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  The Cure for Writer's Block


It was a nice, cozy afternoon. After lunch, Piper and Karo had gotten stuck on the couch, at first watching some videos and cuddling, until eventually the cuddling had progressed to a point where no one cared all that much for the videos anymore. 
“So… what are we gonna do now?” Piper finally asked when it had become clear where the afternoon was heading.
“I don’t know,” Karo purred, her head resting in Piper’s lap. She was pretty horny after all the snuggling and making out, but not the raging kind of horniness, where you ripped each other’s clothes off and went at it like animals. More the cozy kind of horniness, where both parts of the “friends with benefits” package had their appeal, not just the benefits. “How’s my story coming along?”
“Yeah… slowly,” Piper said evasively.
“When was the last time you worked on it?”
“Some time ago.”
Karo sighed. It wasn’t that she minded her Christmas present being delayed a bit. Okay, maybe more than a bit, seeing how it was already November again, but whatever. She liked Piper’s erotic stories, and understood that her girlfriend needed to be in the right mood to write.
However, it hadn’t escaped her notice that during the past couple of months, Piper had often talked about wanting to write again, but this alleged want had never manifested in her actually sitting down and doing it. It was a bit of a waste, Karo thought, especially since Piper didn’t seem happy with the (non-existent) results, either. “You could write now.”
“I guess I could,” Piper said, idly running her fingers through Karo’s hair.
Karo sighed once again, and sat up. She knew her friend well enough to recognize that tone. Without further prodding, nothing was going to happen. And too much prodding only led to resistance. Maybe it was time to change her strategy.
She leaned in, her lips brushing over Piper’s cheek as she whispered “You know, if you need some extra motivation to write, I could help you there.” The sentence trailed off into series of soft kisses.
“Are you implying something naughty?” Piper’s fingers were in Karo’s hair again, but now they were gripping down. Not yet pulling, but making it very clear that they could pull any time they wanted.
“Maybe I am.” Karo made a show of licking her lips, knowing full well what effect that always had on her girlfriend.
Piper strengthened her grip, forcing Karo’s head forwards into a long, tongue-heavy kiss. Her other hand went under Karo’s shirt and traveled up her belly. Before it could reach her breasts, though, Karo stopped it with her own hand.
“What’s the matter?” Piper asked, breaking the kiss.
“I know us. If I let you go on, we’re not leaving this couch for another couple hours.” And afterwards they’d have to change the bed sheets which they had draped over the upholstery for this very purpose. They’d learned the hard way how difficult and / or expensive it was to get those stains out of a couch.
“And that’s a problem?”
“Not really, but it’s not gonna make progress on my present.”
Piper bit her lip. You didn’t need to be a mind reader to realize that getting her horny had only raised her motivation for sex, not her motivation to write. “Yeah, but… you know, how about we have some sexy time now, and I promise I’ll get back to writing tomorrow?”
It was tempting, but Karo knew that if she gave in now, her story would see at least another Christmas come to pass before it was finished. “Or how about you write now, and once you’re done, I reward you with some sexy time.”
“There’s no way I finish today. I’ve got at least another ten thousand words planned for the story.”
“How much do you usually write per day?” Karo asked. She still didn’t get why Piper always talked about words instead of pages, like a normal person. Likely just because bigger numbers sounded more impressive.
“Depends. I’ve had days with five thousand when it went really well, but usually I’m happy if I manage a thousand.”
“Okay then.” Karo flicked her hair back. She had to pull out all the stops here. “You write a thousand words for me, and I eat you out as long as you want. Deal?”
“Don’t you always eat me out as long as I want anyway?” Another kiss, and once again Karo had to stop Piper’s hands from getting too intimate.
It was getting harder. The horny part of her wouldn’t have minded forgetting about the whole thing, and just letting Piper have her way. “You’re playing dirty here,” she complained.
“Maybe a little. Maybe you’re just too good at eating me out, and I can’t wait that long. You’re just so… so… good with your tongue.” She emphasized the last couple of words with more kisses.
“Guess it’d be cruel to make you wait, then.”
“Such a good girl!” Piper playfully pushed Karo down and crawled on top of her.
Knowing that at this point sex was inevitable, Karo played the last card she had left. “I’ll eat you out right now. But only if you write.”
“I can’t promise I’m still in the mood afterwards. I’ll try my best, though,” Piper mumbled, very unsubtly trying to distract Karo by kissing along her neck.
“Not afterwards. Right now. While I eat you out.”
It was hard to read Piper’s expression. Given the blush of her cheeks, it didn’t look like the idea had no appeal to her at all, but she still tried to shirk her responsibilities. “You think I can be productive while you have a go at me?”
“I’ll be gentle,” Karo said, once again licking her lips in that very deliberate manner. “And you’ve gotta see it like this: The longer you take for your thousand words, the longer you get to enjoy my tongue.”
The spark in Piper’s eye told Karo that she’d found the right approach. “Are you sure you want to make that offer? It might take an hour or two for me to write that much.”
Karo grinned to herself. Classic Piper. It was always a pain to get her to do something. Until you convinced her that it was her own idea and for her own benefit, and suddenly she had all the enthusiasm in the world. Now Karo only had to keep her engaged. “Well, I guess that’s my problem then, isn’t it?”
“Guess it is.” Piper got up. She hooked her finger into Karo’s top to pull her with. “Come, we’ve got some writing to do.”
Karo let herself be led to the table. Piper’s laptop was still lying there from her work meeting the day before, so there was only one thing Piper had to do – or rather, one thing to get rid of – to be ready. Thanks to her preference for skirts, that was only a matter of seconds. While she booted up the laptop, Karo crawled under the table.
She was surprised to find that they’d never done this before. She’d eaten Piper out in what felt like every position in every place of both of their flats, but so far they hadn’t done the sneaky under the table stick.
It felt surprisingly claustrophobic to have the ceiling so close that she couldn’t lift her head without bumping it. The legs of the table were also more restrictive then she’d expected. Then again, her job didn’t require her to move around much. The floor wasn’t exactly the most comfortable, but Karo was no stranger to spending extended periods of time on her knees, and she could at least balance some of her weight on her hands.
It took a bit of shuffling around until they figured out how Piper could sit comfortably while also granting Karo the best access, but soon Karo had made herself at home underneath her friend’s skirt.
She was in no rush to start, though. Karo took her time to take in the sight – and, even more importantly, the delicious smell – of her girlfriend’s pussy. That she spent so much time between Piper’s legs didn’t mean that she grew bored of her most intimate parts. On the contrary. By this point, a whiff of her girlfriend’s scent was enough to get her salivating.
“You’re not licking.” Piper’s voice came muffled by the table and the skirt.
“You’re not writing.”
“Yeah, yeah.” A couple of seconds later the typing noises started. Karo kissed Piper’s inner thighs, and the typing stopped again.
“Don’t let me distract you,” Karo said with a little giggle.
“I’m just… thinking.”
Soon the thinking became typing again, and it even kept going when Karo’s kisses got more aggressive. And surely it was just a coincidence that it stopped again right at the moment when Karo first flicked her tongue over Piper’s folds.
She went back to kisses, but every now and then she teased her girlfriend with the tip of her tongue. It was just too much fun to hear Piper suck in air every time she did it. Soon it felt like this sound was more frequent than the clacking of the keyboard.
Karo grinned to herself. During their sexy time, she usually spent a good amount of the time in the role of the oral sex toy that was used by an insatiable Piper. She’d always liked herself in that role, not the least of the reasons being that she was proud of how well she could please other girls with her mouth. And while the casual onlooker might disagree with that assessment, she’d never considered these services a submissive act.
Sure, she was the one shuffling around on her knees for extended periods of time, and also the one who’s tongue was sore afterwards, but at the end of the day, who was really in control? The one just lavishing there and letting things happen? Or the one who played her partner like a fiddle and had an innumerable range of techniques to steer her towards pleasures that could range from wholesome bliss to mind-blowing ecstasy?
“Fuck!” Piper cursed when she felt just the tip of Karo’s tongue on her folds for the umpteenth time.
“Anything the matter?” Karo didn’t bother to hide how pleased she was with herself. By this point, Piper was absolutely soaked. It was such a waste to let her delicious juices soil the chair, but even if she didn’t get the full taste, the alluring smell built up around Karo. And Piper’s reactions were worth a bit of restraint.
“You’re such a tease! How to you expect me to get anything done when you just...” The sentence ended in an exasperated huff.
Karo giggled. “Want me to stop?”
“No. But...” Piper shifted on her seat as she grasped for words. “You’re just teasing. I thought you wanted to motivate me, not, you know...”
“Well, I could make you feel good.” Karo emphasized her words with the first proper lick. It started at Piper’s gushing entrance, and worked itself over the entire length of her glistening folds, before teasing her clitoris just enough to be utterly impossible to ignore. Piper’s drawn out sigh was music to Karo’s ears. “But if I do that, won’t you like it a bit too much, and not get anything done?”
“I can write and feel good at the same time, you know?” Piper followed her words with a flurry of keyboard strokes.
Karo didn’t feel like arguing any further. She just dug in, finally allowing herself to lap up Piper’s nectar. And she had to give it to her girlfriend: While Piper got quite vocal at that sudden rush of stimulation, she only paused her typing for the tiniest of moments.
They both spent the next ten or twenty minutes productively. Piper’s typing was pretty steady, and so were Karo’s licks. Around that time, however, Karo’s cramped position was starting to get uncomfortable. She also grew bored of her technique.
This steady stream of slow, heavy licks was perfect to keep Piper floating on a cloud of bliss, without pushing her too far or getting frustrating. Karo didn’t mind pleasuring Piper like this forever when they were comfortably lying in a soft bed. But right now, the lack of varied feedback didn’t give her anything to distract herself from the ache building up in her knees. It was time to make things more interesting.
Karo closed her mouth over the hood of Piper’s clit, gently pushing it back with her upper lip. Now she just had to press her tongue against that hot nub and slowly increase the suction to…
“Haaa~” Piper’s whole body tensed up. The typing stopped with a last loud clack. Karo gleefully kept going. This technique never failed to get a reaction, and after all that foreplay, it had to feel absolutely insane.
She kept her assault up for a couple seconds longer than could be comfortable, before slowly retreating her lips with a final kiss on Piper’s now visibly engorged and reddened clit. “How’s the thousand words coming along?” Karo asked with the most innocent of voices.
“Fuck you, too.” Maybe Piper had intended it to come out as witty, but her hoarse voice and her labored breaths kinda killed that vibe. “But I’m half done or so.”
It was a bit curious that Piper’s precision with word counts didn’t extend to her progress measurement. If Karo had to guess, it likely meant that Piper was generously rounding up to get the five hundred words “or so”. With no real writing experience, Karo had no idea if Piper’s pace was notably quick or slow. All she needed to know was that they’d be here for quite a bit longer. “Then have fun with the second half.”
Karo waited for the typing to continue before going right back to sucking Piper’s clit. Of course it brought the writing to a screeching halt again, but the sounds it teased out of Piper were too much fun.
It would have been wrong to call them moans. They were more like a series of hoarse gasps, as if she was sucking in air in quick waves, and with too much tension to ever breathe out again. Karo didn’t stop until her own lungs were absolutely screaming for oxygen. She could hold her breath for a good minute if she wanted to, while never letting up on the suction.
A minute might not sound like much, but between the vacuum in Karo’s mouth and the expertly applied pressure of her tongue, it was more than enough time to completely overload a poor little clit with sensations that bordered on being unbearable. Especially if its owner had already been dripping with need before. When Karo let up, she could see that hot button twitch and throb as Piper was stomping her feet in frustration.
“Fuck, please!” Piper whined.
“Please what?”
Piper took some time to catch her breath. Even after half a minute or so, her body was still shaking involuntarily. “It’s too much. Forget writing; if you do that, it’s enough of a challenge not to just, like, die.”
Karo smirked, which her girlfriend sadly couldn’t see. “You want me to ease up, then?”
“Please, yes. Or we’ll be here all day.”
“Which would be terrible, of course.” There was a sliver of truth to Karo’s sarcastic joke. While her knees were used to some discomfort, she’d prefer not to subject them to this wooden floor for hours if she could help it. That didn’t mean that she wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible, though. Oh no, there was so much fun left to be had.
She gave Piper a few minutes of almost-but-not-really cooling down during which she slowly lapped up the new drops she’d teased out. That was all the break she was willing to grant her girlfriend from her mischief, though. Using her nose and her upper lip, she teased the hood of Piper’s clit back again. Nothing was to protect Piper against the tantalizingly gentle flicks her tongue could dish out.
Credit where credit was due, Piper held on for surprisingly long. She bravely kept typing, only the occasional sigh or soft moan betraying that she was all too aware of that wet tongue playing around her most sensitive spot. However, “surprisingly long” in this case still only translated to a few minutes at most, before she was stomping her feet again.
“Argh, you’re killing me here!”
“Really?” Karo backed off to better be able to talk. She was safe in the knowledge that in Piper’s current state, the momentary absence of any stimulation was no less torturous than her continued teasing. “I thought you wanted me to ease up.”
“Don’t get smart, you know exactly what I mean!”
“Want me to go harder again?”
“No! I mean, yes, I mean… You know, if you just finished me up, it would be much easier to concentrate.”
“Really?” Karo licked along the entire length of Piper’s slit again, earning herself an adorable moan. “But if I do that, won’t you be all satisfied, and have no more motivation for porn?”
Piper paused a bit too long before she said “Should be fine. And we can still go for a round two.”
Karo very much doubted that. Piper’s orgasms were loud, intense, and very final. Karo had often tried to introduce her girlfriend to the wonderful world of multiple orgasms, but no matter what technique she used, Piper always got too sensitive right after to be able to enjoy it. Too sensitive, and also completely spent physically and mentally. It was possible to go for several rounds with Piper, but only by leaving very long breaks in between.
“I have a better idea. You keep writing, and once you’re done, then I’m gonna finish you off. That should give you plenty of motivation, don’t you think?”
“Come on! That’s gotta take, like, another half an hour or something.”
“Well, I’m having fun here. I don’t mind another half an hour. And by the looks of it, you’re also having fun. Or are you saying that it’s getting too much for you? That you can’t handle my tongue anymore? I can stop if you want. Maybe I overestimated how mean I can be with you.”
Even before Piper’s “Whatever, let’s do this”, Karo knew that she had won. Her girlfriend wasn’t one to admit weakness. If she was challenged like that, she’d only back down if she really had to.
Karo could have just accepted her victory in good grace, but she was having too much fun not to push her luck a bit. “So, you’re saying I can keep being mean?”
It was precious how this question made Piper clench up. She didn’t back down, though. “Go for it. But no sucking. Sucking is cheating.”
“Pity.” Karo would have loved to see how devastating that technique was once she’d riled up Piper even more, but this boundary was fair enough. She had to give Piper a chance to actually write after all. And it wasn’t like that was her only weapon.
If the following stretch really took half an hour, it didn’t feel like it to Karo. She got so immersed in her fun that she didn’t even notice the complaints of her knees and her neck anymore. After all, it was a rare treat to get to play around with the darker side of her skill set. Being a genius at cunnilingus, and knowing exactly how Piper liked it, didn’t just give her the power to bring her girlfriend to heaven. It also gave her precise knowledge of what would drive her absolutely insane.
 It wasn’t just about edging, although she wasn’t going to skip on that either. She wanted her girlfriend to simmer in as much heat as possible, after all. And it was just so easy to bring her to the bleeding edge, give her the tiniest of pauses, and then, when Piper thought she was cooling down again, tap her tongue here… and here… and there.
Karo’s expert tongue always hit Piper’s clit in exactly the spot, and exactly the way she wanted. There were no slip-ups. Piper could try to rub her legs together for the final bit of friction all she wanted. As long as Karo’s head kept them apart, she’d have to bear these devilishly frustrating tongue lashes for however long it took this time until Karo took pity on her desperately throbbing clit.
But she also had other, more personal ways to make Piper squirm. For example, Piper absolutely loved it when Karo gently nibbled her folds with her lips. The flip side of this was that if Karo took Piper’s folds between her lips and then did nothing at all, Piper’s brain went into overdrive as it waited for the waves of bliss that didn’t come.
Or Karo could stick her tongue up Piper’s entrance, only to pull it out again. And in again. And out. In a rhythm of about once every two seconds. She knew from experience that this was just enough penetration to get Piper all hot and bothered, but too little to feel satisfying in any way.
“Done!” Piper almost screamed. “Fuck! I didn’t know you could be such a sadistic bitch.”
“Well, you did say I could be mean.” Karo once again smirked to herself. Her face was all sticky, and by now she couldn’t ignore how her body was aching all over anymore, but she also couldn’t have been happier with herself. “So you got your thousand words, then?”
“Yes. Now, please, get to it. I’m dying here.” Piper shoved her hip forward, but Karo ignored this blatant attempt of her girlfriend to get her way. Instead, she crawled away and emerged from under the table.
“What…,” Piper started.
“Just checking.” Karo stood up, and groaned as she stretched her body. Now that she was up, it wasn’t just her knees that were killing here. Her back really wasn’t happy about how long she’d spent in this cramped position. “After all, who says I can trust you that you really wrote a thousand words?”
Piper’s face was flushed red as she clicked a few times, before showing the screen to Karo. “There. Happy now?”
It was indeed a stats screen claiming that a good thousand words had been written during the session. However, Piper looked a bit too nervous, and Karo noticed that the document was scrolled to somewhere in the middle of the story. “Could you scroll down to the part you wrote now?”
Piper quickly hid the look of terror on her face, but not quickly enough. “I don’t want the story to get spoiled for you.”
“Don’t worry, I’m not gonna read it. I just want to…” Karo reached for the mouse. Piper didn’t want to let go of it, but there was nothing she could do to stop her without looking even more suspicious.
Karo scrolled down, and saw pretty much exactly what she’d expected. “Ah yeah. ‘She looked into her lover’s eyes and gasd fsdedfa asdf sfsd’ and so on and so forth. Shakespeare’s got nothing on your eloquence.”
Piper had the decency to give in immediately. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to cheat. But you were so… You have no idea what it felt like.”
“Well, the sounds you made gave me a pretty good idea.” Karo grinned. Seeing Piper squirm like this was surprisingly exciting. Maybe it was just because her own horniness was close to boiling over after getting to play with her girlfriend for so long, but it felt good to be the one holding all the cards. Too good to give it up already.
“Look, I… I’ll write it for real. I swear. Just… I know I kinda don’t deserve it, but could you please, you know, finish me? I need it so much, it hurts.”
“Of course I will.” Karo bent down to give Piper a rather sticky kiss on the cheek. “But I’d say, for cheating like this, a bit of a punishment is in order first.”
“Punishment?” Piper repeated. It was too precious how worried she could look while still shaking with need.
Karo didn’t answer. At least not verbally. She just sucked her cheeks into her mouth and made a popping sound.
“Wait… you mean…”
“Yes, I mean.” Karo leaned in to whisper into Piper’s ears. “It’s gonna feel amazing, won’t it?”
“Amazing is one way to say it…” Piper shifted uneasily. She looked nervous, but she also couldn’t hide that the thought of having her already endlessly abused clit tortured like this was kinda hot to her. “Okay, I’ll let you do it once, and then you…”
“Twice,” Karo interrupted her. She giggled at how Piper’s eyes went wide open. “Let me have a bit of fun. And then we have all the sex we want, and you can write some other day. Deal?”

It was a good deal, and Piper didn’t regret making it. Well, maybe a tiny bit, when Karo sucked her already hypersensitive clit so hard that it felt like it grew to twice its size. And when despite these unbearable sensations, her need paradoxically exploded at the same time, making her whole abdomen burn as she got both too much and too little at the same time. And especially when, after a full minute of pure sexual torture, she realized that she’d only become even more sensitive, and that she had another minute ahead of her.
The glorious orgasm afterwards was absolutely worth it, though, and the realization that Karo had a really hot sadistic side brought quite a bit of spice into their relationship going forwards.
Piper’s story still took another six months to get finished, though.






  
  The Chair


They called it simply “the chair”. 
The chair was for everyone, good girls and bad. Good girls were allowed to sit down on it and have all the fun they wanted with the vibrating wand integrated in the seat. Bad girls didn’t get the option not to sit down. They also tended to stay seated a lot longer than the good girls.
Sophia had not been a good girl.
“Sure you don’t want to apologize?” Cindy asked as she fitted the straps around Sophia’s ankles. The chair had some simple, yet effective additions to make sure that once you were seated, you stayed seated.
Sophia giggled. “My Mom taught me never to apologize for the way I am.”
“That so? Did your Mom also teach you that prank with the ice cubes?”
“Nope. Came up with that by myself.” Sophia rattled the chains of the ankle straps. Not for any practical purpose; even if she’d wanted to escape, which she didn’t, Cindy’s craftsmanship made it utterly impossible. She just wanted to show some fighting spirit. “And it was fun. Your squeal was so cute.”
Cindy slowly paced up and down in front of her, her fingers interlocked between her straightened back. She looked stunning in her smart blazer and skirt. Sophia, on the other hand, had been stripped of everything, and knew that she was looking stunning in her own right. “The defendant does not seem to repent her actions. Is she aware that this will reflect in her punishment?”
“Are you aware that your lawyer impression needs a lot more work?”
Sophia gasped as her girlfriend grabbed her hair and yanked her head back.
“Careful now.” Cindy’s voice was menacingly low, and her eyes sparkled with the intensity that Sophia had come to know and love. “You’re about to make things real hard for yourself.”
“Oh really?” Sophia’s belly tingled. Being smart with Cindy when she was in this mood was a dangerous thing, but Sophia was having too much fun to stop herself. “I haven’t made if hard for myself yet? So if I’m careful now, I get off easy?”
Cindy tightened her grip on Sophia’s hair. She leaned in, her face dominating Sophia’s field of vision. “I think it’s been too long since your last punishment. You are-” She got cut off by Sophia’s tongue flicking her nose.
“Okay, that does it!” Cindy let go off Sophia’s hair and got up, rubbing her nose. “You’re not leaving that chair for a long time.”
“I’ve heard that one before.”
“Of course you have. Because you’re always a bad girl.” Cindy picked at Sophia’s labia, not even trying to be gentle as she made sure that the head of the wand rested dead center against Sophia’s pussy, with nothing whatsoever to dampen the vibrations once she turned them on.
The design was so simple, and yet so effective. All you needed was a hole in the seat of the chair, wide enough to guide the shaft of the magic wand through it, but too narrow for its head. Sure, the contraption got pretty loud, but then again, so did Sophia after some time on it. And since the wand was socket-powered, they had all the time in the world.
“Any last words?”
Sophia hesitated. This close to the start, it was hard for her bravado to persist against the memories of the last times Cindy had punished her with the chair. Even for a masochist like her, there was a point where the fun turned into fun torture, and then just torture.
They both agreed that it would be boring to cut it off before that point was reached, though, and afterwards Sophia always felt proud of what she’d been able to endure. Which didn’t make it any easier in the heat of the moment, when she screamed herself hoarse as she experienced levels of over-sensitivity she’d never thought humanly possible. But you didn’t fully live if you didn’t push your limits.
“Fuck you,” she whispered, grinning to mask her nervousness.
Cindy didn’t even honor that with a response. She just raised an eyebrow and switched the wand on. Sophia gritted her teeth, only barely managing to stay silent. This wasn’t the low, teasing setting Cindy liked to use as a warm-up. The wand blasted away at what had to be its highest setting. It felt good, no question about it. Too good even, for someone like her who liked it rough.
Sophia would have loved to just close her eyes and let herself fall into these violent vibrations that drilled into every part of her pussy at once, overpowering her senses with pure pleasure. If she’d allowed herself to do that, she would have come within minutes, but that would have been foolish. The phase before the first orgasm was the only time she could enjoy the vibrations, without the oversensitivity that would inevitably erode her sanity. She had to pace herself.
Sophia focused on her breathing. It was impossible to meditate through the wand at full power, but she could make herself stay above it. Relax herself as she rode the pleasure, fight to suppress that fateful first twitch of her muscles that would make everything come crashing down.
“Why are you holding back? Don’t you want to come?”
Sophia didn’t rise to the taunt. She needed her focus. The vibrations were relentless. So far she was staying on top of them, but just barely.
Breathe in, breathe out. Breathe in, breathe out. Don’t focus on anything else. Not on Cindy’s teasing, and definitely not on how good that wand felt, and how her clit was almost going numb from the onslaught. A hot tingle festered in her loins. The pleasure built up, threatening to boil over any second.
Cindy giggled. “You should see your face right now. You look like Buddha when he really needs to take a shit.”
It was such a stupid line that it broke Sophia’s focus for a moment, which was all it took. The needs of her body overrode her mental control, and she involuntarily clenched down against the vibrating head. For a second Sophia tried to fight on, but what was the point? The orgasm was happening either way, so she might as well enjoy it.
Or so she thought, but just as the spasms took over, and she was ready to emerge herself in an epic climax, the wand stopped. Completely. There was nothing left of the overwhelming stimulation, nothing to latch on to, nothing to keep her afloat.
“Why?” she screamed, thrashing against her bonds.
She knew that it was a waste of energy, but she couldn’t help herself. What should have been an electric explosion of every single nerve, turned into something like the ghost of a cramp in her pussy, too annoying to ignore, but too weak to get anything out of it.
The frustrated throbs of her clit resonated throughout her entire lower belly. All the tension that had built up had nowhere to go. And even if thrashing around didn’t make it better, yanking at the straps at least gave her something else to focus on.
“Aww, is there a problem?” Cindy asked in her sweetest voice. If she’d been any closer, Sophia would have bitten her.
“That was cruel.” Sophia hated how whiny she sounded, but she couldn’t help it. Her loins were still in this terrible state of almost cramping, while her pussy had this hot numb feeling she always got right after an orgasm, only that this time she’d skipped all the good parts.
“Maybe you should’ve minded your manners. You weren’t nice to me, so why should I be nice to you?”
“Yeah, but…” Sophia bit her lip. She didn’t want to complain. Not having any control over the punishment was what made it fun. And yes, she’d deliberately provoked her girlfriend into making it worse. But still…
“Don’t worry, you’re getting your precious vibrations back.”
This time Sophia couldn’t suppress the moans. Cindy had turned the wand to a much lower setting, but in a weird way it was more intense than before. Sophia couldn’t even tell if it felt good. The vibrations against her pussy were nice, but her clit already ached terribly from the abuse.
“How does it feel?” Cindy asked. “Like a second round? Or like the first?”
“I don’t know. More like a second, I think. Kinda. Not really.” After the first shock, it wasn’t all that bad. Her clit was much more sensitive, but since there hadn’t been any satisfaction yet, her body was still craving everything it got. She could work with that. The vibrations hurt, but maybe not in such a bad way.
“Do you want more?”
Sophia hesitated. Her rational mind wanted to take it slow. Stronger vibrations ultimately only meant more suffering. But she was still recovering from the ruined first climax, and her body was ready to go again, this time for real. If she got a proper orgasm, this frustrating almost-cramp in her loins would go away, and the sooner it did, the better.
“Do what you want.”
“Becoming a good girl already, aren’t you?” Cindy turned the wand up, but only a notch. When her girlfriend gasped, she was ready. She kissed Sophia passionately, her tongue slipping between Sophia’s parted lips.
Sophia gladly reciprocated the kiss. She was getting lightheaded. There was nothing uncomfortable about the vibrations anymore. Her body hungrily soaked up any pleasure it could get, and this time she didn’t fight it. Her orgasm was already building up again. When Cindy broke the kiss, Sophia let her moans come unabashedly. She readily embraced the pleasure that filled her up and flung her past the point of no return.
Once again the wand died a second after her orgasm started.
“Fuck! Why?” The floor creaked as the chair dragged over it, propelled by Sophia’s violent thrashing. “I hate you! I fucking hate you!”
It wasn’t just the ghost of a cramp this time. All the muscles in her lower belly were cramping up. She desperately tried to rub herself against the wand, get some kind of friction, but the tiny amount of freedom she had only served to frustrate her even more. The hot numbness took over her pussy again, but this time it was a different numbness, an uncomfortable, almost sour feeling one.
“Sorry. Was that too much?”
Sophia’s first instinct was to snap at Cindy. Her brain switched on again just in time, though, and she realized that Cindy’s question was sincere.
“It’s awful. Like…” Sophia struggled for words as the painfully frustrating throbs died down far too slowly, and turned into an only slightly less frustrating ache. “It’s like, just when I’m there, I get punched in the guts instead. Only worse. Like…” She groaned. “Fuck, please turn it on again.”
Cindy complied instantly. It was back to a low setting that still felt overwhelmingly intense, but was just the thing she so desperately needed. “Fuck, yes, that’s better,” Sophia groaned.
“Really? Aren’t you getting oversensitive?”
“’Course I am.” Sophia worked her hips. She didn’t know if she was trying to avoid the wand or push against it. All she knew was that she had to have something to keep her occupied, because everything was better than the empty cramps she got otherwise. “But I need it. Like, really need it. Please!”
Cindy kneeled before Sophia, one hand gently caressing her thigh, the other still underneath the chair on the controls of the wand. “Is this setting okay?”
“It’s fine. Just… maybe… a bit more? Yeah, perfect.” Sophia sighed, and closed her eyes. The vibrations hurt her clit, but she was only passively aware of the pain, as if it was someone else’s. The only thing that mattered was that her body got exactly what it craved: Pure pleasure, violent enough to shake up the festering tension. She could still do it. If she managed to orgasm now, everything would be fine again.
“Please, leave it exactly like this. Please, please,” she pleaded as she climbed up to the peak once more. If she was ruined again, she’d break down crying.
“Don’t worry.” Cindy’s voice was soothing. Both her hands were on Sophia’s legs, tenderly stroking her thighs. “Enjoy it. You’ve earned it.”
Sophia wanted to thank her, but at this moment she went over, and any coherent thought died.
It wasn’t a nice orgasm, not by any metric. It was rough and painful, and she cursed all the way through, but with every violent wave of spasms some of the tension got washed away. It was so unbelievably satisfying to finally let go.
Cindy read her perfectly. She reduced the vibrations when Sophia’s orgasm was dying down, and stopped them completely before the stimulation became uncomfortable. Once Sophia’s breathing had turned somewhat regular again, Cindy got up and placed a soft kiss on her forehead. “Everything okay?”
“Everything okay again.” Sophia managed a smile. Her clit was aching badly, and she felt awfully sticky all over. But now that it was over, she couldn’t deny that it had been kinda hot in hindsight.
“I’m sorry. I thought I’d try it out, but it’s obvious that you don’t like it. I should’ve picked up on it sooner. I won’t do it again.” Cindy walked around the chair and embraced her girlfriend from behind.
“It’s okay. It was just… what are you doing?” Sophia asked as she realized that her right hand wasn’t strapped down anymore.
“Freeing you? I figured you could use some cuddles.”
“But… I can still…” Sophia stopped her protest before it really started. Cindy had a point. Some part of Sophia wanted to prove to her girlfriend that she could still go on, but was that really such a good idea? Yes, they’d had sessions in the past where she’d been bound to the chair until she’d had at least ten orgasms, and her clit felt like it would explode if it went on for even one more minute, and it had been great. But those times she hadn’t been physically and emotionally exhausted beforehand.
“Yeah, cuddles sound good,” she conceded.
Cindy undid all the straps, and gave Sophia a hand to pull her up into a hug. After a tender kiss they went over to the bed, where they collapsed into a cuddly pile.
“Was it at least somewhat fun?” Cindy asked after several minutes of nothing but holding Sophia in her arms and stroking through her hair.
“It was.” Sophia kissed her girlfriend to make sure she knew she was okay. “And you know, I think I kinda enjoyed what you did.”
“Really? It seemed like you hated it.”
“Oh, I absolutely hated it. It was awful. But isn’t that the point: You doing awful things to me?”
“I guess it is.” Cindy pulled Sophia in more closely, gently rubbing her cheek against Sophia’s. “But not if you, like, actually hate them.”
“Honestly, in the middle of it, I kinda did. I’ve never felt like this before, and it got a bit much. But now I know what it’s like, and maybe it’s not all bad. It’s definitely a new kind of torture.”
“So, do you want to try it again some time, or is it a no-go from now on?”
“I’d be up for some more experiments.” Sophia gave Cindy a quick peck on the lips. “Maybe not too soon and not too often, but, you know, there might be something there to have fun with.”
Cindy twirled a curl of Sophia’s hair over her finger. “Have I ever told you that you’re the best girlfriend ever?”
“Maybe. But feel free to do it again.”
Cindy kissed Sophia on the nose. “I love you.”
“Love you, too.”






  
  Unbelievably Cruel


“Don’t you think we’re being a bit too cruel?” Lana lifted the vibrating wand off Alice’s pussy for something like the millionth time that night. 
The ball gag did little to muffle Alice’s frustrated groans. She pulled against her bonds, tried to follow the wand with her hips, but there was just no give in the cuffs. That she was still fighting after all this time only proved how much tension she had to be under.
“What do you mean, too cruel?” Lisa smiled down at their bound and blindfolded friend. Her finger idly traced Alice’s lips, evenly spreading the drool over the shiny gag. “We’re only doing exactly what she wants.”
“I know. But the poor girl didn’t get a break for at least an hour now. Look how swollen her pussy is already.”
Lisa leaned over to look at the fruits of their efforts. Alice’s pussy lips were bright pink and puffy. Her enlarged clit protruded from its hood, oblivious to the fact that this only opened it up for even worse torments.
“Wow, that pussy really is something,” Lisa said, raising her voice to make sure Alice wouldn’t miss a word. “Such a beautiful shade of pink. And look how she’s throbbing. It must be absolute torture for her. If my pussy looked like this, I’d be a sex-crazed animal already. No idea how she manages to hold on.”
Alice’s whimper indicated that she was holding on just barely, and being reminded of how bad it was certainly didn’t help.
“Come on, vibe her again. I wanna see her reactions from up close.”
Lana lowered the wand once more. They’d already had to dial the vibrations all the way back to prevent any accidents, but even this lowest setting was enough to make Alice scream when the head of the wand made contact with her exposed clit. Lana would have lied if she’d said that Alice’s wanton moans weren’t hot as fuck. Or that it didn’t give her evil joy to rip the wand away at the last second, and listen to Alice’s desperate screams. But still…
“I just want to be sure we’re not going over her limit. It must be pretty fucking intense for her already.”
“Oh, absolutely,” Lisa said with a dirty grin. “Especially if I were to do something like this.” She let her finger glide over Alice’s slick pussy lips, starting all the way down at her gaping entrance, and stopping with the tiniest flick against that swollen button at the top. Before doing it again. And again, each iteration raising the volume of Alice’s wails by a tiny bit, until turned into a constant cry of frustration.
“And she was very clear that she doesn’t want any mercy. That she wants to live out this fantasy where two evil bitches do the most terrible things to her, and won’t stop no matter how much she begs. And – that – is – exactly – what – she – gets.” Lisa emphasized each word with a quick tap against Alice’s clit. “But if it makes you feel better, we can quickly check in on her.”
“Let’s do it. Just for my peace of mind.” Lana kissed Lisa. A kiss that quickly turned into a tongue-heavy make-out session. Lana just couldn’t resist her friend when she put her evil side on full display like that.
“I’ll take the gag out.” Lisa hungrily licked her lips after the kiss. “Keep vibing her, so she doesn’t get bored in the meantime.”
Lana brought the vibe back, but this time she slowly dragged it over Alice’s crotch, making sure not to let it touch her clit too much. She didn’t know how much time Lisa needed, so it was safer to drag this edge out.
Alice’s moans cut off for a second when Lisa pulled the gag out, just long enough to swallow once, before the tension got too much to stay quiet any longer “God, please, please, pleasepleaseplease…AH!”
A spasm went through Alice’s body. Lana ripped the wand away immediately. Alice tensed up once again, but after a few seconds of uncertainty the tension stopped, and Alice let out an anguished scream, shaking her fists the tiny bit she was able to. Seemed like Lana had been just in time.
“Oh God, please. I can’t take it anymore! I need it so much! Please, please-”
Lisa clamped her hand over Alice’s mouth, shutting her up. “We know how bad it is. That’s what makes it fun.” She pushed her fingers between Alice’s lips and giggled when her friend immediately started sucking them. “Do you remember what you told us in the beginning? What you wanted us to do?”
Alice whimpered, but she gave a slight nod.
“Would you be so kind and repeat it for us?” Lisa pulled her fingers out of Alice’s mouth, and wiped them on her chest.
“I…” Alice’s hoarse voice broke, and she had to start again. “I wanted you to be mean to me.”
Lisa let her still wet fingers dance over Alice’s nipple. “Just mean? I think it was more than that.”
“Yes. I wanted you to be cruel. Un-” Alice swallowed. “Unbelievably cruel.”
“That’s a tall order.” Lisa pinched Alice’s nipples, eliciting a cute gasp. “And what did you want us to do if you begged for mercy?”
“I wanted you to… to ignore it. And make it even worse for me.”
“What an unbelievably cruel thing to do, indeed. And how long were we supposed to make you suffer?”
The interrogation was getting Lana all hot and bothered again. If Alice had seriously needed out, she’d have made it unmistakably clear by now. She was nearing her limit, sure, but as long as she didn’t tap out, there was no reason to stop just yet.
It wouldn’t be productive to make Alice scream with the vibe while she needed to answer Lisa’s questions, but that swollen, glistening pussy right in front of Lana smelled so good, it would have been a sin not to indulge a little bit. She leaned forward and lapped away.
“Haaaaa…” Lana’s tongue clearly distracted Alice, but she managed to pull herself together enough to answer “I said… I said… you can do it as long as… haaaa… as long as its fun for you.”
“Well how about that? Lana, what do you say? Are we still having fun?”
Lana stopped licking and paused for a few seconds, pretending as if she needed to think about it. “Don’t know. Give me a moment to try something. Could you cover her mouth again? It might get loud.”
“I’d to everything to help science.” Lisa clamped her hand back over Alice’s mouth.
Lana picked up the wand again and crushed Alice’s clit under its head. At the same time she leaned forward and bit into the soft flesh of Alice’s inner thigh.
Alice did indeed get loud, and Lisa’s hand barely had an effect on her guttural moans. She writhed against the sensation, only to get bitten again, this time even closer to her crotch. Her moans got louder and louder, until they peaked in an anguished wail when Lana once again took the wand away.
“That was pretty fun, actually,” Lana didn’t even bother to hide her grin.
“I’d say so, too. And how long do you think this will stay fun?”
“Hmm…” Another dramatic pause to pretend she was thinking. “I guess I might get tired in a couple of hours, but until then…”
“A couple hours?” Lisa repeated loudly, just in case that by some miracle Alice hadn’t heard it the first time. “But that would mean she’s not even half done yet. Look how desperate she is already! Can you imagine how terrible it must be for her if we keep teasing her for so long?”
“I can’t.” Lana giggled. “But I don’t have to imagine it. She’s gonna show us.”
“You hear that?” Lisa pulled her hand back, but not before gently teasing Alice’s lower lip with her fingers. “We can continue for a long, long time. For us it’s easy. We can just play around. And you’re such a fun little toy. I’m sure we won’t even notice how the hours fly by. For you, though, it may be a tiny bit more difficult. So, the final question is: Do you stick with what you said?”
Alice groaned. “You’re evil.”
“I know.” Lisa laughed. “Just the way you want it. So, what’s your answer?”
Alice voice was barely audible when she whispered “Yes.”
Lana couldn’t believe her luck. Initially, she’d only agreed to this whole idea because Alice and Lisa had been so excited about it. But now that she was in the middle of it, she didn’t want to stop. This wasn’t just about letting Alice live out her fantasy anymore. Lana had never imagined how fun it could be to revel in unapologetic cruelty. This was a whole new way of enjoying sex, and she couldn’t get enough of it.
“I’m afraid I didn’t hear you,” Lisa mocked Alice. “Could you say that again?”
“Give me a sec, I’ll raise the volume.” Lana pushed the wand down again.
Alice started screaming immediately “Yes! Yes! Please…. Argh!”
Within a few seconds Lana had to rip the vibe away again. After all this teasing, Alice was far too close. If they were really continuing this for hours, Lana would have to find a different way to tease Alice. “Looks like you’re pretty sensitive.”
“Yes!” Alice wailed.
Lana pulled Alice’s clitoral hood back with her thumb, fully exposing that twitching bundle of nerves. “It looks like it would be really intense for you if I did something like this.” She wet her index finger on Alice’s folds before starting to tap her clit with it.
It was a technique she’d used on her girlfriends a few times when she was feeling bratty and wanted to give them a reason to put her in her place. Lana could attest both from second hand and from first hand experience that clit taps without any rubbing friction were ridiculously infuriating. They irritated the nerves just enough to focus your mind on that little button, but gave no pleasure to release the tension.
Any girl who wasn’t tied down got pissed enough to violently stop the tapping after not even a minute. The one time Lisa had bound her limbs and punished her with five minutes of tapping, Lana had been biting her arm so hard it bruised, just to deal with the frustration. And back then she hadn’t already been overly sensitive from a good hour of brutal teasing.
“You’re pretty brave, you know,” Lana said over Alice’s tortured growls, taking care to keep up the same maddeningly monotone rhythm. “If my clit was this crazy sensitive, I would never in a million years dare to let two evil girls play with it. They could do this and only this forever, and I could do nothing to stop them. God, I’d go crazy if someone did this to me.”
“Please!” Alice was half sobbing at this point. “Please! Please do anything but this! Anything! Please! It’s too much!”
Lana stopped her tapping. By the sound if it, Alice was actually crying from relief. “Did she just beg for mercy?” Lana asked Lisa.
“She totally did.” By this point Lisa’s grin threatened to split her face in half. “Guess we’ll have to honor her wishes then, and make it worse for her.”
“Guess we do,” Lana said loudly, so Lisa would hear her over Alice’s cries. “But how can it get worse? I think it’s pretty bad already.”
“Weeeell…” Lisa idly stroked Alice’s cheek as she thought about it. “I could shove a finger into her, and keep it completely still. That’s pretty frustrating.”
“While I’m tapping her?”
“Of course.” Lisa grabbed Lana’s fingers and sensually licked Alice’s juices from it. “I wouldn’t keep you from that, when you’re having so much fun with it.”
“Please!” Alice interjected. “That would be-”
“Unbelievably cruel?” Lisa finished her sentence. “Also known as: exactly what you asked for?”
Alice whimpered. She didn’t object, though, which was all Lana and Lisa needed.
“Maybe gag her again,” Lana said. “She’ll be getting loud. And she might appreciate something to bite down on. I don’t think I’ll get bored of playing with her for a long, long time.”






  
  Ruin Me


Nora was all giddy as she knocked on Hazel’s door. It had been a full week since she’d last been with her girlfriend. A wait which had felt even longer due to the rule Hazel had imposed on her when they’d said goodbye. 
Hazel opened within seconds, as if she had been waiting for her right behind the door. As always, she looked absolutely gorgeous. Her fashion sense was immaculate, the blazer and smooth skirt giving her an air of elegance, while making her seem just the tiniest bit imposing. Her ironically bright blond hair fell in elegant waves over her shoulders. After more than a month of their relationship, Nora still wasn’t over what a catch she’d made with Hazel. Restraining herself in her presence was all but impossible.
Luckily there was no need to. Without so much as a hello, Nora pulled Hazel into a bear hug, and sealed her lips with her own.
“Someone’s happy to see me.” Hazel laughed, once she was allowed to breathe again.
“Aren’t you happy to see me as well?” Nora asked back, snuggling up. She loved how Hazel was a good bit taller than her, making her shoulder the perfect resting spot for Nora’s head.
“Of course I am.” Hazel kissed her back, just as eagerly. When her tongue pushed between Nora’s lips, Nora all but melted in her arms. “Have you been a good girl in the meantime?”
“Mhm.” Nora nodded between kisses. “But it’s been hard.”
“I know. That’s what makes it fun.” For a moment Hazel had this exciting glimmer in her eyes that made Nora’s stomach clench in anticipation. However, Hazel seemed content to let Nora stew a bit longer. “I hope you’re hungry,” she said. “I made lasagna.”
Only delayed by even more kissing, they went to the kitchen, where a truly masterful lasagna awaited them. They sat down to eat, their conversation all innocent for now, idle small talk about their weeks and how they were both looking forward to their first summer holiday together.
The whole time Nora was struggling to keep it together. Now that she was in Hazel’s presence, the heat that had been simmering between her legs for all this time became even more urgent. It certainly didn’t help that several times during their meal, Hazel’s toes kept traveling up Nora’s legs, always staying just barely shy from doing something really inappropriate. And Hazel knew perfectly well what effect she had on Nora. That amused grin of hers alone was proof enough of that.
When they had finished the lasagna and the equally magnificent dessert (home-made tiramisu, made extra tasty by a generous helping of rum) Hazel finally addressed the horny elephant in the room. “So, how has that last week been for you? Did you regret your commitment to this little game?”
“It was harder than I thought,” Nora admitted, rubbing her legs together. She held on to the table cloth to ensure her hands wouldn’t inadvertently wander south. “But I regret nothing. It was a fun challenge. And it made me look forward to today so much more.”
The order had been simple: Nora was not to touch herself until she was back with Hazel. It hadn’t sounded like much of a challenge. After all, Nora wasn’t all that active when it came to hands-on self love. Skipping a week had happened on its own countless times in her life, and not just during the usual times when her biology proved inconvenient.
However, entering this new and exciting relationship had made her sex drive skyrocket. And it hadn’t helped that last weekend, while featuring plenty of sex, hadn’t sent her off with a bang. Hazel had given her a choice: Either to get her off right away, or to have her wait a week in order to get “an orgasm like none before in her life”. Of course, the choice had been a no-brainer.
“You’re such a good girl.” Hazel walked around the table. She gently caressed Nora’s cheeks from behind while her fingers teased the corners of Nora’s lips. “Do you want to continue being my good girl?”
“Of course I do,” Nora shot back, not caring how overly eager she sounded. It was such a trite phrase, and yet every time Hazel called her a good girl, Nora was ready to move the world for her.
Hazel’s fingers went further, softly brushing over Nora’s lips. Nora opened her mouth, but to her disappointment Hazel pulled back. A disappointment which quickly evaporated when she got the order “Then be a good girl and strip for me.”
“Right away!”
Nora giggled as she got up and out of her clothes. Not that there had been many of them to begin with. It was almost summer, and the only things she wore over her underwear were a sleeveless top and some hot pants, the tightness of which had done its part in keeping her mind in the gutter. She tried to add a little flourish to her undressing, but was far too impatient to waste time with an elaborate striptease routine.
“Tadaa!” Having achieved complete glorious nakedness, Nora spun around. She loved showing off her body, even more so when she could feel Hazel’s hungry eyes on her skin.
“Aren’t you an eager little thing.” Hazel pulled her into another flurry of kisses, pausing only for an ominous “Let’s see what state you’re in” as her hand went between Nora’s legs.
Nora gasped into Hazel’s mouth. When had she become this sensitive? The way Hazel’s fingers trailed over her lower lips barely entered into the realm of foreplay, but already Nora had to hold on tight to her girlfriend for fear that her legs might give up on her.
“My, my, that week really did a number on you.” Hazel ran her tongue along Nora’s lips in a sexy perversion of a French kiss, while her fingers kept teasing around Nora’s gushing wet entrance. “Playing with you is going to be so much fun.”
“Oh God,” Nora whispered, her eyes closed as the pleasure overwhelmed her. By this point her knees were positively shaking. A hot throbbing filled her crotch, radiating from her clitoris, which felt as if it had grown to at least twice its usual size. When Hazel, brushed over that crazy bundle of nerves, Nora let out a shriek. She only remained upright thanks to Hazel stabilizing her.
“Seems like you’re ready for some sexy time.” Hazel grinned as she made the understatement of the century.
“So ready.” Nora was sure that her cheeks were flushed red. Her whole body was burning up.
“Great. Because there will be a lot of that this weekend,” Hazel promised, before giving Nora a mischievous look. “But for now, what do you say we start the afternoon with a cozy movie?”
“What?” Nora was reeling from the emotional whiplash. From one moment to the next, Hazel had switched from sexual domination mode to chill having-friends-over mode.
Nora, of course, had a much harder time context switching. After that spike of stimulation, her clit was loudly demanding more, and she found herself involuntarily clenching and relaxing her vaginal muscles in an attempt to deal with this aching nothingness where Hazel’s fingers were supposed to be.
“They’ve just released the sequel to ‘Living on the Edge’. You were such a fan of that movie, so I figured, what better way to spend some quality time on the couch together?” Hazel tried to be nonchalant, but she couldn’t hide that Nora’s plight amused her to no end.
Nora considered complaining, but where was the fun in that? Seeing Hazel enjoying herself made her feel all warm and fuzzy inside. Who was she to stand in the way of her fun? Also, as much as her horniness was killing her, the thought of her needs getting this willfully ignored was hotter than she dared to admit. “Sounds good,” she said, playing along with her brightest smile.

The “Living on the Edge” series was set on the perimeter ocean of a flat world, where tribes of mermaids fought off Eldritch threats from beyond, although most of the times the action took a backseat, because there was some much more pressing relationship drama going on. It was stupid and cheesy in the best way, the kind of trash Nora ate right up. This time, though, she found it hard to focus on the movie.
While Hazel technically hadn’t forbidden her from putting her clothes back on, they both had the silent understanding that covering up would be a major cop-out on Nora’s part. Of course Hazel remained fully dressed. Even while lounging around on her couch, she had the air of someone who was killing it at a casual business meeting. Her idly fondling a naked Nora would have made that a very interesting meeting indeed, though.
Nora was still all hot and bothered from the previous teasing, and Hazel made sure that she could never fully cool down. There would always be hand stroking along the inside of her thighs, or gently cupping her breast, or softly tickling her sides, sometimes even the slightest touch between her legs, or a wet kiss on her neck. Nothing that amounted to much by itself, but the constant stoking of the flame ensured that Nora could never forget how horny she was.
The nonchalance with which Hazel played with her only made the whole situation that much hotter. At a casual glance it looked as if Hazel was fully immersed in the movie, her caresses nothing more than idle fidgeting to keep her fingers occupied. Nora might be her beloved girlfriend who she spent a cuddly afternoon with, but she was also her toy, something she could wind up and up and up, just because it was fun to see if the tension would make her snap at some point.
Nora wasn’t going to snap so easily, but the tension was getting to her. She barely registered anything that happened in the second half of the movie. At times she even had her eyes closed, fully immersing herself in the joy of Hazel’s presence, and the tiny pangs of pleasure her girlfriend’s nimble fingers drew from her body.
She was aching for more, for the touches to get more intimate, for the tension to finally build up to something meaningful, but at the same time she absolutely loved floating in this horny limbo. There was something deeply personal in how they turned something so innocent as watching a trashy movie into a sexy game, and Nora was perfectly content with going on like this forever.
That being said, she still let out a sigh of relief when the credits rolled, and they got up for a quick toilet break, giving Nora a chance to compose herself. Once that was taken care of, Hazel put the looming question into words: “So, what to you want to do now?”
Nora clenched her legs. It was a good thing that Hazel had given her a towel to sit on. The couch would not have survived otherwise. “I think you know perfectly well what I want to do.”
“Of course. But it’s still fun to make you say it.”
Nora got up with a giggle. She hugged Hazel and showered her cheeks with kisses. This time there was no towel to save Hazel’s skirt from the collateral damage of the embrace, but those were the risks that came with making your girlfriend too horny for her own good.
“I want you to take me to the bedroom and do naughty, naughty, naughty things to me,” Nora said, leaving little pauses between the words to fit in more kisses.
Hazel grinned, and her fingers dug into Nora’s butt cheeks as she tightened the embrace even more. “Sounds like a plan I can get behind.”

Hazel’s bedroom was as immaculately tidy as the rest of her flat, but Nora knew from experience that this wasn’t going to last. Hazel might like her things to be clean and well kept, but once she got carried away, she didn’t care how much of a mess she made in the process. The first time here, Nora had had a bad conscience about staining the bed sheets, but Hazel had quickly stopped her from worrying about such trivialities. Which was good, because the simple act of Nora climbing into the bed already ensured there would be a big laundry day after this weekend.
“You said you wanted to have some naughty, naughty, naughty things done to you.” Hazel climbed into the bed as well.
She was still fully clothed, but that didn’t surprise Nora anymore. Hazel loved looking the part, even during the more intimate moments, and the juxtaposition of her smart dress and Nora’s stark nakedness was a nice reminder of who was in control. She would take the clothes off when she wanted some action of her own. Eventually. Possibly. When it came to sex, Hazel was much more of a giver than a receiver. “How naughty are we talking about?”
“What do you have in mind?” Nora asked with a grin. There was no way Hazel didn’t already have a clear plan of what she wanted to do.
“If you’re up for it, it would be really fun if I could just torture you a bit.”
Nora’s stomach fluttered at these words. Hazel was looking at her with such hunger in her eyes. Nora’s skin tingled as if she could physically feel Hazel’s hot gaze on her body. It felt so good to be the focus of this much desire. “What kind of torture are we talking about?” she asked, although she had a pretty good idea already.
“Oh, you know,” Hazel said all innocently as she put her thumb just above Nora’s crotch, gently pulling upwards to expose her swollen clit. “Something like this.” She bent down and gave that aching nub a quick lick.
Nora gasped as a sharp stab of pleasure pierced her very core. After all the tentative touches during the movie, this direct assault on her nerves was a god-sent. “If that’s the torture, I don’t mind being your victim all day.”
Hazel chuckled. “Careful. We’ve barely even started.” She flicked her tongue against Nora’s clit again. And again. And again.
Soon Nora was groaning. These quick flashes of pleasure didn’t take long to become incredibly enervating. Hazel’s tongue never lingered for more than a moment. Combined with the pauses that were just long enough for the anticipation to kick in, it made sure that the tongue lashing couldn’t amount to anything meaningful.
Unable to properly build up the pleasure, Nora’s hypersensitive clit couldn’t even decide if these ceaseless prods felt intensely good, or harshly painful. Add to that the maddening frustration of still not getting what she needed, and Nora soon had to fight hard to keep her twitching hips under control. Her body tried to escape this sweet agony, but Nora wasn’t going to take the easy way out. Not after she had invited this torture so confidently.
“I’m impressed,” Hazel said after what had likely only been a couple of minutes. They had been pretty long minutes for Nora, though, and the throbbing in her clit was becoming close to unbearable. “I expected you to regret your words and beg for mercy by now.”
Despite herself, Nora giggled. It gave her such a rush to hear how far she had surpassed Hazel’s expectations. “As if I’d ever regret being the center of your attention.”
She hooked her fingers under Hazel’s chin, and gently guided her head up until her face was right before her own. Hazel’s lips were glistening wet, and Nora made sure to savor each little nuance of their taste as she went in for a long, tongue-heavy kiss. “But you weren’t kidding,” Nora continued when she finally pulled back for air. “It really is torture.”
“So that means you give up?” Hazel asked with a big smirk on her perfect lips.
“As if!” Nora wasn’t going to shy away from a little challenge. However, her clit really was killing her by now, and she shivered at the thought of what these vicious flicks would do to her now that she had grown even more sensitive. “But could you maybe throw me a bone? It’s been so long, and I need some real action so much.”
“Something like this?” Hazel went back between Nora’s legs, and stuck her tongue out.
This time it wasn’t a quick flick. Hazel’s tongue started off at Nora’s gushing entrance before slowly, oh so deliciously slowly, sliding up between her folds, all the while applying an impressive amount of pressure. Nora’s fingers dug into the bed sheets as the waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm her. “Oh God, yes,” she whispered.
“Don’t worry. There’s more where that came from.” Despite her words, Hazel went right back to lashing Nora’s poor clit with just the tip of her tongue.
Nora whimpered. After the heavenly sensation of Hazel’s powerful lick, these quick stabs were even more jarring and infuriating. For a moment she seriously considered giving up and asking her girlfriend for a more conventional kind of sex. But then Hazel’s tongue went back to her entrance, and all the complaints got washed away by pure bliss. That was, until the torturous tongue lashing made its inevitable return.
The rhythm immediately burned itself into Nora’s soul: Flick, flick, flick, flick, flick, lick. Flick, flick, flick, flick, flick, lick. Five jabs at Nora’s already overstimulated clit that gnawed on her sanity and wound her up almost to her breaking point, followed by a slow, strong lick that released most of the tension, and made the previous agony so much worth it.
Nora had never considered bondage as something she was interested in, but right now she totally saw the appeal of being immobilized. It took so much mental load to stop herself from thrashing about as her body was attacked with sensations she hadn’t believed possible. Each repetition of the cycle raised the base level of her arousal by another step, leaving her even more receptive and vulnerable for the next assault from Hazel’s skillful tongue. It was Heaven and Hell at the same time.
As much as Nora didn’t want this experience to end, her body was approaching its limits. Soon her self-control would shatter, and she’d give in to the impulse to jerk away from this overwhelming onslaught of sensations.
But once again it was Hazel who gave up first. The last couple of sets had already been noticeably weaker, and there was a hint of a lisp in her voice. “You’re incredible. I swear, my tongue is going to be so sore tomorrow.”
Nora wanted to say something, but her giggle took on a life of its own, and she quickly found herself shaking with uncontrollable laughter. Maybe it was the tension still raking her body, maybe her sanity had actually taken a hit. Whatever it was, she couldn’t stop laughing for a good couple of minutes.
“Are you okay?” Hazel still sounded playful, but her raised eye brow indicated that she wasn’t completely sure what was going on.
“Yeah, I… I’m fine,” Nora managed to get out. She slowly got herself back under control. “But, man… like, wow.” Another set of giggles. “You’re evil, you know that? Evil and amazing.”
“You’re the amazing one here.” Hazel crawled up so she could kiss Nora again. There was much more than just a hint of a very specific taste on her tongue. “How can you hold on this long? Aren’t you so frustrated right now?”
Nora kept giggling. Yes, she was so pent up that the aching between her legs had almost turned into painful cramps, but at the same time she was so lightheaded that the discomfort felt strangely surreal. A mere backdrop as she floated in her private sea of bliss.
“Didn’t want you to stop,” she mumbled, her fingers caressing Hazel’s cheek. It took a surprising amount of energy just to lift her arm. “Never want you to stop.”
Her reply was barely coherent, but it made Hazel smile, which was all that mattered. “Such an incredibly good, good girl you are.”
“Your good girl.”
“Yes. My bestest of girls.”
For a few long moments they just smiled at each other. Eventually, though, Hazel slid her hand over Nora’s belly and further downwards. “I guess there’s something you want right now.”
Nora gasped as Hazel’s fingers found her slick folds. In her state, even the slightest touches were crazy intense. She was almost afraid of the pending orgasm. Wound up as she was, she might literally explode. At the very least she would scream the whole house down.
And yet it felt strangely anticlimactic to just let it end here like this. She’d had so much fun being at Hazel’s mercy (or lack thereof), that getting things her way seemed boring in comparison. “I want whatever you want,” she said, her words still slurred by that blissful lightheadedness.
“I can’t believe it. After all this, you’re still up for more games?”
Nora moaned in a volume that would have embarrassed her in every other situation. Hazel’s fingertip had found her clit. It only touched it through the hood, but even this indirect contact almost shattered her. She still nodded eagerly.
“What did I do to deserve a girl as good as you?”
“If it was anything like the things you’re doing right now, you only deserve the very best. Oh fuu~ck!”
Hazel had started rubbing her in earnest, and Nora quickly found herself unable to do anything but moan. This was no teasing anymore. It was pure, raw pleasure, the intensity of which hurled her literally kicking and screaming towards the edge. Her whole body tensed up as she got ready for the most explosive orgasm of her life.
Hazel expertly slowed down just in time. Nora whined pitifully as she was made to taste the bleeding edge of her ever-elusive climax. Her body was trapped in this exhausting tensed up state of anticipation. Hazel’s now meticulously slow rubs made it impossible for Nora to cool down even the tiniest bit.
“There’s one last thing I’d really love to do to you,” Hazel said slowly, all the while keeping up this terrible tension. “But it would be really hard on you, especially after you had to wait for a full week. I fully understand if you just want to get your reward for being such a good girl for me.”
Nora’s breath caught. What was Hazel planning that required an additional warning even now? Was she going to keep her right there, make her suffer the bleeding edge to find out how long it took until Nora really, truly couldn’t take it anymore? Would she even deny her the release entirely, make her spend the rest of the day with no relief from that unbearable ache? It was frightening to think what Hazel might want to do to her, but also incredibly hot.
“That thing you’re talking about, you’d love to do it?” Nora asked breathlessly.
“So, so much.” Hazel’s soft words were a stark contrast to the merciless teasing she inflicted on Nora’s screaming clit. “I never had the chance to really, really ruin a girl. It would make me so happy if you let me do it.”
Nora didn’t understand what Hazel meant, but it didn’t matter. There was only one possible answer. “Whatever it is, I’ll love you for doing it to me,” she said, half delirious with need. “Whatever makes you happy, makes me happy.”
“I love you so, so much.” Hazel bent down over Nora’s face. Nora’s breathing had become too erratic for a kiss, but the resulting quick and sloppy tongue play was none the less intimate for it. “Be strong for me now.”
Hazel’s fingers sped up. Nora’s eyes grew wide, both from surprise and from the spike in adrenaline brought by this new onslaught of pleasure. She had fully resigned herself to more of that endless, excruciating teasing, but there was no way she could hold out if Hazel kept up this pace.
She instinctively tried to wriggle away, but it was already too late. She had passed the point of no return. And in that very moment, Hazel pulled her hand back, leaving her with zero stimulation as the orgasm hit.
It was like a punch in the guts. Her entire lower body cramped up as her pussy desperately tried to hold on to something, anything to alleviate this terrible nothingness. Nora’s clit burned as if it was filling up with acid. All the pent-up frustration that was supposed to unload in a burst of explosive pleasure instead had nowhere to go, and festered between her legs.
“Oh fuck, why?” Nora whined. Tears shot into her eyes as the utterly unsatisfying spasms shook her core. She wanted to just curl up and cry, but Hazel kept holding her, showering her cheeks and lips with kisses, continuously telling her that everything would be alright, that she was here, that Nora was a good, good girl.
Finally the last cramping spasms subsided, but that didn’t mean Nora’s suffering was over. An unbearable ache remained between her legs, like a fiery itch that she didn’t dare scratch because the ordeal had left her crotch oversensitive. And still her sexual need had barely cooled down. Instead of the deep calmness that usually came with a climax, her dissatisfied body was all twitchy and enervated, like from a bad caffeine trip. It had definitely been an orgasm, just one with every single good part about it removed.
“Are you okay?” Hazel asked when Nora finally relaxed. Or at least reduced the tension in her body by, like, ten percent or so. “How much do you hate me?”
Nora wiped the tears away. Even through her blurry eyes, she could see the worry in Hazel’s face. “I don’t hate you,” she quickly assured her. “But damn, that was so cruel.”
“Yes. I really should’ve given you more of a warning.” Hazel was gnawing on her lower lip, something Nora had never seen her do before.
“Maybe.” Nora snuggled up to Hazel. Right now both of them needed all the love and care they could get. “But did you have fun? Was it everything you wanted?”
Hazel hesitated. “I kinda feel bad for saying it, with how hard it was on you, but in that moment when it hit you, you were so, so hot. But I totally get it if you never want to do that again.”
“If you enjoyed it, then it was totally worth it.” The raging frustration was slowly settling down to make place for a more intense version of the horniness she had gotten familiar with during the last week. She wasn’t even mad at Hazel. If anything, she was itching for more. Her emotions were far from stable, but she could deal with that. The only thing she’d be truly unable to deal with right now was to be denied Hazel’s presence. “And you can totally do it again. It’s not like I didn’t have any fun.”
Hazel’s face lit up. “I really don’t deserve you. I didn’t know a girlfriend this perfect could ever exist.”
“Of course perfect girlfriends exist. One of them is holding me right now.”
It was incredibly cheesy, but neither of them was in a sound state of mind, and so the remark led to shared laughter and an extensive make-out session.
“Anything you want to do now?” Hazel asked after several minutes of loving kisses.
“Right now, all I want is cuddles. I need to regenerate. But…” Nora donned her best attempt at an alluring gaze. “Since it’s barely evening yet, I might just be up for some more torture later.”
“You still don’t think you’ve suffered enough?”
“As if I could ever get enough of you.” Nora pulled Hazel into another flurry of kisses. “Unless you don’t want to, of course,” she teased.
“Oh, I’ll torture you all night if you let me. I don’t care if I completely shred my tongue in the process. I’m gonna make you earn your real orgasm.”
Nora nodded, but then an idea sprung into her head. A terrible, terrible idea, but also a terribly exciting one. Maybe she was biting off more than she could chew, but she was too horny to think straight. And also, Hazel needed a reward for opening up and letting her in on this secret side of hers. Especially if it led to more of the most intense sex Nora had ever had in her life.
“I’d love that,” she finally said. “But wouldn’t it be even more interesting to find out how much you can ruin your good girl?”






  
  Special Deal


The erotic massage parlor had tickled Lindsey’s fantasies forever now. Its inviting big glass front showed a comfortable reception area that was furnished in an expensive but understated way, similar to those of the better spas she’d been to. The tagline promised “the most sensual experience of your life”, and the counter was always manned by several pretty women happily chatting and laughing with each other whenever there was no customer to deal with. Exactly the kind of people you really wouldn’t mind sharing such an experience with. 
Of course the reception was the only thing visible from the street. The real action happened behind closed doors, but the advertisement let you know in no uncertain (and very enticingly worded) ways what you could expect. One hour of heaven, where your entire body got worked by the expert hands of half a dozen of these cheerful pretty women.
Your entire body, including the naughty bits.
Especially the naughty bits.
The price tag was about what you’d expect from such a service, but that wasn’t what had kept Lindsey from trying out this fantasy until now. It had been much more mundane reasons, like the condition known as being a busy adult. Or that it was always a mental hurdle to do something new, especially something that was this heavily loaded with expectations. Every time her thoughts had wandered to the parlor during the last year or so, she’d come up with a perfectly valid reason why, even though she definitely wanted to try it at some point, right now just wasn’t a good time.
Well, today was the day.
Lindsey could thank her girlfriend for giving her the final push in the form of a coupon for one session as a birthday presents. They’d joked about how her girlfriend had basically gifted her the opportunity to have sex with someone else for once, but it was all in good fun. After all, it wasn’t so much different from buying sex toys for each other, which had happened often enough already. Come to think of it, since the start of their relationship, most presents had come with the disclaimer that it might be better not to open them too publicly.
When Lindsey stepped through the rotating door, the three women currently manning the counter interrupted their idle chatting to welcome her. With some mental effort Lindsey stopped herself from checking them out too overtly as they exchanged some pleasantries, but it was hard not to think about the fact that in a couple of minutes these very women might be working on her naked body.
“Since this is your first time here, do you want me to talk you through the process to make sure you’re comfortable with everything?” one of the receptionists, a tall brunette who had introduced herself as Hannah, asked after filing away the coupon.
“Thanks, but I’d rather go in blind.” Lindsey winked at Hannah. “I think I’ve got a good idea of what’s going to happen, and I don’t have a problem with any of it.”
“That’s fine with us. After all, what’s life without some spicy surprises?” Hannah smiled back at her. She had an effortlessly flirty demeanor that Lindsey felt right at home with. “Then I just need a little sign here so we’re all clear it was your idea to get groped naked by us.”
Lindsey briefly scanned the paper she was handed before writing her name at the bottom, making sure that Hannah noticed how she dotted the i with a little heart.
“Brilliant.” Hannah took the form back and handed it to one of her colleagues for filing. “And of course you’re free to stop the session any time you want. But you won’t be surprised to hear that I never had anyone do that.”
“I can imagine. Bet you’ve got more problems with people begging for more when their time is up.”
“We have some beggars, yes.” Hannah’s smile was undecipherable, and she paused just long enough to get Lindsey wondering what she might be implying. “I wouldn’t call it a problem, though, to have customers book their next session the second they are done. Anyway, if you want to follow me, we can start right away.”

Lindsey followed Hannah into a comfy and surprisingly big room. The single massaging table looked almost forlorn with how it stood all alone in the middle of so much empty space. Then again, if she was going to be tended to by six people, then those people needed to be able to do their job without tripping over each other all the time. And given the price, the establishment really didn’t have to worry about paying some extra rent.
Hannah told her to get undressed while she gathered the team. Or, as she called it, “assembled her personal harem for the day”.
The staff’s common room must have been right next to them, because Lindsey was just putting the last piece of clothing into the conveniently placed laundry basket when the door opened again and her “harem” came in.
It was a nice assortment of women of various types and ages, some dressed in what amounted to a bikini, some wearing enough to count as reasonably decent, all of them a treat for the eyes. Lindsey already felt a hot tingle at the prospect of having all these pretty ladies feeling her up. She doubted that her arousal was anything less than obvious, but what was the problem with that? They all knew what she was here for.
On Hannah’s behest she lay down on the table, face down. Out of the corners of her eyes she saw the six of them assemble around her. It was a little disappointing that she only saw their legs, but they were some pretty legs at least, and the visuals weren’t the main selling point of this experience anyway.
“Your one hour of bliss starts now,” Hannah said, her low, sultry voice sending a warm shiver down Lindsey’s spine. “Don’t bother holding back if you feel like making any sounds. You’re here to feel good, after all. And we don’t mind a little confirmation of just how good you’re feeling.”
Lindsey immediately took that offer to heart, though her first gasp was one of surprise. She might have thought herself relaxed and ready, but suddenly going from nothing to having twelve hands all over her naked body made her start. It just wasn’t a sensation you got to experience every day. Or, ever, sadly.
Those were some really nice hands, though. Warm and smooth, each of them gliding over her skin with no resistance whatsoever as they lotioned her up. They didn’t even go to any particularly naughty places yet, but simply having so many people rub her back, caress her thighs, knead her calves, all at the same time and each one of them clearly an expert in how to touch a woman, it already felt so amazing! Barely a minute in, Lindsey was already one hundred percent convinced that this would have been easily worth it even at the usual price.
Every ounce of tension left her body as she let herself fall into the massage, occasionally letting out a blissful sigh whenever another knot melted beneath these skillful fingers. Between the comfortable room temperature and all this slick friction, she felt nicely warm, while just staying out of the zone where she’d be so hot as to get sweaty. She barely even felt the table beneath her. With her eyes closed, she floated in this comfy warmth, enjoying these smooth touches that ebbed and flowed, but never stopped for even a single second.
Her arousal was already simmering nicely from constantly having soft hands caress her inner thighs, and it really got boiling when other hands started to stroke over her butt as well. Sometimes they stopped just long enough for a cheeky little grope, but mostly they contended themselves with getting her cheeks as slick as the rest of her.
Lindsey’s breath quickened as the hands on her thighs got more and more daring, slowly converging to her crotch, teasing her with the prospect of how absolutely amazing these slick fingers would feel on her already dripping wet folds, but never actually making true on their promise. Soon Lindsey’s pussy was twitching in anticipation, but it seemed like none of the staff members was in any kind of hurry. It almost felt like they were sharing a joke at her expense with how they left not a single square millimeter of her skin untouched, except for the one spot she wanted it most.
And then the first slick finger brushed against her dilated entrance.
It was gone again as quickly as it had come, but Lindsey barely had the time to feel disappointed, because another hand stroked along her butt, going down further than it had before, culminating in a row of soft fingertips teasing along her outer lips for a moment before the hand was off again to bring bliss to a different part of her body.
From that moment on she didn’t get any break from the intimate touches anymore.
All of them were remarkably soft, there and immediately gone again as if the hand had never meant to glide this far, and it had just been a happy accident. Only that accidents didn’t happen once per second or so.
Soon Lindsey was moaning continuously, and despite the relaxing effect of having so many soft hands massage all her muscles, her entire body was starting to tense up more and more. As good as these fleeting touches might feel in the moment, as much as every single one of them brought with it a tiny wave of bliss, they ultimately were frustratingly unfulfilling. Lindsey’s body was used to some heavy-duty vibrators that could shake her to her very core. All this gentle teasing confused it, made it beg for some real attention.
“Is there a problem, dear?” Hannah’s voice broke the silence that had permeated the room for who knew how long.
“No problem. Just… could you maybe do a little, you know, more?”
Hannah giggled. “Oh my. Are we getting impatient already?”
“It’s not my fault that you’re this good at making me horny.”
Hannah giggled again. It sounded one hundred percent genuine. Either she really loved her job, or she just found Lindsey’s directness refreshing. Lindsey imagined that the vast majority of customers would act real awkward the first time they found themselves naked and surrounded by so many pretty women.
“We can totally increase the pace if you want.”
Fingers slid between Lindsey’s folds, making her moan out loud as they made their way all the way to her clit in one smooth motion, only to be gone again before they could have a real impact.
“I’m warning you, though: You’re here for a full hour. If we increase the intensity already, it might get overwhelming towards the end.”
“I don’t care,” Lindsey said. “Feel free to go all out on me. Believe me, I can take it.”
Maybe she was getting a little cocky because the sexy atmosphere was getting the better of her, but Hannah’s warning had to be overblown. Sure, your average woman without much sexual experience might get overwhelmed by having so many people finger her, but Lindsey couldn’t imagine this happening to her.
Her girlfriend had called her insatiable more than once. Lindsey loved sex. Always had, always would, and the thought of there being such a thing as too much of it didn’t compute for her. Sure, she was no superhuman, and a vibrator turned into a tool of torture for her as much as it did for anyone else after several orgasms, but she couldn’t see how this nice, slick friction would ever feel anything other than absolutely amazing.
“You heard her, ladies. No need to hold back.”
It was as if every one of them had only been waiting for this. All twelve hands started fondling her with a lot more intention than before. Surprisingly strong fingers squeezed her butt cheeks, dug into her thighs, rubbed along her sides all the way to her breasts. And most importantly: There was nothing accidental about their intimate touches anymore.
Lindsey couldn’t help but laugh wildly as so many fingers got to work on her pussy at once that it became impossible to tell them apart. They gently kneaded her lower lips, rubbed slick circles around her clit, even slid in and out of her at will, sometimes a single finger, sometimes two or three at the same time. With how wet she was and how generously they’d applied the lotion, there was zero resistance, only the smoothest pleasure as they slid along her inner walls.
The smoothest pleasure, and so, so much of it.
“Whoa, you guys weren’t kidding,” Lindsey said, still laughing, mixed with bursts of deep moans whenever a slick thumb found its way right onto her clit.
“Of course not. Our customer’s pleasure is no laughing matter to us.” Hannah barely managed not to laugh herself. “Satisfied?”
“Fuck, yes!”
Usually Lindsey would have kept the flirty banter going, but she was feeling so crazy good that it completely took over her mind. Coming up with something witty to say would have only distracted her from fully experiencing how amazingly skillful these fingers explored every little spot inside and out of her pussy, as if they were trying to draw a map of all her erogenous zones and of which spots got the best reactions.
And these gals were some great cartographers indeed, because as the minutes slowly ticked by, Lindsey found it harder and harder to even get some breaths in between moans. What had started out as them simply overwhelming her with the quantity of pleasure was turning into a targeted attack at her very soul.
Those fingers didn’t just pump in and out of her, even though that alone had already been hot enough. No, they curled inside her so the smooth fingertips dug right into one crazy spot that made Lindsey’s head swim. It was like a warm pressure building up inside of her, right beneath her clit. Theoretically it wasn’t even that intense, but something about how that sensation made her entire pussy light up completely short-circuited her brain.
And it wasn’t like there was a lack of intensity, either.
They soon figured out that Lindsey was absolutely crazy about getting her entrance stretch. It just gave her such a rush to feel her body struggling to accommodate more inside of it than she’d have thought possible. She didn’t mess with this kind of play too often, because even with copious amounts of lube there was always some discomfort mixed into the pleasure, and she worried about hurting herself for real if she overdid it. But these silky smooth hands were so much better than the giant silicone dildos she kept for her adventures.
Three, four, five fingers slid into her without even the slightest hint of pain, only lots and lots of that sweet ache as her pussy was used to its limits. There was this delicious tension she craved, when she felt so full that she couldn’t even properly clench her vaginal muscles, but her instincts did it anyway, making her experience that fullness even more intensely.
And during all that, the rest of the hands never stopped caressing her whole body, providing a stimulating background to the main treat.
Lindsey had never imagined how much such seemingly random touches all over could add to your typical finger-fucking. Well, how could she, when she lived in a world where your average girlfriend only came with two hands, and orgies were a lamentably rare occurrence? But that only made her appreciate it all the more how the smooth stroking and groping helped to spread the pleasure evenly throughout her body, making her feel like she was floating again, only that the relaxation from her previous floaty state had been supplanted by a thrilling intensity that threatened to take her breath away.
Lindsey had no idea how long this went on, how often the gentle pressure against that spot inside of her made her heart skip a beat, how often her deep moans reverberated through the room as her pussy got stretched to its limits, how often a sharp, thrilling jab of pleasure made her gasp as they flicked a slick finger over her clit.
She would have been ready to believe that the full hour had already passed, while at the same time it could have been just minutes since they’d started upping their game. Her sense of time had been completely shattered, and she wouldn’t have minded to keep being suspended in this state of pure bliss forever, until she’d eventually pass out from sheer exhaustion.
Which made it all the more disappointing when all hands slowly retreated, leaving her steaming in her arousal, her pussy complaining at suddenly clenching around nothing again.
“Over already?” Lindsey asked with a heavy voice.
It felt like her mind was filled with a warm fog, and she had zero motivation to get up from the table. Sure, she was kinda looking forward to going home and funneling all her horniness into rewarding her girlfriend for this amazing present, but to do that she’d first have to come back to the real world, put on her clothes, function like a human being all the way home, and every one of these steps sounded just dreadful.
“Don’t worry, we’re not done with you yet. We’re just getting you ready for the big finale. If you could be a dear and turn around onto your back…”
Even just turning around was a struggle with how heavy her body felt, but now that she knew the fun wasn’t over yet, it was much easier to muster the energy. Also, her new perspective was a considerable upgrade. Who wouldn’t love looking up into the smiling faces of six barely dressed hot women?
“Perfect,” Hannah said, and Lindsey could have sworn that there was a hint of mischief in her grin. “Now lie back and… enjoy.”
All the hands came back, only that they weren’t just detached hands anymore. From her new perspective she couldn’t ignore anymore how her body was at the center of the attention of so many women, all of whom seeming to take the greatest delight in caressing her, fondling her, groping her even.
Lindsey’s arousal immediately shot up again as they quickly got her entire front as nice and slick as they had done with her back. But now it was even more exciting, since not a single second passed where she didn’t have at least one hand on each breast.
I totally need to get myself a harem for real, she thought as the bliss washed through her. Not that she was dissatisfied with the sex she had with her girlfriend, but once again she could only lament that humans came with so few hands to their name.
Having your breasts fondled felt great. Having your nipples pinched felt great. Having your thighs stroked felt great. Having your pussy fingered felt great. Having your clit rubbed felt great. There was nothing wrong with any of those things, but when you experienced all of them at once, the resulting sensation was so much more than the sum of its parts.
It barely took a minute until Lindsey’s mouth once again hung open in a perpetual moan. Her unabashed pleasure seemed to amuse the staff to no end, but there was nothing mocking about their grins and their light chuckles. Their positive response in turn only encouraged Lindsey to keep showing them just how good she really felt.
Soon she found herself struggling for breath again. These women really, really knew how to touch her for maximum effect. Her breasts tingled from all the attention they got from those soft, slick fingers, and her nipples were rock hard, making her shake from hot pleasure every time someone decided to focus on those sensitive buds. Which, given how many people were working on her, happened with mind-melting frequency.
But even those heavenly sensations on her breasts only played second fiddle to what was going on between her legs. Hannah had claimed her most intimate area for herself, and she was giving it her all.
Lindsey screamed out for real as Hannah shoved her entire hand into her. Hannah’s hand might have been as small and slender as the rest of her, and there was plenty of lube to go around, but even so the sensation got Lindsey’s heart racing.
She felt so crazy full, but there still wasn’t any actual discomfort, just this smooth pressure and that amazing friction as the slick hand made its way through her wide open entrance. And even that was only the beginning. Once Hannah had her hand in all the way to her wrist, she put her thumb on Lindsey’s clit while curling the fingers that were inside of her.
For a moment Lindsey thought she’d simply die from how unimaginably good it felt. Surely a human wasn’t made to experience this much pleasure. But even if her heart had given out right there, she would have died without a single regret.
The pleasure spread from her pussy like a fire, fanned by all these other hands that tirelessly got every last little part of her skin tingling. She was feeling so hot, maybe she’d started sweating after all. It was hard to tell when her entire body was this slick and wet from the lotion.
Lindsey already felt an absolute monster of an orgasm build up in her loins. If they went on like this, it might not even be another minute before she violently exploded right in front of all these pretty woman who were still grinning as they continued fondling her in the most intimate ways.
As if they had perfectly read Lindsey’s state – and to be fair, that couldn’t have been at all difficult – all of them slowed down at the same time.
It happened gradually, almost unnoticeable at first, but when Lindsey realized that something had changed, the groping of her breasts had already become soft fingertips brushing over her nipples, and while Hannah kept her hand inside of her, it was almost perfectly still now, only the tiniest twitches of her fingers and some little teases around Lindsey’s clit serving to keep the pleasure going.
Lindsey didn’t mind the change of pace, since it meant that she got to experience this pure bliss for a little while longer. Her body was all tensed up, ready to explode, but they managed to give her just enough pleasure to keep her in this state. It was absolute Heaven.
Even if being in this Heaven was fucking exhausting.
And it got kinda frustrating after a bit.
A lot frustrating, actually.
God, she really could have done with an orgasm right about now.
“Getting impatient again?”
This time there was no mistaking it: Hannah’s eyes shone with more than just a hint of mischief. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she had far too much fun doing it.
“Actually, yes.” Lindsey groaned as Hannah’s thumb slid squarely over her clit while two other woman gently pinched both her nipples at the same time. Fuck, did that feel good! And yet it just barely lacked the punch she’d have needed for it to feel good enough. “A happy ending is included in the session, right?”
“It can be if you want it to,” Hannah told her.
“Why wouldn’t I want to? Does it cost extra?”
It would have been the most evil and also the most effective business tactic ever to spring this clause on her now. She was ready to pay pretty much any price to fully experience this glorious orgasm that these woman had spent so much time expertly building up.
“No. We don’t scam our customers here. After all, we want you to come back to us.” Hannah winked at her. “But speaking about coming back, what would you say if I told you that you could have another session each day for the entire coming week, completely for free?”
Lindsey gritted her teeth. The aching fullness of Hannah’s hand inside of her and that lazy friction on her clit threatened to melt her mind, and her body was absolutely screaming for that orgasm. But even in this desperate state, her logical thinking hadn’t completely shut down yet. “I’d say it sounds too good to be true.”
Hannah’s grin only grew wider. “You’re right, there is a catch. Or rather, it’s kinda like a little bet between us. You see, we could finish you off now, and that would be it. Everyone’s happy, and you get exactly what you paid for. Or you have some patience after all, and we see each other tomorrow. And the day after that. And after that, and so on, for an entire week, and you only pay for this very first session.”
The way Hannah curled her fingers inside of Lindsey while at the same time lightly pressing down on her clit was pure evil. It felt like Lindsey’s clit blew up inside of her while being rubbed and squeezed from all sides at once. Lindsey hoped that she wasn’t actually drooling from how her mouth hung open in an endless series of moans as the hot pleasure melted her mind. She totally might have been, though. It was hard to tell what exactly her body was doing, when she was this busy trying not to drown in her arousal.
“But I wouldn’t… like, ever?”
Forming coherent sentences was hard, but Hannah understood her anyway.
“Don’t worry, you’ll get your finale, right at the very end. Just imagine how amazing that’s going to feel, to come after an entire week of this much buildup.”
Lindsey could barely imagine it. She felt the impending orgasm coiled up inside of her. Even after just this single session it felt so strong that it threatened to shatter her. If they increased the foreplay seven-fold…
But that would also mean being left hanging now, denying herself what her body so loudly demanded. And not just once, but every single day, safe for the last one.
“No way I’d not get off the moment I’m back home,” Lindsey mumbled.
It might still be a pretty good deal, though. The session had felt mighty nice, and while it might be a bit frustrating not to get her needs fulfilled right away (okay, a lot frustrating, but still), her girlfriend surely wouldn’t mind being greeted by a Lindsey who was so hot and bothered that they spent the entire evening in the bedroom having wild, screaming sex. A whole week where they got a lot of use out of their bedroom, finished off by a glorious orgasm at the skillful hands of her personal harem. Really didn’t sound that bad if you thought about it.
“That’s where the bet comes in: If you take the offer, you swear that you’re actually patient until the week is over. And believe me, we’ll know if you secretly undo all our hard work at home. So if you manage to wait, you get all the other sessions for free. If you decide to take matters into your own hands, though, or ask us to be left off the hook early, then we’ll do that, of course, but you’ll have to pay us twice the usual cost for all extra sessions you had.”
Lindsey tried to process Hannah’s words. It wasn’t easy, not when all the nicely slick hands, especially Hannah’s own, kept her floating in this aroused trance where the throbbing of her pussy resonated through her entire body as it experienced all the pleasures in the world, just barely not intensely enough that she could actually get off from them.
“That’s blackmail,” she complained.
“It totally isn’t,” Hannah said, still all smiles. “You can end it right here and get a nice finish to what I’m sure was one of the best hours of your life. I’m just saying: If you’re interested to experience even more of the amazing things we can do to a woman’s body, there’s an option for that. And if you play along to the end, it doesn’t even cost you another penny.”
Technically Hannah was right. It was just a completely optional offer. And Lindsey could have ignored it and simply paid the usual fee for any potential future sessions.
But six more sessions for free would be so nice.
But she really needed to get off.
But one whole week of pleasures beyond her imagination!
But could she actually keep her hands to herself when she was already this desperate?
But it would also be kinda hot to spend an entire week constantly horny, especially since she was on vacation anyway and could use the time for whatever sexy things she wanted.
Except getting off.
And all this time the many fingers on her body slowed down but never stopped, teasing her with little tastes of what she would get, depending on her choice.
“How many people take you up on that bet?” Lindsey asked.
“Not that few, actually. Turns out, if you offer people amazing things for free, you get lots of customers.”
Lindsey didn’t ask the obvious follow-up question of how many made it through the week, figuring that knowing the odds might only scare her off. Logical sense dictated that it couldn’t be much more than half, or they wouldn’t offer the deal at all. Possibly even much less, turning this deal into a nice income stream for the parlor. But still, it was possible to get many more of these mind-melting sessions for free.
“Since I like you, I’ll even throw in a little extra,” Hannah said. “If you make it through the entire week, you can choose whatever way you want for me to get you off. Usually we only use our hands, but for you I’d totally make an exception and eat you out, if you’re into that.”
“Fuck it, I’ll do it,” Lindsey exclaimed loudly before she had time for any more second thoughts. She was on vacation, and she’d come here specifically for a sexual adventure. It would’ve been such a waste not to heed the call when an even greater adventure than expected presented itself. “But you better keep your word, because I’m so looking forward to it.”
“Me too.” Hannah blew her a kiss before she slid her hand out of Lindsey. At the same time all her colleagues stopped as well, slowly retreating from the table.
This sudden absence of all touch made Lindsey shiver as if she was on withdrawal. Her whole body was still hot and tingly, and her nipples and pussy in particular throbbed and ached so badly that it twisted her stomach.
Fuck, she was horny! Had she maybe promised too much? Could she really make it until tomorrow without giving in to the need? Let alone an entire week?
And then it hit her: Her girlfriend was on vacation as well, and they’d deliberately made no specific plans because they wanted to use the week for some quality couple time. There was going to be so much sex, and Lindsey was supposed not to get off? What would her girlfriend say?
Well, she’d laugh and tell her that it was her own fault for agreeing to such a deal in the first place, and that she didn’t plan to go easy on her. And likely she’d also tell her how hot it was to have a desperately needy Lindsey at home to play with.
She was fucked. So fucked.
And yet she couldn’t convince herself that this was a bad thing. Her heart kept throbbing as she let Hannah help her back up onto her shaking legs. There was a real good chance that this parlor would make a lot of money from her foolishness, but Lindsey wasn’t trying to weasel her way out. This week was going to be fun.
It was going to be absolutely excruciating, yes, but also so much fun.
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