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1. Teased by a Witch

The girl at the bar had captured my attention ever since she arrived, standing out amongst the other patrons not only because of the distinctive neon blue hair but because of what she wore. There was nothing so unique about the black leather dress, net tights, and boots, although she did look incredible in them. Instead, it was what she had on her head, something that I could only describe as a witch's hat, that certainly suited her while being without a doubt a bold fashion choice.

If it was Halloween I wouldn't have questioned it, but I could not stop thinking about her choice of attire and I was surprised that no one else in the bar seemed too intrigued by it. So I tried to ignore her and focus back on my friends in our little corner booth. They had already had much more than me to drink and the evening passed quickly, filled with the sound of their laughter.

But when they decided to call it a night, the blue-haired girl was still sitting alone on her barstool and I knew in that moment that I would regret passing on the opportunity to talk to her.

"I still need to finish my beer," I said to my friends as they were standing up ready to leave. "I'll see you guys next week."

They said goodbye and staggered away, passing the girl but only giving her a cursory glance.

Approaching closing time, the bar was suddenly quiet in the absence of my friends' drunken bellows. A couple were getting very hands-on a few booths down from mine, and an older regular was drinking alone silently at the far end of the bar. Apart from that, it was just me, the girl, and the bartender, who was busy wiping down tables and washing glasses.

Seeing that there were only ten minutes until we'd be kicked out, I downed my drink and walked over to the girl. I had only been able to study her from the back, so it was a pleasant surprise as I sat in the stool beside her to see the prettiness of her face that seemed to glow in the dim overhead lights. Her features were delicate and elfin, her skin pale but bright. She had a deep almost-black lipstick on that stood out boldly as she smiled, her dark hazel eyes glistening.

"Mind if I join you?" I asked.

"Not at all," she replied, her voice soft but clear.

"I've not seen you around here before."

"That's because I've not been around here before." She smiled mischievously which somehow reassured me, knowing that I wasn't bothering her. "In fact, I was hoping to find someone to keep me company?"

"Is that so?" I couldn't believe my luck. I hadn't expected her to flirt so unashamedly with me, but the last thing I wanted was to ruin my chances with her.

"You want to have some fun, don't you?"

"Definitely. But do you mind if I ask you something? Why are you wearing a witch's hat?"

She raised an eyebrow and smirked. "Because, silly, I'm a witch."

"Oh really?" I was beginning to enjoy her playfulness, especially as she leaned over to whisper in my ear.

"Do you want to see me do some magic?" Her breath was cool against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

"Yes," I replied.

"I can make you hard in an instant. Watch."

Her tongue darted out and licked my ear, then she bit my lobe lightly. Immediately, I felt blood rush to my cock and it grew erect in response to the sensuality of her touch.

"Good trick," I told her as she pulled away, eyeing up the bulge in my pants. "But I'm not convinced that that's magic."

"Oh?" She pouted, feigning a look of upset. "In that case you'll have to call us a cab and I can show you what else I can do back at my place. I'm just going to freshen up."

I watched her skirt swish side to side as she went to the bathroom, dumbfounded by how upfront she had been. I called for a ride, all the while feeling my cock still throbbing in my pants. It must have been from all the excitement of her flirting and the anticipation of spending a night with her. There was such an intensity that it was almost uncomfortable. Before she returned I had to fumble around with the front of my crotch to reposition the hard shaft, and when we left it only rubbed more against the fabric, driving me crazy.

"Are you okay?" she asked as we waited outside, apparently having noticed my discomfort.

"Yes, all good."

When the cab arrived, my erection finally died down.

"It's not far," she said after telling the driver her address.

After we got in and the car pulled away, I was too excited and nervous to say much to her, and before I could find any words she slid over next to me, put a hand on my thigh, and kissed me.

Her lips were soft against mine, her tongue explored my mouth. I knew the driver could see us in his mirror but in that moment I didn't care. Not even when her hand fondled the growing bulge in my pants and rubbed me through the material.

I felt up her legs and under her skirt. Her ass was firm and round and I had to resist the urge to pull down her panties. My other cupped her breasts as she rubbed me faster. I could have easily cum in my pants but she seemed to sense when I was right on the edge because that was when she pulled away.

"Not yet," she said softly. "We're here."

Right on queue the car pulled up outside an old townhouse and she got out. I paid the driver then followed her out and up the steps to the front door. She pulled her keys out of her purse as the cab drove away, it's engine fading into the distance and allowing silence to settle back into the dark street.

Only the jingle of keys and the creak of the door disturbed the night before she pulled me inside.

"What's your name?" I asked finally.

She shut the door and looked at me, switching a hallway light on that cast shadows over her features. "You can call me Tabitha. But don't tell me yours. I don't want to know. I prefer the mystique."

I didn't care to question her request, especially as she pushed me against the wall and resumed making out with me. Her crotch pressed against mine, grinding against my hard cock. I grabbed her ass, pulling her in tighter. Under her skirt, my fingers trailed down over her panties as I reached around, feeling the dampness of her pussy through the material.

She moaned in my ear as I touched her. Her arousal only served to fuel mine. My cock was achingly desperate and I felt a drop of precum being squeezed out as she whispered: "Take off all your clothes and follow me."

She stepped away and my whole body yearned to feel her against me again. I kicked off my shoes and she walked off up the staircase towards the gloom of the upper floor. I stumbled behind her as I fiddled with the buttons of my shirt. I whipped it off then undid my pants and I got to the top of the stairs, pulling them down my legs and peering around. Tabitha had disappeared. Making my way to the only door I could see, it's outline illuminated by a golden light from behind it, I fumbled with my socks. Before opening the door, I finally took off my underwear. My cock sprung free as I entered.

I saw the dress already bundled on the floor of the bedroom before I saw Tabitha turn to face me in matching lacy black panties and bra. She was haloed by the glow of fairy lights trailing around the walls of her bedroom. I closed the door and she beckoned me towards her with the curling of an index finger.

"Fuck me," she said, taking her hat off and tossing it with accuracy onto a dresser before grabbing my cock and leading me down with her as she lay back on the bed.

She pulled her panties down as I moved on top of her and we kissed. I was so hard, so horny, that I knew I didn't even need those two words, her command, to convince me. Her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me towards her. The tip of my cock found her opening, already wet, and without any difficulty her hands guided me in.

I couldn't help but release a grunt as her tight pussy enveloped me, allowing my cock to push in welcomingly.

"Fuck me," she repeated, a note of desperation in her voice that turned me on immeasurably and spurred me to action.

I thrust in and out, helpless to the pleasure as her pussy seemed to clench and tighten around my throbbing cock. I could hardly take it. After our session in the cab and all the excitement leading up to this moment I was all ready to explode.

But I held back, even as she moaned in my ear.

"Make me cum."

Her desire for me drove me crazy. As I pounded my cock into her, my hands now by her head and running through her blue hair, her entire body seemed to tighten as her legs wrapped around my waist.

"Oh fuck," I panted. "I'm so fucking close."

She bit her lip. Her eyes stared up at me.

"Do not cum," she said commandingly, her voice beginning to quiver. "Not yet. Fuuuuuuck."

Her climax shook her core, vibrating out in ripples that seemed to transfer to my cock. I was right on the edge as I held her and felt her cumming. Her order compelled me to obey and I had to slow down. But even so I could not hold back the tide of orgasm. I felt the urge to cum overwhelm me. My cock pulsed, ready to release.

But it didn't. Something held me back. My thrusts were long and slow as the aftershocks of Tabitha's orgasm petered out. But I was still desperate, more so than ever. I could have cum, I should have cum, but I hadn't been met with that familiar, wonderful sensation. My balls were still unemptied. My cock throbbed harder than ever, still desperate for a few more thrusts to finish the job. My orgasm was like a sling that had been pulled back, stretched to its limit, but I couldn't find the mechanism to let go and release all that energy that was stored up and waiting.

"Well done," Tabitha said, seizing me suddenly by the waist and flipping us over. I let her roll me onto my back, although she had such a surprising strength that I wasn't sure I could have stopped her if I wanted. She straddled me, my cock still buried deep inside.

"I thought I was going to cum," I said, grateful for the break. But while she sat still on top of me, her pussy was so tight that her every little movement and breath seemed to ripple out through my cock that I could feel leaking precum inside her.

"You would have," she said, smirking, "but I told you not to. I did tell you I was magic."

"That you are," I replied, enjoying her quirkiness which she seemed quite earnest about. "What other magic can you do?"

"I know exactly how close you are to cumming." She started moving her hips back and forth, causing minute stimulation to my cock. "And I can make you cum whenever I want."

"I believe that completely."

My hands had been trailing over her ass and the concave curve of her waist, up to her bra where I played with her breasts through the cups. But before I could move around to the clasp at the back, she grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed, leaning over me as she did. Her mouth hovered over mine and she gave me the lightest peck on the lips.

"If you want to cum," she said, still grinding so slowly against me, like a tantric exercise, "you'll have to agree to be mine."

"Mmmm, I'll do anything." My cock was aching, desperate for release and she sat up again and increased the motion of her hips.

"Will you promise to be my plaything?" she asked. "To do as I say and endure whatever spells I work on you."

"Mmmmm." I was close to the edge again. "Fuck yes."

"Good."

She smiled wickedly, her hands moving over her body, and she fucked me faster. I was about to cum but once again I felt that sensation, like it was being blocked. It made me desperate, my cock raged and leaked.

"You're allowed to cum," she said, now fingering her clit. "But only when I show you my tits."

I didn't think I could last that long, unless she was going to take off her bra immediately. I should have already cum but by some miracle I hadn't. Maybe I had more self-control than I thought. Maybe I didn't want to disobey her and let her down that badly, but it still felt unbearable, being right on the edge but seemingly unable to find that last push to go over even as she rode me harder and faster.

"Beg," she said, squeezing her breasts together. "Beg for me to let you cum."

"Please, Tabitha," I replied automatically, wanting nothing else than to unload all the pressure inside me. "Please let me cum."

Her hands moved behind her back. She unclasped her bra and let it loose but held it so her breasts were still covered.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

"Yes. Please. I need to cum."

"Then do it. Cum."

She let the bra drop. As if triggered by the sight of her breasts, so perfect and perky and symmetrical, I came. The floodgates opened and a tidal wave of pressure burst out. My whole body shook as I felt the release through my cock. It pumped out wave after wave of cum while her pussy slid up and down the shaft. Each shock hit me with a jolt of intensity. The pleasure was beyond what I had ever experienced and my nails almost ripped holes in the bed sheets as I gripped them tight.

I could only stare at her amazing tits then to her face which was consumed with pleasure and framed by the blue hair that had fallen over her cheeks as she rode me for every last bit of cum. Every push up and down seemed to squeeze more out even as the rush of pleasure started to wane. The white creamy liquid oozed out of her pussy and down my shaft as I finished filling her with everything I had.

Exhaustion took hold of me as my body tingled, utterly satisfied by Tabitha. The room seemed to dim as I struggled to keep from falling asleep. It was as if I had been sapped of all my energy, releasing it from inside me just as I did my cum.

I felt her get off me, cum dribbling out from between her lips and over my softening cock.

"Let me clean you up," she said, her voice distant, as if I was submerged in a pool and she spoke from just above the surface of the water.

"Sorry," I managed to mutter. "I'm just so exhausted."

"That's okay." A towel wiped the cum off me. "You can sleep now. We'll have more fun in the morning."

I vaguely remember her helping me get under the duvet before I drifted off towards a peaceful sleep.

*****

I felt her body against mine when I woke from pleasant dreams that relived the previous night over and over again with her naked on top of me as rode me to orgasm after orgasm. Remembering where I was took a moment, but when I did I smiled as I realised this was still reality.

"You like being kinky?" she whispered as my eyes slowly opened to see her pretty face inches from mine.

"Mmhmm," I nodded.

Her hands clasped my wrists and pulled them up. I let her, instantly excited for what she had planned. She had a silk gown on that partially covered her breasts but as she leaned forward I watched her cleavage as they hung down over me.

Cold metal clicked into position around my wrists. I was handcuffed to the bed frame.

"I don't want you going anywhere."

"That's fine by me," I said before she kissed me, sending a rush of excitement through my body. When she pulled away and threw the bed sheets off, revealing my naked body, I could see my cock throbbing freely.

She took it in her hand and stroked gently, moving so smoothly up and down my shaft that was still sensitive from the night before.

"Did you enjoy the magic I used on you last night?" she asked.

"Hmm, it did feel magical, your pussy that is, but I don't believe you actually cast a spell on me." I grinned as she pouted playfully.

"You still don't believe I'm a witch?" Her grip tightened around me. "Even after I blocked your orgasm, making you hold out until I commanded you to cum?"

"That's just my amazing self-control," I bragged, although I still didn't know how I had managed it.

"Don't lie, I could feel you about to burst after a few thrusts." She leaned into me, still stroking. "I can show you another spell, if that'll help convince you?"

I nodded and she kissed me again, her lips so soft and warm against mine. My eyes closed as I embraced the intimacy of the moment and all the wonderful pleasure of her hand still stroking me.

My cock throbbed in her grasp as her other hand tweaked my nipples. Then at the same time I felt her fingers running through my hair and I was so enraptured that I didn't question it until she withdrew her lips.

"Do you believe me now?"

Her hands returned to her sides but I still felt the gentle caress of her stroking my cock. But when I looked down there was nothing. My cock was standing erect and free. I thought I must be dreaming or otherwise hallucinating. My eyes showed me nothing touching my cock, and yet the sensation of stroking continued as if an invisible hand had me in its grip.

"What is going on?" I asked, bewildered.

"It's a neat little trick," Tabitha giggled. "But so much fun! I told you I'm a witch. And I can do so much more."

The invisible hand was joined by another and the intensity suddenly increased. I felt the two stroke me, now able to cover my entire shaft. I should have been more freaked out but it just felt too good.

I watched as my cock began to throb harder and leak precum, as if of its own accord. Every stroke took me closer to the edge and I couldn't stop it, I didn't want to stop it. Even with Tabitha simply kneeling beside me, enjoying the show, all I wanted to do was cum and I felt ready to explode.

But I couldn't. Just like the night before, something was stopping me. Even as the phantom hands continued stroking nothing came out but precum. I thrust my hips up, rising off the bed, but there was no way to escape the stimulation. No matter how much I moved I could not escape it.

So when they finally stopped, the hands releasing me and disappearing without another touch, my heart was racing and my cock was dripping.

"Fuuuuck," I sighed. "I believe you. You're a witch."

Tabitha beamed. "Finally! So do you want to run off home or stay and have some more fun?"

My cock was just coming back from the edge when I felt a finger running over it, so lightly but so teasingly. But this time it was actually Tabitha. Her index finger trailed up and down my shaft a few times, then she scooped up a drop of precum from the tip and licked it up.

"I want to stay with you," I said. This had already been an experience like no other, and now I was desperately excited to see what else she could do with me.

"Then show me what you can do."

She swung a leg over and straddled me, taking her gown off and inching up my body until her pussy hovered inches from my mouth.

"Make me cum," she ordered, lowering herself and letting me taste her. "And I'll give you something to encourage you."

As I licked, finding her taste and the moans escaping her throat addictive, a new sensation enveloped my hard cock. It took me a moment to work out what it could be. It wasn't the same as before, and I could see her hands gripping the bed frame so it was definitely still magic of some kind. It was at times tight, and others loose. And while I knew my cock was surrounded by open air the spell made it feel warm and utterly pleasurable. As Tabitha moaned above me, her lips parted, I knew that this new sensation was a blowjob, and that realisation had my arousal shoot higher than before.

The invisible mouth sucking my cock worked delicately but thoroughly, driving me crazy. I could even feel the flutter of a tongue that licked my shaft and swirling around the head, while not being able to lick the precum that was dripping down in a string onto my stomach.

Tabitha looked so peaceful in her ecstasy as I ate her out, that I was amazed at the intricacies of the spell that she cast so effortlessly. I looked up at her bare breasts while she pressed herself into me. I had never experienced face-sitting before but it had me desperate to please her and I loved seeing her so consumed by the pleasure of my tongue burying inside her. And the more that I licked, and the more that her arousal grew, the faster and tighter my cock was sucked.

I feared returning to the edge again, knowing that she would likely block my orgasm, and yet I yearned to be there, to let myself be taken to that point. As I felt her body tighten, her legs squeezing me like a vice, I was brought to the edge and kept there. I needed to cum but I knew there was nothing I could do but continue to lick her. And the frustration of being at that point, feeling as if every next suck should push me over, only fuelled my arousal and made me throb harder and leak more. In that state of pure, unrestrained arousal, I wanted nothing more than to stay there forever if it allowed me to continue being under Tabitha's control.

And then she came. Her legs shook violently on either side of me. I felt the rush of her pleasure expelled from her body as she quivered. And just at that moment, where I knew she was filled with utter, pure joy, I felt the invisible bonds of her control over my cock waver, and like the floodgates opening they could not be closed. She could not stop me. My cock erupted, my orgasm seemed as intense as the previous night's. But this time I could feel how far my cum sprayed. Each shot arched over my stomach, the first few hitting Tabitha's back. In fine lines of white her spine was drawn and connected to me by the dripping, stringy liquid.

Our bodies experienced a shared, simultaneous orgasm that had every limb shaking, every muscle clenching and contracting. My hands pulled at the cuffs and my toes curled like a man possessed. And through it all I kept licking, and my cock kept being sucked. Until finally, once all aftershocks had run their cause and Tabitha's body relaxed on top of mine, that magical phantom mouth around me disintegrated and left my cock, grateful for the rest, fully satisfied.

"Oh fuck," she sighed, still sitting on my face. "Woops, I didn't mean to let you cum!"

"Mmhmm," I moaned into her pussy.

"Huh? Oh."

"It felt incredible," I said once she had got off me.

"Well it shouldn't have." She tutted and grabbed some tissue to wipe her back clean. "It's really hard to keep concentrated on blocking your orgasm while also having it sucked, especially when you make me cum like that."

"Sorry?"

"Don't be. I guess you deserved it for being so good with your tongue. But I was planning on fucking you, properly I mean."

"Shit, I don't think I can go again." My cock was limp and lying in a pool of cum, feeling absolutely drained by Tabitha's magic blowjob.

"Nope, not acceptable," she said. "Look, you're good for more already."

She snapped her fingers and with an immediate response blood rushed into my cock once more. I watched, amazed, as it grew as big and hard as it had been before I climaxed, throbbing back to life and instilling me with the same level of arousal as before. The pleasant post-orgasm sensation buzzing through my body was fading, and otherwise it was like I hadn't just erupted and emptied my load across my stomach and Tabitha's back.

"One of my favourite little tricks," she said, stroking me as I once again felt eager to be touched. "Refractory periods are no match for my magic. You were saying you weren't ready to go again? Because I can find someone else to fuck in that case."

"No," I said, at once intrigued and frustrated that my recent satisfaction had been undone now that I was back to being horny and desperate as ever. "Please, I want you."

That made her grin and she straddled me, rubbing her pussy against my shaft.

"That's exactly what I like to hear," she said, moaning as she turned herself on. "I want you to want me, to need me, to lust over me and adore me."

"Yes, fuck, I do." I gasped as she slid me inside. She was so warm and tight.

"I want you to dream about me," she continued as she began to fuck me, her hands on my chest. "To devote yourself to me, to save all your pleasure for me."

"Mmmmmmm." I could only groan as she rode faster, her pussy clenching and squeezing over my throbbing cock.

"Answer me and I will let you cum again." She pressed her breasts together. "A good witch needs a perfect thrall. Now that you know what power I have, what I can do to you, will you promise to serve me?"

"Yes." I clenched my fingers together, wishing I could reach out to touch her. But the cuffs were too strong.

"Do you promise to give me pleasure whenever I demand it?"

"Fuck yes." I squirmed beneath her as she bounced up and down on my cock.

"Then cum and enjoy it. Because now you are mine."

She rode me to climax. Her body shook as my cock erupted inside her. My cum spilled out of her pussy as her hips gyrated and it slid in and out.

"Stay hard," she commanded, her voice airy but stern as she continued to fuck me, riding through every bit of pleasure. I don't know for sure if she put another spell on me, but my cock remained hard even after my balls were drained. I was becoming sensitive but it felt as if I could soon cum again. And as Tabitha's body seemed to convulse, overcome by seemingly endless waves of orgasm, her pleasure appeared to transfer to me and I began to cum again. I didn't even have any more cum to give her, but I still felt the almost dry climax seizing me and releasing incredible pleasure for the third time in mere moments.

The base of my cock was covered with the cum and juices that had dribbled out of her. It became limp and small quite quickly once she got off me, now drained of all energy and cum and no longer until the influence of her magic. As Tabitha lay beside me, exhausted, I wondered if she could make me cum again. In my current state, being extremely sensitive and tired, I thought it an impossible task.

Fortunately she took pity on me and we just lay there together, resting in the afterglow of the moment and the orgasms we had shared.

"Don't ever think you deserve pleasure like that again from me," Tabitha said, turning to me. "In fact, I can promise you that I will not give you a release so easily next time."

She reached up and unlocked my cuffs, having produced the key out of nowhere, and I massaged my wrists while she stood up and threw her gown on.

"What are you waiting for?" she asked. "I actually have plans this weekend so you need to leave."

"Oh, right, of course." I got up and grabbed my clothes that she must have folded and piled up earlier. I was hesitant to disturb her again, but I summoned the courage to ask a question. "When can I see you again?"

"Next weekend." She saw my look of disappointment. "That's right, you have to wait. I'm not a booty call, I'm not a friend with benefits. You agreed to serve me and so you will have to be patient."

"Okay." I nodded, buttoning my shirt up.

"And, in fact, this will be a test. You will need to survive a week without coming to see me. Don't think it'll be easy. It won't. I can assure you. Especially because you're not allowed to cum."

"Really?"

"Do you not remember what you agreed to?" She glared at me disapprovingly. "Your pleasure is mine. Your cock is mine. So you're not allowed to cum without my permission."

I finished getting changed and I looked at her blue hair dazzling in the morning light, her perfect body barely hidden within her short gown, and her pretty face appearing both gentle and authoritative as she ordered me around.

"Go home now," she said, showing me out of the room and down the stairs. "You can think about me as much as you like, actually I encourage you to. And next Saturday I will see you here. Good luck."

She pulled the front door open and I stepped out into the daylight. It blinded me, making everything hazy as if I had just exited a dream world. And when I turned to say goodbye, the door was already shut, Tabitha was gone, and I could have sworn I felt a tingle of something magic running through my cock.


2. Edged by a Witch

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.


3. Owned by a Witch

I spent a week with no contact from Tabitha, the sexy witch who had used her magic to tease and dominate me. She didn't even appear in my dreams as she had done before to cruelly bring me to the edge over and over again. But even without her actively tormenting me, I found it difficult enough to not touch myself or orgasm, the one thing she had expressly forbidden me from doing.

So I went on with my life as usual, trying my best to ignore the erections that would pop up without warning the more my period of denial went on, and trying to resist the urge to stop by at her house. Despite the growing temptation to visit her, I knew that could be a grievance enough for her to torture me some more. I was well aware of what she could do to me and so I didn't want to tempt fate.

I had successfully kept her out of my mind for an entire day until I returned from work to see a black cat padding almost back and forth outside my home. It reminded me of the one I had seen outside Tabitha's, the day that her magic had me practically giving myself a blowjob using the strap-on she wore. And while it scurried away when I approached, I thought I could feel something, or someone, watching me as I opened the front door.

I thought about Tabitha while I tried to get to sleep that night, almost with the hope that her image would follow me into my dreams. I pictured her in a tight corset, as she had been wearing the last time I saw her, and with her bright blue hair framing her face. But the image shifted away from me as I drifted off, succumbing to a dream that felt at that moment so vivid and so real.

"Can you help me, sir?"

The voice appeared close yet far, soft yet loud, seeming to waft through the air around me as undisturbed and distinct as the smell of freshly baked bread. I saw its source: a small, shadowy figure curled up in the corner of the gloomy, medieval dungeon I was in. I stepped closer. Fire in the sconces on the walls around illuminated her as she looked up, eyes bright and hypnotic in the light of the flames.

"Can you help me, sir?" she asked again.

Another step closer and I saw her long dark hair contrasted against the white of her naked, petite body. She was unfamiliar to me, but so beautiful, and when I saw the chains and manacles binding her limbs to a metal loop in the wall I knew I had to save her.

"Please can you help?" she begged, her lower lip quivering. "You can unlock me. Please let me free."

The key was already in my hand and I saw it would fit perfectly into the hole in the lock that connected all the chains. I knelt down beside her and inserted the key. With a twist, it released, and all her bindings fell free from her body.

"Thank you, sir."

Her body, now unrestrained, uncurled before me. I watched her supple breasts as she stretched her arms above her head. In the cold of the dungeon, her nipples were hard, and I felt them poking my chest when she moved to hug me.

Her arms squeezed me tight and I enjoyed the embrace. The warmth of her breath in my ear was pleasant as she whispered.

"Thank you for rescuing me. How can I reward you?"

I was unable to speak, but I knew my desire for her was evident. She pressed her lips against mine with a gentle kiss. Her tongue darted into my mouth while her hands reached down to free my raging erection.

"Fuck me," she whispered, letting me grab her ass and tits and feel her flesh between my fingers. "I need you."

With a firm hold of her body, I flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs and I was helpless to stop myself from edging closer until my cock slid between her wet lips and I was overcome by pleasure.

"Fuck me," she repeated, more commandingly now. She grabbed my ass and encouraged me to thrust forward and back. I held her hips and watched her breasts jiggling as I rammed inside her tight pussy. Nothing else in the world seemed to exist other than me, her, and our pleasure. But as the heat of passion rose within me, I heard a moan from somewhere else in the dungeon.

"Ignore her," the girl said, pulling me closer down to kiss her. "I need your cum."

I wanted to cum for her, and I could feel myself getting close. But the moaning, not from me or her, only got louder and I looked around.

Out of the gloom I saw the blazing blue hair of another naked figure. She was bound to what looked like a torture rack, her body stretched to its extreme. She wore a sort of muzzle that prevented her from talking, but her eyes were familiar and they looked pleadingly at me.

"Cum for me," the recently-rescued girl continued to beg. She didn't seem to care that the dungeon was occupied by another in need of saving. "You don't need her. You just need to cum."

I did need to cum. And it felt like nothing would be able to stop me. But I couldn't ignore Tabitha. I knew it was her, even if I couldn't make out her face beneath the muzzle. Her body struggled against the bonds and she continued to moan.

I felt so close. My cock was ready to burst. I saw the look of orgasmic pleasure on the face of the girl beneath me.

"Cum in me," she begged, "fill me with your hot load. I need it. Please. Cum for me."

Her legs wrapped around me and held me inside her as I felt her pussy beginning to contract around me. She pulled me in tight and I knew I was so close to bursting.

But I wasn't allowed to cum. I saw Tabitha shaking her head, urging me to resist. And while I was right on the edge, feeling as if my cum was already leaking out, I stopped fucking the dark-haired girl. She didn't let go of me easily, and it felt like I could have just cum just by remaining inside her tight, contracting pussy. But I summoned the strength to break free.

Her legs loosened as I fell back against the floor. She seemed to writhe around in the throes of orgasm while also moaning from having her pleasure ruined by my withdrawal.

"Well done, slave," Tabitha said, suddenly appearing over me, having apparently freed herself. She seemed to enjoy watching the other girl squirming desperately.

My cock throbbed and ached but I knew I had made my mistress proud by holding back. She looked at me and smiled.

"Come see me this afternoon, slave," she told me. "We'll have some fun together."

With that, the dream dissolved around me. The lights went out and the cold hard floor beneath me was replaced by the warm soft sheets of my bed.

It was still early in the morning when I checked my phone. And with the hard-on still a constant temptation to be relieved, I knew that Tabitha's message to meet her had been real. What I didn't know was how much of that dream she had manifested herself. Was it all done to tease and test me? And who was that other girl? Those questions swirled around me as I drifted off to a more peaceful sleep, happy at least to know that I'll be seeing my mistress later.

*****

My cock was hard in my pants as I approached her front door for the third time, wondering what would be in store for me today. Tabitha answered my knock, standing at the entrance with nothing but a silk gown that barely covered her tits and went to only the top of her thighs.

"Come on," she said, beckoning me in. "I've got a surprise for you."

Curious to know what she meant, I went inside. Despite noticing that the statues, or protective wards, had all disappeared after having decorated her entire hallway, I just followed her upstairs, enjoying the glimpse of her bare ass beneath the loosely swishing fabric. Although, even more intriguing were the sounds of a woman moaning. It was loud, at points almost like a yell, but Tabitha didn't seem concerned and so neither was I.

Not until we entered her bedroom and I saw the cause of all the commotion. A naked woman squirmed uncontrollably in the middle of the room, lying face up over the floor. I could hardly believe my eyes. She was hovering in midair, arms and legs outstretched like she was bound spread-eagle. And when her head moved up in one of her orgasmic spasms, I realised that I knew her.

"She better not be the girl of your dreams," Tabitha said, stroking a long bare leg that was at the same height as her shoulder. "But I'm sure you'll recognise her as the girl from your dream last night."

"I do," I said, remembering vividly the same breasts I had held and the same pussy I had fucked and almost cum inside. Her dark hair dropped in straight locks, waving as she tried to twist and escape some invisible torture.

"Her name's Lolly," Tabitha explained. "She's been a real pain recently so she deserves this little punishment. I'm sure I don't need to remind you of how I can tease. But you might be interested to know that she's currently experiencing one hundred tongues all licking right about here."

She stood between the two open legs and ran a finger over the dripping wet pussy, making the tormented girl groan.

"Of course, she's not allowed to cum either. I've lost track of how long she's been on the edge."

"Why was she in my dream?" I asked, feeling some sympathy for her. I knew exactly how it felt to have an orgasm blocked by magic and how excruciating it was to be tortured in that way.

"Oh, Lolly and I have a bit of a rivalry that goes back eons, isn't that right?"

Tabitha slapped the helpless woman across her breasts. She winced, but her moans continued, and it didn't seem like she could hear or see us. Whether that was part of Tabitha's spell or whether it was just a result of her agonising magical pleasure that drowned out the rest of the world, I didn't know.

"Is she okay?" I asked.

"Of course she is! I've done much worse to her in the past, and she's done the same to me in return. Believe me, slave, if I hadn't protected myself with those protective charms, she would be the one dominating me right now."

"Oh." I liked the image of the blue-haired witch writhing naked.

"I know what you're picturing right now, slave," Tabitha scowled at me. "So stop. Because you don't want to know what would happen if I was incapacitated right now and Lolly here was free. She'd use you until you're begging for mercy, and then she'd use you some more. Unlike me, she doesn't have boundaries. She managed to suppress my control over you last night, but only temporarily. My spells were protecting you so she could only influence your dreams. Fortunately, I was alert enough to stop her. And she was silly enough to come here seeking payback. I know her too well and already had a trap set. You walked right into that, didn't you, silly little Lolly."

Tabitha waved her hand and Lolly rotated in the air until she was facing the floor. Under the curve of her perfect ass, I could see her pussy glistening wet and clenching as the invisible tongues continued their work.

"She always targets my slaves," Tabitha spanked her ass, making her flesh ripple. "She knows they're my weakness. But you held your own. Anyone else would have cum in that dream. If you did, all my spells over you would have shattered and she would have usurped me as your mistress, stealing you from me. But you willingly proved that you are mine, and I am grateful for that, slave. I won't forget it. Help me today, show me how good you can be, and I promise you will be rewarded. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress. I am yours." The recognition for my actions made my cheeks glow with pride. I wanted to continue making her happy.

"Excellent."

The blue-haired witch snapped her fingers and, as if all magic suddenly ceased, Lolly dropped to the floor. Her moans stopped but her breathing was still heavy. She lay there for a moment, her dark hair a mess and her body unmoving. Like someone just woken from a deep sleep, she looked as if she didn't want to be disturbed. But Tabitha barked a command without concern.

"Get up, Lolly, on your knees. Look at me."

Slowly, the naked witch began to stir. She gathered herself together off the floor, turned to kneel and face Tabitha. She gave me a curious look but otherwise directed her attention towards the woman in front of her.

"How many times do I have to teach you not to mess with me?"

"I only wanted to mess with him." Lolly smirked and glanced at me again.

"He's mine, Lolly. And, for the time being, so are you."

"Are we really doing this again?" She rolled her eyes. I was surprised by her sassiness, given her submissive position.

"Yes. It's your fault for coming here anyway."

"I thought I'd found a way through your protective charms, don't blame me for trying."

"I've learnt a lot since we last met," Tabitha answered firmly. "All your magic is neutered while you're in here."

"I know. It feels...weird. Kinda trippy." Lolly giggled. "So, we gonna have some more fun or what? I enjoyed those tongues. You got any more?"

Clearly Tabitha's usual methods didn't work on her rival, who by now I gathered was more than used to the sexual torture. There was something about how the two witches interacted that I couldn't work out. Their rivalry was at once ferocious and somehow friendly, and it was a mystery how serious this conflict between them was. The one thing that was apparent was that this had been going on for a long time.

"I'm sure you'd love some more of that," Tabitha said, running her fingers through Lolly's hair. "Which is why you won't be getting any more of it. Not right now, anyway. I know how to frustrate you in a different way. Strip, sub."

Her last two words were directed at me, and immediately I complied. Even with Lolly now watching me with intrigue, I just removed my clothes as Tabitha continued.

"Did you think you'd be able to break my slave?"

Lolly considered the question, eyeing me up with a smirk as I stripped down to my underwear. "If you hadn't got control back, I know he would have surrendered to me. You've not got a cock, dear, but he does. You couldn't possibly imagine how it felt for him to fuck my tight cunt. A few seconds more and he would have cum, I have no doubt."

"But despite your confidence, he resisted you." Tabitha came over to me and stroked my head reassuringly as I finally got completely naked, my hard cock now on show. "And I have complete faith in him to continue resisting, to be ever loyal to me."

"Okay hun, give me a chance and I'll test that for you." Lolly bit her lip as she looked at my cock.

"Oh, that's the plan."

I looked at Tabitha, shocked by what she meant.

"Don't worry, slave," she said. "You get to be teased by her again."

"This will be interesting," Lolly smirked.

"But, Lolly, no magic allowed."

"Excuse me? You know I'm a witch, right? Magic is kinda my thing."

"I know. And if I removed his orgasm block you could make him cum in an instant. So, this will be your challenge: you can tease him however you want, but without any charms or tricks or spells to help you out. And, because I trust him so much, I'll let you do what you please. So you can try and make him cum, while he will be holding back as hard as he can."

I looked uneasily at Tabitha, unsure how well her plan would pan out. If she was being completely truthful, I feared how much trust she was placing on me to resist Lolly, magic or no magic. And the way the naked witch examined me with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes didn't fill me with confidence.

"Here, slave," Tabitha said to me, pulling up a chair into the middle of the room. "Take a seat."

I sat down while she fetched a bundle of rope.

"To make this fair," she said, tying my hands behind me and my ankles to the chair legs, "I won't be using any magic to restrain my slave."

When I was securely bound and she had checked the knots, she patted me on the head.

"Feeling okay, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered, nervous but excited about her plan. With my legs spread apart, my hard cock stood straight up as I waited for what was about to happen.

"Good. Now, Lolly, listen to me. You can't use your magic, and you won't just be able to jerk him off until he cums. Because he's tied up, he won't be able to stop you, and this is meant to be a challenge. No. Instead, I'm keeping his orgasm blocker active for as long as he wishes. If he wants to cum, I'll let him. But he needs to explicitly ask me for permission. Simple as that."

"So I can still do anything, use anything?" Lolly looked at me excitedly.

"Sure! Fuck him for all I care. But he won't be cumming unless he asks me for permission." Tabitha stepped behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. "And, slave, what happens is entirely up to you. Resist her and make me happy. Or ask me to cum and I promise I'll let you. But I won't be happy, of course. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress," I nodded, and so did Lolly. She eagerly crawled over to kneel at my feet at Tabitha's request.

"How long do you think you'll need, Lolly?" my mistress asked.

"I'll break him in ten minutes, easy." Lolly bit her lip and looked right up at me, her eyes full of confidence and mischief.

"I'll give you thirty," Tabitha said, once again making me unsure about her trust in me. I was already rock hard, and the thought of enduring half an hour of teasing seemed impossible. She kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear: "I believe in you, slave. Don't let me down." Then she stepped back, still out of sight behind me, and gave her order to the other witch kneeling before me: "Lolly, you may begin."

I braced myself, expecting the torment to begin immediately, for her to start stroking my cock or even jump onto my lap to fuck me. Then I realised that I wasn't scared about that happening; I wanted it. And so I cursed to myself for falling into temptation before the teasing had even begun. Because Lolly had hardly moved yet. She tilted her head to the side and looked over my body.

So I examined hers: the small but perky tits, and the inviting, smooth slit where her thighs met. And then she caught me looking and gave me a smile. It was comforting and friendly, like she appreciated my evident admiration.

She shifted slightly on her knees, leaning forward and bringing her hands up to my thighs. Her fingernails were sharp and she scratched lightly up the inside of my legs, slowly approaching my crotch. But she stopped just below my balls and retreated down to my knees.

She repeated this again. Once. Then twice. Then a third time. Each movement towards my cock seemed to send an involuntary rush of blood to make it grow bigger, even without it being touched. It was just through the anticipation of it. Each time she seemed to get closer than before, but she never even grazed my balls.

And as she did this, her eyes remained fixed on my cock. They seemed to light up with curiosity each time it throbbed. Her lips parted with astonishment at just how hard I had become.

And we both knew this was only the start.

I let out a sigh as her hands finally pulled away, betraying my excitement and frustration. She smiled at me, knowing that I was already so aroused and so vulnerable to her touch.

Then Lolly shifted closer still. She pushed her hair behind her shoulders and craned forward, bringing her soft lips down on my thighs.

Her nails had left barely noticeable scratch marks behind on my skin that hadn't caused any pain. But now that her lips followed the same trail, the caressing touch, so warm and slightly wet, felt so incredibly comforting that it sent shivers through my body.

She continued kissing up one thigh then down the other before retracing her path. Each little peck built onto the other this strange but pleasant sensation that made my skin tingle and my loins burn with desire. By now my cock seemed to twitch with every beat of my heart. I wanted to beg her to touch it, to suck it, lick it, kiss it, anything to relieve my frustration. But I couldn't let her know how close I already was to breaking.

Then suddenly her lips went an inch further, planting a kiss on one of my balls. Her tongue flicked out to lick it before moving to do the same with the other.

I let out a loud moan as she popped it into her mouth and sucked, sending warm pleasure shooting through me. She rolled it around with her tongue then switched to the other ball, enveloping both with the wet heat of her mouth. I felt her tugging, the movement causing my cock to bounce desperately.

She let my balls drop out from between her lips and I sat there almost shaking. My hands were interlocked in their bondage, my knuckles white. Her hair brushed caressingly over my thighs as she watched my cock twitching.

I could feel her warm breath on it now. She was close, her face inches from the shaft. She pursed her lips and blew cold air over it, then she giggled when it caused me to clench and make it bounce. She did it again, entertained by my reactions.

I was helpless, hoping for her mouth on me, and Lolly knew it. Her lips parted for a moment and she looked up at me with big eyes as she edged closer until only a sliver of air separated my cock from her.

With intensity she gazed into my eyes, appearing to burrow into my very soul as I felt unable even to blink. It felt as if I would have answered any question she might have asked of me at that very moment, or fulfilled any request. But she seemed to wait, letting her soft exhales of warm air remind me of her proximity.

I wanted to beg. My cock ached for her attention. Her penetrative glare persisted, keenly focused on my expression. I knew what she wanted: to see me falter, to see the exact moment at which I couldn't hold out any more, when I just had to ask for this witch to touch me. And I couldn't wait any longer.

"Please," I begged with the softest, almost inaudible whisper.

Lolly smiled self-assuredly. Her eyes darted back to my cock. She put her lips together and pressed them against the head in the simplest but most exhilarating kiss I had ever received.

"Fuuuck," I gasped as electric shocks of pleasure darted through my cock in response to the light but wonderful sensation.

She moved to kiss the underside, sucking softly against the frenulum and making my knees shake. She continued down the length of the shaft, planting each kiss with care and precision. At the base, her tongue darted out to swirl in a small spiral. And then, with me almost impatient for more, she gave a slow, unimpeded lick up the entire underside of my cock.

Her tongue pressed firmly against me. She didn't slow down or speed up. But when she reached the top she twirled her tongue around the head before pulling away.

At this point, a bead of precum was glistening on the tip of my cock. I had never been this aroused with such relatively light stimulation, but already the pressure within me was so incredibly intense. I was sure that, if the orgasm blocker was removed, I could have cum just from more of those kisses.

But Lolly had other ideas. She licked her lips, brushed her hair out of her face, and without further teasing she took me inside her mouth.

Instantly I was straining in my bonds as the electrifying pleasure overpowered any previous teasing. Her lips gripped tightly as they moved along my shaft. I just stared with bewilderment as the warmth and wetness continued spreading further and further down until, with a muffled gag from her, she reached the base and held me there.

My entire cock throbbed inside her mouth and remained there, lips sealed while my cock pulsed, the tip touching the back of her throat.

I wanted to buck my hips, to thrust forward, but I was so paralysed by pleasure, almost scared to move in case she pulled away and denied me any more. But she remained there and every passing moment felt both so wonderful and so frustrating.

Then she moaned, sending vibrations rippling through my shaft. This unbearable pleasure had me sweating in my seat as the heat grew fiercer with the edge of orgasm approaching swiftly.

When I thought she couldn't go on any longer, Lolly pulled back softly, her lips still sealed around my shaft as her tongue came to life, fluttering around the head of my cock. And then she moved back down again, and she continued with this tight and devastating blowjob. Each time she deepthroated me, I was surprised by her skill as she performed so effortlessly. And each time she came back to focus on the head of my cock, her tongue played against my frenulum and almost sent me into fits.

The pleasure built and built. Lolly's blowjob became faster and faster, my cock sliding smoothly in and out between her lips. Saliva dribbled down onto the seat of the chair while I strained against my bonds. I couldn't prevent the rising desire to cum. And she didn't slow down. Her head bobbed up and down with skill and determination. I was entirely at her mercy as my knees quivered and I reached the edge.

But I didn't cum. After all the teasing I had endured, the persisting presence of Tabitha's magic had slipped from my mind. I was so desperate to cum that I hadn't even considered the orgasm blocker that was still in effect, and that it was down to me to ask for its removal. In fact, I had almost forgotten that the blue-haired witch was still there, out of sight but watching the entire show play out. Was she waiting for me to beg her to let me cum? Or was she still confident that I would hold out, even now?

Lolly must have known that I was right there, right at the point of exploding and emptying my cum down her throat. She didn't cease, she didn't slow down. She just continued, making me squirm as little as I could in my bondage.

It was causing a fire in my cock, a raging, burning desire that was spreading through my entire body. Every part of me needed to cum. It needed that chance to release, and I could not escape Lolly's mouth which fueled that blaze unendingly.

I knew how to stop it. I knew how to end this torture. My lips were parted, so ready to ask Tabitha to remove the block. But all that escaped them was a non-verbal groan that forced my mind to resist, to keep at bay the primal temptations that were driving me wild.

And then Lolly stopped. My eyes had been screwed shut so it took a moment to realise and sense the cold air penetrating the warmth that emanated from my cock. And while the cool was pleasant, almost soothing, the orgasm that had felt so close for so long remained near, at the forefront of my desire.

I didn't know how much of the thirty minutes had passed yet, but when I opened my eyes and Lolly stood up, it was worrying to see that her confidence hadn't been shaken. She still smiled at me, as if knowing how close she had been to breaking me. I had hoped that the blowjob was her main attempt, but now I wondered if it was only a warmup for the final assault on my simple urges.

"Your precum tastes so good," Lolly said, slowly walking around behind me. Her hand on my shoulder showed me she wasn't going anywhere, and she leaned in close to my ear to whisper. "I was hoping to taste the rest of your load. I'm sure you've got plenty built-up for me. Do you want to cum in my mouth?"

"No," I managed to say, though my voice was wavering and uncertain.

"No? Hmm, Tabitha really has made you subservient. She likes to make men submit, I guess you're well aware of that by now. But what did she tell you about me? I'm not maleficent, if that's what she said. Hell, I'm hardly into this femdom stuff that she loves."

She leaned down and tweaked my nipples. Her hair tickled my shoulders and neck.

"Do you know what I love? Making guys cum. Seriously, that's it. Seeing the look on their faces as their big, hard cocks erupts with all that hot cum. Fuck, nothing makes me wetter. Well, apart from the feeling of them shooting that load inside my tight little cunt. God, I can almost cum just from that."

Lolly came back around in front and straddled me. Her petite body was light but her warmth seemed to radiate as her pussy pressed against my cock.

"That's all I wanted to do last night in your dream: make you cum. I don't care about stealing you away from Tabitha. But I could feel how desperate you were and I wanted to relieve you of that discomfort. I know it's what you want too. So why not do it now?"

She began to grind her pussy against my cock, which had only just cooled down from her previous efforts. Immediately I felt myself coming nearer to the edge as her wet lips slid over it, almost letting it slip inside.

"You feel how wet I am?" she said, becoming flushed with her own pleasure. "That's what you're doing to me. Do you want to relive your dream with me? Do you want me to fuck you?"

"Fuck" was the only word I could let out as she answered the question for me, bringing herself up then down in one smooth movement, letting the entire length of my cock slide inside her. She was so tight but so wet and it felt incredible around my needy shaft. And even more incredible was the fact that it felt exactly as it had done in my dream, and in a moment of deja vu I found myself back in that dungeon with her beautiful, petite body wrapped around me.

But this time she was on top. She had more control. Her hands held onto my shoulders as she rode me harder and faster, her tits rising and falling in front of my face.

"Imagine if I could use my magic on you," she moaned into my ear, her breath quickening. "When we're out of here, I'll show you. You can fuck me any way you want, but I can make it seem like there's ten of me. Kissing you, sucking your balls, licking your cock. I'll make you feel so good, and you don't even need to hold back. You can cum when you want, where you want, however many times you want. Just like now. Just tell her to remove the block and you can fucking fill me with all that cum."

"Mmmmm," I groaned, feeling myself reach the edge as she continued bouncing up and down on my lap.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered, her body tightening around me. "I'm gonna cum. I want you to cum with me, please. Oh fuck. You want that, don't you? Tell me, oh fuck, tell me, do you want to cum?"

I tried to keep my lips sealed, but through pure desire I couldn't resist moaning the truth: "Yes."

Lolly was shaking as she neared climax. I could feel her pussy contracting around me, trying to coax out the cum that should have been pouring out. In between loud, near-orgasmic moans, she managed to whisper in my ear: "Then ask for permission."

Until that reminder that I needed to ask Tabitha to remove the block, I was willing to do anything, or say anything, if it would allow me to cum and shoot my load inside Lolly's pussy. But instead it brought back to my awareness that the blue-haired witch, my mistress, was still in the room, and despite everything my body urged me to do I had still pledged myself to her. So I remained on the edge as Lolly began to climax, and I braced myself for the agony of experiencing her body-shaking orgasm on top of me. The words to ask for release were on the tip of my tongue, desperate to escape and end my agony, and it took all my willpower to hold them in.

But then Lolly was lifted off me, as if by invisible hand had plucked her from my lap. She looked at me in confusion as she levitated across the room, her limbs being stretched out in a cross.

"Time's up." A hand gripped my shoulder and Tabitha stepped back into my field of vision. "I knew I could count on you, slave. Now, what should we do with her?"

Even with my cock feeling the frustration of the edge that only slowly faded away, the relief of having my mistress back in control was so immense that I found myself smiling with delight, especially as I watched her control Lolly. The naked witch dangled in the air, cursing her rival while her hips bucked helplessly to try and recover the orgasm that had just been ruined. She was turned onto her back and continued to writhe around quite uselessly, and I felt a warm sense of satisfaction to see her suffering as I had.

"Come on, slave," Tabitha said as she untied the ropes binding me to the chair. "You deserve a proper reward for proving your loyalty to me."

She had to help me stand up because my knees were wobbling after having become exhausted from all the teasing. Lolly, meanwhile, had fallen silent, no longer in the throes of her ruined orgasm. She strained her neck to glare at us, but with her body stretched out spread-eagle, as she had been when I entered the room, she no longer seemed threatening. Any power she had over me had been stripped away the moment my mistress took back control.

"This has endured enough," Tabitha said as her hand came down momentarily to give a single stroke to my hard cock. "It's time you got what you most desired."

She led me over to between Lolly's spread legs then flung off her robe. Even with the exposed pussy inches before me, I admired Tabitha's body even more. The curve of her ass and tits were exquisite. They made her seem so strong, especially as she walked round to where Lolly's head hung back in defeat.

"How does it feel, knowing you lost?" my mistress asked the other witch, stroking her long dark hair.

"He wanted to cum," Lolly retorted. "If you hadn't interrupted...just a minute more. He would have begged for permission."

"You can believe that if you like. But you failed, Lolly. You know I'm stronger than you. Isn't that right? So right now, you will serve me."

Lolly stared up at Tabitha, pondering for a moment before sighing in defeat. "Yes, mistress."

"If you want to experience pleasure again, you will have to make me cum." Tabitha took a small step forward, smothering Lolly's face with her pussy. "Mmm, do it. Make me cum."

I saw Lolly's jaw get to work and Tabitha's eyelids flutter. She then composed herself for a moment just to look at me and give an order: "Fuck her, slave. Enjoy her tight cunt."

With Lolly hovering at waist height, she was in the perfect position for me to do as commanded. She didn't squirm when I put my hands on her hips, but she did moan with delight as I slipped my cock inside, finding her still so wet. Her tight pussy enveloped me with pleasure, as had it done before. But this time it was different. This time I had my mistress' consent to enjoy it, and I could fuck as hard and as fast as I wanted.

"Don't cum straight away, slave," Tabitha said between whimpers of delight as her pussy was being licked. "Wait for me. Oh fuck, yes. We'll cum together. I promise."

Lolly was muffled but I could hear her expressing her pleasure as I fucked her hard. I could still feel the orgasm blocker on me but her pussy was too good around my cock that I couldn't slow down. Reaching the edge quickly didn't pain me. I was desperate to cum but that sensation as I slid my shaft in and out was addictive. Each pump promised more, a greater reward for when I was finally allowed to burst.

"Fuck, yes, just there, keep going." Tabitha moaned across from me, her thighs shaking. I stared at her body as it trembled and in a moment of excitement she slapped Lolly's tits then fondled them, pulling her nipples and making them hard.

"Make me cum," Tabitha ordered the other witch with a whisper. "And feel my slave cum inside you. That's all you're good for. He is mine, and so are you."

I had to hold on tightly to Lolly's hips as my knees shook, threatening to collapse while all my energy was spent thrusting back and forth. My balls slapped against her and I felt her pussy begin to contract, trying to find a more satisfying orgasm than the last. The pressure in my cock was extreme and I looked pleadingly across at Tabitha whose eyes were screwed shut as the tremors of climax began to shudder through her.

"Yes," was all she said, her voice strained. "Mmm, yes. Yes. Yeeeessssss."

Her body convulsed, her tits wobbled, and she grinded her pussy harder against Lolly's face. But I couldn't pay any more attention to it because, like a light switch being flicked on, suddenly the flood of my orgasm was unlocked, unleashed upon the tight pussy that I was still furiously pounding. It was as if the final piece of a puzzle had fallen into place inside me, a slight tremor of pure satisfaction to trigger an avalanche that had been building bigger and bigger in preparation for this moment.

I pushed in balls-deep as the first shot of cum thundered through my shaft. The power of my pleasure stole all my other energy, and with each shot I found myself incapable of anything other than the slightest of movements.

Lolly's pussy did most of the work. As she also climaxed it contracted around my shaft, like it was squeezing and sucking out all of the cum. I couldn't do anything but hold on tight and keep my cock buried inside as everything flooded out. All of the teasing, all of the edges, they all led to this moment of sheer bliss. Wave after wave rushed out to fill her with every last drop.

When I finally caught my breath and my cock eventually stopped twitching, I was bent over with my head almost buried between Lolly's sore breasts. The magic holding her up off the floor was strong enough to make her body a secure resting spot as I let myself embrace the warm tingle that embraced me after my full and satisfying orgasm.

My cock gradually softened and shrunk inside Lolly, where it felt comfortable and caressing. I didn't want to pull out until I had regained awareness enough to see Tabitha step back on shaky legs and sit down on the end of her bed.

"Come here, slave," she ordered. Her voice was firm but there was the telltale quiver of someone still recovering from orgasm.

I summoned the energy to stand up unsupported and took a step back, letting my cock slide out of Lolly's pussy and unplug everything I had unloaded inside. Thick, white cum oozed out between the pink lips, dripping with audible drops onto the floor. I was almost mesmerized by the sight, but I knew Tabitha was waiting for me so I drew my gaze away and went to her.

"Kneel," she said once I reached her. "Good sub."

When I sunk onto my knees, I felt like I was where I belonged. She stroked my head and I felt warm with satisfaction, even with my cock small and my arousal faded.

"Was that worth it, slave, pledging yourself to me instead of giving in to her?"

"Yes, mistress," I said earnestly. "Thank you."

"You're welcome, slave. I may be cruel, but that's only because I want to push you to your limits, to make you do what you never thought possible. And when you succeed, like you did today, you should be proud. I am too. I'm a very proud and happy mistress. But tell me again, now that your head is clear and you're not mindlessly aroused, do you still want to be mine? You've had more than a taste of fucking Lolly, you've even cum inside her. If you really wanted, you could go free and you could have a lot of fun with her. Knowing her, I'm certain she'd love that. So, slave, are you still sure you want to submit to me?"

I looked at Lolly, her body floating and covered in perspiration. Her hair was a dark hanging mess and her face stared absently at us. She had experienced her own mind-blowing orgasm and now, I assumed, she didn't want to spoil her pleasure by interrupting and antagonizing Tabitha.

My mistress, in her fully naked glory, looked down at me like a goddess. Her posture was perfect, her body was like a sculpture, with her hair a brilliant and hypnotically azure beacon. Even with her breasts and pussy in view, I realized I didn't want to fuck her as I may have wanted before.

I only wanted to please her. I wanted to serve her.

"I am yours, mistress," I said, unwaveringly. "Completely."

She smiled, nodded, and with a wave of her hand Lolly was lowered to the floor.

"You're free to go," Tabitha said to the other witch, who remained on her back in a state of disarray.

"Oh," she said, meekly, slowly picking herself up and getting onto her knees to face us. "Really?"

"Yes. Go on." Tabitha stood up, but paused when Lolly sighed with disappointment. "What is it?"

"I...well." She glanced at me nervously. "Can't I, maybe, join you? Just for a bit? I'll be good, as good as him. I just...I enjoy serving you, Tabitha."

"If that's true," the blue-haired witch said, standing over us, "then call me mistress."

Lolly stared at the floor, as if she had second thoughts about whether she really wanted to submit. But after only a moment she tilted her head back to answer: "Yes, mistress."

Tabitha smiled and put her hands on her hips.

"Well then," she said, "let's have some fun."

The End
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