around the outside of my labia, stroking, cupping, giving me a gentle squeeze. It was infuriating, and so really hot. ‘You were supposed to play with your tits, Amy.’ I began rubbing and teasing them but annoyingly it didn’t feel half as good as when he did. But I didn’t want to give him an excuse from playing where he was.

‘Please, masturbate me.’

‘Oh, but you didn’t say that. You need to be more specific.’ He was clearly having fun now, but he went quiet as his fingers went lower, pausing to the side of my spread open vagina. We were both holding our breath, similarly amazed this was happening.

‘Don’t stop,’ I whispered and shut my eyes as I felt his fingers slide over my skin and one finger tip slip to where no one had ever touched me before. ‘Oh fuck. You know where you are?’

‘From how wet it is, yep.’ His finger tip slid just a little, in and out, gently fucking me.

‘That feels good,’ we both said at the same time, and laughed.

I blushed. ‘You’re fingering my pussy. Only I’ve ever done that.’

‘How deep can I go?’ he asked, still tenderly exploring with just one fingertip.

‘As deep as you want. I love my dildo.’

‘Oh fuck, I forgot that massive thing,’ he said.

I laughed, remembering how I’d carried a huge dildo into the bathroom earlier to tease him. ‘Umm, so yeah, confession time. That one is huge and I ordered it in a horny craze and it totally doesn’t fit in me.’

‘Oh my God, that’s something of a relief.’

‘Yeah, I have a cute little dildo that… Oh!’ He hadn’t waited for me to finish before he curled his hand a little and pushed not one, but his middle two fingers inside me. ‘Fuck. Fuck fuck.’ I said, about as eloquent as I could manage.

‘Is that good? You feel amazing.’

I smiled at the wonder in his voice and flopped my head back, my fingers really going to work on my tender nipples. ‘Finger fuck me. Just like that. In and out. As deep as you can,’ I told him.

And he did. I spread my legs, opening up as wide as I could against his thighs, my clit screaming for attention every time he accidentally bumped his palm against it. But I stayed quiet. Being touched. Being explored. Being… adored. As exposed and desperate as I was, I’d never felt sexier.
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I try to make a lot of my writing have an educational twist to it too. I mean, there’s no better way to learn than from stories, right?

One of the unique features of some of my books is that I include discussion questions as part of them. This is to help you explore some of the key themes covered in the story and to help apply them to you situation more mindfully.

You can of course, skip these entirely. But even if you use them as a prompt to talk to someone about some of the ideas in this book, then it can help make those conversations easier to have something to work from.

I usually write these points to submissive, dominants and couples but this time I’m just going to address them to individuals and couples (even if you’re not in a relationship, perhaps this book prompted some ideas or questions.)






Questions for individuals


	What in the story were your favourite parts, and why?

	Amy struggled to find a kinky partner in the first place. What’s your experience been of finding someone compatible with your fantasies and desires?

	Have you experienced unrequited love like Dylan? What did you learn about yourself from the process?

	Are your expectations of finding your dream partner realistic, or might there be areas where you can compromise to find someone with potential?

	What would be your non-negotiables, what might be areas you’d just accept potential?

	Do you have someone you can at least share the sexual and kinky side of yourself with, even in a totally platonic way? If so, what’s stopping you from doing that? Can you think of a way to test the waters of if they want to know?

	How do you identify your ‘kink identity’? (Dominant, submissive, switch, top, bottom, etc) Is it something fixed or fluid? How do you think it was shaped?

	Do you think there are benefits in exploring taking a different role from your default? Did you think Amy’s discovery of a different side of herself was realistic?

	Do you masturbate and/or watch porn too much? Are you addicted to it? If it’s a problem, what would be a more healthy balance, and how might you achieve that?

	What has this book inspired you to try? What are the first steps you could take to do that?




Questions for couples


	What in Amy and Dylan’s story did you enjoy the most? Why did that speak to you?

	How comfortable are you talking about your sexual and kinky desires and ideas? What areas are you good at, where could you do better?

	Do you have any ‘rules’ - spoken or unspoken. Are they helpful? Are they mutually agreed?

	What new ‘rules’ might you come up with that would bring some fresh ideas and inspiration to your sex life?

	Do you have someone you trust outside of the relationship to get advice from and act as a sounding board for your thoughts about intimacy? If not, is that desirable, and where could you find it?

	Is one or both of your masturbation habits detracting from your relationship and sex life? Talk honestly about it. See if you can explore a way to make it all positive.

	What are your individual attitudes to porn? Do you agree? Discuss what role porn plays in your sex life and if that needs to change for one or both of you.

	If you took one idea away from how Amy and Dylan interacted, what would it be and how could you try it in your relationship?
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A few special thanks to kick off these notes. Firstly, to my wonderful beta readers who have had more input into shaping this book than any before. First person point-of-view clearly highlights I can only make my best guess at what how young women might talk and most of all, what goes on in their heads. I was happy to be corrected, regularly.






What’s in a cover?

My biggest thanks is because this book has my first bespoke illustrated cover, and that’s all due to the wonderful talents of Liva Rand, who’s worked very hard to bring my characters to life — far surpassing my expectations.

My covers are one of the areas that I keep breaking the ‘rules’ of publishing books. I’m supposed to fit in tightly with how other books look within the niche. However, the whole edging and denial genre is so very niche that I’ve set out with the idea that it’s small enough that I can afford to try standing out, as I did with my Kink by the Numbers series covers.

The difference this time is that Liva’s actually read the book and based the cover on it. Before now, I’ve had to work through thousands of stock images to find something that just about worked. This time, it is my Amy and Dylan.

I love this so much. It’s a pet peeve of mine when my favourite books have covers that don’t even bother to reflect the story details. This is one of benefits of self-publishing, I have the control over what goes on the covers. Incredibly, authors often don’t get this if they are traditionally published. They are usually consulted (not always) but almost all have lost the right to make a final approval.

The cover is actually a crucial element of a book being successful. You as a reader give the title and cover about three to five seconds to decide if it’s something you’re interested in. Within that time it has to convey the genre, the feel of the book, and also look attractive.

The fact Amazon has very strict guidelines on what’s allowed adds to the challenge. On top of which I like to write series of books, so you’re not just designing one cover, but thinking about how it could be adapted for a whole set. 

Liva’s proved so good at this she’s actually setting up a cover design business. If you’re interested, or fancy seeing some of her much more raunchy illustrations, you can find her  more adult work at www.edge-illustrated.com and there’s even some special bonus content by her to be found on my SubscribeStar.






A switch in time

I spoke in the introduction about how this was the first book I’ve written with dual points of view. From a theme perspective, the fact that it involves what the kink community call ‘switching’ is probably even more important feature.

I don’t know how this will be received. I worry that readers might pick up the book and see Amy wants a dom, but then discovers her more dominant side, as an unwanted distraction. Personally, I find the dynamics involved in ‘switching’ to be some of the most interesting to explore within BDSM erotica. This is partly because so much of BDSM is to do with power dynamics, and when you change those it creates strong emotions and experiences for my characters to go through.

I also think it’s healthy. I remember in my early explorations of the kink community, coming across some very severe dominants who maintained that a ‘true dom would never switch.’

Even then that felt short-sighted and arrogant, if not bordering on insecure. As time has gone on, I’ve become an even bigger advocate of exploring different dynamics within a kinky relationship. Emma and Nate in my Chastity Contract series are a great example of that.

This is for a few reasons. First, it’s very helpful to put yourself in the other person’s shoes. If you’re naturally dominant, you will become better at it by allowing yourself to discover how it feels to not be the one in control.

If you’re naturally submissive, it will help you realise the creativity and energy that goes into ‘topping’ someone. It should also help you appreciate the responsibility involved in being in charge.

So those are all good things. But second, for those in more mature relationships, it helps keeps things fresh. My wife and I had pretty classic male dominant, female submissive roles early in our relationship. As our relationship matured, especially after having kids, those boundaries became more flexible — it was just the boost our sex life needed to recover from the exhausting period of looking after young children.

I hope you’ve enjoyed Amy’s journey in discovering this other side of herself. If this book is popular and well reviewed, then my plans are to continue Dylan and Amy’s adventures, and I don’t want to give too much away, but my plan is that she’s not the only one who will be discovering new sides to herself — let’s just leave it at that for now.




James




PS If you’d like to hear about my new books and occasional offers or even giveaways on them then the best way is to sign up for my mailing list 

If you’d like to get even more involved you can join hundreds of others on my SubscribeStar (an adult friendly version of Patreon) where for the price of a cup of coffee you can get exclusive content, and if you join the Book Club tier, you’ll get copies of my books before anybody else!

subscribestar.adult/edgingspace
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Can I ask you a favour?

Do you check Amazon reviews before you buy a book? I know I do. There are something like 60,000 new books published on Amazon every day. As a new author, it’s very hard to compete - to stand out from the crowd.

One of the biggest helps in getting this book noticed is to have reviews. It would be so helpful if you’ll take the time to go onto Amazon’s site and tell others what you think of it.

If you’re worried about leaving a review for a book like this, I have good news. The reason I recommend going to Amazon to leave your review, and not just using the option at the end of the Kindle or other device, is because you can make it anonymous:

[image: Image]

Just click ‘Edit’ next to your name and you can put anything you like for your review

Thank you! I really want to write more, in this series, and others - knowing you like the book and letting others see they are good quality and well written is a tremendous help and encouragement for me to do that.

James Hardcourt

Click this link to go to the book page on Amazon







  Entrapped - A Sample Chapter



Entrapped is the first book I actually wrote (although I published The One-Bar Prison just before it). It’s a proper story, with plot, and lots of characters and goodies and baddies and did I mention orgasm denial, chastity devices and some fantastic twists.

The story is about a young, kinky, married couple. They’ve had orgasm denial as part of their sex life since they first began exploring, but more recently he’s been on the receiving end. An extraordinary offer from a wealthy widow could soon change their lives.

While it focuses on male orgasm denial to start with, female denial comes to the fore in book two and beyond.

Here’s a sample to see if it’s your kind of thing. It’s the second chapter, which gives you a more interesting insight I think. I hope you enjoy it.

* * *

Emma had surprised herself a few years back. She’d never liked porn. It was all so fake and predictable. She’d rightfully protested that even the stuff Nate claimed was good quickly descended into gynaecological detail of things, going in and out of other things, until someone made a mess.

What she liked even less was how those videos made her feel. Those perfect women with their fake boobs and their complete lack of inhibition. How could she compete with that?

It turned out she didn’t need to compete, she just needed to find a new perspective.

It was a Cosmo article that Nate found a few years earlier which set them on this adventure. ‘Spice up your sex life with these 14 unmissable tips’ or some other clickbait. He’d unsubtly left it open on a tablet and finally got up the nerve to suggest they try some. Things like regular date nights had actually been great. Reluctantly, she’d agreed to try the one about sending each other sexy images they found online. While most of the images she first saw didn’t do much for her, there were some that had captions on them, little stories, vignettes, that brought the image to life. Sometimes it might be the backstory, more often snippets of a conversation that gave tantalising glimpses into the story behind the picture.

The first time she tried writing some of her own the reaction from her husband convinced her she had a bit of a talent at it. She would never forget his first response, ‘You just blew my fucking mind.’ She decided she’d found a new calling. And then, much to her amazement, she discovered that not only she was good at it, but the blog they used for it quickly gained a loyal following.

A couple of months into their shared sexy blog adventure Emma had stumbled across an image that had changed everything. It was a shot of a naked couple, the woman casually lying back on a sofa, drinking a glass of wine, while he rubbed her foot. ‘Chastity play. Have you tried it?’ the caption had read.

Emma had only ever linked chastity with nuns or Bible Belt teenagers making pledges. She hadn’t understood how it related to this image. Until she saw it. Around the man’s cock was a little steel cage. It was cute more than anything. But as Emma began to imagine the implications she’d felt a fire ignite inside her. The wine, the casual nakedness, the foot rub; everything was down to that cage he wore. Then she noticed a final detail. The woman’s necklace, the only thing she wore, from it dangled a little key.

When she searched out a few similar images, and added her own captions, Nate’s reaction had surprised them both. ‘That is both terrifying and unreasonably hot. Are you kidding or shall we get one?’

When they found a cheap plastic cage for just a few pounds on eBay they both agreed it was worth it even as ‘a bit of a laugh’. Much to her surprise, when he finally put it on, it was much more hot than funny. Much, much more. And he seemed to feel the same (it took him hours to get soft enough to put it on which should have been a clue).

That was a few years ago, but as popular as the blog had become, she often felt a bit of a fake. Before then, and still often now, Emma had been more ‘vanilla’ as kinky folk called it, or at least, classically submissive when it came to sex. Sometimes she still struggled to believe that her hot, mostly dominant husband wanted this. That he’d give up his pleasure for her. One of these days I’m going to learn to really make the most of it.

She stopped her reminiscing and opened her eyes, pleased to see Nate was still fixated between her legs as he massaged her other foot. Reaching down she took hold of the dildo from where he’d left it by the sofa. It was still warm from the dishwasher. She nestled the tip of it against her, pushing gently. She was so ready for it that the head of the big toy opened her up and slipped in with little effort. ‘Oh God, that’s what I need,’ she said, truthfully, and to turn her husband on even more. As good as her foot massage felt, something was suddenly more pressing.

She opened her legs wider, pushing the tip deeper now, working the ridged tip against her g-spot. She kept watching him, taking such pleasure in his transfixed stare, as she took even more pleasure from the toy pushing deeper now inside her. Time to get him more involved.

‘Fuck me, baby. Fuck me with it,’ Emma said, leaving it half buried inside her while her fingers moved to play with her clit.

Nate slid one hand down her leg, frustratingly slowly, giving her foot a kiss before laying it down. He stroked the top of her thigh, ignoring the dildo, and brushing his thumb ever so lightly over her clit. ‘Hand away then, princess.’

Emma pouted, but mostly because she knew he thought it was cute. She loved it when he reminded her that almost everything she knew about teasing, he’d taught her.

‘Stop teasing me,’ Emma complained. ‘You know what I want.’

‘Weren’t you in the middle of an interesting chat?’ he replied, playing with the end of the toy now, but just to twist it a little inside her.

‘Oh goodness, I forgot!’ She laughed, reaching down to the floor and lifting the laptop onto her tummy. She peeked up at her husband over the screen, hoping he’d take up the challenge of trying to distract her. He normally couldn’t resist.

This was one of his kinks, teasing her, stimulating her while she was doing something else. Her best friend had once caught onto it when he made her cum during a call to her. Even remembering it was mortifying, although her pussy clenched at the memory. She let out a happy sigh as he began stroking it deeper and she tried to refocus on the screen hiding what he was doing.

Emma closed the email from Catherine and went back to the chat. It seemed she wasn’t a patient woman.

‘Hello’. ‘Are you still there?’. ‘Did you get it?’. Were just some of the messages.

Emma ignored her natural inclination to apologise and had to pause as Nate’s fingers joined in playing. Think you can distract me huh? She read aloud as she typed, ‘Hi Catherine, got the email, thank you. But what do you mean what’s his cock worth?” she grinned up at him over the screen, ‘it’s not for sale. I’m extremely attached to it.’

‘Not as attached as I am,’ he said with a wink before disappearing down behind the laptop, nuzzling his mouth and nose into her thigh.

‘Oh, that feels good,’ said Emma, then she laughed.

‘What’s funny?’ Nate moved his mouth up and kissed the cleft between her thigh and neatly trimmed mound. His tongue flicked out, tracing over her swollen clit.

‘She just… oh damn, keep doing that. She just said I’m so attached to your cock I keep it locked up. It’s true I suppose. Stop teasing me, I need more.’ Emma closed her eyes and moaned as he closed his mouth around her clit, pushing the toy deep in her. He slowly drew the width of his tongue up her lips, taking his time. He knew how to drive her crazy. She arched, pushing into him, nearly letting the laptop slip off her tummy.

Nate paused again, ‘What else is she saying? You’ve got me curious now.’

‘And you’ve got me wet and horny. Did I tell you to stop?’ Nate pushed her legs wider apart and Emma felt his mouth go to work again. ‘Good boy,’ she giggled.

She read back over Catherine’s last messages. The indicator showing she was online had now gone. ‘You’re obviously busy but I’ll email you my proposal now you know I’m really me,’ it said. There was just a little peacock emoji after her last message. What’s that stand for?

‘Oh whoops,’ Emma said, ‘I think we pissed her off. She’s gone.’

Emma shifted her legs as Nate’s mouth combined with the dildo, its tip deep inside her. She felt the pleasure spreading down her legs and up her tummy. ‘Oh babe, that feels so good.’

Nate’s sucking slowed and he lifted his head. ‘What does she mean “what is my cock worth”? Let me see the rest of what she said.’

‘No,’ Emma said, surprising him. ‘Get your sexy face back down between my legs. She’s going to email. I’ll tell you what you need to know.’ She smiled, proud of being so assertive, and its results.

Nate groaned. ‘You are so hot when you’re like this.’ He kissed her right between the legs. ‘I’m going to suck and lick you until you tell me what else your famous author friend was asking. No cumming for you until I find out.’

Maybe I’ll just never tell you and you can never let me cum she wished, but said instead, ‘How about we move off this sofa and get to bed?’

‘Bed, already? Does that mean you’re going to unlock me?’ The look on his face was so adorable she already knew what the real answer was sure to be. ‘Maybe, we’ll see. Go shower, you’re all sweaty from earlier. I’ll be waiting.’

* * *

Emma’s resolve had hardened a little by the time Nate sauntered into the bedroom. He was completely naked, well almost. She admired his body. It wasn’t quite as buff as it had been when they’d got married but he still got to the gym a few times a week and to her he was the most beautiful man she could imagine.

What was between his legs made her catch her breath every time she saw it like this - the shiny metal cage encasing his cock. Just like that picture they’d seen a few years back. Despite both their initial arousal at him in that first cheap plastic cage neither of them had the slightest idea of the impact it was going to have.

Nate and Emma loved sex toys. She still had the little vibrator that he’d bought her as a ‘joke’ when they’d first started going out. She still blushed remembering him dragging her into that seedy old adult store around the corner from the Mexican restaurant they’d loved. Never in her life had she thought about going to a place like that. It turned out it was his first time too.

They’d both been rather shocked at the porn on display and found refuge in the small toys section. Emma had stared at the realistic dildos, asking Nate if men were really that big. It was his turn to blush. The most embarrassing moment had been when she’d asked what the strange wide but short toy was and Nate had laughed, explaining to her what a butt plug was. She hadn’t believed him to begin with. She knew so much better now.

But the cage, the cage had been something different from the first moment he tried it on. A fire had ignited inside her, and his usual passion was suddenly under her control. It was intoxicating, for them both.

And so here he stood once again. It seemed so normal now. He didn’t wear it all the time, there were weeks, and months where he was free. But she preferred him like this, her ‘caged tiger’. The way it looked, the way it made him act.

Right now though, she wanted what was inside it even more. Emma had retrieved the key from its hiding place and it now dangled between her fingers. His eyes went from it to the sly little smile on her face. Throwing the cover back she revealed she was naked too, and she shuffled a little down the bed, lifting her knees and spreading her feet. She adored the fact she didn’t have to say anything. Not just because it was so damn sexy, but because she still found it so hard to ask explicitly for what she wanted. Closing her eyes, she felt his lips on her shins. She had to fight back an apology for not shaving them and just shut up and let him get to work. She knew he didn’t care. His hands gently pushed her knees wider apart and his kisses resumed, tickling her knee, then moving up her inner thigh. They became more passionate the closer to the apex they came. Harder, sucking at her skin, his tongue wet against her thigh. It traced a warm line that quickly cooled until it met her own wetness, swirling gently at her entrance. She felt him lick his tongue up slowly, tasting her, licking her until his mouth reached where she craved it so much.

Amazingly Emma hadn’t been a fan of oral sex, well not receiving it, anyway. She’d fallen in love with sucking cock the first time she’d wrapped her lips around Nate’s penis. But the reverse, him going down on her? As pleasurable as it was, she always felt a bit awkward; it was so intimate, so exposing. She was much more comfortable about giving it than receiving. Until she couldn’t - until that cage around his cock gave her no option but to receive. Somehow that freed her up, it took away the guilt that she was just lying back and being selfish. And the awkwardness, that was dealt with by the pure desire that the chastity cage caused in her husband. He’d gone down on her before, and was pretty good at it, but something changed when he was locked up. Something wonderful. The way he went down on her, the passion he somehow poured into his ministrations on her clit and labia, it was so fucking hot.

‘God, you taste so good.’ His muffled words broke her reverie. He said it so often now she actually started to believe him. Emma kept her eyes closed and ran her fingers over her breasts as Nate’s mouth latched around her swollen clit. It was already so sensitive from his teasing earlier. She gripped her hard nipples between her fingers and thumbs as he began sucking.

She could cry from her arousal already, but she wanted more. Make it worse she wished, pulling hard at her nipples until her fingers slipped off before grabbing them and doing it over and over again. Make it worse, make me hornier, don’t let me cum.

This was his fault.

When they’d met she’d been, well sexually naive is a nice way of putting it. They were both virgins, it was a bit of a fairy tale romance. But in one area she’d been far behind. Sex had been very taboo in her family and the liberal attitudes of his were a shock to her. But it went deeper than that. He’d been mentally exploring his fantasies for years; she’d never even masturbated.

He was wonderful about it. As they grew closer, as her trust for him had grown and their friendship had turned into more, he began to get her to open up about it. He shared his fantasies with her, and they began to shape hers too.

Most importantly he worked out her weakness. She couldn’t resist a dare. So, he dared her to touch herself. To masturbate. To learn how good things felt. He bought her toys like the vibrator and then her first little dildo. He told her what he wanted to do with them while they were away from each other.

What he didn’t tell her to do though, was climax. As she’d never masturbated, she’d never orgasmed. She remembered the look in his eyes when he’d first figured that out. ‘You’ve never cum?’ he’d whispered. She’d felt ashamed at being so innocent, but his next words transformed that, forever. ‘That’s so fucking hot, you have no idea.’

And so this became the central theme of their sexual exploration together. ‘Edging’ they discovered it was called. He did it a bit too, but the fact he’d cum so much as a teenage boy meant it was always so easy to revert to what he was used to.

For her though, an orgasm was something she’d never known. Somehow scary and forbidden, although that of course excited her too. His ideas for her, the tasks he set her, and the play they enjoyed together all centred around teasing her, edging her, denying her. And it transformed her. From naive little innocent to fully fledged kinkster. It caused her to delve deep into this new side of her and discover how much she loved the wider aspects of being told what to do by him, of submission, and more.

When he’d got down on one knee that day and asked if she’d be his wife his first whisper in her ear once she’d calmed down was, ‘I’m going to give you your first orgasm on our wedding night.’

He kept his promise. In fact, he’d kept even more. With all the wonderful, kinky things to explore together they both agreed to save sex for that night too. Something her religious parents would no doubt have approved of, if it weren’t for all the really kinky shit he was teaching her instead.

The deep irony of their current situation, that it was him who was regularly denied and whose orgasms were limited wasn’t lost on either of them.

Back down between her legs Nate began working his magic. He’d mastered a combination of sucking and licking that meant he could relentlessly take her closer and closer to climax. But damn him, he could read her so well, the tiny movements she’d make, the noises, the tensing muscles. She didn’t need to tell him when she was at the edge, about to climax, he knew. And so he kept her right there, right on the very edge of orgasm, utterly lost in pleasure, tortured by it. Her favourite place in the world. Her wonderland.

That’s where he took her. She felt the world falling away as pleasure and need engulfed her. She began to beg. ‘Please, oh god, darling, let me cum, it feels so good, let me cum, I need to cum.’

The words meant nothing. She knew it pleased him to hear her beg, and it was just so hot to say what she craved. But she loved knowing he would ignore her pleas, that nothing but their safeword would make him take notice of what she begged for in this moment. His mouth was unrelenting, devouring her clit, keeping her on the edge of the precipice but not letting her go over. It was utter torture; it was utterly beautiful.

As sometimes happened, she began to cry. Desperation, pleasure, frustration all merging together to give her some kind of release that the evil bastard between her legs wouldn’t yet give her.

She used to be so embarrassed by it. She barely cared any more. It just brought back the words that had transformed the experience. ‘Tears make the best lube’ he’d whispered one day as he licked her salty cheeks clean. It wasn’t true at all of course, but it was just so damn hot anyway. And it hadn’t stopped him making her weep so much at times they’d actually tested the truth of it.

One thing had changed of course. The key dug into her palm as she clenched her hands against the duvet. In the blur of arousal she blurted out, ‘I’ll unlock you if you let me cum.’ She didn’t know if she meant it. She didn’t know if she wanted it. And this was the confusion of the new dynamic the chastity cage brought. Before, it was just up to him. Now she had this new leverage. Some days she loved it, but right now she almost wished she didn’t have it. She wanted to cum so much, and it had caught his attention. His sucking slowing slowed, easing back, lapping at her more gently, allowing her to catch her breath.

‘Oh, will you?’ He looked up, his beard wet with her juices. His eyes narrowed as he smiled. ‘And what stops me from just taking it from you and fucking your brains out right now?’

His tiger was in full fury right now. His look sent a shiver down her spine.

‘How about you unlock me and we’ll see if we can fuck an orgasm out of this needy little cunt?’

Emma didn’t need any more convincing. She threw the keys to him and he knelt up on the bed, legs apart, unlocking the cage in a swift motion. His circumcised cock sprang out, the base of the cage acting as a cock ring, making his beautiful dick rise up harder and bigger with every beat of his heart.

‘Turn over,’ Nate commanded, stroking his cock slowly with a hand. Emma didn’t want to stop looking at him but there was no arguing when he used that voice. ‘Yes. Sir.’ She rarely called him that nowadays, but it still felt so right when she did. She flipped over, biting her lip as she wrapped her arms into her soft pillow and pressed her cheek down into it.

His hands grabbed her hips, lifting her bottom up. He pushed her legs apart, kneeling in between them. His hand traced down to between her legs, and he slid two fingers inside her. ‘God look how wet you are, you little slut.’ His other hand came down on her bottom in a gentle smack. No matter how aroused she’d been by everything earlier, being treated like this was just taking her to another level.

‘You want to cum, do you?’ He ground his fingertips against her g-spot producing a different craving.

‘Oh god, fuck me, please, fuck me!’ she cried.

His fingers slipped out and Emma felt the head of his cock replace them, teasing the entrance to her. Automatically she tried to back onto it but his hand kept her in place, pushing her head and shoulders back down into the pillow. His palm opened her up even more and his thumb brushed over her now totally exposed arsehole, making her shudder. ‘But fuck you where, my love?’

‘Oh god, my pussy please, I want you in me.’

‘But what kind of wife keeps her husband’s cock locked up? Is she the kind who should get fucked in the ass if she’s silly enough to let him out?’

‘Please, just, oh god, anything. Let me cum, fuck me.’

‘Well which is it baby, do you want to be fucked or to cum?’ He bent over her more, the tip of his cock sinking in her a little deeper, and his hand reaching under starting to rub her clit, making her groan. ‘Which would you pick, to be fucked, or to cum?’

‘I, I don’t know, you choose, please, Nate!’

‘Good answer, my love, clever girl.’ And with that he pushed, sinking his cock deep in her cunt. Emma cried out with pleasure as he stayed there, filling her, fingers quickly bringing her to the brink of orgasm, only for them to pull away just as she was about to go over.

He grabbed her hips again, holding her in place as he began to slowly slide the full length of his cock out to the entrance of her pussy and bury it hard right back in her. Over and over, building up speed. His hips were smacking against her buttocks as he pounded her harder and harder, driving her into the bed, taking out all his arousal and frustration on her, in her. It was divine. Nothing existed for them in that moment but him inside her, that most intimate of contact. He slowed, his hand again reaching under to pleasure her, igniting hope that she might get to cum. But she never knew. And she loved not knowing.

She could sense he was close to orgasm, from the way he was pacing himself, from how he breathed. It was exquisite, imagining that the pleasure she was feeling, the sensations her body was giving him, was about to take him over the edge. A primal urge to be filled with his seed overwhelmed her, the thought of his cum spurting deep inside, coating her, filling her brought her right to the brink of climax. ‘Please, please I’m there, please baby, let me cum, fill me up, make me yours!’ she cried out.

His fingers ground fast against her, his decision made as he thrust himself harder now, his breaths deep and shuddering. His cry of joy was what finally did it for her too. She felt him, thrusting, pumping his orgasm into her and her body arched, pulling him in, grinding against him as pleasure exploded inside her too, wave after wave of ecstasy, pure release, their climax perfectly shared.

‘Wow.’ He leaned over her, one hand on her shoulder, his cock half sliding out as he kissed her neck and nuzzled into her. He slowly pushed back in her; she could feel how full of him she was as his cock pushed it back up her.

‘That was…’Emma paused, catching her breath. ‘Yeah, wow.’ She giggled. ‘Umm, my knees hurt, can I lie down?’

‘Of course, baby.’ But instead of sliding out, he pushed in deep and then wrapped his arm around her midriff, rolling and lifting her so they both lay faces up with her on top of him. ‘But I’m not done with you yet.’

Emma squealed with delight. ‘You haven’t had me like this for ages!’ She wound her hands above her head and wrapped them behind his neck, just the way she used to. ‘Bound to him’ they called it. The rule was simple, if she took her hands down, he stopped. ‘That was so amazing. We need to fuck more baby, I miss it.’

‘I know, it’s so good. But it would be easier if—’ and he began to thrust his cock hard into her with each word, ‘— you didn’t lock my cock up in a little cage.’ He laughed and moved one hand to grab her breast as he began masturbating her with the other hand.

‘You’re right, but if it makes you fuck like that, well maybe quality over… Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!’ she declared.

‘Nu uh, no you don’t.’ Nate gave a short sharp smack to her mound, a tactic that almost always worked.

‘Oh you bastard. I love you!’

He wrapped both arms tightly around her waist and started working her up and down on his cock. ‘What a good little fuck puppet you make, baby. Maybe I’ll just spurt in you again and leave you like this.’ He arched his hips and somehow it made the sound of his cock fucking her cum-filled vagina so much louder. It was the most obscene sound, and turned her on even more given her current state of mind. She could feel it flowing out of her as he pulled his cock out and plunged it back in.

The base ring around his cock meant that he’d kept hard after his orgasm, something they took for granted when they first started having sex but wasn’t always a sure thing five years into marriage. His cock swelled even more as plunged her down onto it. ‘Is this what you need, my little slut wife? To be reminded that you’re my fuck toy all over again? Your beautiful body dedicated to my pleasure?’ He pressed his mouth against her ear, whispering as he slowed his thrusts. ‘Do you think I don’t see it, alongside the lust when you look at my caged cock? I see it my love. The envy. Wishing you could be so easily encased, so simply denied. You wish it was you, don’t you?’

She couldn’t think. She couldn’t analyse what he was saying. Here, totally exposed, her arms bound around his neck, being fucked over and over, all she knew was that he knew her. ‘Yes,’ she whispered. ‘Yes, yes, yes.’

She felt his hand move down, rubbing her once again. The heat of arousal from what his cock was doing burst into flames, consuming her. He felt her burn.

‘Say it,’ he whispered, ‘say what you want, what you need, my perfect little denial slut.’

‘Never let me cum,’ Emma wailed as his fingers worked their magic. ‘Keep me like this forever.’

‘Maybe we’ll have to get you fitted, my love. Finally get that pussy locked away in a custom fitted chastity belt.’

She let out a guttural groan, rising up against his fingers, but it turned into a high pitched whine as he stopped rubbing and just cupped her mound, squeezing it tightly, ‘Imagine it, baby, steel keeping your needy little pussy all safe and sound. Not able to touch, locked away, like a good little denial slave.’ He pulled her up, his cock finally sliding out, even more cum dripping out behind it, and wriggled, repositioning it. ‘This is the only place I’d have to fuck, my little slut. Where princess, where would I fuck you?’

He pushed his rigid cock against her tight rosebud, the cum lubing him enough so that when she groaned, ‘in my ass, Sir,’ he pushed and it popped inside, her muscles clenching on him. ‘Only in my ass,’ she murmured again, sinking down into the fantasy, his fingers keeping her on the edge. ‘Locked away. Anal only. Your denial slave.’

Emma writhed against him, squeezing herself around his cock, lubricated by the mix of her juices and his cum. ‘Cum in me, cum in my ass,’ she begged. And it was enough. Hearing her beg, feeling her squeeze on him. He groaned loudly, gripping her breast with his other hand, edging his wife as he emptied his balls in that secret, forbidden place.

Finally, his fingers slowed on her. His arms wrapped around her again, not in a hold this time, but in a loving embrace. ‘Well we haven’t done that in quite a while,’ he said with a chuckle.

She let her head fall back past his shoulder. ‘I forgot how much I love you there when you’re denying me. You’re still in my arse you know.’ She laughed.

‘Why do we say ass in the middle of things and arse now?’ Nate chuckled.

Emma lifted herself off his cock with an unceremonious wiggle and turned around, so she was lying on him face to face. ‘Well that’s obvious. Most porn is American.’ She grinned, kissing him. ‘Why don’t you go and wash that cock of yours and you can fuck me again.’

‘Oh damn, I forgot how insatiable you are when you’re denied,’ laughed Nate.

‘That’s the whole point isn’t it?’ said Emma, pouting. ‘I thought you love me like this.’

‘Oh, I do, but my job is done here, your holes are filled and you’re all horny and needy. It really is a shame chastity belts are so rubbish on women. I’d lock you up this instant.’

‘I wish. Or, you could just make me cum! Or fuck me again. You can fuck my ass, arse, whatever, it’s all warmed up for you now.’ Emma wiggled on Nate and began kissing him again.

‘You’d have to convince him; he thinks his job is done I’m afraid.’ Nate nodded downwards.

Emma slipped off Nate to the side and looked at his shrinking cock. She laughed. ‘Holy crap, how much cum was in your balls? It’s like a proper mess down here, and half of it’s still in my bum! Poor baby, you really must have been so desperate.’ Emma started drawing shapes in the mess on Nate’s tummy, leaving patterns in the short dark hair on his skin. ‘Is it really bad that the thought of how full your balls were makes me want to lock you up again?’

‘My god, I’ve created a monster. First you beg for me never to let you cum, and now you want my cock locked up too,’ Nate complained.

‘Best of both worlds, baby.’ Emma kissed him again, and whispered in his ear, ‘I’m only what you made me, this is entirely your fault.’

‘It usually is, that’s true. I think I better get in the shower,’ Nate said.

‘And I’ll change the sheets. As usual the worst of the cumplosion is on my side. I swear you do it on purpose!’

Nate laughed, carefully getting up and grabbing a dirty t-shirt to catch the worst of the mess. He pulled the cage base ring off his now flaccid cock and tossed it onto the bed. Emma stared at it, her mind finally going back to her earlier conversation. How much is that cock worth? She looked up at him, her face alive with the afterglow of what he’d done to her. ‘I love you very much, Mr Stevens.’

‘I love you too.’

She watched his cock until he disappeared past the door. How much is it worth? Everything.

* * *

Entrapped - The Chastity Contract is available on Amazon
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