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'Love is friendship set on fire.' 

Jeremy Taylor








Chapter 1 - 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. I assumed he'd have fallen asleep after all the sexy exploits of the last evening. Including my first blowjob!
‘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, pressing my thin t-shirt against his back. I put my newly freed arm under my head and flexing my fingers, trying to restore circulation.
He sighed. ‘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 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 longer 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 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.
I gave a dirty chuckle. ‘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 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 into 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, tight 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.’ 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, pressing 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 only 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 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.’ I planted my lips on his ear and let out a sexy moan as I pushed his hand against my mound. ‘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,’ he said.
‘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 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, both of us lying on our backs in my bed. 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 streetlight 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 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 only 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.’
I turned to face him. ‘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 only 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 beside my ear. ‘Fucking you. Cumming in your tight little pussy.’
‘Oh, damn.’ 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 simply 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, the idea of being taken, as a fantasy,’ I added, ‘is a big turn on. And then there’s the public thing. When I'm jilling off that often makes things hotter.’
He nodded his head. ‘Interesting. Jilling off?'
'A woman's equivalent of jacking off.' He didn't react beyond a little nod. I think he was distracted looking at my breasts. ‘Why was that a fantasy for you?’ I asked.
‘I think beyond 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 sexy 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. I mean I came on them, but haven't actually touched them.' He chuckled. It really had been a wild night.
‘Okay. Well, no one’s touched me either, so that makes us even. 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 wondered if he could 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 wriggled 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 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 slowly. ‘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 breathing sped 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, 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?. 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. ‘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 tell you if I didn’t like a phrase. But have fun with it. I will be.’ I rubbed his thigh and gave it a pat. ‘I might prompt you like I did before. You were good at picking up on my hints.’
He took all that in for a moment before he spoke. ‘That’d be good, thank you.’ His fingers played with my t-shirt. ‘Umm, Amy?’
‘Yes Dylan.’
‘I want to play with your tits now.’
I love that he hadn’t simply asked permission. ‘Oh, do you?’ I teased.
‘So bad. I’ve imagined this moment for so long.’
I decided to tease him a bit more. ‘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 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, ‘assume you need to ask, but if you 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 fine.’
He bit his lip, smiling at me. ‘I love that you’re teaching me this stuff.’
‘Hey, it’s not only 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.
‘Keep your legs spread wide and tell me what feels good. I have some beautiful breasts to play with.’
‘I like you saying that.’ I lay my head back against him, pushing my shoulders back so my breasts were more on show. His hands returned to them, and he 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 dissatisfaction.
‘You have such beautiful breasts,’ he repeated. ‘Seeing them earlier was like a dream coming true.’
‘Thank you,’ I said. I was glad he couldn’t see me blushing. I watched his hands cupping them, gently squeezing them. ‘Try brushing your thumbs over my nipples, 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 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, pulled 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 precisely the right way. I couldn’t even reply, instead I pushed my crotch into his hand in true desperation. 
‘Your turn to beg, Amy.’ 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 very hot. ‘You were supposed to play with your tits.’ 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.’
‘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 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 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 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.




Chapter 2 - Dylan


I don’t really know what I imagined a pussy would feel like, but this was very cool, if a bit weird. It’s simply that there’s nothing really to compare it to. My body gets hard and stiff when I’m turned on. This was almost the opposite. I guess that’s kind of the point?
I honestly had no clue what I was doing. But she seemed to like it. I had instinctively pushed my middle two fingers inside her and the way her back had arched and her mouth had turned into a little round ‘O’ told me I was doing something right. 
They didn’t really go that deep into her, and I couldn’t reach down that far given I was sat behind her. But she was clearly into it. Her eyes were closed, and she kept playing with her breasts, which was something so indescribably hot to watch that I was torn between continuing to finger her or swapping back to me, playing with her tits. 
Now breasts were something I had thought about, and they felt pretty much as I’d imagined. Squishy, and firm, and stupidly fun and hot to play with. I could definitely do that all day.
I looked at my hand between her legs, in some disbelief it was actually there. It looked super sexy too, but I felt like I should be paying some attention to her clitoris. Only, and here’s the truth, I wasn’t one hundred percent sure where it was and I was a bit scared of looking stupid. I knew it was near the ‘top’ somehow, but when she’d been doing it earlier, it was some kind of general rubbing in that area. Was that what I was supposed to do, too?
I remembered back to the inquisition she’d put me under, while she’d made me stroke my cock. Before she’d locked it up, of course. It inspired an idea. 
‘Show me how to play with your clit.’
She turned to me, opening her beautiful eyes and smiled. ‘Oh God, I thought you’d never touch it. Were you just doing that to tease me?’
‘Umm, yes?’ I answered, making it clear I was lying. She laughed. I love it when she laughs. Although making her moan with pleasure probably wins.
She took one hand off her breast and reached down, taking mine, but resting it on my knuckles as I kept finger fucking her. ‘Wow, feeling you do that is crazy. Do you like how I feel?’
‘I love how you feel. It’s so different from me.’
‘What’s it like?’
‘So warm, and soft, and wet. It feels good.’
‘Imagine how good it’d feel to shove your cock into?’
‘Fuck.’ I honestly couldn’t express it with other words. It was all I could think about now.
‘Oh Dylan, I can feel you throbbing against my back. Are you leaking all over my bottom?’
I didn’t say anything. I was very aware of my caged cock, and my balls, pressing against the base of her spine. And how wet and slippery it had got. She’d seemed to ignore it until now, apart from a few little wiggles. But knowing she felt it too made it worse.
She put on a teasing voice. ‘Oh no, is it worse now you’ve put your fingers in me?’
‘You are wicked,’ I managed to whisper.
Her chuckle turned to a moan as I stroked my fingers back and forth. ‘You seem to bring it out of me. Plus, I don’t think I’ve ever been this horny.’
‘Oh, really?’ I asked, not sure if she was kidding.
She shook her head. ‘Honestly, this is blowing my mind. The nipple pulling thing, and having someone else do it all. It’s insane.’
Her phrasing brought back the fact this was a ‘friends with benefits’ situation, and not the relationship I’d always imagined. ‘Someone else.’ Is that all I am, a spare person to play with? She seemed to feel me tense up and I stopped fingering her. 
‘What is it?’ Amy asked.
‘I don’t want to just be someone else.’
She nodded. ‘Sorry, that was badly phrased. I mean, I’ve only done this to myself before. I love you doing it to me. And Dylan, I love that it’s you, my friend, who I trust, exploring with me.’ She shifted a little, turning more towards me. ‘And let me tell you, you are surprisingly good at this.’
‘I am?’
‘Yeah, seriously. I’ve been so impressed. And turned on. You’re great at picking up on the things I say and making me feel safe and yeah.. You’re good at this. I mean it.’ I felt a tremendous relief and pride at her words. ‘So, want to play with my clit?’ she asked, grinning.
‘Fuck yeah. Teach me your ways.’ I laughed, and so did she as she guided my hand slowly up, tracing my fingers up between her labia, all of which was slippery and soft. Her finger rested on mine as we reached the top of her slit, and I felt a firmer bump under my fingers.
‘You may need two hands,’ she said, ‘at least while you explore. This is the clit hood. It kind of covers my clitoris. And that’s good most of the time as it’s so sensitive. So you can just rub here, like…oh…yes, like that. That’s so weird.’
I’d begun to make small firm circles where she’d rested my hand, but I paused. ‘Am I doing it wrong?’
‘No, God no. It not being my fingers, is new. That felt good. Very good. And that’s what you should do to start if I’m not warmed up.’
‘Are you warmed up?’ I asked, guessing the answer.
‘I’m on fucking fire. Which is why you can use two hands, as you can pull this top bit back and…’ She demonstrated and sure enough a little pink nub was exposed as she pushed down on her mound, making it more prominent. ‘There she is. I think it varies for different women. Some it’s more prominent, others it’s always hidden away. But it’s the same spot and you can always at least feel where it is even if you can’t see.’
‘That’s cute. And I can touch it?’
She gulped and nodded. ‘I’m going to be super, super sensitive.’
‘Okay.’ We both watched as my spare hand took over from her, holding her clit hood back, while my other lightly brushed over the little nub. She let out a happy moan and closed her eyes. I made an experimental circle on the tip of it and she arched her back. ‘Fuck, yes, that’s good, very, very nice.’
‘Holy shit, how sensitive is this thing?’ I asked, chuckling.
‘After being all turned on, and wet, and played with, it’s madly sensitive. But be careful it doesn’t dry out or it won’t feel so nice.’
‘What do I do then?’ I asked, now worried about it getting dry.
‘Well, you can go back to covering it up with the clit hood and rub through there. That still feels really good, and will get it damp again usually. Or…’ she paused as though giving away a secret, you can lube your fingers.’
‘But I don’t have any lube.’
‘Dylan, I’m literally dripping,’ she said, in a slightly condescending way.
‘Ohhh, you mean… Wait, do you do that?’
‘Yeah, sometimes.’
For some reason the idea of using her pussy juices as lube for her clit was super arousing. I slid my hand down. ‘So you’re saying I lube my fingers in your wet little pussy before teasing your clit with them?’
She laughed, her hands going back to her breasts and starting to squeeze them. ‘You have a way with words that I hadn’t expected. Yes, please. Do that.’
She almost purred as I slipped a finger in her, then I moved it up, rubbing it lightly over her clitoris. Sure enough the lube meant it slid over her quickly and smoothly as I made little circles. She made a sexy little whine. ‘Holy fuck that’s good, don’t stop that.’ She squeezed and pulled at her breasts, rolling her nipples hard between her fingers. She was twisting and turning on me as I began to circle and rub more confidently. 
‘Will this make you cum?’ I asked.
‘Oh God, yes, and soon if you keep going like that.’
‘Wow, really? It’s that effective?’
‘It’s so good. Why do you think I want your mouth there?’
If this was the impact a finger could have I could only imagine the impact going down on her might make. I decided to try and tease her the way she had me. ‘Imagine my warm, wet mouth wrapped around your clit here. Sucking, licking. Always wet, always eager.’
‘Oh fuck, we are so doing that.’ She laughed then groaned as I pressed harder, speeding up. 
‘How close to cumming are you?’
‘An eight, easy.’
I frowned. ‘An eight?’
‘Maybe nine, oh God, that’s so good. Out of ten, I mean. I’m so close. Can I cum, please, Dylan, I’m so close?’
‘No,’ I simply answered.
She whimpered then smiled, opening her eyes again. ‘So hot. So fucking hot.’ She batted her eyes at me, trying to look super cute, and succeeding. ‘Please, Sir. I’ve been a good girl. I’m so horny. You’ve played with my tits and pussy and clit. Don’t I deserve to cum?’
Once again I was struck by what a force of nature Amy’s sexuality was, and how ignorant I’d been until the last few days. ‘You are so fucking hot. Do you know that?’ I gazed at her in wonder. 
She bit her lip, looking away. ‘I mean, I felt like I was, but no one ever told me before.’ She grinned up at me. ‘Does that mean I can cum?’
I shrugged my shoulders. ‘Well, you know I’d have totally let you, but someone said no matter how much you beg and want it, it shouldn’t be your decision.’
She squeaked with frustration. ‘That someone sounds like an idiot. Please, Dylan, seriously. Let me cum. I’m going to lose my mind.’
I felt so delightfully in control. I was beginning to get the hang of this teasing thing. ‘That might be fun to watch.’
‘Holy shit, you’re such a sadist. I can’t believe it!’ The way she was looking at me didn’t make it sound like a bad thing. In fact, I’d never seen such desire in her eyes before. It was almost scary. I wanted more of it. My hand left her clit and she cried out in frustration, writhing her thighs together.
‘Keep them spread,’ I said, hooking my feet inside her thighs and opening them back up.’
‘Fuuuuck, yes. I’m so close, so needy. Remember what I said?’
I thought back to our earlier conversation. ‘That a needy little slut like you should be teased and tormented and reminded what a… what a little whore she is?’ She gave a joyful yelp at my words and then another as I pushed my two fingers back inside her spread pussy. ‘Oh my God, Amy, what kind of a slut gets this wet?’ I kept fucking her but ground the palm of my hand against her clit too.
‘Yes, yes. Don’t stop.’
That was all very well, but I wasn’t sure what else to say. I’d kind of fired my best shot with the risky ‘whore’ line. I fucked her harder, feeling her arching and twisting as she was clearly close to cumming. In fact, she might even be fighting it off. ‘I don’t think horny little bitches like this should even be allowed to cum.’ 
Her eyes shot open, staring at me. Oh shit, was that too much? ‘How the hell are you so good at this?’ she asked with wonder in her voice. I shrugged, not wanting to mention she’d basically been teasing me like this for the last few days. ‘Please, my clit, play with it again.’
I relented, my fingers finding it again and enjoying the moans and groans she made as I did, her hands flitting between her breasts, and pushing down on my hand, trying to make me rub harder. ‘Please, please let me cum. What do you want, Dylan?’
‘I want you to unlock my cock and suck it again.’
Something in her flipped. She calmed down, biting her lip, a grin on the other side of her face. She shook her head. ‘Nope.’
‘But Amy! What if I don’t let you cum?’
‘I don’t care. It’s so fucking hot having you caged up. Look how it’s made you.’ There was a fire in her eyes now, it was a little scary. She twisted, pulling away from my fingers, not seeming to care, and she turned over so she was lying naked on my chest. I watched in utter amazement as she slid down, my caged cock resting between her breasts, and she stared at it before looking back at me. ‘You have so much more potential than I thought, Dylan. And this,’ she wiggled her chest, rubbing her breasts over the cage, ‘is somehow unleashing it. If a single evening locked up makes you this bold and adventurous, imagine what longer might be like?’
I couldn’t believe how fast the situation had switched. I almost felt dizzy. ‘But Amy, please, just a little release, it’s so tight. I can’t stop thinking of a blow job. If I can’t have your pussy…?’
She smiled. ‘If I suck it, you’ll make me cum?’
‘Yes, yes,’ I almost yelled, delighted she succumbed so quickly. 
‘You promise, right after I’m done?’
‘Yes, I promise.’
But I hadn’t realised my error. Her eyes flashed in triumph as she started to move down. ‘Oh but, you need to unlock me first.’
She shook her head. ‘That wasn’t the deal.’
‘Oh fuck but…’ She lifted my cock, bulging through the metal bars, kissed the tip and then and wrapped her lips around it. I stared at her in disbelief as she gave my cage a blowjob. Each suck, each stroke was torment, and bliss. The little pleasure it gave was better than nothing, but unable to get hard, unable to feel the true warm, wet softness of her mouth. ‘Oh, you are so evil!’ She raised her head, clearly delighted at outfoxing me.
‘Is that hot? When I’m cruel like this?’
I blew out a breath. I couldn’t deny it. ‘Fuck my life, but yes, crazy hot.’
‘Does it make you want me even more?’
‘Yes. Yes it does.’
‘Good, because the only place your little dicklet is filling tonight is this little cage. And given how hot and good at sex it’s making you, I don’t plan on letting it out much at all.’
‘Amy, no!’
She pushed herself up, throwing her hair back over her shoulder, naked, straddling my legs. Utterly gorgeous. ‘I’m done. I think the promise was that I get to cum.’
I couldn’t even find it in myself to argue. She was so impossibly sexy like this. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to see it, to reward her. ‘How, would you like it… miss?’
She beamed at my last addition. ‘So hot,’ she said under her breath. ‘Umm, try… try reaching under me?’ She fell back onto all fours and crawled up higher, until her face was over mine, still smiling at her victory over me. I reached down, under her, between her legs that were spread either side of mine. My finger found her pussy first, and I instinctively slid it in, joined by a second. To my surprise she started moving back and forth, and my fingers slid inside her. ‘Oh, that feels, yeah, that’s good. Fuck me harder.’
She kept bouncing against my hand as I returned each stroke with more force, a soft slapping sound coming from my hand against her skin. Her breasts swung back and forth under her in the most ridiculously sexy way.
‘Your thumb, press it on my clit,’ she told me, eyes half shut. I stretched out my palm and flattened my thumb against the top of her pussy. It was hard to know if it was in the right place but somehow it worked, she slowed and ground herself harder against my hand. ‘Fuck yes, this is so good. Rub it, rub my clit with your fingers,’ she ordered. I moved my arm to the right position and she moved down to help, and began rubbing in hard circles, through what I guessed was her clit hood. It seemed to have the right effect. She was circling her hips, trying to get even more pressure against my fingers. ‘Oh it’s so good, so good,’ she whispered more to herself than me. But it didn’t seem to be enough, I could sense she was getting frustrated.
‘Do you want to lie back?’
She nodded, twisting to the side and falling back on the bed beside me. She reached over and grabbed my hand, putting it between her legs. ‘Don’t stop. I’m so close. Make me cum. Please?’ She looked up at me, desperate now, the fire out of her eyes and replaced with a horny desperation. I turned onto my side next to her and managed to get my fingers to her clit without help. ‘Yes, yes that’s it,’ she moaned as I started my fast, hard circles around it. ‘Oh my God, it’s so good, so good. I’m so close.’ I felt her hand move behind me, catching my hair and pushing my face down into her breast. ‘Suck it,’ she said, breathily. I pulled her nipple into my mouth, and did just that, sucking it the soft warm skin into my mouth. Apparently, it felt good as her moans and groans only increased. ‘Yes, yes, just like that, don’t stop, don’t stop, I’m going to cum. Oh, holy fucking shit I’m cumming!’
She took a deep breath in and suddenly went quiet as her whole body tensed. Her thighs were pushed together, almost shaking. She pulled in more breath and then her back arched, ‘Oh fuck yes! Yes, I’m cumming, I’m cumming,’ she announced, her hand grabbing my hair as I kept on sucking and rubbing, not wanting to ruin anything. She collapsed into the bed but kept writhing, her breath coming out in little gasps and moans, thighs grinding against each other. Suddenly she laughed and her hand shot to mine, gripping it hard. ‘Stop, stop that’s enough.’
She relaxed and seemed to puddle on the bed, letting out breaths in deep sighs. ‘Oh my God, that was great. So great. We’re going to have to do that a lot.’ She turned her face fully to mine, then lifted her head, kissing me softly on the lips. ‘You’re going to have to do that, a lot.’
I struggled to speak. The impact of watching her orgasm, and then the kiss. ‘Okay,’ I said, feeling stupid. I desperately wanted to kiss her again but didn’t think it would be a good idea. But maybe, if we do more of this soon, it might be. Her head dropped back down, and I stayed there, leaning on one elbow, looking at her, naked, messy, and happier than I’d ever seen her. Whatever it meant I had to endure, it was worth it.




Chapter 3 - Amy


I woke before Dylan. I grabbed for my phone to check the time, in case it had got late. Thankfully my room was a distance from my parents and sister’s, but occasionally they’d come knock on the door if didn’t show up before noon. Them finding us would not be cool. Sure, Dylan stayed over sometimes, but it didn’t usually involve us being wrapped up next to each other, in bed, naked. Plus, I bet the room smells of sex.
I swung my legs off the bed, standing and opening the curtains enough to push a window open. The sunlight fell across the bed, highlighting Dylan’s naked bottom, sticking out from the sheets. He’s got a cute bottom. I hadn’t noticed before. Then again, I hadn’t seen it apart from a few moons he’d given me over the years. And beyond that, knowing that his cock, a cock which I’d sucked and teased and made cum, was on the other side, caged up, for me, was definitely putting a new twist on it.
I leaned over the bed, pulling the duvet back over him. He didn’t stir. ‘I’m going to shower,’ I whispered, more as a joke than for him to hear, ‘don’t get up to anything.’
I turned the shower head onto the thin, sharp jets and let the hot water rain down on me, washing the smell of sex away. Not just the smell. I’m washing Dylan’s cum from last night off my boobs!
I rinsed them, gently touching my tender nipples, tender because of how hard he pulled and pinched them. Even though it hurt, the pain brought back lots of good memories from the night before. My fingers instinctively slid down between my legs, rubbing myself as I recalled more of what Dylan had done. It felt good. But not as good as when he did it.
‘Who knew he’d be such a quick learner?’ I said to the cascading water. It was a bit of a problem, for me anyway. I hadn’t really thought much beyond locking up his cock. And even then I wasn’t even sure I’d want to keep him in it. But seeing how he responded, to it, to me, to everything; I didn’t want to risk losing what we’d begun.
I felt the pressure of the whole thing build on me. What am I? His dom, his sub, his lover, his girlfriend? 
‘Why can’t you be all those?’ I felt some part of me say. 
I don’t want to be his girlfriend. Not yet. That’d be weird.
‘But locking his cock up isn’t?’
Shut up you. At least he can’t fuck me. I imagined it. How good his fingers had felt. It stirred a deeper need that I knew a dildo wouldn’t satisfy. It wasn’t about how deep it went, it was about it being…cock. I’d teased him about how good it would feel, being mean as he was in the cage, but the truth was, I wanted him to feel that. To be inside me.
I better lose that fucking key or I’ll be losing something else way earlier than planned.
‘Would that be so bad?’ the voice whispered.
I told you to shut up.
I grabbed the shampoo, pouring far too much over my head and scrubbed it in, trying to wash away the thoughts I shouldn’t be having. It wouldn’t work for long.
[image: image-placeholder]Dylan was awake when I came back to the room, but seemed distracted. ‘Are you okay?’ I asked. He was peering under the duvet.
He stared at me. ‘I have morning wood, and it’s not very fun.’
‘Morning… oh! Oh my God, what’s it like?’
‘Very, very tight.’
I laughed and whipped the duvet back. Sure enough, Dylan’s cock was standing up, the cage pushed off his body a little by his attempt at getting hard, pulling his balls forward. It was crazy, and such a turn on. I reached out, cupping it, squeezing his balls that I’m sure looked bigger than yesterday. I stroked my hand over them, they were hot and his cock was pulsing.
‘This is so fucking hot.’
‘But it aches so much!’ he protested.
‘Is it aching for me?’
That shut him up. He was trying to figure out an answer that would get him released, but that was not on the cards, not yet.
‘Let’s make sure it is.’ I said, standing up. I stared at him, my growing arousal making me bold, and dropped the towel.
‘Damn.’ His attention was entirely focused on me. I stood in front of him, naked, my hands on my hips. ‘So, am I still worth it?’ I asked. The same question I’d asked when I’d taken my top off yesterday. This time, I was totally naked.
‘Oh my God, yes. Yes you are.’
I grinned, loving his reaction. ‘Good. So get some clothes on, we need to get breakfast.’
[image: image-placeholder]Sitting at the breakfast bar in our kitchen, knowing that Dylan secretly had a cage on his cock, was even more entertaining than I’d imagined.
I was in a very naughty mood. While he tried to have a polite conversation with my mother, I messaged him from across the table, ‘We’re going back to my room for you to eat my pussy next.’ He actually spat his coffee back in the mug when he read it. It was brilliant.
The message impacted me too. Having him go down on me was something I’d teased him with, but I suddenly felt nervous about doing it for real. What if he doesn’t like how I taste, or I don’t like him down there? I was so caught up in the thought that I didn’t hear my mum’s question the first time.
‘Earth to Amy…’ she said. I shook my head, focusing my attention back on her.
‘Sorry mum, what did you say?’
‘I said, what are your plans for the day?’
Cumming on Dylan’s face? No, better not say that. ‘Umm, just hanging out, making the most of the holidays. Dylan’s helping me with some stuff.’
‘Oh, is he? That’s sweet of you, Dylan. What kind of stuff?’
Both of us looked at each other in a mild panic. I coughed. ‘Some biology stuff. You know he was always better at science than me.’ I could see he was trying not to laugh, and it wasn’t helping.
My mother looked at each of us, eyes narrowed. ‘Biology stuff, huh.’ I tried to look innocent and nod. ‘Well, good. I think everyone’s out most of the day, so you’ll have the place to yourselves.’ She started tidying breakfast things away.
A horrible thought crossed my mind. I figured we were pretty quiet last night, but, what if they heard us? My face started to burn up and she looked at me, with a little smile. ‘I’m sure you’ll look after Dylan, won’t you Amy?’
‘Yes, mum, of course.’ Let me make it clear. My parents adore Dylan. I mean, he’s super sweet and my best friend. But they make it pretty obvious that they think we should be more than just friends. It seems I’ve managed that. But definitely not in the way they’d imagine. 
I grabbed my remaining coffee and poked Dylan in the arm to get his attention. ‘Come on, we better get on with it.’
He looked at me. ‘Actually, I was going to go shower.’ He looked to my mum, ‘If that’s okay?’
‘Yes, of course Dylan. This is your home too, it always has been. And anyway, I wanted a word with my daughter.’ I caught her gaze, she was smirking. Uh-oh. ‘There’s fresh towels in the cupboard.’
He got down off the stool with more caution than normal and smiled at me before heading off. ‘Thank you for breakfast, it was a real treat,’ he added, stopping at the door. Eugh, no wonder my parents love him. He’s so nice. I heard him walk up the stairs and I turned back to find my mother right in front of me, leaning on the breakfast bar with both hands.
‘So, you and Dylan…?’ she began.
‘Umm, what about it?’
She gave a one-sided smile. ‘Something’s different.’
‘Is it?’ I feigned ignorance.
‘You know you can be honest with me. I totally understand if you don’t want to, but I just wanted to check if you’re doing okay and if there was anything going on, that you’re being smart about it.’
My mum is amazing. She has always been a friend as well as a parent, and I’m super lucky that both my parents are relaxed about most stuff. Not that I have ever really given them much to worry about. But this, this was complicated. Firstly, they love Dylan, and secondly, it was about sex. And not simply vanilla sex. I did not want to be talking to her about that.
She leaned closer. ‘Amy? No pressure, but I’m here to talk if that’s useful. What’s going on?’
I let out a big sigh. ‘Okay, so you’re right. There is something going on but I’m not sure you’ll be happy about it, so I was nervous to tell you.’
She reached out her hand across the table and took my fingers in hers. ‘Sweetheart, you know we love you, and we love Dylan too. I want you to know I’m here for you and if you’re happy to, talk about what’s going on and give you some wisdom from someone who’s been there and seen that.’
You haven’t seen this. Or God, I hope not. I quickly shut off any thoughts of my parents’ sex life. But she was right, I could trust her. ‘Alright. So Dylan and I are trying out a kind of friends with benefits kind of thing.’
That actually managed to surprise her. She stood up straight. ‘Oh. Gosh. Yes, I forgot those are a thing now. Wow.’ I smiled. It was quite fun seeing her not know how to respond. ‘So, are you being, safe?’
You have no idea how safe. ‘Yes, mum, super safe. In fact, we’re not doing anything that could get me pregnant, I promise.’ She furrowed her brows but seemed to think it wise not to ask for details, much to my relief. 
‘Okay… okay. Well, that’s all very well for now, but in my experience that might change, pretty fast. Do you want me to get some condoms in?’
Sometimes I forget how cool my parents are. I actually felt a little teary. ‘You know, you’re probably right. But it’s okay, I can get them.’ I can’t believe I’m talking to her about this.
She nodded. ‘Good. If you need any money, grab it from my purse. They aren’t cheap. Have you thought about talking to the doctor? About contraception?’
Actually, I hadn’t. ‘No but, that’s probably a good idea too. I’ll do that. I promise.’
She seemed to relax and came around the table to stand beside me. ‘Wonderful. If you need to talk about anything, and I mean, anything, I’m here. Sex is… complicated. It’s not like on TV or in books. You know my parents were awful at talking about it.’ I nodded. I remembered her telling me that when we first spoke about how things worked. ‘It might feel a bit embarrassing, but if you’re struggling with anything, you can always tell me. And the doctor’s there for you too if you need someone else.’
I took her hand. ‘Thanks, mum. That really does mean so much to me. You… won’t tell Dylan’s parents, will you? I don’t think they’d be as cool about this as you.’
She shook her head. ‘No, sweetie. That’s between him and them. Anything you tell me is in the strictest confidence.’
I gave her a hug. ‘You’re the best.’
She laughed. ‘I know, don’t you forget it. Now, go, have fun… As I said, you have the house to yourself until dinner. You can,’ she paused, smirking, ‘make as much noise as you want.’ I stared at her, my face turning crimson. Did she mean…?
‘Umm, thank you, I guess. I should, umm, go now.’ I heard her chuckle as I nearly fell off the stool and headed to the door. Fuck my life. Apparently, I wasn’t as quiet as I thought. I stopped at the door, just like Dylan, and forced myself to turn. ‘Thank you, though. I’m very lucky to have such a cool mum.’
She nodded, holding back a grin. ‘Yes, yes you are. Have fun!’
I turned away, shaking my head. I can just pretend that conversation never happened, right?




Chapter 4 - Dylan


I stared at my reflection in the big bathroom mirror. ‘What the hell have you got yourself into, Dylan?’ I said quietly, looking at the steel cage encasing my cock.
At least, for once, it wasn’t trying to force its way out. Not that it had any chance of succeeding, this thing was secure. I stared at it, cupping my balls and the device in my hand, lifting it. They were big and round underneath it, beginning to ache. Normally, that would be more than enough excuse to knock out a quick one. I looked at the shower. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d relieved the excitement of being around Amy in their shower.
But now I couldn’t. I couldn’t even touch my cock, let alone wank it and cum.
‘Fuck, fuck, fuck.’
It was an odd headspace to be in. Part of me loved it. The things I’d done with Amy over the last few hours were better than the years of fantasies I’d had about her. But what a cost. My manhood literally locked away. And even that was hard to process. It hurt, and ached when I tried to get hard, but it was a tremendous turn on too, to feel it pushing against the bars, to feel it snug and wet from pre-cum. And most of all, to see how turned on Amy was by it. I didn’t even understand that yet, but I adored what I’d seen of this side of her, even if I felt intimidated by it.
I turned, flicking the shower on and letting it heat up. I was about to step in when there was a knock on the door. In a panic I grabbed a towel and covered myself up. ‘Yes?’
‘It’s me,’ said Amy.
‘Okay?’
‘Everyone’s gone out. Let me in.’
‘Umm, why?’
‘Dylan… let me in,’ she said, sounding a little exasperated.
‘Okay, okay. Hold on.’ I did the towel up properly and unlocked the door.
Amy stood in the open doorway, dressed as she had at breakfast, with one very notable edition. The key to the cock cage was dangling in her fingers. Oh damn.
‘I figured if you were going to get properly washed, you might need this.’ She swung the key from her fingers.
‘I…yes. I suppose so.’ I suppose so? Dylan, you idiot, she’s going to unlock your cock.
She let out a little laugh. ‘I mean, if you’d rather stay locked…’
‘No, no I mean that’d be great. Good idea. Very good idea indeed.’
‘I thought so.’ She stepped into the room, closing the door behind and locking it. ‘In case someone came back,’ she explained, stepping up to me. It was there again, that fire in her eyes. Utterly enticing, a side to my best friend I’d never seen before, but scary too. She reached up and stroked my bare arm. ‘How are you doing?’
‘I’m… good?’ I tried to calm my breathing. ‘All the better for seeing you?’
She smiled at my attempt at flirting. ‘I keep thinking about all the things we did last night. Crazy, huh?’
‘So crazy,’ I agreed.
‘Are you still okay with all this? You’re enjoying it?’
How can I even express it? ‘It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.’
‘Even–‘ she reached down and pressed her hand against my crotch through the towel. ‘Even this?’
I gulped as she squeezed gently. ‘If it means I get to see this side of you, then yes, even that.’ I looked down as she tugged at the towel, unwrapping it, and letting it fall. Even though I’d just been looking at it, I felt a flush of embarrassment rush over me as she stared at it again. But her words soon changed that.
‘It’s so fucking hot. You wearing that. You have no idea how crazy it makes me.’ Her eyes met mine. ‘Hell, I had no idea how crazy it’d make me.’ I watched her drop to her knees, pulling the bathmat under her so she wasn’t kneeling directly on the tile floor. Amy cupped my balls with her hand. ‘They seem nice and full. How do they feel?’
‘Tight.’ I was too mesmerised by her back down there to be any more eloquent.
She stroked her fingers over the warm steel of the cage. ‘I’m torn. I love you in this so much, I’m not sure I want to let you out.’
‘Oh God, please, Amy. You just said you would! I never wore one before yesterday. I’m going crazy.’
‘That makes us both crazy. That could be fun?’
‘But, to clean it?’ I indicated the shower that was still running.
‘I suppose so. But you’re not allowed to cum or there will be trouble.’ She gave me a serious look.
‘What kind of trouble?’ I was genuinely curious.
‘Umm. If you cum, you’ll be locked up for a whole week without release.’
‘A week! Are you serious?’
She looked up at me from on her knees. ‘Yes. But you’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?’
‘Yes?’
‘Hmm, you don’t sound certain.’ She took the key from around her neck and placed it in the lock. I watched every movement with great anticipation. ‘I suppose I’ll have to stay here and watch and make sure you behave yourself.’
‘You’re… you’re going to watch me shower?’
‘Yes.’
‘Oh.’ Truth be told the idea of having a sneaky wank had crossed my mind the moment she’d told me I could get unlocked.
‘Oh dear, does that spoil your plans?’ She turned the key but didn’t pull the lock out yet. ‘Tell me the truth, Dylan, were you going to wank?’
I didn’t know what to do. She seemed to know what I was thinking already, and lying to her before had not gone well. ‘I was… thinking about it, yes,’ I confessed.
‘I know. I love how desperate you are.’ She pulled the lock out and the force of my erection pushed the end of the cage off immediately. ‘That’s so cute!’ She took the cage away, but left the cock ring part in place. There was no way to get it off if I was hard, anyway. Amy stared at it in silence, her face only inches away as it stiffened and throbbed, growing to full size. ‘That’s so cool,’ she concluded.
Having it hard like that, on show, and not touching it, was so frustrating. Even greater was the desire she’d suck on it. Having her at my knees was the point of view of so much of the porn I watched. It felt strange she didn’t instantly suck it. She took hold of my cock but instead of playing, she used my erection to help herself stand. ‘These things have so many uses!’ She laughed. ‘You know, I read a caption once that said, “If men aren’t meant to be led around, why do they come with a handle?”’
‘Where on earth did you read that?’
Her eyes went wide. ‘Porn!' She slapped my chest with her spare hand. 'We should so watch porn together after this.’
‘Are you serious?’ I stared at her, very aware her hand was still gripping my erection.
‘Don’t you want to?’
‘I would love to.’ I didn’t want to let that opportunity slip away. What a dream come true.
Amy tilted her head. ‘But right now, you can be my porn.’ She pushed my cock down and giggled as it bounced back up.
‘I can do what?’
She stood back and folded her arms. ‘I want to watch you wank, in the shower.’
‘But you said I couldn’t cum!’ I protested.
‘Who said anything about cumming?’ She grinned at me, leaning back against the sink unit that was opposite the glass door of the shower. ‘Hurry up, before the hot water runs out.’
I opened the shower door and stepped in, turning to look back at her. ‘Leave it open, not much water comes out. You said the other day you wanked in the shower, right?’
‘Yes.’ I really hoped she didn’t ask which shower.
‘Show me what you do, without the climax bit.’ She folded her arms tighter, looking smug. 
‘You really want to watch me?’ I was struggling to process what was happening.
‘Dylan, would you want to watch me masturbate in the shower?’
Even the mental image made my brain explode into fireworks. ‘Fuck yes.’
‘So why wouldn’t I want to watch you? Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you watch me next time.’
That was all the excuse I needed. I grabbed some shower gel from the wire rack shelf and poured it over my hand and some on my cock. ‘Oh, so you use that as lube?’ Amy commented.
‘Yeah, sometimes. I figured it’d look hotter.’ I kept the shower falling on my back as I slowly slid my lubed hand up and down my shaft.
‘You’re right, it does. I can’t use soap as lube, it makes me sore.’
I couldn’t quite believe we were having this conversation while I stroked my cock and she watched, but she seemed to be enjoying it. ‘Oh, so what do you do?’
‘Well, water kind of works a bit. But somehow that’s drying too. I tried baby oil once and nearly knocked myself unconscious, slipping in the shower. Not recommended.’ I laughed, but was a little scared at her confession. She continued, ‘So mostly it’s just being naturally wet, which, I’m kind of a lot, or getting some water-based lube in me before I get in the shower.’
‘So wait, the lube is for your fingers?’ I couldn’t picture what she was doing. She grinned and shook her head, and before I knew it had gone out of the room, leaving me there, soapy dick in hand. She sauntered back in moments later with a dildo in her hand. Not the giant one she’d teased me with before, but a curved, purple toy with a suction cup on the end. She came close, leaning past me and with a satisfying squelch, stuck it to the tiled shower wall.
‘Like that,’ she announced. I stared at the purple penis, pointing towards me. ‘Let go of your cock,’ she told me, ‘and turn to face it.’
‘What but…’
‘Come on, just for fun. I want to compare you.’
She crouched down as I turned, so that both were at eye level. ‘I’m afraid it wins on size, but not by as much as I thought.’
‘Why are you so obsessed with cock size?’ I asked.
She stood up, standing outside the radius of the splashing water. ‘Because you are?’ she suggested. ‘Why did me being mean about your size yesterday turn you on so much?’
‘I really don’t know. That was new.’ I twitched as she reached out, surprising me by wrapping her fingers around my soapy penis. ‘I really like your cock, Dylan. It’s very sexy, and it turns me on. You need to know that.’
‘That’s good to hear. So why,’ I gulped, ‘do you say that other stuff?’
She shrugged. ‘Because it’s hot, and mean, and it seems to turn you on. I’m having more fun than I imagined being a bit bitchy. You’ve unleashed a new side of me. I don’t know how to explain it more than that. But it’s not personal. And I can stop, if you want. Be more… boring?’
I thought about it. A process that was aided by the fact her hand was now gently stroking my erection. ‘I want to bring out every side of you. And everything about this excites me, even the teasing stuff. So, yeah. As long as I know you don’t mean it.’
She got that naughty look again, biting her lip. She looked down at her arm, getting wet from the shower, and then the thin white t-shirt she was wearing, and to my surprise, she stepped into the shower with me, pressing up close, her hand squeezing my cock, rubbing all the shower gel away. ‘But maybe I do mean it, Dylan. Oh God, imagine if you had a huge dick. Do you think I’d be locking it up in a cage?’ She began wanking me hard, pushing my back against the cold tiles. ‘Do you think I’d be able to resist? Or do you think I’d just spend my whole time on my knees, worshipping it?’
The water cascaded over her, soaking her top which clung to her and revealed that she was braless. It showed everything, the soft pink of her skin that darkened as it came to her hard nipples. She grinned at me and gave me a kiss on my cheek before she sank down and before I knew it, my cock was in her mouth. 
‘Oh fuck. You are amazing.’ I didn’t have the headspace to process her latest comments, and right now I didn’t care. I watched as the water poured over her, and she licked and sucked me. Her hands slid behind me, grabbing my naked bottom, and she wiggled her head, gagging and moaning as she took my cock all the way into her mouth. I could feel it pushing against her throat. ‘Holy fuck!’
She pulled back, gave a little cough and squinted up at me through the water. ‘I guess I couldn’t do that so easily if you were massive.’
‘You are unbelievable!’ She seemed to take my comment as a compliment, pulling herself up on both my cock, and the one stuck on the wall.
‘Thank you. That was my first deep throat, in case you hadn’t noticed,’ she said, pressing the wet t-shirt back against me.
‘I did notice, and it was awesome.’
She grinned. ‘Did it feel good?’
‘It really did. I’d come so fast if…’
She giggled. ‘Oh, I better not do it again then.’
‘No, no, I mean.’ Oh Dylan, why do you keep fucking yourself over?
She was beaming. Amy glanced down at her top. ‘Oh dear, I think I got a bit wet. I should get out of these, don’t you think?’ Without waiting for a reply she pulled the t-shirt off, and wiggled off the boyshorts she had under it. Suddenly, except for a cock ring that was keeping me stiff as a rod, we were naked together in the shower. I froze, not wanting to do anything to mess this up.
‘Aren’t you supposed to offer to wash my back or something?’ she asked, turning away from me.
‘Errr…’ I didn’t know what to do. My brain was misfiring on all cylinders.
She shook her head and sighed, reaching up for the shower gel, and handed it to me. Then her hand went down, and grabbed my cock behind her, as though it were nothing, and began to stroke it again. ‘I need to make sure this doesn’t go anywhere it shouldn’t.’ She kept my cock to the outside of her thigh, gently wrapping her hand around it and working it back and forth. Without any further instructions I poured some gel in my hands and began rubbing it over her shoulders. She puller her hair out of the way and twisted her neck which I took the hint of turning it more into a soapy massage. Her happy sighs told me I’d read her right.
I’d always loved giving Amy massages. It was one of the early ways I ever got to touch her, and even then she’d make little sounds that meant I’d always have to make sure I hid my hard on. Now I thought about it… ‘Amy, when I used to massage you…’
‘Yes, Dylan?’ she said in a suspiciously innocent voice.
I narrowed my eyes. ‘The sounds you made…?’
She looked back at me over her shoulder, eyebrows high. ‘Did I know they turned you on? Yes, of course I did. Just like the yawns.’
‘The yawns?’ I didn’t know what she meant.
She laughed and turned towards me, letting go of my cock. I could see her bare breasts in all their glory, the water splashing off them and onto me. ‘You know, the yawns.’ She scrunched her arms to her chest and then stretched them high above her head while she made a sexy little moan.
I thought back to all the times she’d done that and the effect it had on me. ‘You do that on purpose?’
‘Oh yes.’
‘What…I…This is blowing my mind.’ My mouth hung open.
She giggled. ‘I like turning you on, Dylan. You were the first person I felt safe testing that with. And I now realise, I like it even more when I can see the full effect.’ She looked down at her chest. ‘I know I showered earlier but I’m not sure I washed off all your cum from them. Be a dear and…’ She picked up the gel again and poured it over her breasts, turning away from me and grabbing my cock once more.
I stepped right up behind her, her bottom pressing against my hip and leaned my chin on her shoulder, looking down at her gorgeous tits, wet and covered in splashes of shower gel. It was almost like a dream as my hands cupped her, squeezing, rubbing. They were so slippery. I tried pulling on her nipples like the night before but they slipped right off, no matter how I tried to grip them. But she didn’t seem to care. Every tug, every pull drew sexual moans from deep in her throat. ‘Oh, that’s so good. Don’t stop, I love you playing with my tits.’ Her spare hand reached down between her legs and her body arched against me as she began to masturbate. ‘I’m so horny. You make me so fucking horny.’
‘This is the best thing I’ve ever done in my life.’ I don't know if I was saying it to her, or the universe. She laughed and pressed her cheek against mine.
I couldn’t resist. My hand slid down to stroke her wrist, the water falling over us, washing the bubbles down into the shower tray. I rested my hand on top of hers, feeling her rubbing her clit. She tucked her chin to her shoulder, looking back at me as her hand moved to cover mine, and pressed my fingers between her legs, taking over. I found her clit immediately. I’m getting good at this! She turned, so she was side on to me, her hand stroking my cock right in front of her. ‘Reach under me with the other hand,’ she told me. I pressed against her so I could reach. She shuffled her stride wider apart and once again, this time from behind, I found my fingers sliding inside her. ‘Oh God, yes. Play with me. Edge me.’ 
Touching her like this, so intimately, as she pulled on my cock, was insanely arousing. I was so hard, with the cock ring keeping me jutting up like a rod of iron. She gripped my cock, her fingers teasing the head of me as I masturbated her hard, my other hand fingering, fucking her from behind. She was so wet. Her natural juices were much more slippery than water. I could only get my fingers in a little bit, but she seemed to love having them in her from the way she moaned and pushed against them. Suddenly she stopped stroking me, turning to face me. ‘Do you want to be extra naughty?’
What the hell could be naughtier than this? ‘Sure?’ I said.
‘Give me your hand, the one in me.’ I slipped it out of her and held it out, and she grabbed the shower gel and poured it over my fingers. 
‘I thought you said soap was bad in there?’
She actually looked a little shy, pausing before saying. ‘It’s not for in there. It’s… for my bottom.’
My eyes went wide as I just about stopped myself from some cry of amazement. ‘Cool, cool.’
‘Rub my clit, and rub me back there.’ She turned her head away.
I reached down, admiring the curve of her bottom properly. The rounded swell of her buttocks with the inviting crease down the middle. I started there, my soapy fingers not quite believing what they were doing as they worked down, spreading her cheeks. I could feel she was tense, perhaps as surprised as I was that this was happening. She definitely meant I should play with her bottom, right?  I was doubting myself but she arched her back a little as I got nearer, urging me on. And then I was there. My soapy fingers were rubbing against her rosebud. I couldn’t quite believe it but she seemed very happy about it. ‘My clit. Rub my clit too. Front and back.’
Being sideways on, it was quite easy. I circled my fingers over her clit, and the other did the same opposite. The pad of my finger pressed into the dip and I circled around it slowly. ‘I can’t believe I’m doing this,’ I whispered.
‘Is it okay?’
‘It’s brilliant. Wow,’ I reassured her.
She turned her shoulders, wrapping her arms around my neck, clinging onto me. ‘Don’t stop. That feels so good. So good.’ I didn’t even miss her hand on my cock. Being like this, touching her this way, with her clinging onto me, was incredible. She opened her eyes, her face right next to mine. ‘Do you want to… finger it?’
‘Your arsehole?’ I said, eyes open wide. She nodded. ‘I hadn’t thought about it.’
‘You don’t have to but, I’d like you to.’
‘You really would?’
‘I like things in there.’ She nodded to the dildo still on the wall. ‘I stick that up there sometimes.’
‘You do?’ I was aware I was sounding like an idiot, but it was all a bit of a surprise from the girl I’d thought was just an innocent, if sexy, woman until this last week had shattered that illusion.
‘You know, if I let you fuck me, it’ll probably be in my arse. One day.’
‘It will?’ My mouth hung open.
‘Maybe.’ Her hand found my cock again. It wasn’t difficult, it could have been used to break glass in case of emergency. ‘It would be a good fit.’ I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or a tease. She was stroking me harder and faster so I didn’t really care. ‘Use more soap. Finger fuck my arsehole.’
‘Fuck. It’s okay to…’
She shrugged. ‘Soap is what I use, for my fingers anyway. I figure it’s just washing it better. I use lube for the dildo. Maybe I’ll show you sometime.’ She stuck her bottom out, reaching down, spreading her cheeks. It looked so slutty, and inviting. ‘What are you waiting for?’
I laughed. ‘You are utterly amazing.’ With more gel on my fingers, I returned to rubbing her clit and arsehole. I was nervous about pushing it in, but she was kind of pushing back against me. I lined up my middle finger and gave a little pressure, and to my surprise, it popped inside her.
‘Oh yes, so good. Fuck it. Fuck my needy little arse.’
I didn’t need more encouragement. It was so tight around my finger. Her hand regripped my cock the same way I imagined it in her, and she squeezed it tight. Really tight. She didn’t have to say it. She was helping me imagine how it’d feel to have anal sex with her. ‘Oh God,’ I said, the thought suddenly taking me close.
‘No cumming, Dylan. If you’re going to fuck my arse you’re going to need to show you can last.’ Not that it stopped her stroking my cock, squeezing it hard, from the tip down. She was relentless, teasing me, making me think about it as I pushed my finger deeper into her. I fought back by rubbing her clit as hard and fast as I could, and it worked to a degree. She clung onto my cock as though it was the only thing holding her up. I pushed my middle finger in and out of her bottom, fucking it, lubed by the shower gel. She moaned, rubbing herself against me, pressing my cock against her thigh. ‘If you cum I’m going to lock you up all week, Dylan!’ she warned, her voice heavy with arousal. It sounded like she wanted me to. I didn’t know what to do, but I couldn’t hold on much longer.
‘Stop, stop I’m going to cum,’ I cried out. She eased off a little bit but not enough. I felt the orgasm building. ‘I’m going to…’ Suddenly she raised her hand and gave my cock a hard, wet smack. ‘Oww. Holy shit!’
She laughed. ‘Did it stop it? It’s what I do to my pussy if I’m getting too close.’
I looked down at my penis, still bobbing from side to side from the impact. Sure enough, the sharp pain and, more the surprise of what she did, had stopped me going over.
She looked at me, fighting back a big grin. ‘I wasn’t sure whether to stop you or ruin you. But I want to watch you cum from close up. I’m so fascinated by it.’
I laughed. ‘How close?’
She broke into her big smile. ‘Like right in my face, close?’ She pointed a finger right between her eyes.
‘You are so perverted.’
‘Says the guy with his finger in my arsehole.’
I laughed. ‘You… make a good point. Do you really like it?’
She gave a happy sigh. ‘I really do. Are you surprised?’
‘A week ago I thought you were the most innocent, pure, sweet girl who–‘
‘Who you wanted to bang like a porn star?’ she added.
I nodded, the water running over my face. ‘Well, there is that. But yes, learning you like things up your butt is something of a shock.’
She grinned. ‘Well, I do like things up my butt. And right now I like your finger up there. But it’s only really good if you’re rubbing my clit at the same time, so get back to work.’
‘Yes, miss,’ I joked. She let out a moan as I rubbed her clitoris and pushed my finger back and forth inside her a bit harder.
‘You know it’s actually guys who really are supposed to like anal best?’ she said after a minute.
‘What? Why?’
She let out a sexy sigh before replying. ‘Because you have the prostate. It’s like the g-spot for guys.’
I was wondering where she was going with this. ‘Are you telling me you want to stick your finger up my bottom?’
She turned towards me, that wicked smile on her face. ‘Fingers, plugs, maybe even a dildo.’ She shrugged.
‘No way.’ My refusal didn’t seem to faze her at all. She reached behind and gently pulled my hand back so my finger slipped out of her, and she handed me a bar of soap which I used to wash it. In the meantime she pressed up against me, sideways on, into my hip, her breasts squishing against my side. 
Her voice dropped, low and sexy as she took hold of my cock again. ‘Dylan, don’t you want us to learn how our bodies work?’
‘But it’s my butt.’
‘I know, I know. But what you did to me felt so amazing. And it’s supposed to be even better for guys. Aren’t you curious to see what pleasure you’re capable of?’ She began to slowly stroke my cock again, nuzzling against my body. She was irresistible. ‘I get the reluctance. It’s unusual, for sure. Kind of taboo. But that turns me on. Isn’t fucking me in the arse a hot idea? What was it you called me? Little, innocent, pure Amy, shoving your dick where you just shoved your finger?’
‘Fuck.’ She started squeezing my cock hard again, making me imagine it.
‘Are you really going to let me do that?’
My eyes met hers and she smiled. ‘Yes. Not yet. Not for a while. There’s lots more to explore first, but if we keep enjoying this, then yes, Dylan, I will let you fuck me in the arse.’ She said those last words slowly and deliberately, stroking my cock through a tight ring of her finger and thumb.
‘Wow.’ I closed my eyes, imagining it. ‘But not your pussy?’
She shook her head. ‘I’m saving that. Maybe for you. Maybe not. We’ll see. But my arse? Yeah.’
‘Wow. Okay.’ I wanted to ask more about why but wasn’t sure this was the right time. ‘That’s… something.’
‘Isn’t it? And all I’m saying is, let’s discover all we can. Your butt is supposed to feel great too. Some guys can even come from playing back there.’
At this point I had accepted she was the sex expert out of the two of us. ‘That’s really not a myth?’
She shrugged and chuckled. ‘Let’s find out! If you hate it, we won’t do it. But, can I try?’
‘Try what? Try now?’ My voice had jumped an octave.
She giggled. ‘Just washing. Soap you up, in front, and behind, like you did me. But if you don’t want to, we can go towel down.’
I didn’t want this time with her to ever end. ‘Okay, if you really want to.’
She held out her hands and I realised she was asking for shower gel. I squirted some on both, trying not to think about what it was for. Her hand went back to my cock, and having it soaped up and wanked was certainly a good start. I jumped a little as she stroked my butt cheek, but did my best to relax. ‘I’m just washing you, okay?’ she said. ‘This is super sexy, but tell me if you want me to stop.’ I nodded and tried to steady my breathing. I’d just had my finger in her bottom and she’d barely flinched. It made me feel a bit stupid, but I was still biting my lip as she soaped up behind me and wiggled her fingers in between my cheeks. I sucked in a little breath as her finger tip touched my rosebud. No one, in my living memory, had ever touched me there. Then again, no one had played with my cock either… 
It took a few breaths to relax, but to my surprise, the combination of her stroking my cock and rubbing gently behind me, was… pleasant. Better than that, it felt good. I let out a deeper breath. ‘That’s nice.’
‘Oh, it is? What about this?’ She changed from the pad of her finger to rubbing the tip of her nail around my arsehole. It felt…really good.
‘Wow, that’s… that’s really nice.’
‘It’s what I do to myself in the shower. I’m glad you like it too.’
‘Damn, I can’t believe you’re playing with my butt.’
‘And you like it,’ she added.
‘And I like it.’ I looked at her, leaning into me, stroking my cock and doing that other crazy stuff. ‘I like you,’ I said, not sure where it came from. It sounded lame as soon as I heard it, but she turned her face to me, the water still splattering off us.
‘I like you too. I like you even more now.’ She smiled at me and then bit her lip as she continued to play with me.
‘You do? Why?’
‘Because of how cool you’ve been about all this. How accepted you’ve made me feel. I was always scared you’d reject this part of me, but damn, look at us now.’
‘Look at us now,’ I repeated, my heart bursting in my chest. My feelings for Amy had been a bit overwhelmed by everything else going on the last few days, but this reminded me, in a bittersweet way, that we still wanted different things. But perhaps they aren’t as different as we first thought?
‘Can I stick my finger in your butt?’ Amy asked, interrupting my profound thoughts.
‘Umm, no?’ 
‘Boo,’ she said, but she was grinning. ‘I thought you liked it?’
‘I do. But, baby steps with my arsehole, how about that?’
‘Well, as long as you know it’ll be baby steps with mine too then.’ She stuck out her tongue then pumped my cock harder and faster. ‘We really should get this bad boy locked back up or you’ll be fucking my arse before the hot water runs out.’
‘Good luck with that.’ I grinned. The ring around my cock made getting me small enough to get back in the cage even more difficult.
Amy paused for a minute, and stopped playing, holding my cock. ‘So, my mum asked me what was up with the two of us?’
‘What, she did?’ I was surprised by the sudden change in conversation.
Amy nodded. ‘She has some super sense of something.’
‘What did you tell her?’
Amy paused, fixing me with her gaze. ‘I told her everything.’
‘What? You’re kidding me.’ I felt a rising panic at what that could mean.
She shook her head. ‘I told her all about your masturbation problem. And my solution.’
I looked at her with a growing sense of horror. ‘Amy, no, please tell me you’re just fucking with me.’
She reached over and turned off the water. ‘My mum laughed so much at the idea of the cock cage. But I said it was okay. That you had a really small willy anyway, so it wasn’t a big loss.’
Her words hit me like a punch in the stomach. ‘Amy, no. You didn’t.’ I was almost sure she was messing with me, but she was delivering it so straight I wasn’t certain. 
She looked at my erection, as if waiting for something. ‘I said I’d show her when she gets back. That’s okay, right?’ She paused then took hold of my cock. ‘Dylan! You’re harder than ever. That was all supposed to make you shrink.’
‘Oh my God, so you made it up?’ I said, my legs feeling weak from her messing with me.
She laughed. ‘Of course I made it up. Why didn’t it… oh my God, is my mother knowing… a turn on?’ She stared at me, eyes wide, letting go of my cock as though it had given her an electric shock.
‘No!’ I protested. ‘Your mum is hot and everything but I never thought about her like that.’
‘My mum is hot? Are you serious right now?’ Her hands were on her hips and whatever game she’d been playing seemed to have taken a very different turn.
‘I mean. Not like that. Please, Amy.’ I didn’t know what to say.
‘Dylan, do you fancy my mum?’ her voice was getting higher now.
‘What? No! Of course I don’t.’
‘That’s so fucked up.’ She stared at me, daring me to say anything. I came to the conclusion there was nothing I could say at this point that would make it better.
Amy looked down and chuckled. To my surprise, she dropped to her knees and I felt the cage swiftly pushed against my cock and saw her turn the key, locking it closed. She looked up at me, a huge grin on her face. ‘Hah, that finally worked. I wondered how I’d get you in it. I don’t have ice today.’
‘Amy! You’re so mean. I was freaking out!’ 
She started laughing and by the time she’d stood back up there were tears in her eyes. ‘I got you good!’
I let out a huge sigh of relief. That could have been really awkward. 
She stepped out of the shower and started towelling off. ‘That was super hot, thank you.’ She unlocked the bathroom door, and opened it a little before turning back to me, rubbing her chin. ‘You need to shave. I want you to be nice and smooth for what I have planned.’ She nodded to the bathroom cabinet. ‘There’s disposable razors in there.’
‘Okay.’
‘But don’t think we aren’t going to talk about how hot you think my mum is.’ She winked at me and disappeared back to her bedroom.
‘Fuck.’




Chapter 5 - Amy


I sat on the bed, the damp towel wrapped around me. What’s taking him so long? I’d had time to quickly blow dry some of the wetness from my hair and even put on some lippy, and he still wasn’t out.
While the whole experience had been thrilling, my hands had been trembling a little while I’d done my make-up, and now I felt a little shaky.
I thought back to the shower. I was still on something of a high but was slowly coming down. Did I just do that? Was that me?
We’d been naked in the shower together. Dylan had stuck his finger in my bottom, and I’d played with his too. Seems like things go really fast if you let them.
I was glad I’d managed to get the cage back on him, even if it’d been a particularly mean process to do it. I thought I’d struggle more with being mean, but his reactions were so adorable, and knowing he was horny and couldn’t do anything about it was such a turn on. I had no regrets. So far anyway.
What is he doing? If I hadn’t got the cage back on, I’d be worried he was having a sneaky wank. Knowing he couldn’t do that, because of me, was a rush. I had often fantasised about wearing a chastity belt, being unable to even touch myself. But imposing the same on him, for real, was even more exciting. His desire radiated off him, and more than that, it was bringing out a new side to him that I was both surprised and delighted to see.
Is there more to him than I assumed? I had to keep reminding myself that he was totally new to all this. I mean, I was too, but at least I’d gone through lots of these situations in my head.
To be in the shower with him, naked, our bodies pressed against each other… I gave a horny little sigh and pressed my thighs together. I was picturing him, the water pouring down over his chest, cascading onto his hard cock. ‘Fuck,’ I whispered. And now, knowing he was trapped in that tight cage. It was more than I could stand. I began lifting the towel wrapped around my waist.
‘Hey there,’ he said, making me jump. I tucked the towel back around me and smiled at him. ‘Hiya. How are you doing?’
He stood, wearing only his towel too, his face a little red from a fresh shave. ‘Umm, still processing?’
‘Yeah, that was crazy wasn’t it. Was it okay? Too much?’ I patted the bed.
He didn’t reply straight away, but sat down on the bed next to me. ‘No, not too much, just, unexpected. But awesome. You were… you are, incredible.’
‘Thank you. It was unexpected for me too, but it all felt good and I really enjoyed it. How’s your…’ I nodded down to his crotch, suddenly shy to say more.
‘It’s very snug. And I’m unbelievably horny.’
I moved a little closer to him on the bed. ‘I really like that.’
‘You seriously like me being this horny?’
‘More than I could have guessed. Mostly the fact that you’re horny because of me. It makes me feel… very powerful.’
He shifted closer too, his fingers stretching out next to mine on the bed. ‘That helps. Knowing it’s for you really helps. That you’re not just being cruel.’
I shook my head. ‘It’s not about being cruel at all.’ I paused and tilted my head. ‘Okay, maybe a little bit.’ I chuckled. ‘It’s partly about being sexy and mean and exploring that side of me. But it’s mostly about how it liberates us to try stuff. You know? I can’t believe all the things we did in there.’ I nodded to the bathroom.
‘I know, right. We just showered together,’ he said, with wonder in his voice.
‘And more.’ I chuckled. It seemed neither of us wanted to get into details.
He leaned back against the headboard, the towel wrapped around his waist but his bare chest right next to me. It was too inviting not to make use of. ‘Fancy a cuddle?’
‘That would be lovely.’ 
I turned and rested my head on his chest, my fingers resting on the top of the towel. ‘I can hear your heartbeat,’ I told him.
‘Is it as fast as I think it is?’
‘Yeah, fast and strong.’
‘That’s because of you,’ Dylan said quietly. I don’t think he had any idea what impact the words would have. I didn’t know what to say. I snuggled in closer and his fingers started running through my hair. Despite everything we’d done this felt like the most intimate we’d ever been. ‘I…’ he started to say but then tailed off. ‘Thank you,’ he said instead.
‘Thank you for what?’
‘For suggesting this. For letting me see this side of you.’
‘You still like me then?’ I don’t know where that came from, but somehow I needed to ask.
I felt his low chuckle through his chest. ‘I like you more than ever. My God, I thought you were sexy before. You have blown my mind.’
I did my usual trick of avoiding emotions by making a pun. ‘That’s not all I’ve blown.’
He made a frustrated sigh. ‘That’s not fair. My cock can’t even get hard now.’
I turned my head to kiss his chest. ‘I can’t believe how much that turns me on.’
‘Why?’
I shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I really don’t.’
‘Well, think about it. If my cock is getting locked up, at least let me know what it does to you.’
‘Hmmm.’ I reached down and slowly pulled back one side of the towel, and then the other, until his caged cock bobbed up between them. I couldn’t help but giggle. ‘It’s so hot,’ I said, knowing that didn’t help at all. My fingers played with the towel surrounding it. ‘It makes me feel powerful, like I said. But it’s thrilling too, like…like I’ve caged up a tiger and I’m just on the other side of the fence.’
‘Okay, caged tiger. I can work with that.’
I stroked the bars of the cage. ‘And it makes me so fucking horny. I’m so into this denial thing, like I know the impact it has on me. So knowing it’s doing that to you is almost as good.’ My hand cupped his balls. ‘The fact you can’t wank, that all your sexual energy is focused on me, is maybe the best gift I’ve ever had. It’s precious and sexy and makes me want to fuck your brains out.’
I stopped, realising I’d got carried away. We both stayed quiet until he finally broke the silence. ‘Okay, then. That answered that question.’
I laughed. ‘Good. And I still think that actually fucking your brains out would mess this all up, so I’m glad it stops us doing that too.’
‘I am too,’ he said. 
I turned all the way over so I could look up at him. ‘You are?’ I raised my eyebrows.
He nodded slowly. ‘You were right. I only thought of sex as blowjobs and fucking. There’s so much more to it, and it’s all brilliant. You’re a great teacher.’
I shook my head. ‘I honestly have no clue what I’m doing.’
‘That’s not true. You’re really good at this. You make me feel very safe trying new things.’
I bit my lips between my teeth, trying not to let my eyes get watery. ‘Thank you.’
He reddened slightly and must have been looking for a way to change the topic. ‘So, about your mum…’ Dylan started.
‘No, no, no. I was just fucking with you. Let’s agree to never, ever discuss if you do or do not find her attractive, ever. Yes?’
He looked as though he was about to say something but changed his mind. ‘Good plan.’
Okay, he’s still an idiot, sometimes. To make sure the conversation was not simply stopped, but forgotten, I pushed myself up and kissed him. He relaxed into it and we stayed there for a moment, our eyes closed, before I broke off.
Dylan took a deep breath then slowly breathed out, ‘So, what now?’
I sat myself up and pulled the towel back over his cock. ‘Well, I was about to put something on, but I thought it might be fun if you decide what I wear.’
‘Oh, really?’
I waited, considering what to confess. He’s handled it all so far. ‘Yep, I kind of have this doll fantasy.’
‘Doll?’ He sounded confused. I felt silly, but he put his hand on mine. ‘No, tell me, I love everything we’ve done. I’m sure I’ll love this too.’
‘Okay, well, it’s just the idea of being dressed up, looking pretty. Being a bit objectified, maybe?’
He made a cute snort. ‘Damn, you have the hottest kinks. How the hell do you come up with this stuff?’
‘Good erotica, lots of porn, and a creative imagination?’ I suggested. ‘Speaking of which, once I’m dressed up, we could watch some, like I suggested.’
‘Porn?’ he said, eyes wide.
‘Yep.’
‘I’m dressing you up however I want, to watch porn with you? Have I died and gone to heaven?’ He grinned. ‘Plus, I so want to see what porn you like.’
Oh, shit, that could be awkward. I hadn’t considered how revealing that might be. I can just show him the tame stuff. ‘Cool. But first…’ I clambered off the bed and stood, turning to face Dylan, who was still sitting on the bed in his towel. My heart started pounding as I looked at him, staring at me. I’ve just been naked with him in the shower. This is ridiculous. ‘I suddenly feel shy.’
‘That’s okay,’ he assured me. ‘We can just hang out. We don’t have to do anything.’
His words reminded me how sweet he’d been through all of this, but also how surprisingly good he’d been when I’d pushed him into new things. I want to keep on pushing. Him, and me. I undid my towel and let it drop, putting my hands on my hips and fighting to not cover up. The look on his face was worth it. His mouth parted, he let out a happy sigh and looked at me. ‘Wow,’ he whispered under his breath.
‘I like the way you look at me,’ I told him, trying to make myself relax.
‘I like looking at you,’ he said dreamily. ‘You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.’
‘If you keep saying that, I might start to believe you.’ I didn’t know what to do with my arms. I tried folding them but worried I looked annoyed, so ended up holding my hands behind my back.
He tilted his head. ‘You said the other day you don’t think you’re beautiful. Why?’
It was very strange, having this conversation, while standing in front of him naked. But perhaps it helped me be honest. I shrugged, ‘I don’t like what I see in the mirror much. Like I’m not dysmorphic about it or anything. But there’s other girls much prettier than me and I would never say I’m beautiful.’
‘Well, I think you’re perfect,’ he announced.
That did make me cross my arms, pushing my boobs up, a little bit on purpose. ‘Dylan, come on. That’s ridiculous. Look at me.’
‘I am looking, although that still feels like a dream. And to me, you’re perfect. I could not imagine you any sexier or more beautiful.’
‘Well, that’s very lovely of you to say.’ To my surprise I didn’t think he was lying. I just knew I disagreed. ‘What do you think of yourself?’
‘My body?’ I nodded. He shuffled off the bed and stood up. ‘It’s okay. I wish I was a bit bigger. I keep working out but it doesn’t show much.’
‘It does,’ I objected. ‘You’ve bulked out loads since I last saw you without a top on.’
His face lit up. ‘Oh, that’s encouraging. Thank you.’ He fiddled with the towel. ‘And, well, as much as you teasing me about it fucks with my head, I do really wish I had a bigger dick.’
I felt on firmer ground discussing this. I walked over to him, my hand stroking the top of his towel. ‘Are you sure it’s okay to tease you about it? Does it really turn you on?’
‘It turns me on,’ he confirmed. ‘But I worry how much you mean it.’
I thought for a moment. ‘Why do you wish you had a bigger dick?’
‘Umm, because it looks good. And…’ I watched his skin redden a little, ‘…because I want it to feel good when I make love to you.’
Okay, wow. What do I do with that? ‘Those are good reasons. And I feel the same. A big cock is really sexy. From what I read they can definitely be too big though. But Dylan, I really like your cock. It’s…perfect.’
‘It’s not perfect.’
‘Hey, you just said I am,’ I rebutted, lightly smacking his bare chest. ‘It’s perfect, because it’s yours. It’s not the biggest but it’s the best cock I’ve ever sucked for sure.’ I laughed, pleased at the look on his face.
‘Can I get that in writing?’ He grinned.
I rolled my eyes. ‘You’re such a dork sometimes.’ I put my arms around him, pressing my breasts against his chest.
He chuckled and hugged me, too. ‘You’re the reason I work out, you know.’
That caught me by surprise. ‘I am?’
‘Yeah. I see how you look at big muscly guys and I wanted to be like them.’
For some reason this little fact brought home just how much Dylan was into me. It felt like a sudden burden that I was toying with his deepest desire. What on earth do I say to that? I nodded. ‘I can see. I like it.’ I wasn’t lying. He looked good, better than I’d expected. I pressed my chin into his chest, my fingers tugging on his towel. ‘There’s one bit you can’t work out now though, isn’t there.’
He let out a little whimper as I opened the towel and dropped it to the floor, stepping back. ‘No, no, I want to see.’ I held his hands away from covering the cage, looking him over, delighting in the blush spreading over his skin. ‘I think you can stay like that.’
‘What! You can’t be serious?’
I chuckled. ‘I turned the heating up. You aren’t cold, are you?’
‘No but… I thought you were dressing up?’
‘Yes, in whatever you want. And you can wear whatever I want, which is… nothing.’
‘Fuck.’
‘Awww, Dylan. Did I leave you all horny? Is it driving you crazy seeing me naked when you’re all caged up?’
‘You know it is. Fuck, my balls are aching, my cock is trying to get hard. This is torture.’
I reached down and cupped his balls. Sure enough, they felt round and full, although a bit looser since the hot shower. His dick was twitching in the cage, bulging at the bars, hot against my fingers. ‘It turns me on so much that looking at me makes you this way.’
‘Looking? Amy, just thinking about you gets me this way. Looking is a hundred times worse.’
‘Worse, or better?’ I smiled and gave him a kiss on the cheek, my breasts brushing against his chest again. ‘I can stay naked you know. But it’d be hotter if you dressed me up. To undress me later.’
He paused for a minute, breathing deeply. ‘You smell so good, too.’
I laughed. ‘Better than my panties?’ I reminded him of his request the other day, one of the first things that surprised me and made me think there might be more to Dylan than I expected.
‘Different. Those were like pure sex. This is, like… you. I…’ he hesitated.
‘What is it?’
‘When you’d sleep over, the pillow you slept on. I’d breathe it in for ages.’
‘Okay, wow. Not creepy at all.’ I giggled.
‘Oh, shut up. It was sweet.’
I nodded. ‘Okay, it is kind of sweet, as long as  you didn’t hump the pillow too.’ Dylan didn’t look up at me the way I expected. ‘Oh my God, Dylan, did you hump it?’
He put his hands up. ‘Maybe once?’ He looked shocked that I’d guessed, and even pinker than before. I started laughing, imagining him.
I waved my hand dismissively. ‘I hump my pillows all the time. Don’t worry about it.’ I gave him a little push so he sat back on the bed, while I went to my chest of drawers. ‘Right, dressing up time. Want a few options to pick from?’
‘Yes, please!’
I pulled my middle drawer out, getting to the semi-secret sexy lingerie selection I kept back there. ‘Option one, sporty bralette and thong.’ They didn’t sound very sexy but the bralette magically pushed my boobs together and had a surprisingly revealing scoop, and the matching grey thong was really, really small.
‘Do I get to see them on you?’
I shrugged. ‘Sure.’ I turned away and pulled them on, reaching in to adjust my boobs to full effect before turning back.
He fell back on his hands, eyes wide. ‘Wow! Well, damn.’
His reaction was delightful. ‘I could put my hair in a ponytail, go full gym bunny.’
He was staring, mouth hanging open a little. I bounced on my toes, letting the stretchy lycra top do its thing. His mouth dropped wider. ‘Okay, so that’s definitely an option, I see.’
I peeled those off, setting them on top of the chest of drawers, thumbing through my next choice. ‘How about these?’ It was a very pretty matching pink set, a little bit lacey, with a definite push up impact.
‘God. Do you know what even watching you put these on does to me?’ Dylan said with a pained expression on his face.
I laughed. ‘I can guess. Oh, that reminds me.’ I dangled the pink lingerie from one hand while I scrolled through my phone with the other. Music started playing from my room’s bluetooth speaker, raunchy, jazzy music. ‘It’s my stripper playlist.’
‘You have a stripper playlist?’
I frowned at him. ‘Of course I do. What else would I practice stripping to?’
‘Wait, you practice…’ he said, but I turned away from him, doing a stripper stretch down, my back straight, slipping the pink knickers over my foot. That shut him up.
I slowly stood, my hands sliding up my legs, and turned my head. ‘Of course, normally I’m taking them off.’ This was so much fun and I was feeling so liberated. I almost felt tipsy from the adrenaline rush. I wiggled the knickers up my legs, snapping the hem into place with my thumbs, before I slipped my hands through the bra straps, turning my head to look at Brandon on the bed. ‘Be a dear, come and do me up?’ I was perfectly capable of doing it, of course, but I had a sudden urge to see his caged cock bobbing around. He stood and I noticed something. ‘Dylan, you’re leaking!’ A silvery strand of precum was dangling from the end of the cage.
‘Oh my God, am I?’ He stood there, not knowing what to do. I held the bra to my breasts and walked over, reaching down, catching the sparkling thread of fluid on my fingertip. In a bold move I rubbed it over my lips. ‘Nature’s lip gloss,’ I joked. His eyes widened as I licked my lips slowly. ‘I like how you taste.’ It wasn’t quite true, it didn’t taste of much. But my words had the desired effect, complete amazement on his face. ‘You were going to do me up?’ I turned my back to him again.
‘Yes, right.’ He took hold of my bra straps and just stood there. ‘Umm, what do I do?’
‘They hook together. It’s not difficult.’ With a few tugs he managed to do it. ‘Okay, now try undoing it. That’s a more useful skill.’ I chuckled. He did that too, and I got him to repeat it a few times. ‘These are the real life skills, huh?’ I stepped away and faced him. ‘So, how’s this?’
He took a moment to look me over. ‘I love that too. Wow! You look gorgeous.’
‘Thank you. It’s nice to hear that. I wear this underneath boring clothes sometimes to feel sexier, and also to push my boobs up. Works great under a cardigan.’
‘I can picture it. I had no idea you were so deliberate about all this stuff.’
‘There’s lots you didn’t know about.’ I bopped him on the nose with my finger. ‘Okay, that’s outfit two. Turn around, look away. I want to surprise you with the next one.’ Dylan turned and I paused for a minute, admiring him naked from behind. He’d always had a nice bottom, but it was much sexier naked than I’d have guessed. I shook my head, I was getting distracted. I stripped quickly, and pulled out my killer lingerie set. Black, lacey, expensive, with stockings and a garter belt and yeah, this was me going all out. I started putting it all on.
‘Are you done yet?’ Dylan finally complained.
‘No! Some things take time.’ I sat on the little stool I kept next to my dressing table to pull on my stockings. I didn’t hurry, admiring Dylan standing naked across the room. Across my room! There was something very sexy about him like that. Not so much the naked bit, although that was fun. More, just standing, because I told him to. I finished doing the garters up, stood up and checked myself in the mirror. I must do my hair before it dries. But I wasn’t quite done. I opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of black patent leather heels. They weren’t stupid high, but I felt like they matched the outfit. Stepping into them brought me about to Dylan’s height, which was empowering. ‘Okay, I’m done.’
He turned. I noticed his cock cage swinging which I loved, and then saw the look in his eyes. ‘Like it, huh?’
‘Oh, my goodness. That’s, wow, incredible.
‘Thank you. I’m kind of hoping you pick this one because it’ll take a while to remove.’
‘Oh, I’m so picking that one. The heels too? Damn!’
I smiled, loving his reaction. ‘What’s best about it?’
‘I guess it’s very grown up, in a sexy way. The bra pushes you up a bit like the other one but shows some skin too?’
‘Yeah, it’s underwired and lacy.’
‘Okay cool. And the whole belt and stockings. Oh wait, why is the thong on the outside?’
I chuckled. I’d wondered if he’d notice that. ‘It’s how it’s supposed to be.’
He took a step closer. ‘But I thought they went under. Why is that right?’
‘You’ll find out,’ I said, trying to sound mysterious. I was excited to show him. But also, I had another craving. ‘So if you pick this one, I’ll do my hair and makeup to match? How about you go and make us some coffee and maybe a sandwich. I’m hungry.’
‘Good idea. I’m hungry too.’ He looked around the room. ‘I’ll just dress and–’
‘You are dressed.’ I’d been waiting for this moment.
‘No, you can’t mean to send me out of the bedroom like this!’
‘I absolutely do. You picked what I’m wearing, and I pick what you’re wearing,’ I reminded him.
‘But what if someone sees me?’
‘No one’s home. And you can take a dressing gown as back up.’ I picked up my pink fluffy gown and threw it to him.
‘You can’t seriously want me to walk around like this?’ He looked at me with his eyebrows raised. 
I walked up close to him, my hands brushing his bare arms. ‘I so do. It’s getting me super turned on.’ I ran my fingers down his arm. ‘You know when I’m super turned on I want to do lots of things to you?’ His cock twitched, I could see it try to get harder in the cage, which was amazing. ‘So be a good boy, go make some coffee. I’ll come join you soon, I promise.’
‘I’m so fucked, aren’t I?’ He smiled and brushed my damp hair back over my shoulder. 
‘You better hope so.’




Chapter 6 - Dylan


Amy had turned the heating up, but I still felt cold and naked as I paced around her kitchen, nervous about someone turning up unexpectedly and catching me. I’d put her dressing gown down on the table but still easily in reach. I still made a good attempt at a couple of sandwiches, and the coffee was just ready as Amy sauntered into the kitchen.
I thought she’d looked stunning in the outfit earlier, but now her hair was dry and bouncy and she had dark red lipstick that worked with the whole look to make her look more than sexy, bordering on intimidating. My cock hardened up again at the sight. Well, it tried.
Over the top she’d slipped on some kind of short black lacy robe that didn’t do much to cover her up but made me feel all the more naked.
‘Oh, coffee. Just what I need!’ She grabbed one of the mugs and then sat herself up on a breakfast bar stool.
‘You look incredible,’ I said. She smiled, fixing me with her beautiful eyes and taking a sip of her coffee.
‘Good. You made a nice choice. It’s extra fun wearing these because you picked them.’
‘Did you ever wear all that going out?’
She shook her head. ‘No. I’ve worn it a few times for edging sessions.’
So many questions. ‘You dress up for those?’
She nodded, grabbing the sandwich and making happy noises as she ate a small bite. ‘Sometimes. It makes it even hotter.’
The idea of dressing up to masturbate had never even entered my mind, but knowing she did was brilliant. ‘And, edging sessions?’
‘Yeah. The masturbating but not cumming thing we talked about. When I made you do it with my panties? I’m really quite into it.’ She paused, taking another bite, speaking again once she swallowed. ‘When I say really quite into it, I mean I totally love it and do it all the time.’ She slowly blew out a breath, looking at me.
It felt like she was making some big confession, so I went carefully. ‘You prefer it to orgasms?’
She seemed to think about her answer. ‘I love orgasms. But I like who I am better if I don’t cum.’
‘Who are you?’ I took a bite of my sandwich, trying to look nonchalant.
‘Well, if I cum, I mostly go back to being boring old Amy. Full of hopes and fantasies but too scared to do much about it. You know in the week we’ve been doing all this, I’ve only cum that one time while sucking you.’
I thought back to all we’d done. Those first days where I’d managed to sneak a few orgasms in, breaking my promises. The idea that all that time she’d been edging, keeping herself horny… ‘That’s impressive.’
She shrugged. ‘Yeah, maybe. I get this kind of natural high. It’s not just about feeling horny. It makes me feel good too.’
‘Is that why you don’t want me cumming?’
Amy sipped her coffee before replying. ‘Nope. It just turns me on. It’s more about you saving your sexual energy for me rather than making you braver. Then again, we did just try bottom play in the shower, so it’s probably doing that too.’
‘It’s definitely doing that.’
‘Oh good. More reasons to not let you out!’ She seemed delighted and ate the rest of her sandwich. Mine didn’t taste as good as hers, or so it looked from the huge grin on her face.
[image: image-placeholder]After eating she led me through to the sitting room. It was very strange being naked here. I’d sat with Amy, and her family, watching countless movies over the years. ‘Why are we in here?’
She nodded to the big television. ‘We’ve got the house to ourselves. It’s fun to get out of the bedroom.’
‘You don’t want to stay up there?’
She looked at me as though I was crazy. ‘God no. Whenever I have the house to myself, I make the most of it. I’ve played in every room a dozen times.’
‘Played as in, masturbated? Edged?’ She nodded. ‘What, but why?’
She shrugged, which made her boobs bounce in the sexy bra. ‘Why not? It’s fun. It feels naughty. I like that.’
I stared at her, still struggling to reconcile this with the girl I thought I knew. ‘Where else have you… edged?’
She put a finger to her mouth, looking up to think. ‘My goodness. Where haven’t I?’
‘Seriously! But where?’
She went over to grab the TV remote, bending over and letting me see the thong that disappeared between her buttocks in what seemed a rather deliberate move. ‘Umm, well back when we were at school, obviously.’
‘Obviously?’ I was incredulous.
She walked back to me, her spare hand falling down between her legs. ‘Sure. I’d sometimes go and rub myself in the bathroom if I was bored. Uni has some fun little hidey-holes to disappear to.’
‘Holy shit.’
She looked out of the windows, which thankfully had net curtains hiding us from view. ‘Then, well, there’s something about doing it outdoors that’s always so sexy.’
‘Outdoors! Where outdoors?’ I was aware I was sounding rather high pitched now.
She fell back onto the big leather armchair that faced the TV. The one her dad normally sat in. ‘Umm, well out in the woods on bike rides. Skinny dipping in a lake…’ She winked at me.
‘Not that time in Wales?’
She laughed. ‘Yep. Seeing everyone stripping off drove me wild.’
‘Not everyone.’ I thought back to that time, when I sat on the bank, embarrassed to join in, hoping for a glimpse of Amy from afar. I wasn’t the only one who didn’t join in. To my frustration they made us all turn around when coming out. I always envied the guys who’d gone in, and seen her. 
‘You masturbated, in the lake?’
‘Only a little bit,’ she said, as though that made it less shocking. ‘I bet you’d have joined us in the lake now.’
She wasn’t wrong. ‘Not with this on, though.’ I pointed needlessly to the cage.
‘Oh my God, imagine that.’ She fixed me with an enthralled gaze, my cock at her eye level. ‘What if… Hmm. What if it were just a bunch of us girls, and you got to play around with us?’
I stepped closer. ‘What kind of play?’
She stretched then ran her fingers down her body. ‘Anything you wanted. Kissing, touching, we’d all be pressing up, teasing you.’
‘God. I might be convinced. Other girls too though?’
Her eyes lit up. ‘Oh, who’d you pick to join us? Besides me of course.’ She patted the wide arm of the chair and I perched awkwardly on it.
‘You really want to know?’
‘Hell yes! Would Callie be with us?’ She stroked my bare leg, watching me. I didn’t know if this was a trap, as she was one of Amy’s best friends.
‘I guess so?’
She nodded. ‘Good. She’s super hot. She never picks up on my hints that I’d be up for experimenting with her.’
‘Holy crap. You would?’
‘Hell yeah. She and I practised making out a few times but it never went beyond that.’
The image was burned into my mind. ‘You… practised making out?’
‘Mhmm, tongues and everything.’ She laughed, watching my cock. ‘I think you’re leaking again. Anywhere, where were we. Oh yes, anyone else? Kara?’ she suggested, her eyes narrowing.
Does she know Kara asked me out? Probably. ‘Umm?’
She grabbed her bra. ‘I’d kill for her boobs. She’d be fun to have there with us.’
‘I guess?’ I didn’t feel like I was going to give the right answers.
‘Oh, what about Jack?’ she declared.
‘I thought you said it was all girls?’
She laughed. ‘Yeah, but I hear Jack has a massive cock? Oh, you’d know. Does he?’
I stood there, my face scrunched up, thinking back to our gym lessons. ‘Yeah. He does have a massive cock.’
‘Oh really! How big, how big?’
‘I mean I never really stared long enough to calculate.’ She fell back in the chair, laughing, then shifted over in the chair, patting her bare knee. I slipped down next to her, not sure what I was supposed to be doing. 
She reached out and put her hand on my thigh, her thumb stroking under the tip of the cage. ‘Was it this long?’
Fuck. ‘His cock? Longer.’ Her hand slid down a couple of inches. I looked down. ‘Longer.’ She stifled a giggle, moving her hand further. I thought back to how I’d watch him with envy, swaggering around the changing room. ‘Keep going.’
‘Oh, my.’ She moved down again, staring up at me, stroking my thigh, getting nearer my knee than my crotch. She raised her eyebrows. ‘Well?’
I let out a sigh. ‘Fucking longer.’
‘No! Oh wow. Tell me when.’ She slowly traced her fingers downward.
She was only a couple of inches from my knee when I spoke up. ‘About there. Not even kidding.’
‘Holy crap. He’s definitely joining us in the lake.’ She beamed at me. ‘And that’s only when he’s soft, right, hanging down?’ I nodded. Her hand slid up, cupping my balls and playing with them. ‘Did you used to wish you were as big as him?’
Fuck, how does she know this stuff? ‘Yes.’
‘Tell me why again. I loved that.’
I groaned a little as she rubbed the pad of her thumb underneath my cock. ‘To make love to you with.’
‘So good.’ She paused, biting her lip. ‘Do you ever think about sucking another guy’s cock?’ She didn’t seem to be teasing, just curious.
I shook my head. ‘No.’
‘Really, never? I’m not saying you’re gay or bi or anything. I think about girls a lot as a fantasy. I wondered if you’re the same.’
I shook my head harder. ‘Not the same. Tell me about the girl thing,’ I suggested, trying to switch to something much hotter.
‘I love gay porn,’ she declared. ‘You know, guys sucking each other off.’
Was she messing with me? ‘Amy! What the fuck?’
She laughed. ‘What? Don’t you like lesbian porn?’ I was about to argue it was different, then realised it wasn’t. How have I never thought about that? Amy squished further over to the side of the big, soft armchair and pulled me close. ‘Cuddle up, don’t get cold.’
I let out a sharp breath as the cool leather touched my back, but it warmed right up and even better, she swung her legs over mine and pressed herself against me.
‘I was going to suggest we watch some porn, but should I not show you that stuff then?’ She picked up the TV and started connecting it up to her phone.
I stared at her, dressed up in this incredible outfit, clearly having fun. ‘You know what? Show me whatever you like. I want to learn.’
She started flicking through a website on the screen. ‘So, if I were to let you pick from my porn interests, from mild to…’ she seemed to be searching for the best description, ‘…to stupidly hardcore, what would you like to see?’
The temptation was obvious. I decided to defy her expectations. ‘How about we start out with some mild things you like and go from there.’ Amy nodded her approval. I couldn’t help being curious though. ‘Just how hardcore are we talking?’
She cleared her throat. ‘I mean, definitely illegal in some countries.’ Her eyes sparkled and I laughed along with her, slightly nervously.
‘Mild it is, then. To start.’
‘Woo hoo, good answer!’ She snuggled into me. ‘Shall I go first, and then you pick some and we’ll go on like that?’
‘Yeah, that might be a good idea.’ I was relieved to not be setting the tone. This was crazy. I was about to watch porn with Amy, while she was dressed in sexy lingerie, and I was naked. Fuck, and my dick was in a cage. I saw the sudden flaw in the plan.
But it was too late. Amy was bringing up some kind of playlist from a porn site. She has fucking playlists? She has, fucking, playlists. I smiled at my own joke. Then the porn came on.
‘So this is like my, go to, something hot to watch as I edge kind of stuff.’
The video filled the big TV screen. I stared at the naked girl who was sat in an armchair. That’s a coincidence, right? Her legs were bound up to her sides, stretching her wide, while her hands were tied to the back of the chair. A big, naked guy was fucking her, with his seriously huge cock, in her arse. Oh, and there was a chain clamped from her tongue, to her clit. ‘Holy shit. Wow.’
‘Sex and submission. It’s a classic channel. Lots of bondage, anal, edging, forced orgasms. It’s good stuff.’
‘Wow.’ I stared at it. This is her mild stuff. What the actual… I thought I’d seen some hardcore porn in my time but this mostly blew all that out the window. Although this one wasn’t that rough. No choking or anything, that seemed to be in everything nowadays. But still. ‘That’s hot,’ I declared. I meant it. Although I felt a little outclassed in the very first pick.
‘It feels weird watching it without edging.’ She turned to me, waggling her eyebrows to make it clear it was a hint. Apparently, I wasn’t quick enough as she took my hand and placed it on her bare thigh, above the stocking.
‘Oh, you mean.’
‘Yes, please.’
I turned more towards her, revelling in having her close, how she was dressed, how she smelled even. She stared at the screen, caught up in the groans and action. ‘You’re better than any porn,’ I said, not really thinking about it, but the response was immediate.
She turned her face to me, her cheeks flushing. ‘That’s…so lovely.’ Her hand went to mine, moving it where she wanted it. ‘Up a bit,’ she said as I started rubbing through the lacy thong. She bit both her lips and closed her eyes when I shifted. That’s the spot then. Her breathing came in shorter pants. She was smiling at me. ‘This is so cool.’ She gulped. ‘Dylan?’
‘Yes, Amy?’
‘Don’t let me cum.’
‘Okay.’
She craned her neck towards me, and planted a kiss on my lips, holding them there as she whispered, ‘Good boy.’ Then she grinned again, fell back into the chair, and we watched the video as I slowly masturbated her.
Finally, the guy came. He finished on her face, of course. It’s not that different from what I watch then. Amy turned to me, her eyes half-lidded from pleasure. ‘You did that to me last night.’ She giggled. ‘See why I’m a cum slut now?’
‘It is one of your many qualities I’m starting to admire.’
‘Well thank you, kind sir.’ She looked down between my legs. ‘How’s your cock doing?’
‘I’m snuggled with the sexiest girl in the world, watching porn, and wearing the cage she put on my cock. It’s fair to say it’s very tight.’
‘Yummy! Show me porn you like now,’ she demanded, twisting to get her phone.
‘I fear it’ll be tame compared to you.’
‘That’s okay, I should probably not watch such hardcore stuff.’
‘Really?’
‘Yeah. I’m not sure it’s good for me.’
‘I don’t know, this kinky side of you…’ I looked at her, snuggled against me.
‘Yes?’
I smiled. ‘It’s kind of awesome.’
She put her hand on her chest. ‘Really?’
‘A bit scary sometimes,’ I admitted. ‘But yeah, fucking awesome.’
She squeezed her thighs around my hand. ‘Don’t stop, that feels so good.’ I’d only been gently rubbing but I sped up. ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay, so… porn. You do watch it, right?’
I laughed at the idea I might not. ‘I do.’
‘How much?’
‘Mostly when I jerk off?’
‘But Dylan, I thought you thought about meeee?’ She grinned. I blushed and didn’t say anything. She noticed. ‘What is it?’
I shook my head. ‘Don’t make me tell you, this is so embarrassing.’
She clapped her hands together. ‘Oh, now you have to tell me!’
I took a big breath and sighed before my confession. ‘So, maybe I find girls who look like you?’
‘Nooooo!’ Her eyes went wide. ‘That’s amazing!’ She shoved her phone in my hand. ‘Who? Find some!’
I tipped my head. ‘You actually like knowing that?’
‘Fuck yeah, that’s brilliant.’ She was bouncing on my lap with excitement. 
I typed a name into the porn search page. There were a couple of videos I recognised.
‘What! You think I look like her?’ I tried to gauge if Amy was happy about this or about to shout at me. I had no clue. 
‘Yes?’ I said carefully.
‘But she’s so beautiful.’ Phew. I stayed quiet, enjoying the win. She wrapped her arms around me as I continued to rub between her legs. The actress was sucking a guy’s cock, pretty impressively. Amy leaned in and whispered, ‘I’m going to do that to you later.’ Fuck. She reached down, and pulled her underwear to the side. ‘Finger me.’ She spread her legs wider and made a moan as I slid my middle two fingers in her, slowly fucking them in and out. Again, she was wet enough that they easily slipped inside her. My cock was throbbing in the cage. It was so frustrating, but she was right, the temptation to slide my dick in her warm, wet hole was overwhelming.
‘I want to fuck you,’ I whispered back.
‘I know, but you can’t. Isn’t it hot?’ Damn it.
She shifted her gaze back to the TV where the blowjob had finished and now the actor was laying her back, teasing the actress with his cock. ‘Hold on,’ Amy said. ‘Let me just…’ She twisted and reached down next to the chair. ‘Got it.’ Her hand raised and it was holding the dildo from the shower. ‘You know, we nearly left this in the shower. That would have raised some questions.’ She laughed, then looked at me. ‘Fuck me with it.’ She nodded at the TV. ‘Fuck me like he fucks her.’
I didn’t even have a chance to ask how come the dildo was waiting there. ‘How do you think of this stuff?’
She leaned back. ‘Far too long fantasising?’ Her legs spread, and she held the dildo out. 
I took it from her, holding the suction cup base. It didn’t have any balls, it was a smooth, purple curving phallus with a raised bit at the end for the head. ‘Isn’t that upside down?’ I observed.
‘Yeah. Although I guess some dicks might curve that way. This feels best though.’ She turned it so it was curving upwards. Her eyes fixed on the screen. ‘Do that to me.’
I moved the tip of the dildo down, her vagina was easy to find, spread out as she was. I realised she was mimicking the actress’s leg position. In the video the guy was slowly fucking her, his cock sinking deeper with every stroke.
I copied. It slid in so easily. It was strangely intense. I almost felt like it was my cock, which I know sounds crazy. I don’t know if she was acting, maybe copying what was happening on screen, but Amy started almost mewing, making little cries with every stroke. She looked up at me, her eyes wide with arousal. ‘Oh fuck, Dylan, this is amazing. You have no idea how good that feels. What it’s like to have it done to me.’ Her hand reached down and grabbed my cock, hanging onto it as I continued to fuck her. The guy in the video was going harder now, so I sped up. ‘Fuck, yes, fuck. That’s so good, so fucking good.’
I watched the video, and knew what was coming. ‘Umm, he’s going to stick it in her arse, next.’ I warned her.
‘Oh, is he?’ She turned towards me, both eyebrows raised with a cheeky grin on her face. ‘Do you want to do that to me?’
‘I don’t know,’ I said, honestly.
She smiled at that. ‘That’s okay. I don’t either. Actually, I have a better idea.’
‘Oh?’
‘Stand up for a minute,’ she told me, and we untangled ourselves and I stood beside the armchair. ‘Remember how you noticed the knickers were on the outside?’
‘Yes?’
‘That’s so I can do this?’ She put her thumbs around the hem of them and pulled them straight off. ‘Oh, and also so we can use the loo without undoing everything, too.’
‘I never knew that.’
She sat up a bit, spreading her legs wider. I couldn’t help staring as her labia opened up, exposing where I’d just been using the dildo. She beckoned me with her finger. ‘Kneel here.’ I stepped closer, going down onto one knee, then the other, my arms resting on her stockinged thighs. ‘Do you remember what I said I wanted you to do?’
I nodded. ‘Go down on you.’
‘Yes. Still okay to try that?’
I looked in her eyes, my heart racing. ‘Totally. I have no idea what I’m doing, but I’m game.’
‘That’s okay, I have no idea either. Well, I’ve watched some videos.’ She laughed. ‘Like proper educational ones.’
I laughed too. ‘Well, I’ll do my best.’
‘I’m sure you will. As I said before, Dylan. You get good at eating pussy, you’ll be a sexual superstar. It doesn’t matter if your cock isn’t as big as Jack’s.’ She grinned and I rolled my eyes.
I looked down, a little daunted at the task ahead. ‘So, how do I start?’
‘Did you ever hear that whole “spell out the alphabet with your tongue” thing?’
It rang a bell. ‘Yep. Is that good?’
‘No, it’s bullshit. Don’t do that. Simply, it’s all about the clit. Find it with your mouth, suck gently on it, and lick it. Ideally at the same time.’
‘What about the rest of you?’
‘You can lick and kiss the rest. You can stick your tongue in my pussy. But all the time you’re doing that, I’m wishing you were back on my clit. Well, that’s what I’ve heard, anyway. From what I like doing to myself, I think that’s probably true.’
I smiled. ‘Time to find out?’ She looked excited, but maybe a little nervous too. ‘Are you okay?’
She fell back against the chair, nodding. ‘Yeah, just… I’ve imagined this for so long. But I’m feeling a bit exposed. Vulnerable maybe? I’m being silly. Don’t worry.’
I knelt up close, my bare stomach pressing against her, hiding her. ‘Hey look, I get it. I’m naked! But you’re with me. I’m with you. We could go do this under the covers if you want but this…’ I traced my hand down her top all the way to her bare thigh. ‘This is more memorable, isn’t it?’
‘Yes, you’re right. And once you start I’m sure that–’ I didn’t give her time to finish. I slid down and started kissing the bit of her thighs exposed above her stockings. 
She giggled. ‘That tickles, but it’s nice.’ I planted a few kisses, and then went to the other side, each time getting a bit closer to her pussy but not quite there. ‘Oh my God, you tease!’ she said, not unkindly. I took a deep breath in, then kissed closer, either side, little soft kisses until my face was central to her, and I planted one right where I’d been pushing the dildo. ‘Ohhh.’ That was a very different sound. I flicked out my tongue and tasted her. ‘Okay, maybe it feels better there than I thought. Keep doing that.’ She shifted in the seat, spreading her legs wider and putting them up on the arms of the chair.
I chuckled as I kissed more firmly then licked more, my tongue pushed out, sinking a little inside her. ‘Fuck, that’s so sexy,’ she whispered. She tasted and smelt lovely. It’s hard to describe, subtle, warm, feminine. It was like her, but more intense? ‘You taste good,’ I told her. 
‘Really?’ She didn’t sound convinced. 
I went back and pressed my mouth to her opening, licking, sucking, rubbing my face against her before I came back up. I could feel her juices on my chin. ‘You taste fucking amazing. ’She didn’t reply. Instead her hands went to her breasts. ‘You make me so horny,’ she whispered. I smiled before going back down for more, taking my time, but this time nudging my nose against where I knew her clit was. That made her moan. I licked her then looked up, she was staring at me, eyes wide. I just about managed to keep eye contact as I circled my tongue. Her chest was heaving up and down as she pulled on her nipples. ‘That feels really good. But…’
‘It’s all about the clit?’ I chuckled.
I felt her hand slide through my hair. She laughed. ‘So they say.’ I kissed my way up to the top of her slit, her moans grew as reached the apex. I could feel her clit under the thin hood of skin. Hey, I know how to find a clitoris. Go me! I began kissing the spot, nuzzling in. Her hand gripped my hair more firmly, which seemed to be a good thing. It was still just out of reach of my mouth though. I brought my hand up, pushing up the skin above it as she’d taught me, and I was rewarded with it, right on my lips. The moment I put my mouth around it, she arched her back. ‘Oh my God,’ she yelled, grabbing the back of my head and holding me more firmly with both hands now. I sucked gently, feeling it pull into my mouth a little, so the tip was between my teeth.
Amy’s breathing was coming fast now, her legs spread and then her ankles pulled around me. Her moans were prompted by every little suck I made. I think she likes this… Then I flicked my tongue over the tip of her clit in my mouth. ‘Holy fuck, Dylan. Yes. Do that, again. Do that a lot!’ I couldn’t help but chuckle at her enthusiasm. I didn’t dare move off her to say anything. I just did it again, sucking it between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, doing both at the same time.
She went wild. That’s probably the best description. She was groaning and moaning and grabbing my hair. Her legs were crushing me at times, not that I minded. I was being pulled into the pussy of the girl I loved while she lost her fucking mind because of what I was doing.
‘That’s so good. That’s so good. Oh fuck, this is better than anything.’ I lost track of everything she said, but it was all kind of like that. It was very intense for me too. So crazily intimate, to be there, between her legs, the lightest touches and sucks causing her such incredible pleasure. I honestly did little else. Sometimes when my mouth got a bit tired of sucking I’d ease off and swirl my tongue around on the tip of her clit. She adored that too, although my tongue got worn out fast. But then I could go back to the sucking.
‘I’m so close, I’m so close. Yeah, oh, just… oh…’ She was just so into it, lost in what I was doing to her. It made me feel very powerful, which was strange given I was naked, on my knees, between her legs, with my cock in a cage. But even more than when I’d been fucking her with the dildo, somehow I felt the pleasure I was giving her was coming to me too. It’s hard to explain.
Where it really took a turn was as she got close to cumming. It was maybe twenty minutes into this, although it could have been longer. I recalled her earlier instruction to not let her climax. Something in me, perhaps my own confinement, made me want to turn that against her. I sucked harder and she began arching her back. ‘I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum,’ she declared. And I could feel it. Her thighs tensing around my arms, her hand gripping my head, pulling me in. Only, I eased off, just a little, but it worked. It kept her there, on the edge. I don’t think she realised I was doing it on purpose… to start. But she started begging, ‘Make me cum, please, let me cum.’ But I didn’t. I kept sucking, licking, making little circles, feeling her tense, hearing her beg, but not letting her go over.
She got quieter, little whimpers that were suddenly louder if I sucked more, but it was almost like she was in a trance, whispered pleas, moments of lucidity where she’d beg to be allowed. It was electrifying, controlling her through pleasure. The porn had finished a while back. The only sound were her moans and whispers. I was able to look up, watch her above me, dressed so sexily, feeling so connected with her. I wanted to keep going, only, my mouth was really starting to tire out. Still, I watched, I didn’t want it to end. She opened her eyes, smiling at me, half-lidded, licking her vibrant red lips. ‘Please, Dylan…’ It was that moment I decided I wanted to see her cum. I wanted to make it happen. It was the only ending for this perfect moment.
I circled my tongue, harder, faster and she immediately sat up, squeezing her legs around me. ‘Yeah, yeah, just like that.’
I sucked, licked, sucked harder. I was sure she’d orgasm, but it just kept going, her cries, her clutches. I was struggling to keep going, pressing my head into her to add pressure, when finally I heard her. ‘Oh God, yes, I’m going to cum, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!’ She yelled, oblivious to if anyone was around. Both hands gripped my head, pushing me into her warm, soft mound. My nose was almost blocked off, but I didn’t care. I kept sucking and licking as she bucked under me, her heels digging into my back, arching, convulsing, cumming, for me, because of me.
Finally, I lifted my head to drag in a full breath, to be greeted by her gorgeous face, eyes wide and alive with delight and wonder. ‘Holy, fucking, shit! That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. How are you so good at this?’
I just smiled. Honestly, I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t speak with a lisp. My tongue needed recovery time. I leaned in, kissing her mound, her thighs, lifting until she grabbed me, pulling me in and her tongue was in my mouth, kissing, thanking, praising. She broke off for a moment. ‘Oh God, Dylan, that… was incredible.’ The way she looked at me, almost with reverence. I’d never felt it before. ‘Thank you,’ she whispered, kissing me again. ‘That was better than I ever imagined.’
‘Not bad for a first try,’ I said. I grinned like an idiot. Looking at her, kissing her. It had refocused me on my cock, my caged cock, and it was desperate to get out, to get hard. ‘Can we–‘
‘Snuggle up in bed for a bit?’ she suggested. ‘That’s done me in.’
Not quite what I was hoping. ‘Yes, of course.’ I pushed myself up. I hadn’t realised just how raw my knees had got. But it wasn’t that which Amy noticed. 
‘Oh, Dylan, you’re leaking so much!’ I looked down and a thick strand of precum led all the way to the floor. She got that naughty look I was learning to fear. ‘You know, if locking you up makes you that good at eating pussy,’ she paused and made a happy sigh, ‘I might never want to let you out.’




Chapter 7 - Amy


I fell into my bed and stared up at Dylan. I was still processing what he’d just done. I wasn’t kidding when I told him that was the best orgasm I’d ever had. He even edged me. What the hell?
He just stood there, looking at me. He looked so cute and innocent, naked like that, with the sexy addition of the cage, of course. Thankfully Dylan had remembered to pick up the dildo I’d smuggled downstairs earlier. He was waiting for me to tell him what to do but at this point I was needing just the opposite. ‘Want to snuggle?’ I managed to say.
He glanced down at his caged cock. I could tell what he was thinking. ‘If you keep it on, you can take my clothes off.’ I mean, I wasn’t wearing any knickers anyway. Where did I put them? Oh well. They’ll turn up. I reached down and unhitched one of my garters. He looked at it as though it were some kind of impossible technology. ‘You do the rest. I’m just going to lie here for a bit.’
I shut my eyes and felt his fingers playing with the tops of my stockings, which felt nice. ‘Did I tell you that was the best orgasm I ever had?’ I murmured.
He chuckled. ‘Yes, you did.’
‘How come you were so good at that?’
‘I don’t know. I just imagined what would feel best for you and did it.’
I patted his hand on my thigh without opening my eyes. ‘That’s clever. Keep doing that.’
Dylan slid one stocking off, then after some more fiddling, the next. ‘How do I get this off?’ He tugged at my garter belt.
‘Ohh, I have to roll over for those.’ With a concerted effort I pushed and flipped over, lying with my face squashed against my pillow. Dylan straddled across me, his weight pressing down into my thighs. ‘If you weren’t caged up you could totally take advantage of me now.’
‘Thanks for the reminder,’ he said, snorting. ‘Do orgasms always make you like this?’
‘No.’ I tried shaking my head but just inhaled more pillow. ‘I think it’s how good it was, plus this taking charge thing is hard work.’
‘Well, you’re very good at it.’
‘Thank you. You are too.’ To my surprise. I felt him fiddling with the back of the garter belt. ‘It’s like the bra.’ He figured it out and pulled it away as I lifted my hips. Then, with a bit of help from me, we got my bra off. ‘I’m nekkid,’ I said, giggling.
He laughed. ‘Yes, you are. We did just shower together.’
‘That’s different. People are naked in showers.’ I liked how he felt, his weight on my bottom. His hands rested on my bare shoulders, and to my delight, he started massaging them. ‘Oh, you lovely person. That’s perfect.’
He stayed quiet, working his hands into my shoulders, and then down my back. It was divine. He shifted down a bit and his hands stroked over my bare buttocks. ‘You have such a lovely bottom.’
‘Thank you. You do too.’ I grabbed the pillow I was lying on and wrapped my hands around it, snuggling in. He started kneading the base of my spine with his hands, and then squeezing my bottom too.
‘I always imagined doing this to you naked.’
‘Yeah? How’s it compare?’
‘Just as wonderful as I thought. Well, apart from you know what.’
‘Aww, do you wish I let your willy out?’ I said in a teasing voice.
‘Yes.’
‘But then would you want to massage me, or just put your willy in me?’ I don’t know why I kept using that term but it sounded funny. I kept giggling, anyway.
‘I’d want to massage you,’ he protested.
I laughed. ‘And then stick it in me?’
‘Well, okay, yeah.’ His hands squeezed my buttocks, and it spread me open a bit. He held me like that.
I turned my head to look at him. ‘Are you looking at my butthole, mister?’
‘Maybe.’ He clearly was.
‘I know what you’re thinking…’ I said in a sing-song voice.
‘Hah, I bet you don’t.’
‘You’re not thinking you want to fuck it?’ I guessed.
‘I mean, ever since you mentioned it, I can’t stop thinking about that, but that’s not what I’m imagining right now.’ 
That intrigued me. ‘Oh, so what are you…?’
‘Something else I’ve seen in porn,’ he answered.
I really couldn’t guess what, but then my brain wasn’t firing on all cylinders. ‘Well, as long as you’re caged, my body is yours to explore however you want. That’s the deal.’ Just saying it stirred something inside me. The truth was, this whole thing, the lying passively as he undressed me, being on show, being touched without giving back, was really feeding into that doll kink I had. ‘Position me however you want,’ I suggested.
‘Seriously?’
‘Mhmm, as long as I can stay that way. I really am knackered. You wore me out!’
I felt Dylan’s hands go under my hips and lift them, my legs pulling up underneath to prop my bottom up. My head and shoulders stayed on the pillow but I was now fully ‘ass up’. This just got interesting. I was suddenly much more awake, but I didn’t let on. Being positioned like that, and into this particular pose, was something of a fantasy come true.
Part of me wished he was uncaged. A big part that I quickly told to shush. Possibly out loud.
I felt a gentle kiss on my butt cheek. I let out an appreciative little sigh. And again, and again. Dylan was kissing my bottom, and my thighs, and tantalisingly, was working inwards. I hugged the pillow hard to my chest, trying to control my breathing. His mouth brushed over my mound and then he kissed me, right there. It was different from before. I felt more submissive, that he was doing it to me rather than I was demanding it from him. I liked it.
And then… he moved up. Dylan planted a kiss right on my arsehole. ‘Oh!’ I couldn’t help it.
‘Is that okay?’ he whispered. I could feel his breath on my skin.
‘Umm, yes. Just a surprise.’ Oh God, that is what he’s seen in porn. He’s about to do that!
‘Shall I keep going? Is it nice?’
‘Keep going,’ I said, into the pillow. He did it again. It was so weird, being kissed there. I felt incredibly vulnerable but he was doing it gently, lovingly. And then he licked it, swirled his tongue around. ‘Oh fuck, that felt good.’  He didn’t reply, he… went to town? I mean, licking, kissing, rubbing maybe. It was crazy. Then I felt him slide his thumb, I assume, in my pussy, and his fingers found my clit, and it got really crazy. 
Just lying there, my bottom up in the air, totally exposed, and being touched, explored, kissed, fingered, rubbed. It was amazing. The arse licking, analingus, whatever, was really good. It felt so naughty but so nice at the same time. Suddenly I had a craving. I turned my head so he’d hear me clearly. ‘My dildo, it’s in the drawer. Get it, use it.’ I wasn’t trying to be demanding, just that whatever he was doing was causing a craving to be filled up. He got up to get it and I tried to catch my breath. ‘This is really good. Really, really good. Keep going, use that too.’
I pushed my face back into the pillow, shutting my eyes. I’d masturbated like this a hundred times. There was something very hot about being in this slutty position that really did it for me. And I’d stuck my dildo to various things and fucked it on all fours. But none of that compared to this, to being toyed with, touched, treated like a sex object.
It was fucking brilliant.
I twitched as the cold tip of my dildo was nestled at the entrance to my vagina. I’ll have to teach him to warm it up. But right now I didn’t care. I arched my back, wiggled so I could open my legs wider. ‘Fuck me,’ I begged. ‘Fuck me hard.’
His little moan of frustration reminded me I had his cock in a cage. Honestly, I’d completely forgotten at that point, but the mean part of me enjoyed the fact he’d watch a fake cock fucking where he couldn’t put his real one. That’s not going to get boring for a long time. And then I stopped thinking much at all, because he shoved the dildo in, and I lost my mind. Again.
I don’t know how long he was doing it. He ended up sitting next to me, an arm draped over my hips, thrusting the dildo in and out. There was definitely some clit rubbing in there before that point, and some more arse licking. I think he spanked me a few times. But nothing really mattered, apart from that cock, that cock that finally I wasn’t in control of, fucking me like the little slut I was.
I was reaching down, pulling on my nipples, my face buried in the pillow because breathing through it somehow made it all feel even better. If he dared to slow I’d turn, encourage him, beg for more. 
Sometimes he listened, other times he slowed it right down. At one point he told me I had 100 strokes left. The fucker stopped at 97. I don’t know what possessed him to do it, but it was brilliant. I’ve begged for stuff before, but not like this. This time I meant it with all my soul. Of course he tried to use it to get me to unlock his cage and that kind of broke the spell and I grinned and said, ‘Maybe I’m not that desperate, yet.’ But I appreciated him trying to get me to. This could be a very fun, very hot game between us.
The thing is, I don’t feel like he appreciates just what a denial slut I am. How much it turns me on to not get what I want. Hell, maybe I don’t appreciate it fully. I was kneeling there, my pussy juices running down my thighs, hornier than I think I’ve ever been, and I still said no to him – as much to deny myself as to keep him caged. Shit, maybe we’re both as fucked as each other.
In the end I couldn’t take any more, and my back hurt. So I fell over onto my side, stretched my arms out, and pulled him in. ‘That was incredible. Oh my goodness.’ I wanted to feel him against me. Simply skin on skin wasn’t even enough. I rolled onto my back. ‘Lie on me,’ I told him and he did, pressing me into the bed. Oh God, I want to have sex so badly right now. Shut up, Amy, don’t ruin this.
The sexual tension between us was ridiculous. I could feel his cock leaking against my inner thigh. I was about to tease him when I thought better of it. We were both near breaking point, and it had been so good so far. ‘You’re amazing. That was so good. Thank you.’
He didn’t say anything, but instead kissed me. It wasn’t super intense, just a way of connecting without words. It was the best response he could have given. I brushed his hair over his ear when we stopped. ‘Are you doing okay?’
He kissed me again and smiled. ‘I’m doing great. I might die from horniness but it’s worth it.’
I nodded. ‘I’m so glad you think so. I do too.’ I blew out a breath and dropped my head back. ‘Wow, what a day.’
‘I know right. Am I squashing you?’ he checked.
I shook my head. ‘No, not at all. Relax, it’s nice having you press down on me. I’ll tell you if I feel squashed.’
He relaxed and the weight on me increased, but it was still good. Dylan turned his head and rested it on my shoulder. ‘Thank you.’
‘For what?’ I asked.
‘Showing me all this. Opening my eyes.’
I felt a warmth rise up my back. ‘You’re so welcome. You’re… doing much better at all this than I thought.’
‘You are quite the inspiration.’ He chuckled to himself.
I brushed my fingers through his hair. ‘What is it?’
‘Imagine if you’d told me a week ago I’d have just, done that…’
‘Which bit?’ I knew, but wanted him to say.
‘Umm, the butt licking bit.’
My voice dropped low as though I were telling a secret. ‘That felt really good. Like, way better than I thought it would. I figured it was just a porn thing.’ A thought flashed in my mind and I felt myself flush as I spoke it aloud. ‘I’ll do it to you sometime.’
‘Woah, really? You don’t have to?’
I laughed. ‘I absolutely do have to. It felt really good and we’re supposed to be learning this stuff. Plus… I always kind of fancied doing one of those really nasty porn blowjobs that involved it.’
‘Well, umm, that sounds amazing. Umm?’ His next question was obvious.
I rolled my eyes. ‘No, not now, Dylan.’
‘Of course. Of course.’ He lifted his head to look at me. ‘So, did you get close, from the dildo?’
‘Sort of. It felt amazing and it definitely felt like edging, but also that there was some kind of bump to get over to orgasm. Also, I really needed to pee.’
‘Oh, do you need to go?’
‘Not so much now. I think… I think I could have squirted.’
He lifted himself up on his elbows. ‘What, that’s a real thing? I was never sure.’
I shrugged. ‘Something else for us to find out.’
Dylan pushed himself up a bit, and his knees spread my legs a bit, so more of his weight pushed against my pussy. ‘You know this is far and away the greatest experience of my life, right?’
I looked at him, the big stupid grin, the unrelenting desire in his eyes. ‘Mine too.’
‘Okay, good, because if we didn’t do any more after today, it would still be the highlight of my life.’
You are too adorable, Dylan. ‘That’s very good. I feel the same. But you know what?’
‘What?’
I opened my eyes up wide and smiled. ‘We’re only just getting started!’
'I know!' Dylan pushed himself up until he knelt over me. The usual adoration in his eyes was joined with something else, a hunger, a raw desire that all my teasing had let loose. I met his gaze. 
'What are you going to do with me, mister?' I said, trying to sound like I was still in control.
He took his time to look over my nakedness. 'Anything, and everything I want.'
Damn, who knew he had such potential? I looked down at the device restricting him. 'Not quite everything,' I teased.
'Not yet,' he said, stroking the inside of my thigh. 'But soon.' He pushed my knee to the side and gave my bottom a little smack as he climbed off the bed. 'I have to go figure out how to pee in this thing now.' He headed to the bathroom.
'Don't make a mess!' I called after him, laughing. My gaze stayed on the door long after he'd left the room. Fuck me, what have I let loose?




Chapter 8 - Dylan


We’d both had a bit of a nap and stirred at the same time. A question was bugging me. ‘Amy?’
‘Yes,’ she said, yawning.
‘If I’d have suggested we watched porn together like earlier…’
‘I’d have been so up for that.’
I let out a frustrated growl. ‘Damn it. Seriously?’
‘Totally seriously. You know all those Netflix shows we’ve watched?’
‘Don’t tell me it could have been porn.’
She giggled. ‘Could’ve been porn.’
‘Fuck my life.’
‘Hey, at least we are now. Actually, want to put some on?’
I wasn’t totally sure, as the last time had been a bit intimidating. She seemed to sense that.
‘I’m thinking of some that’s... a bit gentler. A specific person actually,' she said.
I was intrigued. ‘Oh? That sounds good.’
She pulled her laptop from under the bed and got something playing. It was a woman I recognised but wasn’t familiar with.
Amy sat next to the laptop. I kept glancing at her, still amazed at her casual nakedness. ‘This is Stoya. She’s amazing. I don’t know what it is about her, but she’s often so real and I totally connect with her scenes. Stoya’s my spirit animal,' she declared. I stared at the video. Given the actress was currently walking up some stairs in a beautiful house, with nothing but a see-through nightie on, I could see the appeal. ‘What do you think of her?’ Amy asked.
‘Umm?’ What am I supposed to say?
‘Dylan, I’m not threatened by you admiring other women. In fact, I quite like it.’
‘Okay. She’s beautiful, and very sexy. The way she moves, her confidence.’ I watched as the actress lay back on a bed and took a huge cock down her throat. ‘Yeah, okay, she’s totally your spirit animal.’ Amy laughed. I watched Stoya being fucked from behind on the bed and the expression of joy on the actress's face was not like anything I’d seen in porn. ‘Okay, wow, I totally see the appeal. She’s really into this, or a really good actor.’
‘I know right. Oh God, this is my favourite bit, although I always worry about her teeth.’ The camera moved to a shot from the bedside table with her face right in front, and she was getting absolutely railed. ‘Hot right?’
‘Crazy hot. This is one of the best things I’ve ever watched,’ I said, truthfully. Amy gave a happy squeal and snuggled back into me, so that I was spooning her from behind.
‘I used to watch her videos and try to copy everything, the way she moved, the expressions.’ Amy put her face in her hands. ‘God, that’s embarrassing.’
I chuckled and wrapped my arm around her. ‘It’s not embarrassing. That’s brilliant. You’re really, really good at this stuff. I’m learning so much. And what better thing to be an expert in?’
‘An expert with zero experience,’ Amy said.
‘Not any more,’ I whispered, kissing her bare shoulder.
‘That’s true.’ She took my hand and placed it on her bare breast. The thrill was no less than the last time I’d touched them. ‘You don’t have to ask. It turns me on if you just touch me when we’re like this.’
I gulped, still unable to quite believe this was happening. ‘I’ll try and remember.’ I cupped and squeezed her breast, feeling her nipple harden in my palm. It made my whole hand tingle. Amy took my other hand that was pressed behind her back, lifted her hip so it could go under her, and pushed that between her legs.
‘We’re watching porn. Edge me.’
‘Oh God. Okay, yes.’ I pulled myself in close, and began rubbing between her legs. She took my fingers and moved them a bit. Apparently, I wasn’t an expert in finding her clit yet. But this time, she pushed her bottom back into me. It didn’t quite work though, my lower hand was struggling to stay in place. ‘Umm, hold on.’ I pulled that one out and put it under neck, reaching down to cup her breast, and then my now free hand looped over her hip and I found the spot that made her moan the very first try. 
‘Good call,’ she whispered between sighs. ‘Don’t let me cum, okay?’
‘Okay.’ I still didn’t totally get the not cumming thing, except I knew how horny and open it was making me. But what Amy wants, Amy gets, or doesn’t get, whatever.
She clung onto my arm as I teased her nipples and played with her breasts. ‘Oh fuck you’re really good at this. It feels so good. I’m close already. God.’ She put her mouth on my upper arm and gently bit it to suppress her moans. ‘Oh yes, yes. Oh please, make me cum, make me cum Dylan.’
What the hell, she just said not to let her? Her hand was gripping my wrist and she was arching her back and bottom against me. ‘Please, please let me cum.’
I took a gamble. ‘No.’
Her moans only increased. It was like my denial of her request made everything feel even better. ‘Please, please,’ she begged.
‘No,’ I said, more convincingly.
She turned her face so I could see her big smile. ‘Oh fuck. That’s so hot. Yes, yes, so good. Why, why can’t I cum?’
Okay, now I was really in trouble. Come on Dylan, you can do this. Then I had a stroke of genius. What would Amy say? ‘No, no cumming for a needy little slut like you. You deserve to drip and ache.’
‘Oh fuck, yes. But please, please I’ll do anything. I’m so horny. I’ll do… anything.’ She half-turned towards me.
My heart raced at what was being offered. And I felt proud I was starting to understand the game a little bit. I put my mouth to her ear and whispered in a low voice, ‘Unlock the cage on my cock and suck my fucking dick like your favourite porn star.’
I watched her eyes go wide and joy fill her expression. ‘Yes, Sir!’ She twisted, grabbing what I hoped was the key from her bedside drawer and then sliding down the bed. It only took moments and she had the key in the lock, the cage portion off, and she was stroking my cock to full erection. It felt so good to be free, to be able to get hard. Much better than normal. Something about the arousal from what we’d been doing, the confinement, and actually being able to get an erection. I never knew stroking it could feel this good.
‘Oh Dylan, you’re streaming precum!’ Amy said in amazement. And I really was. As she pulled her hand up the crystal clear fluid flowed out and down my cock. She used it as lube, masturbating me, sitting with her legs to the side.
‘Slow down, slow down, that feels too good!’
‘Oh really? So caging you up makes it feel better than usual?’
I shook my head. ‘How, how do you twist everything I say to fuck me over?’
She laughed. ‘It’s a gift. I’ll stop doing it when it stops turning you on.’ But she did slow down her strokes, moving to just fingertips stroking up and down as the precum continued to flow. ‘I didn’t know guys can even leak this much. It really is nature’s lube.’
‘I never used to. You’re to blame for that,’ I said.
‘Happily.’ She looked up at the laptop and without a word, bent over and took my whole cock in her mouth. I looked too and you can guess what Stoya was doing. Amy had copied her.
Now she’d mentioned it, Amy’s claim to have learned from her was more than just a fantasy. I could see it in things she did, the way she mixed having fun with all the sexy stuff. I need to watch more of these videos, see what I can pick up. But right now my attention was on my cock, in Amy’s mouth. She was sucking and sliding her head up and down, and it was even more effective than her hands. ‘Oh… Amy, I’m going to cum if you keep doing that. Like, really soon.’
She shrugged and kept going. Am I supposed to ask? What are the rules? ‘Umm, can I cum?’ 
Amy laughed, my cock still in her mouth, and then swapped out for her hand again. ‘I don’t know, can you? I was going to let you, but if you’re not sure…’
‘No, please, I want to.’
‘Oh, I don’t know now. I tell you what, let’s see if you can hold off. You’re supposed to be in this thing for a week, right?’
‘Oh, yes, I’d forgotten that.’
‘I hadn’t. So, if you can hold off then we’ll reduce that to three days.’
‘Three days! I’ll go crazy.’
‘Not as crazy as a week.’ She started massaging my balls as she stroked her hand up and down. 
I had to look away from her, she was too arousing. Unfortunately I then looked at the laptop where Stoya was getting her ass fucked. I slammed my eyes shut. ‘Amy, please! Don’t you want to be able to play with my cock for a whole week?’
That actually caused her to slow down. ‘Hmm, you make a good point. I am only starting to figure out how these things work.’ Then she sped up again. ‘But you can just eat my pussy all week.’ She grinned. Her hand went tight around my cock. ‘And my ass. God, I can’t believe you licked and kissed my bumhole, Dylan. And it wasn’t even my idea.’
I couldn’t help grinning as I opened my eyes up again. ‘It was so sexy. I want to do it again,’ I confessed.
‘Well, if you’re locked up all week there’s more time for that.’
‘Amy!’ I was close now, I had to try to think of unsexy stuff but that was very difficult with the noises of Stoya getting railed on the laptop next to me and Amy was doing her best to make me lose it. ‘What was your favourite thing today?’ I asked, trying to distract her.
It worked, she slowed down as she thought. ‘Oh, umm probably getting dressed up? How you chose the outfit, and then you positioning me and going down on me from behind and edging me.’ She closed her eyes as if recalling it. ‘That was so good. How about you?’
That it’s all with you? ‘I don’t know, all of it?’ Her strokes sped up, perhaps in response to my weak answer. ‘The shower?’ I suggested, trying to be more specific.
‘Why?’
‘You, all naked and wet and against me and stroking and touching.’ Thinking about that was not helping, even with the slower strokes.
She nodded. ‘Yeah, that was really good. I’m proud you let me try butt stuff.’ She did the tight wanking again.
‘Well, it seemed only polite,’ I replied. She laughed and I watched her, giving me a handjob, naked, her hair falling over her face. I love you even more now, Amy. Keeping how I felt bottled up was even harder than not cumming, but I managed to. Topic change. ‘I never thought about anal sex with you.’
That made her stop stroking entirely. ‘Really? Hmmm. I think about it all the time.’
‘I mean I think about it, only with you it was always blowjobs and normal sex.’
She pouted. ‘Aww, did you love me too much to want to fuck my butt?’ She looked at me, brushing her hair back, realising she might have crossed a line. I wasn’t sure if she had or not.
‘I think,’ I said, cautiously, ‘it was just that I’d never dared imagine you could be…so much more?’
‘More what?’ She stroked her fingertips over my cock, waiting.
‘More amazing. More…sexy. More…slutty?’
It was her turn to blush a little. ‘Is that okay, me being a slut?’ I got the sense this was a sensitive topic.
I wanted to be honest. ‘It’s just such a surprise, I’m still getting my head around it.’
She nodded, resuming slow strokes. ‘I struggle with it sometimes. It’s a conflict between things I want and imagine, and how everyone sees me, especially you.’
‘Especially me?’
She let go of my cock and put her hands on her thighs. ‘I’ve known you fancied me for a long time,’ she said. I nodded, letting her continue. ‘But it wasn’t really me you were into, it was some fantasy Amy who I could never live up to.’ I wanted to argue that but kept my mouth shut and nodded some more. I could see her thinking. ‘I guess…I guess I was scared that if you found out what a slut I really was, you might reject me, and I’d lose you as my best friend.’ She let out a big breath, her analysis finished.
‘Why did you think I’d do that?’ I asked, instead of jumping in with what I thought.
‘Well, everyone sees me as the good girl. You most of all.’
I put my hand on her thigh, stroking it with my thumb. ‘Yes, I did. I do. Because you are. But you’re also a super sexy slut. You’ve shown me you can be both.’
‘Hmm. A good girl, and a slut, huh…’ Her hands wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking. ‘This might sound weird, but I’ve always felt they were somehow in opposition to each other,’ she admitted.
I frowned. ‘But you love being called a good girl, right?’ She nodded. ‘And it’s hot when I call you a slut? It's the perfect combo.'
‘Yes, but…’ She fixed me with an intense look, biting her lip before speaking. ‘Does, your slut, sound even better?’
My pulse started pounding in my ears. ‘My…my slut?’ I gulped. ‘That…does sound better.’ It really did. ‘Do you like that?’ She nodded rapidly, not seeming to be able to say anything for reasons I didn’t understand. ‘My slut,’ I repeated more strongly.
She took in a big breath. ‘Can I be your slut, Dylan?’
I wanted to shout ‘yes’ but held back, an idea popping into my head. ‘Only if I can be your slut too, Amy?’
The smile that grew across her face was only matched by mine as she began wanking me joyously. ‘I’d like that very much. And I want you to cum now, slut.’ She laughed.
‘But the week in the cage?’
‘Fuck the week. I want to make you spurt.’
‘Oh my God,’ I said, gripping the sheets, ‘okay.’
Her hand was stroking up and down. She pushed out her chest, magnificent in her nakedness. I took it all in, my orgasm growing. ‘Oh fuck, I’m going to cum, yes, don’t stop.’
I was so close that I didn’t notice the door to the bedroom had been pushed open, and Amy’s 18-year-old sister, Pippa, walked into the room. She was holding a black thong in her hand. ‘Amy, did you leave these in the sitting room?’ I looked up, seeing her a moment before she saw me. She yelled with surprise – just as I started cumming.




Chapter 9 - Amy


‘Oh my God!’ Pippa shouted. My sister had just wandered into my room, holding the thong I’d taken off downstairs. She froze, staring at me with my hand around Dylan’s cock. And of course, because what else would happen at this point? I felt his cock twitch, and he began spurting.
‘Pippa!’ I screamed at my sister. ‘Get out of here.’
‘Is that Dylan?’ she shouted. ‘Oh my God, my eyes, my eyes.’
‘Pippa! For the love of God, go away.’
She turned her back to us. ‘Why was the door open?’ Is that seriously Dylan?’
‘Go away!’
‘Okay, okay but mum and dad are home. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. Eugh, God, I need to find some eye bleach.’ She started laughing, somewhat hysterically, as she slammed the door shut.
I looked down at Dylan. He was frozen still, staring at the closed door. Well, most of him was still. His cock continued to throb as a few last bits of cum dribbled out over my fist. He looked back at me, his expression like a frightened rabbit. ‘Your parents are home?’
‘Apparently so.’ I was shaking a little from the shock of being discovered. I lifted my hand from Dylan’s cock to check my watch. ‘Oh shit, is that the time?’
‘Umm, Amy?’
My hand was dripping cum down over his legs. ‘Fuck, sorry. Okay, umm…’
‘Let’s get dressed?’ he suggested.
‘Good plan.’ I looked at my cum-coated hand and wiped it on the towels we’d left lying around. ‘Sex really is messy, isn’t it.’
‘Hi guys, we’re home,’ my mum shouted up the stairs.
‘We know!’ I shouted back, overly aggressively.
‘Dinner in ten. Dylan you’re welcome to join us.’
Dylan looked at me, shoulders lifting.
‘Well?’ I said.
‘You want me to have dinner, with your sister, after…that?’ He pressed his lips together.
I finally laughed. ‘I can’t believe she walked in on us. I’m so sorry.’
He blew out a breath. ‘Crazy. Will she be okay?’
‘Oh, it’s nothing she hasn’t seen, trust me.’ My sister had always been so much more confident around guys than me. She always seemed to have a new boyfriend, and wasn’t shy about sharing the details. Hah, well at least now we’re more even on that score.
‘I…I should probably go. I’m not sure I can handle dinner with your parents right now.’
I chuckled. ‘That’s totally fine. I’m not sure I want to be there, but I don’t have a choice.’
‘You could run away with me?’ Dylan asked, grabbing the towel from me and wiping around his crotch. Make sure I wash that immediately.
‘That is tempting, but we’ve got pizza tonight.’ My stomach rumbled at the thought. How long were we at all this?
‘Oh well, if it’s pizza.’ He chuckled, standing up, looking for his underwear.
I walked over and locked the door before returning. ‘I think you’re forgetting something?’
He looked at me with a cheeky grin. ‘Oh, I thought you might forget about that?’
‘Oh, did you now?’ I tilted my head. ‘And were you just going to forget about this?’ I ran my hands down my sides.
He stared at my naked body. ‘No, definitely not. But do I have to wear it?’
I stepped closer. ‘Would you be able to stop yourself without some assistance?’
‘Stop… thinking about you, you mean?’ he said, playing deliberately dumb.
I made the universal hand gesture, ‘Wanking off, Dylan.’
‘I don’t see how I couldn’t, having seen you like this.’ He smiled, trying to pile on the charm. To my annoyance it was starting to work.
I put my hands on my hips, standing over him. ‘Why do I want you in it?’ I asked.
He sighed, pulling on his socks while never looking away from me. ‘To save my sexual energy for you.’
‘Is that a good thing?’
‘Yes. Dammit.’
I smiled, softening up. ‘And why else do I want you in it?’ I wiggled my eyebrows, placing my hands on his shoulders, leaning forward so my breasts were right in his face.
‘Umm,’ he looked up at me, ‘because it really turns you on?’
‘So. Fucking. Much.’ I leaned in, my mouth pressed against his ear. ‘And if you’re caged, I promise I won’t cum. Not until you say I can.’
He leaned back on his hands, looking at me with wide eyes. ‘Seriously?’ I nodded. ‘Do you have that much control.' His eyebrows went up. 'What happens if you do?’
Oh, interesting, he’s learning how to play the game. ‘Hmmm.’ I sat on his knee, arms around his shoulders, my breasts pretty much in his face. ‘If I cum without your permission…’ my heart started pounding at what leapt into my head,’ I put my cheek on his, whispering now, ‘…you can fuck me in the arse.’
‘What? Are you serious right now?’
‘I’m very self-controlled, Dylan. You won’t be getting anal from me anytime soon.’ I looked down. ‘Oh, did you like that idea?’ His cock was springing up.
‘Apparently so. Lock it up! I’m taking that deal.’
I laughed. The cage was on the corner of the bed. I quickly wiggled it onto the end of his growing cock and squashed it down until it slotted into place with the steel ring that was still in place. I had to keep it pressed together as I found the little lock and key, slid it in and turned it, and with a flourish, put the necklace and key back around neck.
‘Game on.’ I said.
‘I like your games.’ He was pulling his clothes back on. I had the urge to stop him, strip him off again, and even miss pizza. Gosh, whoever thought I’d miss pizza for Dylan? ‘You should probably dress too, you know.’
I strode to my wardrobe, pulled out a summer dress and slipped it on. ‘Insta-innocence.’
‘Want to know a secret?’ Dylan asked, pulling his shoes on.
‘I do,’ I said, doing up the buttons.
He chuckled. ‘You’ve never looked innocent in a sundress.’
‘Oh, really?’ I sauntered back over to him.
‘Well, not in my fantasies, anyway. Or when you stand with the sun behind you,’ he added.
‘I do that on purpose.’ I sat by him, enjoying being close.
He sat up straight, shaking his head. ‘Of course, you do. And there I thought you did all this stuff by accident.’
I laughed, bumping him with my shoulder. ‘I want to hear more about those fantasies soon.’
He pulled on his top. ‘I’m sure you will. You seem to have a knack for getting out my deepest desires.’
‘Oh, are there more to plunder?’ I leaned back nonchalantly on one arm. 
Dylan turned to me, pausing before he spoke. ‘Amy. You have always been my deepest desire.’ The way he looked at me gave me butterflies. He leaned in and gave me a gentle kiss on my lips. ‘Thank you, for all this. Every little bit of it. You’re incredible.’
‘Thank you,’ I said, gulping, suddenly lost for words.
My mum broke the growing tension by yelling my name up the stairs.
‘I’m coming, mum!’ I shouted back. Dylan burst into laughter and I realised why. ‘Well, apparently I’m not, but then, neither are you.’
‘You’re worth it.’ Dylan gave me another peck on the lips, then stood. I looked up at him. Somehow he seemed taller. Maybe it was just a matter of perspective.
‘You’re worth it too,’ I said. He started humming happily and opened the bedroom door. I stood and followed. Suddenly I wasn’t so hungry anymore. Well, not for pizza.




Chapter 10 - Dylan


I managed to slip down the stairs without seeing Amy’s parents, but Pippa was waiting at the front door. She opened it with a big grin on her face.
‘Oh Dylan, not staying for dinner?’ she pouted. I’d always got on well with Amy’s sister, but she was clearly enjoying our discomfort.
Amy folded her arms. ‘Pippa, you’re not going to be annoying about this, are you?’
‘Moi?’ Her eyes went wide in fake surprise. ‘I’m just glad my big sister is finally getting laid.’
For some stupid reason I spoke up, ‘Actually we haven’t–‘
Amy glared at me. ‘Dylan, shut up. Don’t give her more ammunition.’
Pippa went up on her tiptoes. ‘Oh, do you mean you’ve preserved my sister’s virtue, Dylan? You’re such a romantic!’
‘Thank you?’ I said.
Amy put her hands on her hips. ‘Pippa, seriously. Stop it now.’ 
She smiled, tilting her head to the side. ‘Only if you tell me all about it.’
Amy looked from her sister to me and back again. I stared at her with wide eyes, trying to psychically communicate this wasn’t a good idea. It didn’t seem to work. ‘What do you think? Are you okay with me talking to her? She is my sis?’ Amy asked.
I cleared my throat, smoothing down my top. ‘Umm, I’m not sure.’
‘Oh, come on you guys, you can trust me,’ Pippa whined, swinging on the front door.
Amy looked at me, biting her lip. ‘I kind of would like to have someone I can talk to about this stuff, and she does have more… experience.’ Pippa stifled a laugh and kept quiet, looking at me.
‘But, Amy, you don’t want to tell her everything, do you?’ I said, trying to make my point clear.
I saw a naughty grin grow on her face. Oh shit, I’m so screwed. She turned to her sister. ‘Pippa, do you promise, on your life, it never goes further?’
‘Amy!’ I said.
‘I do, I do,’ Pippa insisted.
‘And you remember what I know that you wouldn’t want to get out?’ Amy lifted her eyebrows.
Pippa thought for a moment then nodded more seriously. ‘Yes. I promise, but you don’t need to hold that over me. You can trust me.’ Amy nodded. It sounds like there’s some kind of insurance there. Okay.
Amy turned to me, her eyebrows raised, looking for my permission. I blew out a breath, looking at the two of them. I appreciated Amy wanting a confidante, but did it really have to be her sister? I thought about any of her other friends and quickly realised they’d likely be a worse option. ‘Fine. But please, you know what my parents are like.’
Pippa nodded sympathetically, then drew her fingers over her mouth like a zipper. She stepped back a bit and Amy came forward, putting her hand on my chest. Her simple touch made me throb again. I was already desperate for her and I sensed she could feel it.
‘Bye then,’ she said softly.
‘See you tomorrow?’ I asked.
She nodded, then rose up on her toes and gave me a little kiss. ‘Message me when you get home.’
‘Aww, you guys!’ I didn’t care at Pippa’s teasing tone. To be kissed like this, in front of anyone, by Amy, was a dream come true. Suddenly I didn’t care about her telling her sister about us.
I smiled, stepped back, and turned to go. Pippa spoke up. ‘You guys are the cutest. I did have a couple of questions though, but you can answer them later.’ 
I stepped out of the front door, turning to hear what they were. She turned first to her sister, pointing at her chest. ‘One, why are you wearing that key on a necklace.’ Amy’s hand went to it in surprise, and she looked at me, her mouth parting.
Then Pippa turned to me, grinning. Oh no, this is not going to be good. ‘And two, when I caught you earlier, why was there a cock cage on the end of your bed?’ Pippa looked obviously at my crotch, giggled, gave me a wink and then shut the door. 
I stood there, staring at the doormat, wondering if it would swallow me up.
Finally, I turned, heading home. ‘Fuck my life.’
[image: image-placeholder]‘How does your sister even know what a cock cage is?’ I messaged Amy as soon as I got home.
‘I don’t even want to think about it. Can we just pretend it never happened and hope she never mentions it again?’ Amy wrote back.
Somehow I doubt that’s going to work but let’s hope it does. ‘Fine by me. How’re you doing, besides, you know, that…?’
‘I’m good. Really good. I keep thinking how impressed I am.’
‘Impressed by what?’
‘You, dummy. The way you’re handling all this. I’m… surprised.’
‘In a good way?’ I checked.
‘Yes, in a very good way. You’re a bit of a natural at lots of this, and I don’t know how, given it’s all so new to you.’
I smiled to myself and considered what to reply. ‘Thank you. I think some of it is… well, the fact I’m doing it with you.’
‘How do you mean?’ she wrote with a puzzled emoji.
‘I might be new to this kinky stuff but, I know you. You’re my best friend. All this is like finding a new piece of a jigsaw puzzle. It slots into what I already know and now the whole picture make more sense.’
‘Damn, nice analogy. Did you just come up with that?’
I laughed. ‘I did!’
‘It’s really good. That’s sexy.’
I waited, wondering if she would write more. I’d held back on sharing my feelings since she’d friend-zoned me so hard at the start of all this. I felt the urge to declare my love again, but pushed it down. I don’t want to fuck this up.
I broke the silence by sending a question I’d thought on the way home. ‘I still feel totally out of my depth with all this. Is there anything I should be reading, watching?’
‘Great question! You edging me earlier was like a dream come true. Google “female orgasm denial” and you should find a bunch of stuff. But… how would you feel about talking to someone?’
‘What?’ Who could she possibly mean? Not her sister? ‘Who?’
‘So, I got some advice from someone I know online, an older couple who blog about this stuff. The wife, Emma, was really helpful.’
‘Wait, you’ve been talking to someone about me?’
‘Chill out, Dylan. It’s how we learn stuff. It’s all pretty anonymous.’
Unlike your sister knowing. I shook my head, trying to knock that memory out of my head. ‘Okay.’
‘Would you want to chat with the husband?’
‘Talk to another guy, about my cock being in a cage? No, I don’t think so,' I said quickly. She didn’t reply for a minute and I started reviewing my instinctive reaction. ‘Do you really want me to?’
‘Not if you’re super uncomfortable, but these guys are lovely and know all about orgasm denial. It’s mostly about learning what to do with me, anyway. I’d love it if you did, but no pressure.’
Shit. Now what do I do? ‘What would I be asking?’
‘Ask him how to drive me crazy,' she wrote, along with the emoji with stars for eyes.
‘Not about the cage?’
‘No, I mean you could. They are into all this stuff and would be totally cool but, it was more, things to do to me. With me.’
‘Oh.’ I like the sound of that.
‘Do you want to know something super embarrassing?’ she messaged.
Hell, yes I do. ‘Tell me.’ 
‘The idea you’d be going to someone more experienced, and learning ways to… fuck me over, is very arousing.’
Okay, this just got really interesting. ‘Noted.’
‘Dylan, are you doing that on purpose?’
I laughed. ‘Doing what?’
‘You know what! Replying in that short…dominant way?’
I looked back over my last few replies and saw she was right. I began to ask if she liked it, then deleted it. ‘Yes.’
‘Fuck. It’s hot. Can I touch myself?’
Okay, wow. Is this really all it takes? Once again I was about to type that she could, then paused. ‘No.’
‘DYLAN!’ she sent, followed by shocked emojis. ‘Please, can I masturbate?’
Holy shit, this is insanely hot. Everything in me wanted to say yes, so I could imagine her doing it, but I resisted. ‘No. I already edged you plenty today.’
Her next message was different. ‘((Do you know how much this is turning me on?))’
‘I can only guess. And what are the brackets about?’
‘LOL. They mean I’m telling you something outside of the “scene”, like a side comment or something.’
‘Oh, okay, cool. ((Am I doing okay?))’ I messaged her, testing it out.
‘Very cool. ((You’re doing amazingly. I’m dying here. Not letting me touch? Holy fuck. Don’t let me whatever I say.))’ 
Damn, I wish I had these double bracket things in real life. This is like magic. 
She messaged again. ‘Please Dylan, I’m so horny. Let me rub myself, just a little bit?’
I was getting the hang of this now. ‘No, I think you’ve had quite enough of that. ((What can I do to make it even hotter?))’
‘((Be mean. Call me stuff maybe? And, playing with my nipples would make it even worse.))’
I laughed. This was brilliant. Watching Amy screw herself over and getting an insight into what she really wanted was not only an education, but stupidly hot.
‘Please,’ she begged again, ‘I’m so desperate.’
‘Good, just the way I want you,’ I texted back. ‘Play with those pretty tits of yours. See if it makes the ache worse.’ I waited on her answer, nervous if I’d got it right.
‘Yes, Sir.’
I stared at her reply. A heat blossoming in my lower back and running all the way up to shoulders. ‘Good girl,’ I wrote, knowing it was the right thing to say.
‘((This is so good)). What do you want me to do to them, Sir?’
I pictured them, and her hands on them. ‘Squeeze them, then play with your nipples like I did earlier.’ I still couldn’t believe I could tell her to do that and she would.
There was a little delay before she wrote back. ‘Oh Sir, that makes me so much more desperate. Please, let me touch?’
I scrolled back to once again read her guidance to not let her, whatever she says. If that’s what she wants… ‘No.’ I tried to think of how to respond to her challenge to call her stuff. ‘That needy pussy has had quite enough attention today.’
‘But…but. Please!’
I grinned. This was fun. And hot. I was very aware that I couldn’t do anything to ease my arousal either, so taking it out on Amy was very satisfying.
‘I can’t touch, so neither can you.’
My phone rang. It was Amy. ‘Oh my God, I’m so fucking horny,’ she whispered. I could hear it in her voice. It was intoxicating.
‘Am I doing okay?’ I asked.
‘So good. I’m thinking about you and playing with my tits like you told me.’
I gave a frustrated whimper. ‘What are you thinking about?’
‘Your cock, in that tight little cage, Sir.’ She managed to perfectly pitch the final word to be both sexy, and sarcastic.
I could feel my cock, slippery in the cage from all the precum this experience was causing. ‘I’m dripping in it.’
She made a sexy whimper ‘Oh fuck, I love that. I’m so wet too.’
‘I thought you weren’t touching!’
‘I’m not, I’m just sliding my thighs over each other. Please, Dylan, oh my God let me rub my clit. I’ll do anything.’
I held myself back from saying something about her offer. ‘I said no.’
The sexy moan my words elicited from her took my breath away. ‘Don’t you want me to masturbate for you? I’m so wet, please, let me slide my fingers in me?’
She’s trying to get me to break. I wasn’t completely sure how this all worked, but one thing I knew about Amy was how competitive she was. I could sense this had turned into a battle of wills, one that, to be fair, I usually lost. Not this time.
‘Amy, you heard me. I said no. If you touch I’m… I’m going to have to spank you.’
Her beautiful laugh rang out. ‘You know that just made me want to touch even more?’
I hadn’t thought about it, but I unashamedly took the glory. ‘I hoped it might.’
She tried a different tack, trying to sound reasonable. ‘Dylan, please, let me touch. Don’t you want to listen while I finger myself for you?’
Oh, that’s low. I wanted that so much, but I was determined not to lose this fight. ‘I’d love that, but not now. Now I want you to ache, and drip and delight in being told “no”.’
‘Fuck,’ she whispered. ‘Right answer.’
I tried not to show my delight. ‘I thought so,’ I said, sounding calm.
I heard her sigh. ‘I like you denying me.’
‘I like it too.’ I needed more affirmation. ‘Did I do okay?’
She chuckled. ‘Yes, you did. That was annoyingly perfect. I…I didn’t think you had that in you.’
‘You brought it out of me,’ I told her.
‘Well clever me.’ She was quiet for a moment; I could only hear her soft breathing. ‘Do you understand what this does to me?’
‘I’m only starting to. Tell me.’
She didn’t reply instantly. I listened to her breathe. ‘This has only ever really been a fantasy. I’ve messed around doing it with strangers online, but that’s a fantasy too in many ways.’ She blew out a breath and continued. ‘To have you edge me earlier, and now this…’ I waited, she seemed to have more to say. ‘It’s a dream come true. And you’re making it happen.’
I didn’t know what to say. I could hear the emotion in her voice. ‘It’s a dream for me too. I guess… I’m just very happy you let me see this side of you. It’s beautiful.’ I could hear her sniffing. ‘Are you okay?’
She sounded happy enough. ‘Yes, sorry I’m getting a bit emotional. I should probably have a nap. You’ve worn me out.’
‘Well, there’s a first time for everything.’
She sniffed again then laughed. ‘Second times and third times and, yeah. I’m excited about doing lots of new stuff with you. Thank you, again. You’re amazing.’ She yawned loudly down the phone and I chuckled.
Finish it on a high. ‘You’re amazing too. Get some rest. We can talk later.’
Her voice was quieter now. ‘Okay. Thank you. Oh, and I sent you that guy’s contact info. Nathan, Emma’s husband.’
‘Super, thanks. Bye for now.’ I had to hold myself from saying anything sappier.
‘Bye,’ she said, then after a few seconds the call finished.
Well, that just happened. I was still buzzing from the whole experience. 
I’d started out feeling a total outsider when it came to kinky stuff. But at last I felt like I’d got something right, and Amy's reaction had been brilliant.
I checked my phone and saw the contact details she’d sent me. Before I chickened out, I sent them a message. ‘Hi, this is Dylan, Amy’s friend. She said I should talk to you for some advice on this whole denial thing?’
It took a half an hour before I got a reply. ‘Hi Dylan, great to hear from you. Emma’s got me up to speed. I hear you want some tips on how to dom and deny your girlfriend? Happy to help however I can.’
I read his message, excited but nervous to be talking to someone about all this. But he'd got one thing wrong. 
She’s not my girlfriend. I smiled. But it’s looking promising.





Discussion Points


A lot of my writing has 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.









Questions for individuals
	What in the story were your favourite parts, and why?
	Do you struggle between your view of yourself and how others see you? How do the characters in the book start to reconcile that?
	How does edging, denial and chastity feature in your sexual exploration. Could there be more potential?
	Are your expectations of finding your dream partner realistic, or might there be areas where you can compromise to find someone with potential?
	How do you keep from being walked in on like Pippa does in the story? Google for some ideas.
	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?









If you liked this…


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.
If you want me to prioritise writing the next chapter of Amy and Dylan's story then leaving reviews for it is honestly the best way to put it at the top of my list.
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: Just click ‘Edit’ next to your name and you can put anything you like for your review]Just click ‘Edit’ next to your name and you can put anything you like for your review

If you're using an ebook reader it's often easiest just to scan the QR code below and use your phone to enter the review:
[image: image-placeholder]
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







About the Author
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James has been creating kinky smut for a couple of decades - it’s mostly been in his head until now - and more recently on his unexpectedly popular Tumblr blog. He writes erotica and non-fiction about edging, orgasm denial, chastity play and anything else kinky he can come up with. His books explore the twists and turns of BDSM power dynamics, hot consent and erotic predicaments.﻿
﻿He’s married to Jane, who runs her own blog too, and somewhere in the mix they’ve managed to produce a couple of wonderful kids. They live happily just outside of London, England, and their friends and family are entirely oblivious to just what avid kinksters they are.﻿
﻿﻿
﻿You can find out more at Edging Space Publishing

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





Also by James Hardcourt







The One-Bar Prison


[image: image-placeholder]
A kinky fantasist, a hot, dominant neighbour, and the toy of her dreams. How could it go so wrong?

Natalie is very kinky, at least in the safety of her bedroom - too bad in real life she is shy and regrettably innocent. That is until hot new neighbour, Brandon, moves in next door, and is kind enough to hold a delivery she’s missed. That delivery, and the super kinky toy it contains, is about to propel Natalie’s fantasy very hard and very fast into reality.
The predicament she gets herself into will either be the most embarrassing experience of her life, or the start of something hot and beautiful. The choice is hers.
Full of kinky play, humiliating but adorable scenarios, and the hottest consent you’ll find in any erotica - dip into this first book in James Hardcourt’s best-selling Kink by the Numbers series - now with special edging instructions and author’s note
Get it on Amazon today










The Beta and His Bully - by JS Hardcourt

[image: image-placeholder]
You love her, but he's going to have her, and there's nothing a beta like you can do about it.
Except maybe watch.
But your bully has plans for you too.
Jared was your friend once, but he's bullied you for years. Now he's going to claim the sweet, innocent girl you've always adored; Charlotte won't be able to resist his considerable charms – he's the alpha she's secretly craved.
But your cravings are only going to get worse. Once your tiny beta bits are safely locked in chastity, you'll be the cuckold to the bully you hate and the woman you love.
And then your transformation can really begin.

This first book from James' edgier 'JS Hardcourt' penname explores a beta male, discovering his place, and despite all the turmoil and torment, learning to love it. The series includes cuckolding, tease and denial, chastity, SPH, voyeurism and more. And that's just the first book! Later on expect BDSM, cuckqueaning, gender exploration, femboy love and a whole mix of MF, MFM, and first time M/m action. It's a crazy ride you won't


Some praise for his other books:
The One-Bar Prison:
★★★★★ - My new favorite to pass on!
"This really is my new favorite short and sweet bit of erotica. The embarrassment, the kindness, the consent, the fantasy, the hotness, the education and suggestions at the end...just a great read. Fulfill your kinky side and get into this."

Tease for Two:
★★★★★ - FINALLY! Accurately Integrated Kinky Erotica
"The second instalment in the Kink by the Numbers series continues the stereotype blasting tour-de-force that is Author James Hardcourt! Whether you are a new explorer to the kink world or a frequent flyer, you will be pleased, I certainly am!"

Friends with Kinky Benefits:
★★★★★ - Hot AND Empowering!
"What makes James Hardcourt's books the best kink stories on the market? Hot fantasies mixed with characters that are actually relatable! Not to mention they're educational without being dry and detracting from the sexy fantasy. As someone who's always identified as submissive this book was also really empowering and helpful for building up more confidence to take charge some of the time in the bedroom, which my husband loves. I desperately want to see where this exploration takes Amy and Dylan, and hopefully see them switch roles interchangeably!"
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