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It had been a couple of days since I went home with Tabitha, the incredibly sexy blue-haired witch who had shown me what her magic could do to me. She teased me with her spells, drained me over and over again, and by the end of it all I was utterly addicted to her control.

Now I had a week to survive without seeing her again, and she had given me one instruction that I knew would make that time pass so agonizingly slowly: do not cum.

It was a challenge from the outset. Even after having multiple orgasms in a row, as a result of her magic, every time I thought of her my cock twinged, desperate to feel her control and her touch once again.

So for every moment I spent thinking of her, I also had to fight the urge to touch myself, just in case that led me down a rabbit hole, with the pleasure too strong to resist and making myself cum despite my promise to her.

On Monday, I finally had a successful day, with the image of her body only appearing in my mind twice over the course of the day. The first was when I saw a woman across the street, wearing a dress that extenuated her cleavage and making me wish to see Tabitha's again. The second was as I watched a fantasy film, and I longed for one of the witches on screen to be in any way as sexy as her. But they weren't. And my cock raged hard even as I drifted off to sleep that night.

She approached me out of the mist. Birds whistled overhead. The sunlight was diffused by the high canopy of the gently rustling forest that looked impenetrable in every direction. Her long white legs stepped gracefully over arched roots and mossy rocks. I could feel the soft ground between my toes. I only noticed then that I was completely naked. But I was not scared or embarrassed, and I only became happier when her figure emerged fully and I saw that she too was naked.

Her slim, feminine figure drew closer. Her breasts glistened with sweat and her skin seemed to glow in the sunlight. She didn't say a word but I saw her smile. My cock had already stirred and become hard. I wanted her to touch me but she just stood there, beginning to run a hand over her own body.

Then I felt a tug on my wrist. And another on my ankles. I fought back sluggishly but I could not move my limbs no matter how hard I tried. Vines were snaking around them, gripping tightly. They spiraled up my legs and over my arms and I was caught between two large trees, immobilised with my body spread in a star shape.

I could not move. But I didn't want to move. My cock throbbed even harder and Tabitha finally took it in her hand and stroked, flooding my body with pleasure. She leaned forward, her face close to mine. I tried to lean in and kiss but she pulled back and a thin vine slithered over my mouth and wrapped around my jaw a dozen times, preventing me from making a sound.

But, trapped as I was, all I cared about was satisfying the arousal growing within me. And when Tabitha kneeled in front of me, my body could hardly contain the anticipation.

Her lips parted and she took me inside. My cock pulsed. She sucked me as tight as the vines that gripped my body. She took me deeper, enveloping my entire shaft with her warmth.

In the depths of that forest, with nobody around, I had no reservations in letting her do as she pleased. My body did not strain against my bondage, or try to resist the temptation to clench my cock, ready to burst. I just let her deepthroat me, taking me to the pinnacle of pleasure as I hit the edge and the world fell out from under my feet, where I dangled for a moment, suspended by the vines, before plummeting and waking in my bed.

My body shivered, covered in sweat. My vision was dark. But my cock still throbbed and I felt the warmth of something around it and the weight of a body between my legs.

Everything was still blurry and confused. But the sensation of being there, right on the edge of orgasm, remained. I reached for my bedside light and screwed my eyes shut as its yellow light glared angrily and the room was illuminated.

Then I threw the bed sheets off.

"Is this another dream?" I asked, seeing Tabitha there, naked and still were my cock in her mouth. She raised her head with a slurp and smiled at me.

"If you can't tell, what does it matter?"

She straddled me and slid my aching cock inside her. She was already wet.

"If this is only a dream," I said, quivering as she began to fuck me, "then I can cum."

"Oh really?" She squeezed her breasts and moaned, sounding like she was already close to climax. "Maybe you're right. Try and cum. Test your theory. Mmmm."

Her body bounced up and down onto top of me, her ass pressing against my balls as I felt my cock being buried deep inside her with every movement.

"Go on," she moaned. "Try to cum."

I sat up, desperate to release the pressure that had been building up. Her breasts pressed against my chest and I grabbed her ass as I began to thrust my hips and push her over the edge.

"Fuck," she gasped, leaning back and letting me take over. "Better hurry up if you want to cum because I'm, oh fuck, mmm, I'm cumming!"

I held her body as it shook and she trembled, sending a rush through my cock. I could feel my climax beginning to rush over me, the cum about to burst out into her tight pussy.

And then her body vanished. My hands grasped uselessly against the air. I thought I could hear her whimpers, those familiar moans when she finally recovered from a body-shaking orgasm, but before I could know where they were coming from I was seized by sleep and I fell back onto my bed.

*****

Sunlight woke me early, and the discomfort in my cock kept me from dropping back to sleep. It ached, as if it had been sucked and fucked for hours with no release at the end. It throbbed hard again as I remembered those images, of Tabitha in the forest and then in my bed. They were blurry but somehow very vivid. Or at least more so than a usual dream. They didn't slip away from me as I held them in my mind. I thought I could still feel the phantom grip of the vines around my wrists, like how the sensation of a hat on my head remains for some time after it's removed.

But I shook off the idea that those dreams could be real. They were fantasies, no more than that, created by my subconscious in response to my intense desire to see Tabitha again. Besides, there was no way she could have snuck into my bedroom. Her magic, I was sure, was more limited than that.

But for the rest of the week, night after night, I was visited by her in my dreams. Sometimes just once a night, sometimes more. She sucked me and fucked me. She tied me up or held me by a leash as I went on top of her. She came over and over again while I only ever got as far as the edge.

And each time I would wake up with a raging erection, desperate to touch it but somehow able to hold off. I had made a routine of throwing myself out of bed and onto the floor, then doing as many push ups as it took to get the blood flowing to other parts of my body. I had also taken to having cold showers. It was the best way to get myself out of my deliriously horny headspace.

But Friday night was the worst. I was going through a seemingly endless series of dreams. In each new scene Tabitha would appear, eventually I would reach the edge, and then just before I could feel the first shot of cum release from me I would fall into the next scene.

I throbbed and dripped, frustrated beyond belief as I passed through each dream with the blue-haired witch the only other constant: I was in her bed, cuffed as I had been in the morning after we met; then I was standing waist-deep in the ocean, bound in the water by strong seaweed when she appeared out of the water like a mermaid; then I was trapped in stocks in the middle of a medieval town square and she made me lick between her legs while spanking my vulnerable behind.

So many more scenes came and went as she came and I didn't, only experiencing the edge over and over until I fell with her back onto my bed. My cock was finally given a rest as she sat on my face, my tongue desperate to make her cum.

Her hips bucked, grinding against my working jaw. I thought that maybe, this time, I could prove myself and she would take pity on me, letting me finally blow my load. But when she came, her thighs squeezing my face, I still had no release.

"See me this evening, boy," she said, her lips curling in a cruel smile. She leaned back and with a single finger she flicked my cock, sending me rushing right back to edge as I woke again, alone in sweat-soaked sheets.

At last, it seemed, I had escaped that kaleidoscopic dream world. But my relief at retreating from its temptations and sexual torture was balanced with a craving for more. Because it felt like I had spent eons with Tabitha, and now that she was gone I desired nothing more than to return to her.

But it was early morning and I felt compelled to follow her order to see her in the evening, even if that did come from a dream.

My cock, however, proved more distracting than on any of the previous mornings. It ached and throbbed dully, as if I had experienced all those countless edges for real. It was a miracle, I thought, that none of them had ended up as wet dreams, although the amount of precum that had leaked out could have been mistaken for the result of one.

Still in a daze, I found it too difficult to resist reaching down and taking my cock in my hand. I justified it as a sort of reward, for being so well-behaved and suffering a week of harsh abstinence in the face of my mind's wicked dreams.

I didn't plan on cumming. I knew I shouldn't. And yet my fingers felt so good wrapped around my shaft, and every little motion felt incredible, so when I got to the edge and knew I should stop I just couldn't bring myself to pull away. I stroked and stroked, precum dripping down and acting as lube as I took myself over and braced for the shots of cum that were long since ready to burst out.

But they didn't. And no matter how hard or fast I stroked I couldn't get past the edge, past the sensation that promised pure bliss. I knew what was happening; I had experienced it before. But I was so desperate and incredibly ready to orgasm that I kept stroking, wanting nothing more in that moment than to finally release that pleasure. I hoped my sheer will would overcome the magic block Tabitha had put on my ability to cum.

Only when I found myself close to cursing her name, with my cock an angry red in my hand, did I finally let go and slump back in bed, knowing that I could not break the spell no matter how hard I tried. There was nothing I could do but let my erection slowly die down and wait until that evening.

*****

Tabitha's townhouse looked different from when I last visited. But I couldn't put my finger on why. It was as if there was a new coat of paint and I couldn't remember the old colour. Or as if her building had been shifted down the street by a few feet. And with the sun coming down to draw long shadows on the sidewalk, the entire neighbourhood seemed to warp around me and I felt the need to get inside to some semblance of safety. A black cat patrolled lazily on the sidewalk just outside her house. It meowed and seemed to watch me as I stepped past it and walked up to the door.

It swung open on its hinge just as I raised my fist to knock. No one was there to greet me, but I entered anyway, feeling as if something was pulling me in. I hadn't noticed the odd ornaments scattered around the hallway during my first visit, and I looked at them with curiosity after closing the door behind me. There were statues and idols that seemed to belong to dozens of different art styles and cultures from around the world, all scattered on tables or across the floor or pinned up to the walls.

"Come here, boy."

I heard Tabitha's voice, a whisper, rushing down the stairs like a gust of wind. I obeyed it, as I knew I should, and went up in search of the source. I vaguely recalled the creak of the stairs from when I last trod on them, and I found my way back to the bedroom like a sleepwalker returning to the comfort of their home after a night of undisturbed wandering.

"Close your eyes."

She was closer now, but I had obeyed her command and stumbled around in darkness. I felt a hand take mine and lead me through to the open door. Then it released me and I stood anxiously, waiting for the next words.

"Take off your clothes," she said. "All of them."

I immediately complied, not wanting to resist. My cock was already beginning to stir in pure anticipation.

"Have you obeyed me?" she asked, her voice circling around me as I heard her pad bare-footed.

"Yes." My throat was dry and I strained to supply the simple answer.

"So you haven't cum all week?"

"No," I said, now removing my pants.

"Good. Keep your eyes closed."

My cock sprung out hard and free when I took off my underwear. Standing there naked, I suddenly felt a chill. I thought it could be Tabitha's breath on the back of my neck. But it was so light and I could hardly hear any movement from here, not until the floorboards in front of me creaked and suddenly my cock was consumed by the pleasure of her warm mouth around it, sucking hard. I gasped, instantly throbbing from the sensation. I could hear her sucking and licking and even gagging as she took me deeper. She moaned, her tongue lapping up my precum. It was like one of the many dreams I had recently experienced, one of the many instances where she had me between her lips just like this. But I knew this time it was real. I was sure I was awake; nothing could compare to this feeling.

"You've been so good this week," she said, pausing to stroke me as she spoke. "So you can cum."

"Fuuuck," I groaned as she took me back inside, feeling her lips reaching the base of my cock, the lower one grazing my balls.

Every part of my body wanted to cum, and nothing was going to stop me as I felt myself approaching the edge. I had to fight to keep my hands by my sides. My fists clenched as I reached that point that I visited countless times over the course of the week. And now, having her permission, I was ready to go over. The intense heat of desire was about to erupt.

And then all stimulation stopped. In a blind rage, I opened my eyes as I felt my orgasm about to be ruined, the waves of cum ready to rush out. I tried to grab my cock and stroke but I couldn't. Only then did I realise that my hands were stuck at my sides, paralysed and not simply through my sheer will.

"Don't worry, boy. Just feel what's happening to you."

Tabitha was there, not kneeling where I had been imagining by instead sitting at the end of her bed. She was too far away to touch me so it must have been more of her magic, and for a moment I felt somewhat cheated. She was wearing a tight little corset and skirt, and she watched with a fascinated look on her face as the muscles of my body clenched, trying to break free of her spell.

My cock was still on the edge. I could feel the start of an orgasm close to leaking out, but any further sensation was completely stifled. All that pressure remained blocked inside me. My cock throbbed and pulsed angrily. And then, as if unable to contain what had been stewing inside, a dribble of cum oozed out. There was no pleasure to it, no release. All my frustration was still there, even being heightened by the sight of my cum drooling from the tip and onto the floor.

"Fuuuu-"

"Quiet, boy."

I wanted to scream but I was silenced by another spell. My lips shut and I could not open them. I had no idea that she had this much power, but there was still nothing more that I wanted than to please her and feel my own pleasure.

"I have more control over you than you could possibly imagine," she said, putting one leg across the other and watching as I struggled, unable to escape the edge where I was held, perpetually in a state where I thought I could cum at any moment.

"Did you enjoy your dreams?" She stood up and circled me, a finger trailing around my sensitive bare skin. "Because I did. It was hard work, projecting those thoughts into your subconscious, especially from such a distance, but it was worth it. I had a lot of fun."

More precum dripped from my cock as I listened to her, knowing I shouldn't be surprised to hear it was her doing that caused those dreams.

"Each time I went to you, I experienced everything we did. Just like all that edging actually happened to your cock, I came over and over again, feeling your tongue or your cock inside me, or my fingers as I watched you bound and helpless and dripping. Fuck. It was so hot, and I know you thought so too. Especially last night. I lost count how many times I came. And each of my orgasms was a cruel, frustrating edge for you. I'm sorry, slightly. In fact, I really did plan on letting you cum today. But do you know what made me change my mind?"

She stood in front of me, her eyes fixed on mine. My cock pointed at her skirt and she reached up to caress my cheek.

"I know you tried to cum," she said. "I could feel that sexual energy when you stroked yourself this morning. I told you not to cum and you didn't, but that's only because of the block I put on you. If I hadn't . . . if I trusted you like I wanted . . . I wouldn't have needed to do that. You wouldn't have stroked, wouldn't have tried to cum, and when you came to me today you would have filled my mouth with your big, hot load of cum."

I looked at her desperately, still on the edge. Her words hurt me, knowing that I had messed up and broken her trust. I knew I deserved this frustration she was giving me.

"I wanted better from you, boy. But maybe I was too hard on you this week. Maybe I need to give you another chance to prove yourself. Can you do that for me? Will you still devote yourself to me?"

I suddenly felt the invisible force holding my mouth shut lift away, and I gasped out a response: "Yes, I'll do anything for you."

"Good."

The magic keeping me on edge suddenly faded and my cock finally relaxed. My body too became free of her spell and I dropped to my knees, having been used to her power keeping me standing rather than my own muscles.

"If you still want cum for me, you will have to endure whatever I give you. Crawl to me, boy."

I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over, stopping at her feet. She stood up and went to fetch something while my cock hung hard between my thighs.

"You deserve to be punished. Count out loud for me."

I only caught a glimpse of the crop in her hand before she brought it down on my bare ass.

"One," I said, shocked by the hot stinging I felt on my behind.

"Keep going," she commanded, hitting me a second time.

"Two!" I counted louder, spurred by the hard whacks that left a dull throbbing after each strike.

"Three!" I gasped as the pain increased exponentially. "Four! Ah! Five!"

"How many more, boy? How many more do you deserve?"

"Six. Seven. Fuck. I don't know. Eight!"

"How about one strike for every edge you suffered this week? Do you know how many that would be?"

"Nine, ten, eleven." I gritted my teeth, feeling her picking up the pace. But along with the growing pain each hit seemed to send a rush of pleasure through my body, making my cock twitch as my muscles braced for the next whip.

"We could be here all day."

"Twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen. Ow! Sixteen!"

"So let's just do twenty."

"Ow, shit, seventeen. Eighteen." I could feel my cock dripping now, the pleasure overbearing. "Nineteen. Holy shit." I was at the edge again. "Twenty. Fuuuuck."

"Control yourself, boy." Tabitha lay down the crop and pulled me up to my knees. I was suffering, precum leaking freely as I drifted gently away from the edge. "Do you understand why you deserve this punishment?"

"Yes." I nodded, looking adoringly at the women who I had happily handed all control over to.

"Taste your frustration for me, boy."

With her index finger she scooped up the drop of precum leaking from the tip of my cock, making me tremble at the slight touch. Then she brought it to my lips and without needing to be told I opened my mouth and licked it all off, savouring the salty product of my denial.

"I'm going to get a lot more out from you before we're done." She grinned and moved over to fetch something from her wardrobe. "But first you are going to watch me."

She revealed a set of handcuffs and secured them to my wrists behind my back.

"Just in case I lose control over you," she explained, before sitting back on the edge of the bed, only a foot away from me.

"I'm constantly trying to test my powers, so you are going to watch me pleasure myself and you will experience nearly everything I do. Last time you were here I let you cum when I did, but that was an accident. This time, I promise you, I won't let that happen again. So, boy, watch me when I cum. Because you won't be getting any release."

Tabitha gave me a sensual strip tease, playfully removing her corset to free her breasts and then taking off her skirt. When she was ready she sat on the bed and began to play with herself, running her middle finger between the lips of her pussy in long, slow movements. She rubbed and felt herself becoming wetter. She brought her fingers to her lips and tasted it, sucking deeply and purring with pleasure before returning to focus on her clit.

And as I watched, I felt her magic return. A mouth sucked my needy cock, enveloping it in a warm yet invisible pleasure. I strained in my cuffs as the tight lips ran down my shaft, imagining that it was Tabitha kneeling in front of me and sucking me.

But, on the bed, she just looked at me, her mouth open with pleasure as she circled her clit. And the phantom lips were then joined by more and more. I could count a dozen different mouths kissing and licking all over my balls and cock. None of them sucked. They all just teased, endlessly and frustratingly building me slowly towards an edge that I knew I would not be released from.

Tabitha looked at me fearlessly. It was like she was feeding off all my orgasmic energy as she brought herself to climax and sustained the block on my cock. I throbbed hopelessly, precum falling in a glistening string from the tip. And her body trembled as her hand moved almost in a blur between her legs. She grunted as she released. But her spell over me remained. And as she gradually relaxed, the ethereal lips withdrew one by one. The last gave a long, toying kiss to my sensitive frenulum before disappearing, leaving me aching with no stimulation.

"Was that difficult?" she finally asked me, her breasts heaving with every deep breath.

"Yes." I almost winced at my frustration.

"Oh look, your poor cock is weeping."

Transparent precum was dribbling over the pink, sensitive head and I watched it dripping onto the floor.

"Was it that upsetting to see me cum?"

I nodded, desperately trying to focus on something other than my urge to stroke.

"Would you like to earn a release?"

Tabitha got off the bed and went over to a bag of toys she had at the ready. She picked out a strap-on and buckled it around her waist before returning to me.

"Kneel then," she ordered. "How much do you want to cum?"

"So so much," I said, looking at the realistically-moulded dildo protruding from the front of her legs. It bounced and wobbled slightly as she got into position and I lowered myself down onto my knees, my face inches from the tip.

"Then imagine this is your cock. How would you like it to be sucked? Show me."

I opened my mouth eagerly and leaned forward to take it inside. It was rubbery and tough, but it didn't taste unpleasant. And as I sucked just on the mushroom-like head I let out an involuntary moan as the phantom mouth returned to suck on my own cock.

But as I took it deeper, I realised that Tabitha's magic was mirroring my sucking of the dildo on my cock.

As I took it deeper, so too did the invisible lips move further down my shaft. As I sucked hard, I could feel it tightening around me. And as I licked the taut frenulum, I shivered as a soft tongue pleasured that sensitive spot on the underside of my cock.

"That's right, slave," Tabitha said, hands on her hips as she looked down at me. "If you want to cum, you'll have to work for it."

"Mmmmm." I moaned uncontrollably as my head bobbed forward and back, finding it easier and smoother now that the dildo was covered in my saliva.

"You ought to know what it's like for a girl, when you ask them to suck your cock," she continued. "It's tiring and difficult, and they don't even get the same pleasure from it that you are now. So prove that you're worth it, suck harder, suck faster, because this is the only way you'll get to cum. I've not put a block on you so now is your chance."

"Mmphmm."

The dildo was buried in my mouth as I gave all my energy to pleasuring it, and pleasuring myself. I wanted to stroke it and finish the job but my hands were still cuffed. So I sucked and sucked, my neck straining as I pushed over it with speed. I stroked my tongue around the head, enjoying that extra bit of stimulation from swirling over and under.

It was like I was sucking my own cock. When I closed my eyes, I could almost taste my hot flesh in my mouth, the way it throbbed and the bumps of my veins. I was starting to get so close that I began to work even harder for my cum, moaning without pause as strings of drool dribbled out of my mouth.

Tabitha then thrust forward and held the back of my head, forcing me to deepthroat the dildo. I felt it in my cock, the warmth and wetness wrapped around the full length of my shaft. And even as I gagged and my eyes watered, I didn't care. I just wanted to cum. And nothing could stop me.

I almost felt it pulsing in my mouth as my cock was finally allowed to erupt. The cum burst out violently. A week's worth of teasing and edging was at last let out and I felt my body shaking with pleasure while the dildo remained buried inside my mouth. Wave after wave thundered through me as Tabitha held me down until I had released it all, spraying the floor between her feet with my sticky load.

When she released me and let me withdraw, the dildo was pulled out of my mouth and strings of saliva decorated the glistening shaft. It seemed strange, somehow, that it hadn't gone soft like my cock, which was becoming limp between my legs.

"Did you enjoy sucking your own cock, slave?" Tabitha asked as she unbuckled the strap-on and grabbed a towel to wipe it dry.

"Yes, mistress." I remained on my knees, exhausted from both giving and receiving that blowjob. I felt incredibly satisfied, and a part of me feared the return of Tabitha's magic that I knew could make me hard again in an instant. But instead she came over to unlock my handcuffs and then she gave me the towel.

"Clean yourself up then, slave," she said, going to grab her gown and cover herself. "I've got other stuff to do tonight."

"Okay, mistress."

I cleaned my cock then got dressed. I had to step around the puddles of cum on the floor. Tabitha noticed this, and with a snap of her fingers it all disappeared, not even leaving the smallest stain. I then heard the flush of a toilet down the hall, and I wondered what else her magic could do, beyond teasing me and dispensing of my cum.

But I didn't ask. Instead I followed her downstairs when I was ready, though before I left I found myself too curious about her choice of assorted ornaments.

"What's up with the statues?" I asked.

"Oh, those are protective wards. Some crazy witch was trying to fuck with me. It's all good now though."

"Oh, right. I'm glad to hear it's all sorted."

"I've got a lot on now, slave. I don't know when I'll see you, but you'll know when I need you. And I shouldn't need to say this, but you're not allowed to cum."

"Okay, mistress." I was disappointed to hear that I might not be seeing her again for some time, not because I was being denied until then but because I enjoyed being dominated by her. But I wasn't going to argue, and I knew she could tease me well enough from a distance. "Goodnight."

"Goodnight, slave."

With that, she closed the door behind me and, for the second time, I found myself leaving her house feeling both satisfied by my release and yearning to see her again. As I went to walk down the street, a black cat stopped in front of me. It looked to be the same one I saw earlier, but it turned with it's yellow eyes focused on mine and hissed. It's sharp teeth were bared as it snarled aggressively. But it stopped after a moment and then darted off across the road to disappear out of sight, and I didn't think any more of it as I headed back home.

The End
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