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Introduction




Jane gets in first

Traditionally, James starts his novels with an introduction. Which is ironic because that’s not traditional at all in erotic romances. But anyway, as my name is on the cover too I thought I’d butt in on this bit.

Hello! It’s Jane here. Some of you might know me from my somewhat infamous, and now deleted ‘KeepHimCaged’ blog in the glory days of Tumblr. Although James is the one who puts in most of the hard work with these novels, I have to say that none of it would have happened without me, so if you enjoy them, you’re welcome! I’m being silly but it’s true - his first book, Entrapped, was created as a short fantasy for me and I loved it so much I asked him to write it up as a story. And that turned into three novellas (with more to come). Those got published, became bestsellers and the rest is history!

While I’ve always been his first beta reader (or should that be alpha reader, who knows?) this time around I’ve had a lot more influence on this book, from the concept to the plotting to some pretty brutal rewriting. Enough so that James suggested we put my name on the cover too. It’s actually the first step to me trying out some books where I’ve taken the lead from the start, so watch out for those in future.

While this book is fun and sexy, it’s actually dealing with what can be a serious topic, that of a relationship where the spark has gone from the intimate elements. James and I have the privilege of helping couples prepare for marriage and supporting them afterwards, and we know just what a huge challenge it can be to even talk about these things. This one also touches on the topic of anorgasmia, where someone is unable to orgasm (in what I hope is a fun and encouraging way). So while we hope you enjoy the book, I also hope that if you don’t have someone in your life like Jennifer (and goodness knows, we could all do with being more like her for others we love) then maybe this will spark some ideas for you to try out, or at the very least have fun reading with a partner and fanning something new into flames.

With love,

Jane 









Last word from James

The topic of a dead bedroom is a rather serious one for a fun and sexy romance novel. But that’s part of why we wanted to tackle it in this form. For those who are just reading this book for entertainment and titillation, you can probably just skip this introduction and get on with enjoying the story we’ve written. (Actually, they probably already have).

However, for those reading this who might describe their own love life as dead, or dying, our hope and prayer is that this story might be a little ray of hope in the darkness you most likely feel. The story was inspired by reading a reddit forum, r/deadbedroom and coming away from it wanting to write something that, in our own unique way, brought some ideas, inspiration and most of all hope, to the situations described there.

Please don’t think that the secret Tom and Jennifer have is what we’re saying will fix your situation. Life is rarely as simple as that. It’s actually the other things going on in this story that are most important – having someone to share with, being honest and communicating better with your partner, and most of all, the acknowledgement that we can ultimately only work on ourselves as we try to restore and renew a dead bedroom, and that might inspire our partner to do the same.

We have the privilege to do marriage preparation classes with young couples, as well as support and encourage others who are going through rough times. The key to any change for the better is developing honest, and ongoing communication. About where things are, and where you would like them to be. We hope that this story makes you laugh, inspires you in the bedroom, and in your attitudes to what a healthy, happy sex life can be. But most of all we hope it gives you something to talk over, and a template for how to have some of those difficult conversations, whether it’s with friends or your partner, because without talking, nothing is going to improve.

One last thing to note. We’re releasing this series in parts. That’s very unusual for this kind of romantic novel, but we really have no idea if these books will be popular so want to get some early content out there to see if anyone actually finds them useful. We’ve got a few parts currently planned (and mostly written) that we will bundle up into a full novel and paperback, but for now we’d love feedback on it. Reviews on the bookstores are hugely appreciated, but if you are willing, there will be a link at the back of the book to do a more in-depth feedback to use to help us make the next parts even more useful.

Hey look at that, I actually got the last word. This is not usual.

James
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‘I think we’re going to get a divorce.’ It had taken a few months of fretting, and three gin and tonics, for Kirsty to finally confess to her neighbour and best friend.

‘What?’ exclaimed Jennifer. ‘I knew things weren’t perfect, but a divorce, you’re not serious?’ She took her friend’s hand on the sofa and gave it a squeeze.

‘I don’t see any other way out. He’s not happy, I’m not happy. We’re just making each other, and the kids, miserable.’ She sat back and downed the last of her drink, tears starting to flow as she finally admitted how bad things were.

Jennifer finished her G&T too as she pondered what to say. ‘Hey, it’s okay, it’s going to be okay. I’m so glad you told me, that’s the first step.’ She hunted around for the box of tissues she kept under the sofa. ‘Look, tell me everything, you can trust me, you know that.’ She handed Kirsty a tissue and stood, fetched the drinks bottles and topped up their glasses, with more gin than tonic this time.

They spent the next twenty minutes discussing how bad it was making Kirsty feel, her worries about the impact on the kids, and the way nothing seemed to go right. ‘I still love him, but I’m not sure I like him any more,’ she concluded. ‘He’s becoming resentful and bitter. All the playfulness and fun is reserved for the kids, and even that’s fading.’

Jennifer leaned closer. ‘Okay, I see all that, and I hadn’t realised how bad some of it had got. I’m sorry I didn’t. But, I don’t understand what’s at the root of it all. You say you still love him and you’re gorgeous, and wonderful. I’m pretty sure he must still love you, he isn’t crazy.’

Kirsty thought back to the months, no years, of slow rejection. How little he laughed any more. The way they barely touched, let alone hugged. Or, God forbid, actually make love. ‘I don’t know. I don’t feel loved. I get it all from the kids now and that’s lovely, but it’s not the same, or enough.’

Jen sat back, sipping at her renewed drink. She paused, seeming hesitant to say something, but finally spoke. ‘What about sex?’

Kirsty shrank back into the sofa cushions. She hated talking about sex, Jennifer knew that. Instead of answering her question, she threw one back at her friend. ‘How do you do it? How, with three kids, and 15 years of marriage, how can you have still have a good sex life?’ It was something Kirsty had often wondered, but having grown up in a strict religious home this was the first time she’d been desperate enough to ask, even from her best friend.

Jennifer gave a little smile. ‘I might tell you, but answer my question first. I know you hate talking about this, but come on, trust me, maybe this is part of the problem and if so, it might be part of the solution. Tell me about your sex life.’

Kirsty snorted. ‘What sex life? He hasn’t touched me in months. We sit in bed ignoring each other, if he even bothers to come up before I’m asleep. It’s like there’s the Berlin Wall between us.’

‘Okay.’ Jennifer nodded. ‘I’m not surprised given how you’re feeling. But tell me more. Do you like sex?’

‘I, guess?’ She thought about it some more. ‘I don’t know. I used to like the idea of it. Of being so intimate with him, giving him pleasure. The reality was mostly just quick and a bit messy.’

Jennifer laughed. ‘I’m sorry, but yeah. Been there.’ She looked at her friend with compassion. ‘So when you were having sex, it wasn’t good?’

Kirsty shrugged. ‘I don’t have anything to compare it to, you know that. I suppose it was average. I don’t miss it, although maybe I miss the idea of it.’

Jennifer leaned in, and put her hand on Kirsty’s knee. ‘My sex life used to be average too. Now it’s amazing.’

‘I can tell, I’m envious. How? What’s your secret?’

‘I’ll tell you. I swear, if you promise to keep it just between us. But first I’m going to ask you some very personal questions. Is that okay? I’m not being nosey, I want to help you, and I promise I’ll never tell anyone.’

Kirsty glanced at her drink. She was definitely feeling emboldened. Normally talking about sex was utterly taboo for her, but maybe there was some truth to what her friend was suggesting, sex was somehow key to all this. And she was curious, too. What was this secret? ‘Go on then, ask away.’

Jennifer’s eyes sparkled as she sat back and bit her lip, looking at her friend. ‘Do you get horny?’

Kirsty laughed. ‘Sometimes, not very often. Maybe a couple of times a month.’

‘Just before your period, and two weeks after?’ Jennifer smiled over her drink.

‘I hadn’t ever really thought about it.’ Kirsty lifted her eyes and furrowed her eyebrows. ‘Yes, maybe. That’s when I’m ovulating, right?’ Her friend nodded. ‘Okay, that makes sense I guess.’

‘And what do you do about it?’

‘Well, I used to have sex, occasionally.’ She felt deflated.

Jennifer looked at her, seeming to weigh up something in her mind. ‘You never masturbate?’

Kirsty’s cheeks flared red. ‘No!’

‘Seriously, you never touch yourself, ever?’

She went even redder. ‘I mean, maybe in the shower a little, if it’s really bad.’ She gulped down more of her cocktail. ‘I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.’

Jennifer shook her head. ‘I’m only sorry we haven’t had it sooner. I’ve not been a good friend.’

Kirsty snapped her gaze up from the floor. ‘What are you talking about? You’re my best friend.’

‘And you’re mine, but I should have talked to you sooner about this. I’m sorry, I just knew you struggled to discuss it, but that’s not an excuse. I’m so glad we are now. Is it as hard as you thought it would be?’

Kirsty snorted. ‘Yes, although the gin helps. But getting it out, it’s kind of a relief.’ She looked sheepishly at her friend. ‘Do you… you know?’

‘Do I… what?’ Jennifer grinned, clearly knowing what she meant.

‘Oh, don’t be mean, don’t make me say it.’

‘It’s not a dirty word, Kirsty. I dare you, ask me.’

Kirsty let out a big breath. ‘Do you, touch yourself?’

Jennifer laughed. ‘You’re so cute. Say it properly, say the word.’

‘You are the worst. Do you have any idea how embarrassing this is?’ She squirmed in her seat.

Jennifer squeezed her knee. ‘I do, and I have to admit, I kind of love it. Now say it, I dare you.’

‘Fine. Do you masturbate?’ Kirsty gave a little shudder, as though saying it had hurt.

Jennifer let out a little sigh of achievement. ‘Yes, I do.’

‘Really?’ Kirsty looked at her with fresh interest. ‘How often? Why? I thought you had a good sex life.’

‘Woah, lots of questions.’ She put her elbow on the arm on the back of the sofa and leaned in closer. ‘Well, in terms of how often. Quite a lot, a few times a week at least.’

‘Oh my God, Jen, seriously? That much? Have you always? Isn’t Tom satisfying you?’

Jennifer laughed again. It was getting infectious. ‘More questions! Yes, that often, although it varies. And yes, I did it even more as a teen when I started. And Tom is very satisfying, I just love masturbating too.’

‘Doesn’t he get jealous?’

‘Well, he didn’t know for a long time but he knows all about it now, and truth be told, it turns him on.’

‘It does? Seriously?’ Kirsty stared at her friend with wonder. ‘Jen, what is your secret?’

Her eyes sparkled, and Kirsty could see she was biting back a smile. ‘Oh, that you’re going to have to wait for. But I will tell you, I promise. But it’s my turn to ask more now. This is a big one. Does Mark make you orgasm?’

That was almost too much for Kirsty. Talking about touching herself was one thing but this was just too personal. If it weren’t for her desire to know Jen’s secret, she’d have probably called a stop to it all right then. She still took a minute to answer. ‘I mean, it feels nice, sometimes. Not as good as when I, you know, in the shower.’

‘Do you come then, when you…’ she paused and gave a cheeky little smile, ‘touch yourself?’

Kirsty blew out a big breath. This really was really hard to talk about. ‘I don’t know,’ she said quietly. She made her big confession, ‘I don’t even know if I’ve orgasmed.’ She looked up, her eyes reddening. ‘I think I might be broken. Maybe this is all my fault.’ She began to cry again.

‘Oh. Okay. Hey, that’s alright. We can figure this out. Babes, don’t worry.’ She put her arm around her friend and gave her a side-hug.

Kirsty sniffed. ‘What’s an orgasm supposed to feel like?’

‘That is a really good question. I remember once reading “You will know it when you have one” and that’s definitely true. It feels incredible. Some times better than other times, but it’s not just “nice” that’s for sure.’

‘Then… then I haven’t had one.’ She started crying properly, fat tears dropping onto her skirt.

Jennifer sat with her, pulling her close, letting it out. She reached over and pulled a tissue from somewhere, letting Kirsty wipe her eyes and nose. After a few moments she spoke up, ‘Then we better fix that right now.’

Kirsty’s head shot up. ‘What? How?’ she sniffled. ‘What are you talking about?’

Jennifer let go of her and turned more to face her friend. ‘Besides the crying, how’s sharing all this make you feel?’

She considered for a moment, wiping her nose with a tissue. ‘I mean, relieved maybe. It’s good to get this off my chest, to finally tell you about it.’

‘Yeah, I can see that. You want to know how I feel about it?’ Jennifer asked. Her friend nodded. ‘Sad, and happy, and… horny.’

Kirsty took a moment to register the last one. ‘Woah, wait, what?’

‘Yep. Sad, because I should have helped you with this before. Happy because I’ve always wanted to talk with you about this stuff.’

‘But horny?’ Kirsty was obviously shocked, but couldn’t help letting her curiosity show.

‘Horny because I love sex. I love talking about sex. And I’m super excited to tell you our secret. But I’m not going to yet. You’re going to have to earn it.’

‘Oh my God, Jen. You’re unbelievable. You are such a tease.’ At least the revelation had stopped her crying.

Jennifer stood, smiling. ‘You have no idea.’ She laughed. ‘Up you get, we have important work to do.’ She held both hands out.

Kirsty looked up at her friend. She was absolutely glowing. What is she planning? She slowly pushed herself forward from the comfy sofa seat, suddenly nervous. ‘What work?’

Jennifer took her hand. ‘The kids are down, the men are out for at least another hour. My darling friend, we are going to make you orgasm.’
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They got to the bottom of the stairs before Jennifer’s words really registered. Kirsty stopped. ‘Wait, what? I don’t understand. What are you suggesting?’

Jennifer stood on the first step, so she was a little higher than her. ‘We should see if you can orgasm. I think it’s key to sorting this out.’

‘But, but, where are you taking me? Orgasm, how?’

Jennifer bit her lip. ‘Well, what do you imagine?’

‘I don’t know. This is your idea. You’re not taking me to bed, right?’ Kirsty’s voice had got a bit squeaky.

‘Well, I can’t say I’ve never imagined it.’ Jennifer opened her eyes wide and gave her the naughtiest look.

‘What!’ Kirsty shouted, then remembered the sleeping kids. ‘What?’ she said more quietly, ‘you’re not a lesbian?’

‘Goodness no, just a fantasy. Although things are much more fluid than even when we grew up.’ The massive grin on her face was clearly conveying how much fun she was having.

Kirsty was still trying to process what she’d heard. ‘You seriously have sexual fantasies about me?’ The whole idea made her feel quite strange.

Jennifer gave her shoulder a squeeze and with a warm smile said, ‘Oh honey, it’s not just you. I fantasise about pretty much everything. I have a very active imagination. But yes, you are not only my bestie, but my hottest friend too, so you are kind of my go to for any girly action.’ Jennifer glanced down at Kirsty’s chest. ‘You have no idea how jealous I am of your boobs. Oh damn, I really am tipsy. Is that too much information?’

It was all an information overload. Kirsty had no idea what to think about any of it. ‘Are we going to have sex?’ she blurted out.

Jennifer giggled and then rubbed her cheek. ‘Oh honey, no. But it’s adorable you dared ask. You’re going to have a shower.’

‘A shower? But, what?’

‘Come on, I’ll explain upstairs.’ She pulled on her hand and a bewildered Kirsty followed her up to the landing. Jennifer’s giggles were infectious, and she found herself laughing quietly too as she was dragged into the master bedroom, and then around to the ensuite bathroom.

Kirsty had only ever seen it once before, when she’d got the tour of the new extension that Jennifer and Tom had added a few years back. A really large, modern bath in the middle of the room, and a double sized walk-in shower at the end.

‘Why are we here?’ she giggled, the alcohol and adrenaline rush helping her share her best friend’s enthusiasm.

‘Well, you said you tried in the shower, and this one is rather special.’ Jennifer kicked off her shoes and stepped behind the long glass dividing screen. It had a fixed overhead shower head, but it was the second one on a hose which she took hold of. Her hushed voice echoed a bit off the beautiful tiles. ‘This shower has a pulse massage function.’ She turned a dial on the shower head. ‘It’s one of my favourite ways to climax. If this doesn’t do it for you, well, there are other options, but it’s very effective.’

‘Wow,’ was all Kirsty could say.

Jennifer turned, and sat on the little shelf seat at the far end. Her voice echoed as she spoke, ‘When you’ve got warmed up, sit on here and try it.’ She spread her legs and leaned back, moving the shower head between them to demonstrate.

‘Oh my God.’ Kirsty couldn’t help but picture her friend, naked, sitting in that shower, masturbating with the water. She’d always heard that people did it, but had never tried.

‘It’s all about the pulse, for me anyway. If it gets too much, just direct it off to the side a bit.’ She looked up and laughed. ‘Are you imagining me doing it?’

Kirsty went bright red, but said nothing.

‘That’s okay, I’ll be imagining you from next door.’

‘Jen! What are you like?’

‘Naughtier than you know and having a lot of fun.’ She put the shower head back in its holder and stood, joining her friend by the bath.

‘I’m your best friend and I want you to have the life you deserve. And for sure, the orgasms you deserve. I’m only sorry I didn’t ask all this sooner. Now, before you chicken out, give this a go. You’re just learning what your body is capable of, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I had to learn it too.’

‘Sure, but years ago.’

‘Yes, and I wish I’d had a friend who could have helped me the way I’m helping you. What are friends for, right?’

‘I guess. I’m nervous, this is all going very fast.’

Jennifer stroked her back. ‘I know, but if you don’t do this now, will you ever?’

Kirsty blew out her lips. ‘Probably not.’

‘And do you want to know what an orgasm feels like?’

‘Yes,’ Kirsty reluctantly admitted.

‘Then go for it. I’ll be waiting next door for you.’

Kirsty didn’t dare ask what she’d be doing as she waited. That would definitely be too much information.

‘Have fun, and use my fluffy robe after if you want,’ Jennifer said as she moved to the doorway. ‘If you have any questions, just pop your head through. No questions are off limits. Remember, it’s only a shower.’

To you maybe. Wow, who knew this side of her existed? Kirsty stood there as the door closed. She thought about it some more. She’d known, she had always sensed it, but been too afraid to bring it up. But now she had, she felt a little thrill at being brave enough to have done so. She looked again at the shower, not entirely sure this was really happening. ‘It’s only a shower…’ she said to herself, and started to undo her buttons.
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The shower controls were pretty intuitive, and Kirsty soon found the room was filling with steam as hot water cascaded down from the fixed showerhead above. What am I doing, what am I doing? Just having a shower, that’s all… She stepped into the water. It was that perfect temperature that just prickled the skin for a moment until she got used to it.

Kirsty breathed out a sigh that bubbled through the water pouring down her face. What a crazy hour it’s been. She’d never imagined sharing about her marriage would lead her here. But at some level she knew that sex, and her relationship with it, was at least part of the issue.

She couldn’t believe that her deepest secret, her confusion about orgasms, had somehow come out, and that Jennifer had been so relaxed, even positive about it. To the extent that here she was, in her best friend’s shower, about to attempt to orgasm..

Kirsty looked at the second shower head. I could always lie, say I did it. Just have a shower and get dried off. She shook her head. Why would she do that? Hasn’t that been the problem for so long? Now at last she was lucky enough to have a friend who wanted to help, she’d be crazy not to at least try, once.

She pictured Jennifer. The thought that she knew what Kirsty was about to do simply didn’t fit into any reality she could process. Yet here she was, naked, with her friend next door, about to masturbate the way she had told her to.

It was crazy, but more than that, it was thrilling.

She had to acknowledge that part of her was excited by this. Jennifer’s sheer down-to-earth attitude about it helped her see things a bit differently. ‘Happy and horny’ - I wish I could be that free. She reached out and took hold of the massage shower head. ‘At the very least I can try.’

The tiles were cold on her bottom and back as she sat on the seat built into the end of the shower. She recalled Jennifer there just minutes ago, and smiled, copying her, spreading her legs. She suddenly felt very exposed. I didn’t even check if the door was locked, something she did without fail even at home. What has got into me?

Kirsty reached over and turned on the shower head in her hand. Immediately she could feel it oscillating as it pumped out the water and somehow turned it into a massage jet. It warmed up very fast and she tried directing the main central jet down her legs. Sure enough, the water was pulsing and it felt great, even on her calves. She directed the jet further up, letting it massage the muscles of her thighs, hesitating as she reached the apex.

She blew out another breath, ‘Here we go,’ she said to herself. She moved the jet of water up to above her clitoris, where it pulsed away on her dark pubic hair. ‘Oh God.’ Even there, the vibrations were transferring to her pussy. She held it close and crept it down until the water surged against her sex. It was incredible. Pleasure radiated out from between her legs. It felt as though the shower head was pouring out not just water but bliss into her body, and it was quickly filling her up.

‘Oh my goodness, oh God, it feels so good,’ she said to the cascading water. It was getting intense, so fast. She didn’t want to pull the jet away but she was also curious how it would feel elsewhere. She rotated it in small circles, keeping her clitoris at the centre.

Kirsty began to tease herself, alternating between circling and holding it where it felt best. The pleasure kept mounting. She looked down between her breasts, her nipples hard and erect. She reached up for some shower gel, pouring it over her breasts and rubbing it into her hard nipples as she held the jet on her clit. It felt incredible. Somehow, playing with them accentuated the heavenly feelings between her legs while spreading it over more of her body. She pulled and squeezed at her nipples, losing herself to the pleasure. This was better than anything she’d ever felt.

Oh my God, I’m going to orgasm. Somehow she knew it, despite never having felt it. She instinctively knew it was happening, her body preparing for something it had unknowingly craved for so long. Kirsty closed her eyes, leaned back and let it happen. She took in a big breath, held it for a moment, and that was enough. The pressure of that big breath tipped her over the edge. An explosion of incomparable pleasure, surging through her body. Starting between her legs but rapidly flowing beyond, up her back, making it arch, her legs spreading wider, feet up on tiptoes. Every muscle in her seemed to tighten and increase the power of the climax before she dropped into a sea of bliss, wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure flowing through her like the water cascading down her body. And it seemed to go on forever, she had no idea if it was seconds or minutes. Time stopped. The orgasm was everything.

Finally, it subsided, and her awareness of her surroundings returned. Kirsty had dropped the shower head at some point and looked down with amazement at her hand. It was cupping her mound, squeezing it, but her middle two fingers were inside her vagina. And they felt good. She felt good. Clenching down there she felt it tighten on her fingers, strangely excited that there was a whole part of her body that had been ignored until this moment and the orgasm had somehow given her access to.

More than anything though, her fingers in there made her want to have sex. She’d always thought that an orgasm would reduce that desire, but right now she wanted more than anything to see how Mark’s cock felt in her. She imagined it would be a very different experience. Well damn, Jennifer might be onto something.

Kirsty slid her fingers out, surprised at how good even that felt, and for the first time, perhaps because of the newfound love of the pleasure her pussy could give her, she wasn’t repelled at her own wetness that coated them. She looked at it with fascination before rinsing it off in the shower water.

The detachable shower head was snaking around a little under its own pressure. She thought about trying it again but was coming down from the high now and wanted to take some time to let what just happened sink in. I’m not broken. The pleasure, and emotion of the moment overwhelmed her. She stood, shakily, and let the hot water soothe her and wash away the tears that she could no longer hold back.
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The door from the bathroom slowly opened and Kirsty stepped through. ‘Oh, my God. How have I been missing out on those my entire life. That was incredible!’ She paused, stood in Jennifer’s pink fluffy dressing gown, her skin flushed from more than the hot shower.

Jennifer laughed and sat up in bed. She patted beside her. ‘Come, sit and tell me everything!’

Kirsty only just noticed that she’d changed into something… well, ‘nightwear’ hardly covered it. ‘Goodness, is that seriously what you wear to bed?’ It was a silky purple chemise whose black lacy trim at the bottom barely came down to her friend’s thighs.

‘Do you like it? It’s Friday night, Tom’s going to be super horny when he gets home so I like to wear something cute.’

Kirsty perched on the bed, automatically wrapping the dressing gown around her so she was covered. It suddenly felt overcautious given what her friend was wearing. ‘How do you know he’ll be horny?’

Jennifer gave a little smirk. ‘Oh, I can be sure of that, it’s part of our secret.’

‘What is it, won’t you tell me?’

‘I will, I promise. But first, let’s focus back on you. So you had an orgasm, huh?’ Jennifer patted again next to her and Kirsty shuffled up to sit where she assumed Tom normally slept.

‘Yes, that was… incredible. Like I said, I can’t believe I’ve been missing out on that. I’m such an idiot. I feel really stupid.’

‘Hey now, no point regretting stuff. You’re being brave enough to learn it now, that’s what matters.’

‘I suppose you’re right, even so, why don’t they teach this stuff in school? How have I come out knowing how to do differential equations which I’ve never used in my life but not a clue about how to do… that!’ She sounded cross.

‘I know, it’s crazy isn’t it. At least they have the internet to learn from now.’

‘How did you figure all this out?’

‘I don’t know, I was curious I guess. I used to play in the bath, then bed, then kept working out what felt better until, bazinga!’ Jennifer laughed.

‘Bazinga indeed. I’m so jealous. You’ve been climaxing for twenty years and I just discovered it today.’

‘But you did discover it, and you get what the fuss is about now, right?’

‘Oh my God yes. I’m tempted to ask how come you only masturbate three times a week,’ Kirsty said, surprising herself.

‘Kirsty Nelson, what’s got into you? I love it!’ Jennifer bounced with excitement.

She blushed, looking down at the bed. ‘Really?’

‘So much! This is honestly a dream come true. You’ve been my best friend since we moved here, and I’ve longed so often to be able to talk to you like this.’

Kirsty shook her head. ‘I can’t believe I just came in your shower.’

They both laughed. ‘How’s it left you feeling?’

‘Amazing. Seriously, I suddenly get why this is such a big thing for people. I feel like I’m flying. I get why you’d do it so much.’

‘Well, to answer your question, as much as I love masturbating, it’s even better when Tom makes me come.’

Kirsty let out a little frustrated sigh. She didn’t have to say what she was thinking.

‘Oh honey,’ Jennifer reached out and rubbed Kirsty’s knee, ‘don’t you worry, we’ll get that happening too.’

‘Really? How?’

‘We’ll figure it out, I have some ideas. But that’s not the priority right now.’

Kirsty frowned, ‘It’s not? My husband has never given me an orgasm. I’d say that’s fairly high on the to-do list.’

Jennifer laughed. ‘That’s true, but sweetie, you hadn’t made yourself come until just now. And that’s the priority: you, understanding yourself better, what you like, and what you want. You can’t expect him to give you that if you don’t even know yourself.’

‘I guess that makes sense.’ She didn’t sound too happy about it.

Jennifer turned to her and squeezed her leg. ‘If I’ve learned one thing in all this, it’s that we can’t change the other person, we can only change ourselves. And then maybe give them some help if they want to meet us in the middle.’

Kirsty turned to her. ‘What does he do, to make you…?’ she whispered.

Jennifer got a naughty gleam in her eye. ‘Well, there are lots of ways. Sometimes we’ll cuddle up and he’ll just put his hand between my legs and slowly rub me.’ Her hands slid down the silky material of her chemise and stroked her thighs. ‘Then he’ll push his fingers in me, and finger fuck me, and rub me some more until I come.’

‘Oh my God.’ Kirsty put her hand over her mouth. Jennifer just seemed to be spurred on.

‘Then of course other times he’ll give me a good hard fucking.’ She looked at Kirsty with a relish and slid down the bed just a little before opening her legs.

Kirsty couldn’t help picture it.‘You are unbelievable, I’ve unleashed a monster.’

Jennifer just laughed and winked. She licked her lips. ‘Then, of course, and recently most of all, he makes me come with his mouth.’

‘Seriously? I can’t even imagine. I’d be so embarrassed.’

Jennifer put her legs together and rolled closer, onto her side. ‘Kirsty, darling, believe me when I say, however good that was in there,’ she nodded to the bathroom, ‘a warm, soft mouth between your legs is way, way better.’

‘Really? I don’t know.’ Kirsty tried imagining it but her doubts were setting in.

‘You suck his cock don’t you?’ Jennifer asked.

‘Umm, I mean, maybe for his birthday, sometimes.’

Jennifer sat up higher. ‘Seriously? That’s all?’

Kirsty suddenly felt defensive. ‘I never really liked it.’

‘Okay.’ Her friend was quiet for a moment, then changed the subject. ‘Other times he’ll use some toys.’

‘Sex toys?’ squeaked Kirsty.

‘Mhmmm, we have lots.’ She looked Kirsty in the eyes. ‘Do you want to see some?’

Kirsty’s heart began pounding in her chest, all talk of BJs forgotten. She just nodded. Jennifer leaned over the side of the bed and opened a drawer built into the divan. She pulled out a big, flat zipped case that she laid on the bed and tapped it. ‘These are great, you can lock them if you need to when the kids get older and curious.’ She turned to Kirsty, ‘You sure you want to see?’

She just nodded again. Jennifer slowly undid the two zips from the front all the way to the back and lifted the top half. There were at least a dozen sex toys, half of which Kirsty didn’t even recognise. Jennifer didn’t ask, but started taking each one out and explaining it.

‘This is a dildo, isn’t it pretty?’ It was a realistic penis shape, but its colour was anything but - a mix of pink and purple, a good seven inches long with a wide base.

‘It’s so pretty, but it’s big, isn’t it?’ She looked to her friend for confirmation.

‘Well, it’s bigger than average if you’re talking about penises, but as far as dildos go, no, about normal, it’s not my biggest.’

‘Seriously?’ Kirsty scanned the other toys but didn’t see a bigger one. She has more somewhere else?

‘Mhmmm,’ Jennifer continued, not offering to show her, but picking the next toy from the box. ‘This is a bullet vibe, probably my favourite go-to for a quickie.’ She pressed a hidden button in the side of the soft silicone and it began to quietly buzz. ‘Here, feel this.’ Without hesitating, she reached up and touched the side of it to the tip of Kirsty’s nose.

Kirsty shook her head, fighting off the urge to sneeze, ‘Oh wow, that’s strong!’

‘I know, right, and that’s only level one of three. Imagine it, between your legs.’

That would be much more intense than the shower. ‘I… I am.’

Jennifer put it back in the box. ‘We’re going to get you one of these.’

‘We are?’ Kirsty said.

‘Yep.’

The way Jennifer was acting, taking charge, was somehow comforting. All this was so new to her. She loved the passion and excitement she could sense from her best friend, and she was increasingly confident in her curiosity. ‘What’s that?’ she asked, pointing to what looked like a giant pink sperm.

‘Oh, that’s my Lush. It’s another vibrator, but a very special one.’

Kirsty couldn’t help herself asking. ‘What’s special about it?’

Jennifer didn’t answer, but reached over to the side of her bed and grabbed her phone. She unlocked it and brought up an app. ‘It’s remote controlled.’

‘No! From your phone?’ Kirsty was fascinated as she connected the phone to the toy and moved her finger up and down the screen, making it go from a low rumble to a high-pitched buzz. ‘That’s so clever,’ she declared.

‘Tom can control it, from anywhere.’

‘Anywhere?’

‘So hot for phone sex when he’s on business trips, but my favourite is secretly wearing it to restaurants,’ she paused and turned to Kirsty and dropped her voice to a whisper, ‘or dinner parties.’

Kirsty took a moment to register what was being confessed. The two of them loved to throw dinner parties together with a few of their friends from the neighbourhood. ‘You’re not telling me you…’

‘Mhmmm. The last three I think it must be. It’s so fun.’

‘I had no idea!’

‘Just the way it should be, although remember when I dropped that empty bottle of wine last time?’

Kirsty nodded, she vaguely remembered it. ‘That was because…?’ she pointed to the phone.

‘Because Tom made me come right there while tidying up.’

‘Oh, my God. You guys are crazy.’ She shook her head.

Jennifer touched her on the arm. ‘Is that too much information?’

Kirsty thought about it for a moment. ‘No, this is mind-blowing, but I love you telling me all this. I feel like the scales are falling off my eyes and I’m seeing a whole unknown world. Is this your secret?’ She nodded at the Lush, now vibrating on the duvet as her friend put it on some kind of repeating pattern.

‘This?’ She picked up the Lush and stopped the vibrations. ‘Oh no, it’s way kinkier than that.’

‘Are you kinky then?’

Jennifer paused. ‘Yep, you’d be surprised I think.’

‘I’m already surprised!’

‘Really, you didn’t get the vibe…’ she chuckled at the pun, ‘…that Tom and I are into stuff like this?’

‘I guess I did. I just didn’t want to see it as my own sex life was, yeah…’ she shrugged.

‘Sure, I get that. Ours went through the doldrums when we first had the kids. It’s a tough time for everyone.’

‘But yours got better, mine never even got going, it seems.’

‘It did get better, but it takes some work, and trying new things. That is the real secret, for sure.’

Kirsty turned to her friend at the mention of secrets. ‘What is it, please, I’m dying to know.’

‘It’s really pretty kinky, are you sure you want to know? Maybe “surprising” was the wrong word. You’ll be shocked.’

She wasn’t going to be put off. ‘Well shock me then, I dare you.’

Jennifer bit her lips and smiled, then leaned forwards and kissed her friend on the nose. ‘I will shock you later, I promise.’ She lifted up a new toy. ‘Know what this is?’

‘I think so, I’m embarrassed to say.’

‘You are so cute. What is it?’

‘Is it a butt plug?’

Jennifer smacked her hand down on her knee and laughed. ‘Yes, see, you are a bit kinky to know that.’

Kirsty shook her head. ‘I’ve just seen them on TV, not on purpose. I don’t get it, why would you want to put anything in your bottom?’

‘Because it feels good, obviously.’

She stared at the smaller toy, not at all convinced. ‘Really? It honestly feels good? I find that hard to believe.’

‘It feels… strange to start, but yes. I guess “feels good” doesn’t cover it. It does different things depending what mood I’m in.’

‘What kind of things?’

Jennifer thought about it for a moment. ‘I guess it really helps if I’m wanting to be submissive. It puts me in that headspace.’

‘Submissive as in, Fifty Shades stuff?’

Jennifer laughed. ‘Yeah, like that. BDSM. Mostly the ‘B’ bit, bondage. I love Tom tying me up.’

Kirsty’s breath caught in her chest. In a quieter voice she asked, ‘He does that to you?’

Jennifer immediately caught onto her change of tone. ‘He does. I adore it, all helpless and at his mercy, hands tied tight. Is that something you ever think about?’

Kirsty managed a tiny nod.

Jennifer rubbed her knees. ‘It’s hot isn’t it, the idea of being helpless.’

‘It is,’ she managed to reply. She couldn’t believe she was admitting this. She’d had dreams of being tied up ever since she could remember. She hadn’t ever put it together with sex as an idea, until now, and it was lighting a fire inside her.

Jennifer reached over into the bedside drawer and dropped a long, coiled red rope onto the bed. ‘We even have rope.’

Kirsty was mesmerised. More than any of the selection of toys, it was this simple object that got to her. She tentatively reached out and stroked the rope, it was incredibly soft. ‘I always imagined it being rough.’

‘Oh, you can get hemp rope that’s like that, but I’m a bit of a wuss, I prefer soft and comfortable. Speaking of which, reach down the very edge of the bed, see if you can find a strap, pull it up.’

Kirsty turned, doing as she was told, her fingers reaching down next to the wall, and sure enough she found the edge of a nylon strap. As she pulled it up it came out a couple of feet long, and there was some soft padding and velcro at the end. She turned back to Jennifer to see she’d done the same.

‘Bed restraints,’ she announced. The soft bit at the top does up with velcro. They’re super comfortable but surprisingly secure.

‘You… you have bondage restraints permanently fixed to your bed.’ Somehow this revelation was what truly blew Kirsty’s mind as to just how different their sex lives were. ‘How often do you use them?’

‘A couple of times a month, maybe.’ Jennifer paused, ‘No, perhaps more than that, if you count when I tie Tom up.’

‘Wait, you restrain Tom, with these?’

‘Hell yeah. He’s so much stronger than me. And I love that most of the time. But putting him in these, letting me be the powerful one, making him helpless. Oh Kirsty, it’s so hot.’

She pictured it for a moment. ‘What do you do to him when he’s restrained?’

Jennifer grinned. ‘Anything I want.’

She seemed to enjoy the look on Kirsty’s face. Jennifer remembered what they’d been talking about and picked up the butt plug again. ‘So the second reason I like this sometimes is it totally brings out my inner slut.’

Kirsty laughed. ‘I’m not sure I’ve got one of them.’

‘I’ve got enough for both of us, don’t you worry.’

She laughed again. ‘Okay, why would you want to bring out your… inner slut?’

Jennifer sniggered at the way she said it. ‘Because Tom adores it. I get to be his horny little fucktoy just like when we first got together. Seriously, it’s like it flips a switch in my brain.’

Kirsty stared at it. ‘Does it do that to everyone?’

‘I don’t know. I never had anyone to ask. It does different things to Tom.’

She put her hands up in the air. ‘Wait wait, hold up. You put this in Tom’s bottom?’ Kirsty nearly grabbed it, but realised what a bad idea that would be.

‘Sure I do, I mean from a biological point of view men are more suited for all the butt play, what with the prostate etcetera up there, they’re able to come from it.’

‘I thought that was a myth,’ Kirsty exclaimed.

Jennifer grinned again. ‘Definitely not a myth.’ She didn’t need to say any more.

‘What is that?’ Kirsty pointed at a U-shaped device a few inches long.

‘Oh that’s a We-Vibe, they’re ace. This bit slips in me,’ she picked it up and twanged the slightly smaller part, ‘while this bit presses on my clitoris.’

‘Wow, I had no idea there were so many different toys. What’s it feel like?’

‘Amazing, having vibrations outside and in is just incredible, but that’s not the best use of it.’

‘Oh, what is?’

‘I love wearing it while he fucks me. That’s what it’s designed for. I come so much, over and over.’

‘You can come more than once?’

Jennifer looked at her through with her eyebrows raised. ‘Come on, Kirsty, even you’ve heard of multiple orgasms. They’re not the exception for most women, they are the norm. How are you feeling, for example? Has that orgasm in the shower sated you…’ Jennifer leaned up close so her lips were just inches from her friend, ‘…or do you want more?’

Kirsty breathed in her friend’s warm breath, her heart rate climbing. All of this, the sudden liberation to talk about sex, her first orgasm, and now learning so much, was definitely getting her very worked up. ‘I want more,’ she admitted.

‘Good.’

She nodded at the We-Vibe. ‘Tell me more, do you always have sex with that in?’

Jennifer shook her head. ‘No, and actually we never “have sex”. We sometimes make love,’ her eyelids almost closed as she looked into Kirsty’s eyes, ‘but most of the time we fuck.’ She spat the word out with relish, smiling at Kirsty’s wide-eyed reaction. ‘He fucks me right there, where you’re sitting, pounds me into the bed until he comes deep in me. Oh God, I’m so horny. Sorry, was that too much?’

Kirsty stayed silent for a moment. ‘No,’ she decided. ‘That was hot.’ The excitement faded though as she looked away into the room. ‘I’ve never been fucked.’

Jennifer took her chin gently in her hand and kissed her on the cheek. ‘I intend to fix that, just you wait.’
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Kirsty was about to ask how else Tom makes her come when the sound of tyres on the gravel drive came through the window.

Jennifer looked at the window then back to her friend who was still only wearing a dressing gown. ‘Oh shit, Tom’s home. That means Mark must be back at your place. Do you need to go?’

Kirsty shrugged. ‘I mean he’ll expect me back soon but he’ll have taken over from the babysitter so it’s not a problem.’ Her mind went back to the beginning of the life-changing discussion they were having. ‘So what’s the secret, can you tell me now?’

‘Well, Tom will be up soon. He won’t mind you sitting here, I can have told him you spilled wine on yourself or something. But…’ she looked around the room, thinking. ‘I could tell you the secret, but if you’re very, very quiet, we could be naughty and I’ll secretly show you?’

Kirsty frowned. ‘Show me, how, what do you mean?’

‘It’s hard to explain, but you need to be very horny, and very curious for this to work. Are you?’

Kirsty didn’t have to think about it much, ‘Yes, and yes.’

‘Brilliant, stand up, come over here.’ Jennifer jumped up and went over to one of the fitted wardrobes that lined the room at the far end of the bed. ‘I just cleared out a load of stuff to a charity shop, there’s some room in here.’ She opened the door. ‘You’ll need to kneel down.’

‘Wait, you want me to watch from the wardrobe?’

‘Yes, is that a bit too cliched?’

‘But what am I watching?’

‘I’ll let you see the secret. But you have to promise to keep quiet, no matter how surprised you are.’

Kirsty’s usual instincts were screaming for her to run away, but her curiosity, and the arousal from the last hour’s experiences, won out. ‘Okay, I promise.’ She glanced at the space in the wardrobe. ‘Am I really going to fit in there?’

‘Hmm, you better give me that. I should wear it for Tom coming back, anyway.’ Jennifer reached for the fluffy dressing gown.

‘But I’m naked under here!’

‘I’ll get your clothes, silly. We can’t have Tom finding them in the bathroom. Go on, let me have it and get in. I’ll be right back.’ They both heard the front door open; it was enough to scare Kirsty into stripping off the dressing gown and dashing into the cover of the wardrobe. Jennifer whispered through the open gap in the wardrobe door, ‘He’ll potter around downstairs checking everything’s locked up, just get comfy.’

She was tempted to get back out, but the thought of Tom finding her naked seemed much scarier than the warm darkness of the closet. What on earth am I doing? ‘I need my clothes,’ Kirsty hissed.

‘I’m getting them, hold your horses.’ Jennifer was definitely giggling and suddenly didn’t seem in such a rush. She even went to fetch something from the bed before heading to the bathroom. It seemed an eternity before she came back out, and opened the adjoining door of the wardrobe and dropped some clothes in. ‘There you go. I think he’s coming up. Here’s one more thing,’ she handed a phone to her. ‘You can message me if you need to. It’s unlocked. Now stay quiet, you promise? I’ll be in big trouble if you make a sound.’

Kirsty nodded, realising that there was no way Jen could see her through the small slit in the door they’d left open. She looked at the phone in her hand. “It’s unlocked”. What does that mean, it’s my phone?

But it wasn’t. Instead of her iPhone, it was Jen’s she was holding. ‘This is your phone,’ she whispered.

‘I know, and I have yours to reply. But guess what I put inside me in the bathroom. You have the control, and can use it to secretly let me know if you’re enjoying what you see.’

Kirsty looked down at the phone. There it was, open already, the ‘Lovense’ remote control app. She switched to it. ‘Lush Connected and active,’ she read, and sure enough, it was already turned on at the lowest level. ‘Oh my God,’ she whispered to herself as she heard the bedroom door open. She bloody well planned this.

‘Hi sexy pants,’ Tom’s low voice rumbled as he must have stepped into the room. Kirsty was suddenly very aware that she was naked. What if he opened the wardrobe? She hunted around for her clothes but they were just out of reach and she was terrified of making a noise that would betray her location.

Jennifer’s voice pipped up. ‘Hi baby, did you have a good evening?’ She couldn’t see either of them. The gap in the door only let her see a section at the bottom of the bed and the entrance to the bathroom.

She heard Tom give her a kiss, and it wasn’t just a peck on the cheek. ‘I did, thank you, but couldn’t stop thinking about you all evening, of course.’

‘Just the way I like it. What were you thinking?’

‘About all the things I want to do to you,’ he replied.

‘Oh really! Come and sit here and tell me what that involves.’ Jennifer came into Kirsty’s line of sight and she patted the end of the bed in her eyeline. 

‘Well, it’s up to you what it involves. Are you going to unlock me?’

Unlock him? What on earth does that mean? Kirsty carefully shifted to a more comfortable kneeling position. She saw him give her bottom a squeeze before he sat down at the end of the bed. It’s been years since Mark did even that to me. I’ve got to know this secret.

Jennifer stood in front of him, hands on her hips. ‘We’ll see. I want to hear more of what you were thinking about doing to me first.’

Tom laughed. ‘You know, the usual.’

‘What’s the usual, I want to hear it.’

‘Please baby, unlock me, I need you,’ he begged.

‘I said we’ll see.’ Jennifer put her hands on his spread knees and pushed them further apart, kneeling down so she was now a bit lower than him. ‘Lie back,’ she told him, and Kirsty watched him fall back onto the bed.

‘You’re so fucking hot.’

‘I know, but never stop telling me.’ Jennifer undid Tom’s belt and then he lifted his bottom off the bed as she wriggled his trousers down to around his ankles. She paused to turn to where Kirsty was hiding, and gave her a grin and a secret wave. Then she tapped the side of her head before pressing her thumb repeatedly into the side of her finger.

What was she trying to say? Oh God, the remote. I forgot completely. Kirsty picked up the phone and opened the app. She’d forgotten that the toy was buzzing away at the lowest setting the whole time. She hesitantly put her finger on the screen and moved it up. She saw Jennifer’s back arch in response. Oh boy, I’m in control of her vibrator, this is insane. Nonetheless, she couldn’t help herself sliding her finger up a little higher. She watched Jennifer’s mouth open in silent pleasure, and she managed to give her a little thumbs up before her hands slid up Tom’s now bare thighs.

As crazy as this was, it was also enthralling. To see her friend like that, and under her indirect control. She pushed her finger higher, to about half the height of the screen. Jennifer let out a little moan and hid it by beginning to kiss her husband’s thighs, letting out little sexy noises that might have been part of the act, but Kirsty knew had another cause. Her moans were joined by Tom’s as her mouth reached the apex of his legs, and she began kissing through the material of his jockey shorts. ‘Oh, honey, your balls feel so hot and full. You poor thing.’ She nuzzled her face into his crotch.

Kirsty was transfixed. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat. She’d never seen anything like it. Porn had always been a big turnoff. But to see her friend like this, it was the sexiest thing she’d ever witnessed. Suddenly, the fact she was naked became part of the experience. Full of a new boldness, she slipped her spare hand down between her legs, and was shocked by how wet she discovered she was. Her now damp fingers found her clitoris and she almost cried out at how good the lightest of touches felt. She bit her lips, closed her eyes, and rubbed.

As good as the shower head had felt, this was something different. Something intimate, just her, and her fingers, between her spread legs.

She opened her eyes again, Jennifer was still rubbing her face over the fabric of his shorts, teasing and kissing him through it. She seemed lost in it. Kirsty lowered the vibrations to give her some respite and it worked immediately, her glance darting back to the wardrobe. She felt suddenly exposed, and stopped rubbing. Don’t be stupid, I’m in the dark, she can’t see me. It felt too good to stop for long. Her fingers returned to their place as she listened in on their conversation.

‘So how was Mark tonight?’ Jennifer asked her husband between kisses on the bulge in his pants.

‘He was fine. Why?’

Jennifer slid her hands up his thighs, sitting up a little. ‘Just Kirsty seemed a bit down. I wondered if he said anything.’

‘No, although you realise we don’t talk about stuff like that much. But I can check in properly with him. What’s wrong, do you know?’

She wrapped one hand around the bulge, squeezing gently. ‘I think they’re just going through a rough patch. Don’t worry, I’m on it. Honey, are you thinking about her?’

‘What? Why?’

‘You just got harder.’

‘You’re playing with my cock,’ Tom objected.

‘You didn’t answer my question. Are you thinking about Kirsty?’

‘Well, now I am. This is so unfair.’

‘Hey, don’t blame me. What were you thinking that got you so hard, baby?’

‘You know, the usual.’

The usual? They have usual fantasies about me?

Jennifer giggled. ‘About me telling her… about our secret?’

‘Yes.’

Kirsty leaned closer to the door opening. What in the world is this secret?

Jennifer kissed him again. ‘Maybe that’s what I did this evening, told her all about it.’

‘Oh fuck, did you?’

‘Would you like that, baby, why do you want her to know?’

‘Because you telling your friend is so hot.’

Jennifer nodded, and put her mouth back down. ‘But why her, why Kirsty?’

She could see Tom propped himself up on his elbows. ‘Oh, in that mood are you?’

Jennifer smiled. ‘Maybe. Answer the question.’

‘Because she’s so damn hot.’

What? Kirsty had to stop herself from saying it out loud.

Jennifer continued, ‘Oh really, what’s so hot about her?’

‘Well, obviously she’s not as hot as you.’

She laughed. ‘I’m glad to hear it. But tell me.’

‘She’s beautiful, you know that and comment on it all the time. But wow, her figure is insane. Mark’s a lucky guy’

Jennifer turned and beamed a big smile at Kirsty in the wardrobe. ‘What’s the best bit about her?’

‘Her breasts. You’re the one who tells me how great they are.’

Jennifer visibly blushed. ‘I…I do?’

Tom laughed now. ‘You know you do, what is it you say?’

‘I, don’t remember.’ Now Jennifer was the one blushing.

Kirsty slid her finger up the Lush remote and she saw Jennifer bite back a cry of pleasure. ‘Oh, yes, yes, I remember,’ she said. ‘I said, if I had one wish it’d be to have Kirsty’s boobs.’

‘Wow,’ she silently mouthed in the darkness of the wardrobe.

Jennifer secretly gave her a smile, and shrugged her shoulders. ‘Anyway, where were we? Oh yes, our little sexy secret.’ She sat up tall, and shuffled slightly to the side, giving Kirsty a complete view between his legs. ‘Are you sure you want her to know?’

‘Oh fuck, yes, you know how hot that is.’

‘What is it, baby, what is it I should tell her?’ As she asked, she put her fingers around the waistband of his shorts. ‘Say it.’

‘That you keep your husband’s big cock in a little metal chastity cage.’ As he said it, Jennifer pulled down his jockey shorts, down around his ankles.

And there it was. Kirsty couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She only just kept herself from shouting out ‘Oh my God’ by clamping her hand over her mouth.

Tom’s cock was encased in a cage made up of thin bars of shiny metal running in a long curve from the base, where it seemed to be held in place by some kind of ring.

‘Very good, I think that’s exactly what I’ll tell her. Our special secret.’
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‘Come on baby, don’t I get unlocked now?’ Tom asked.

Jennifer ignored his question. ‘Do you want to know a secret?’ She didn’t wait for him to answer. ‘I have my Lush in me. It’s on a random program. It feels amazing but it’s kind of driving me crazy. I think I’ll let that decide what I do with you.’

Tom sounded desperate. ‘You’re going to just leave this to chance? Oh darling, please, please let me out.’

‘Maybe, maybe not. Hmm, let’s see, if it goes higher I’ll let you out now, but if it stays the same I’ll just lick and play with you through the bars for a bit.’ Jennifer paused, as though she were listening. ‘No change, poor you, just some more teasing.’

The vibrations hadn’t changed because, in a state of shock at what she’d just seen, Kirsty had completely forgotten that she had control of the Lush vibrator. She suddenly jumped, realising what was going on, that Jennifer was letting her help decide. Stifling a disbelieving giggle, she placed her thumb on the screen and moved it up just a little bit, seeing Jennifer pause, and then resume what she was doing. Kirsty felt a rush of erotic power unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. What else is she going to let me decide? Oh my God this is so hot. Her fingers went back between her legs, all self-consciousness forgotten as she focused on what her friend was doing.

Jennifer began kissing and nuzzling her face into her husband’s crotch. The noises Tom started making were of pure desperation, Kirsty had never heard anything so erotic. She tried to imagine her husband making those same sounds but it was so unlike the short grunts she was familiar with. I want to make Mark this desperate.

Jennifer had laid her cheek on Tom’s hip, smiling secretly at Kirsty as she kissed the side of the cage. It was only as she admired the hot flesh, bulging now through the bars of the cage that she considered its size. Oh my goodness, how big IS he? The cage was four, perhaps five inches long, and Tom’s penis filled it completely, even when unerect. She watched Jennifer turn her face to look her husband in the eyes, and she opened her mouth wide, sucking in the tip of the cage and his penis with it. ‘Oh my God, please baby, I can’t take it, I’m so horny,’ Tom begged her.

She slowly withdrew and kissed the tip again, ‘But that’s how I like you, my love,’ Jennifer replied. ‘If I take you out you’re just going to want to orgasm and that will reset everything.’

‘No, I mean, you don’t have to make me come, please, have mercy?’

‘Hmm, let’s see what the Lush decides.’

This time Kirsty was ready. She was desperate to see what he was like uncaged. She pushed the vibrations up to nearly maximum.

‘Oh gosh!’ Jennifer laughed, ‘It seems the Lush is being nice to you.’

‘Yay! Really?’ said Tom. Kirsty had to hold in a laugh at his enthusiasm. She worked her finger up and down the phone screen, deliberately not thinking about what she was actually doing.

But Jennifer wasn’t so unforthcoming. She sank her forehead against Tom’s thigh and moaned, ‘Oh fuck, whatever it’s doing feels really good. I think I might come. Maybe I will and I’ll just leave you locked up.’ She paused. ‘Fuck!’ she said, annoyed. ‘Apparently the Lush doesn’t think that’s a good idea.’

‘Maybe it knows what a little denial slut you are too,’ joked Tom.

‘Shush now, don’t tell it that. I don’t want it getting ideas.’

Kirsty knelt, listening to the two of them, not quite sure what all of it meant. She was suddenly jealous, jealous of the fun they were having, jealous they had their own little intimate language she didn’t even understand. She stared at the cage around his cock, it was unfathomably erotic, this idea of his sexual core being controlled, restrained. Then it dawned on her what else it meant, he can’t masturbate!

She had the sudden urge to leave the wardrobe and quiz them both on all the effects of him wearing that thing. She looked out again, but to her surprise, Jennifer was gone from her line of sight. She saw her pad back, but this time she was carrying something. A key.

‘Oh my goodness,’ she whispered, under her breath, continuing the thought in her head, I’m about to see my best friend’s husband’s dick! What was even more surprising, as she thought about it, was she couldn’t wait. Not a single part of her wanted anything but to see it, and more, to see Jennifer play with it, to know what sex, good sex, was like for others.

Her friend knelt again and dangled the key between his fingers, trailing it up and down so the tip clinked on the bars of his cock cage. ‘Hmm, I’m having second thoughts. Maybe I should just leave you locked up and you can come down here, and lick me to an orgasm or ten.’

Tom laughed. ‘What does the Lush say to that?’

She raised her eyes, waiting, ‘Hmpfh, nothing, it doesn’t agree it seems.’

‘Tell the Lush it’s very smart.’

‘I’m sure it heard you.’ She quickly turned and narrowed her eyes towards the wardrobe Kirsty was hidden in, before grinning. Her attention turned back to Tom as she slowly inserted the key into the lock. She paused and looked up at him, ‘Before I let you out, tell me why it’s better when you don’t come, when I keep your cock locked up.’

Tom didn’t even hesitate. ‘Because it makes me a better husband. I’m more considerate, I’m focused on your needs, less selfish, in life, and in bed.’

I should be making notes, Jennifer you’re amazing. Kirsty smiled to herself, and then rubbed harder between her legs, anticipating what she was about to witness.

‘Good, what else?’ asked Jennifer.

‘I keep my incredible wife sexually satisfied, I only have eyes for you and of course it means I can’t wank.’

‘Oh yes, no wanking, why is that important?’

‘So I don’t selfishly waste my sexual energy just on myself.’

Jennifer nodded. ‘So why am I allowed to masturbate?’

‘Well, for one thing it’s insanely hot, especially when you let me watch.’

She does WHAT? Kirsty couldn’t help picturing it.

Tom continued, ‘And well, you orgasming lots seems to only make you sexier and hornier.’

‘Good answer.’ She played with the key in the lock. ‘You’re only convincing me to keep you from coming, you know. That I’m going to unlock you, and stroke your big cock, and suck it and lick it, all to make it worse, to fill up those balls of yours and make you ache for me even more. Is that what you want, or would you rather I just leave you caged, baby?’

‘Anything, please, just anything.’

‘No, no, I want to hear it. “Please don’t let me come.” Convince me.’ She flashed him a wicked smile. Kirsty didn’t know how to respond with the vibrator but she raised it up high, she wanted to make her friend crazy, to see what happened. ‘Oh come on baby,’ she let out a soft moan, ‘beg for me, I want that big cock of yours in my mouth, don’t make me wait.’

‘Jenny, baby, let me out, but please, I beg you, don’t let me come. Keep my balls full for you, make them fuller, make them ache as I lick and fuck you to orgasm after orgasm.’

Fuck. Kirsty surprised herself at even thinking that word, but it was the only way she could respond to what she just heard. Hearing that, hearing him, was impossibly arousing. She felt its impact through her body, her fingers now aided by something unlocking in her mind. She could feel it, another orgasm. Kirsty looked down at her other hand, holding the phone, and then through the gap in the wardrobe door. She knew what she wanted to do, and it was the craziest thing she’d ever imagined.
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The key turned in the small lock that seemed to be built into the cage and then easily pulled away, taking the lock with it. Immediately, Tom’s cock began to push the metal bars away from his body. He let out a sigh of relief.

Jennifer reached down beside her and pumped something from a bottle into her hand. She wrapped that around the base of his cock and pulled at the cage body. It took a moment to remove as his cock was bulging so much inside it, but she seemed to be having fun slowly tugging it off.

Kirsty stared, her mouth hanging open. She knew penises came in different sizes but the only one she’d ever seen erect was her husband’s. She’d assumed others couldn’t be that different. She was beginning to realise how wrong she was. Jennifer’s hand could only just wrap around the base of it and, as it throbbed with every beat of his heart, it kept lengthening.

Jennifer put her second hand, with what Kirsty assumed was some kind of lubricant, on top of her first, and wrapped it around his shaft. Oh my goodness, two hands on him and there’s more to play with! Is that normal? Is Mark just small? The look of pride on Jennifer’s face as she finally looked Kirsty’s way suggested she was holding something that was definitely above average. Jennifer mused aloud, ‘Hmm, now what shall I do with you, long slow strokes?’ She ground her hips in response to the vibrator being turned up, ‘Hmm yes, the Lush thinks that’s a good idea.’

Tom was quieter now, and Kirsty couldn’t blame him, watching her friend was enthralling. This was like nothing she’d ever seen. In some ways it confused her, she’d only associated something like this with pornography, yet here was her dear friend, reveling in her sexuality with her husband. It wasn’t just sexy, it was somehow beautiful. Kirsty’s response was to push the vibrator up really high. Jennifer cried out, stroking Tom’s cock faster, almost clinging to it as she ground her hips against the air, responding to the toy inside her. Kirsty could see it. The way her back was arching, she guessed she was close to orgasming. She put her plan into action, slowing the vibe a little as she rubbed herself. It felt incredible. She was close too, her plan might work, maybe she’d be able to climax at the same time.

Kirsty focused on his cock now, as she felt the pleasure pulsing through her body. She let herself go, allowing her fantasies to go where she never had before. She imagined what it would be like to touch, and to suck. As if somehow her friend had read her mind, Jennifer knelt up, stroking him with both hands, and took her husband’s cock in her mouth, sucking on it, moaning… like a slut, Kirsty thought, and for the first time in her life, it wasn’t a judgement. She’s a slut for her husband, and it’s beautiful.

She pushed the vibrations to the very maximum and watched as Jennifer groaned, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around it. Kirsty unconsciously opened her mouth wide too, rubbing fast now, feeling the orgasm approaching. She watched Jennifer closely, seeing her muscles tense, she pulled back, ‘Oh fuck I’m going to come!’ Jennifer cried, swallowing down on his cock again, taking as much of it in her as she could. Kirsty knew these things, because she felt the same. Her legs tensed like steel cables as she rubbed herself over the edge, and orgasmed, for just the second time in her life, this time secretly, silently, in harmony with her friend.

‘Oh God, it’s too much, it’s too much!’ Jennifer’s cries broke Kirsty out of her orgasmic reverie. Oh no, she means the vibrator! Stupid me. She stabbed at the phone and heard her friend’s sigh of relief as the stimulation ended.

‘I don’t know what pattern that was but we should use it again!’ exclaimed Tom. Kirsty had almost forgotten he was there. She felt suddenly guilty for objectifying his penis the way she had, although she swallowed the saliva that had gathered in her mouth, refusing to acknowledge what had made it water so much.

Jennifer was just kneeling there, her cheek on Tom’s thigh, slowly stroking his cock up and down with her lubed hand. She finally turned a little to face Kirsty, and blew a silent kiss her way. With a deep breath she sat up and faced Tom. ‘I want you in me, be a good boy, go shower. I’ll be waiting!’

Tom didn’t need any more encouragement. He jumped up, cock bouncing from thigh to thigh as he stripped off his clothes and with a kiss on his wife’s head, headed to the bathroom.

She turned back to the wardrobe and beckoned with her hand, ‘You better come out, quick!’ she said as she pushed herself up on the bed.
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The sound of the shower gave Kirsty the confidence to finally come out of her hiding place. She reached over, grabbed her dress and shoes, but after scrabbling around couldn’t find her underwear. She shuffled out, stiff from kneeling for so long. Looking up at Jennifer she was suddenly very aware that she was kneeling at her feet, and she was naked.

Jennifer looked at her with a cheeky smile. ‘Hello down there, how’re you doing?’

‘It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. And I can’t believe your secret. Oh my God, I have so many questions.’

Jennifer grinned. ‘You can ask me anything, but not now, obviously. I think I’m about to get my brains fucked out.’ She laughed softly, her eyes wide with anticipation.

The thought of hiding again and watching that fleeted through Kirsty’s mind, but she didn’t mention it. ‘I’ll ask, don’t you worry. Lunch, tomorrow?’

‘It’s a date. You’re naked you know?’

‘I know,’ replied Kirsty in a loud whisper. ‘I can only find my dress and shoes.’

Jen gave her a hand and helped her up. ‘You don’t have long. He’ll be back soon. Just put the dress on, go commando.’

‘Go commando? I’ve never gone out without underwear in my life.’

‘Today’s a day of firsts,’ Jennifer suggested with a smile. ‘I dare you.’

Kirsty grinned. ‘I suppose it has been. Dammit, did you do this on purpose?’ Jennifer seemed to ignore the question.

They both turned towards the bathroom door as the shower stopped. Jennifer helped her pull her dress on, then gave her a peck on the cheek. ‘Quick, go, go. I love you, well done being so brave today. I couldn’t be happier.’

‘Me too,’ Kirsty replied. She wavered for a moment, then leaned in and kissed her friend gently on the lips. It just seemed the right thing to do. Jennifer giggled and smiled as they broke apart. Kirsty shook her head, ‘That was incredible. I don’t know what to say. You are incredible. My God, I’ve never seen anything like it. I want to be like that.’

Jennifer was quiet, her eyes getting a little misty. She reached up and tucked some stray hair back behind Kirsty’s ear. ‘I would love to help. I’m so glad this worked out okay. But you really must go now.’ She paused. ‘Don’t go crazy on Mark when you get back, you might be tempted. But let’s keep this energy you’ve got and make the most of it, rather than blow his mind in one shocking humpfest.’

Kirsty laughed as she pulled her second shoe on. ‘Okay, although his mind is not the only thing I want to blow right now.’ Did I just make a blowjob joke, oh my God. She stood up, a little dizzy, she had one more question she had to ask while she still felt brave enough. ‘Tom’s cock, is that…?’

‘Big? Damn right it is, I’m a lucky girl. Now off you go, he’ll be out any second and I want his cock to be all I’m thinking about. Love you, message you later!’ She opened the door and shooed Kirsty out of it before blowing her a final kiss.

Kirsty stood on their landing, gazing at the door, unable to process what just happened. She heard a lock turn in the door, their bedroom door locks. Why on earth don’t we have that? She thought about how something so simple could make their bedroom safe from the kids wandering in at unfortunate times. Mark has some DIY to do. As she silently descended the stairs, her mind went to the restraints on the bed, and Tom and Jennifer’s toy box. And I have some shopping to do.

Kirsty quietly opened the front door and paused, thinking back to the mood she’d been in when she’d come through it earlier - depressed, hopeless, at her wit’s end. How different she felt now.

She sneaked out across the gravel drive, pausing to look up at the master bedroom window. She pictured her friend, getting fucked, by her husband’s magnificent cock, and it was beautiful.

The wind blew under her dress, reminding her of her lack of underwear, and her state of arousal. And she didn’t care. It was a different woman walking back to her house, one who felt like there was some hope, and even excitement, in store.

I’m going to go suck me a cock. She put the key into her door, smiling, excited to be home. And then I’m going to find where I buy a cage to lock it up in. Oh Mark, you have no idea, but I think your wife just found her inner slut.







  Authors’ Notes



We hope you’ve enjoyed that introduction to this new series. We’ve certainly enjoyed writing them together. The next two parts are three times the length of this one and really delve into the ups and downs of Kirsty working with Jennifer to make her marriage all it can be.

As is often the case, James came up with the original plot idea, then I helped him shape it. That’s often the case for his books, but the difference this time was once he’d done an initial draft I got to quite radically edit and change the story (my biggest changes were to the next part, which turned out all the better for it, but I am biased).

This story actually tackles a couple of quite serious topics - marriage difficulties and anorgasmia, but that’s often the case for James’ books - most of his erotic romances actually have discussion questions at the end! But it’s really important we talk about these things. One in twenty women have never had an orgasm, and while Kirsty gets past that rather easily, it can be a huge issue. In this case it’s simple lack of knowledge, for both Kirsty and Mark, that’s the problem. But many popular medications cause the problem too.

If this is the case for you then can we encourage you to be brave and talk about it with a medical professional or therapist. It’s very often fixable. And if you want to try something yourself first then just trying a simple bullet vibrator (we recommend Lovehoney as a reputable place to find them) can often work wonders. The general advice for those who struggle is to work on relaxing the mind (calming your thoughts or watching something sexy to distract you) while you ‘tense’ the body, deep breaths, squeezing muscles, building tension as you masturbate. There’s loads of good guides online about it now so go explore and at the very least have fun trying!

If you’re curious about the toy Jennifer uses, you can find out more about the Lush from the guys who make it - Lovense. We’re quite the toy lovers and still the Lush is one of our favourite and most used. But Lovense have brought out a few new toys such as the Ferri and the very new ‘Quake’ which look great too. It’s almost always cheapest to buy direct from them (not the case for most toys) but if you’re after the Lush, you can get the v1 and v2 discounted too. BUT avoid the v1, it’s not worth the savings in our experience.

This book won’t have discussion questions because we plan to quickly publish the three parts, and then bundle those up in a version that will have some of that extra content. That will be long enough to publish as a paperback too which will make it accessible to more people.

If the whole premise of tease and denial worked for you, let me recommend James’ original series, The Chastity Contract (that’s available in paperback too) which is a very fun erotic suspense story with much more of a classic plot, along with lots of sexy stuff to inspire you.

Also, if tease and denial for women is something you like, his Kink by the Numbers series is written as ‘educational erotica’ and is much more the classic dominant alpha male scenario, but is also brilliant for exploring all kinds of sexy, kinky ideas.







  Ready to find out what happens next?



The Dead Bedroom Remedy Part 2 - Get it on Amazon
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When Kirsty confessed her dead bedroom, and floundering marriage, to her best friend, she discovered the crazy secret Jennifer used to keep her love live fresh - a chastity cage, and lots of creativity.

Emboldened by her discoveries, Kirsty heads home, only to find her husband has got things started all by himself. Not quite what she’d hoped for.

But she perseveres, and with Jennifer there to encourage and advise - in a far more direct way than Kirsty could ever have imagined - perhaps there’s some fire to be stirred from the ashes.

Get it on Amazon
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          Entrapped - Book 1 of the Chastity Contract Series
        

        

        

        
          
            A young married couple, a wealthy widow, and an offer that could change their lives. What will they give up to truly gain their freedom?


Sex and relationship blogger, Emma Stevens, is conflicted when she receives a shocking offer from a rich and domineering follower, Catherine Argent. What will they trade to have her loving husband’s manhood locked away in a tight steel cage, his pleasure denied for an entire year? What’s it worth, what will they learn, and what will it really cost them all?

The first novella in the Chastity Contract series, Entrapped is an erotic suspense that explores orgasm denial, male and female chastity, and the darker sides of the human mind.

Get started with this suspenseful new series today and discover new erotic ideas, and the mystery behind their twisted benefactor’s real motivations.

Contains drama, intrigue, and lots of explicit, kinky sex. 18+ only.

Be careful what you wish for, you might just get it.

Buy it at Amazon


          

        
      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Friends with Kinky Benefits]
          

        

        
        

    

  








          Friends with Kinky Benefits
        

        

        

        
          
            He wanted love, but she’s offering something else entirely…

Amy has a problem: her best friend, Dylan, is in love with her, and after returning from her first year at university, he’s about to tell her how he feels and mess everything up.

She’s got problems of her own - her humiliating failure to find anyone to explore her secret, kinky desires with are really starting to get her down.

It might not be what he wanted, or even what she imagined, but perhaps there’s a solution that will give them some of what they are looking for? Friends with kinky benefits.

But there’s going to have to be some rules, and for Dylan, one in particular is going to leave him hornier than he knew was possible.

When love and kink cross paths, you can bet both of them are going to end up getting much more than they bargained for.

This new series by James Hardcourt, author of the chart-topping Kink by the Numbers and Chastity Contract series, is his first new adult romance with James’s ever present kinky twists. The first person perspectives of both Amy and Dylan explores with humour and honesty how unrequited love, and desires, can be transformed into something new, beautiful and very, very kinky.

Get it at Amazon
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