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Welcome to the Venus Resort


From the outside the Venus Resort looked like any other spa hotel.

Lisa wasn’t sure what exactly she had expected. Suggestively formed architecture? A corny tagline under the hotel’s name? A row of naked maids lined up to greet her? Not really, because those things would be kinda stupid (especially the last one), but still. Somehow it seemed wrong that the number one adult holiday provider kept such an unassuming facade. A nice facade, to be sure, one that instantly screamed “luxurious vacation”, but not necessarily one that screamed “luxurious sexy adventure”.

Then again, if it had looked like the world’s fanciest brothel, Lisa didn’t know if she’d had the courage to enter. It had already been a struggle. For months she had fretted over the decision, always chickening out right before booking.

Mel and Joanne had already started teasing her about her indecisiveness. The two of them had been here a couple of times and their reviews were nothing but glowing. And detailed, to the point of leaving Lisa’s cheeks at least as glowing. The way they talked about it, it was better than sex. And not in the usual “X is better than sex” metaphor for “X is really good”, but in the sense that it was sex for all intents and purposes, only that it basically never stopped and was framed by a fancy all-inclusive spa stay.

Lisa had been daydreaming about the place forever, usually the wet kind of dream, to the point that she doubted reality could hold up to her fantasies, no matter how much her friends gushed about it. That thought had almost turned into a rationalization for why there was no point in going after all. It gave her a nice, logical excuse that didn’t require her to admit her anxieties.

What had finally pushed her to take the leap was the ultimatum Mel and Joanne had imposed on her: Either she took a trip this summer, or they would cover the costs to take her with them during their own next trip.

For normal people that wouldn’t have been much of an ultimatum. Like, “You have to go on vacation using your own money because if you don’t… we treat you to that same vacation.” If anything, it would have been an incentive to let the summer pass.

Lisa wasn’t normal people, though, or at least not in that regard.

While Mel and Joanne were the best friends she could ever wish for, she was so not ready for them to see her in such an intimate context. The expectation that not a single person in the resort knew Lisa was her anchor, the only thing giving her the courage to actually go through with it. It also helped that the company offered a private introductory session at the start of your stay where you could get a feel for things, hidden from everyone else, with the option of a full refund should you change your mind.

She entered the building and was once again surprised by the total lack of obscene, or even just lewd, sights. The foyer was exactly what you’d expect from a spa hotel: Open, minimally but expensively decorated, a little fountain in the middle and, or course, the reception counter, manned by smartly dressed and professionally smiling staff.

However, Lisa noticed immediately that the foyer was smaller than usual for a resort of this size, and that you could see absolutely nothing of the rest of the building’s interior or its guests. It made perfect sense, considering what was allegedly going on behind those fancy doors leading further inside. Likely this was the last frontier to make sure no uninvited outsider could get a glimpse of the sexy action.

Unsurprising for a women-only area, both receptionists were female and looked absolutely stunning in their purple uniforms. One of them was a brightly smiling blond who looked like she could become best friends with anyone in less than a minute. Because Lisa was Lisa, she instinctively chose her colleague to talk to, a slightly more timid looking brunette who hopefully posed less of a risk of cheerful small talk. Indeed, the registration proceeded smoothly and they came to the meat of things without any delays.

“With that we have completed the preliminary check-in for your one-week stay. Since you booked the introductory session, you will fill out the forms regarding your desires and limits during that. Remember that we have a one hundred percent satisfaction guarantee and should you change your mind after or during the introduction, you will get all your money back.”

“How many people do that?” Lisa asked. “Chance their minds, I mean.”

The receptionist gave her a sincere smile that showed off her perfect teeth. “Are you nervous? Don’t worry. A lot of people are feeling their nerves when they come here for the first time, but I’ve never heard of a guest who actually left after the introduction. You’ll quickly realize that you’re in good hands here and have nothing to fear.”

“Good to hear,” Lisa mumbled. She was a bit embarrassed having asked in the first place. It helped that the receptionist was so understanding and (Lisa’s stomach fluttered at the thought) pretty cute. The way her eyes lit up every time she smiled, it was easy to pretend that she was actually flirting with her.

“Speaking of which: We are ready to start. If you want to follow me over there…”

Lisa was so lost in her budding daydream that it took her a moment to mentally catch up. “Wait, you’re the one giving the session?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?” The receptionist tilted her head, and though she kept her face perfectly professional, there was something about the way her shoulders sagged a little that made Lisa want to hug her. “Of course you are free to choose any of my colleagues instead, if you want.”

“No, I’m sorry, that’s not what I meant. I… I’d love it if you gave the introduction,” Lisa stuttered, cringing at her ability to always find a way to make a fool of herself. She didn’t need the tingle in her cheeks to know that her face was shining a bright red already.

“That’s nice. I promise, I’ll do my best.”

Was the receptionist also blushing? Well, it wouldn’t be surprising for her to feel a little embarrassed herself by how her customer was behaving. “I’m Jennifer by the way, but everyone calls me Jenny. If you don’t mind, we’re usually on a first name basis here, due to the… intimate relation between the staff and the guests.”

“Of course. I’m Lisa!”

To her immense relief, Jenny didn’t follow that up with an “I know”, which would have been a perfectly reasonable response after she’d just spent several minutes typing Lisa’s full name into various forms. They only exchanged some standard pleasantries as she led Lisa into a side room, and their arrival made it momentarily impossible to focus on the conversation anyway.

This was more like what Lisa had expected. The room wasn’t all that big, enough to hold a small table, a few fluffy chairs, the torso of a female mannequin wearing black lingerie, and just enough extra space not to feel cramped. Which meant that you were at all times rather close to the… interestingly decorated walls.

All of them showed larger than life pictures of beautiful women in a state of decidedly blissful relaxation and featuring a distinct lack of clothing. As much as she cursed herself for it, Lisa could already feel the heat spreading from her cheeks down her neck and onto her arms. For some reason God had decided that her superpower was the ability to blush with her whole body.

“Nice atmosphere, isn’t it?” Jenny said with such nonchalance as if she was talking about the weather. “We strive to give newcomers the right backdrop to get in the mood.”

“Good job,” Lisa mumbled, trying not to think too hard about what she had just admitted. There was no reason to feel ashamed or even to hide her arousal. The whole point of her visit was to live out her sexual fantasies after all. Still, it was going to take some time for her emotions to catch up with what she rationally knew already.

“Thank you. Now, if we can quickly go over the terms of your stay…” Jenny placed some sheets of paper on the table before sitting down and inviting Lisa to do likewise. The chairs turned out to be as fluffy as they looked.

“Before we can start for real, you will have to sign this form,” Jenny began, indicating the topmost sheet which featured just a couple of short paragraphs. “With this you confirm that you are comfortable being naked around staff and other guests, that you are here on your own free will, that you will accept the boundaries set by other guests, and that you will not act maliciously against guests, staff, or property. In turn we promise to cater to your wishes to the best of our ability and take responsibility for any problems that are not caused by your direct actions. Feel free to take your time and sign when you’re ready to continue.”

Lisa scanned the form, trying not to let her mind linger too much on the nudity clause and the other sexy implications.

Even at a closer look the writing said nothing more than the perfectly reasonable conditions Jenny had already indicated, so she quickly signed it before she could get second thoughts.

“Perfect. With that done, we can finally get rid of these.” Jenny slipped out of her jacket and skirt so smoothly, she must have practiced that maneuver countless times. Lisa’s blush spread all throughout her upper body as she realized that the receptionist hadn’t been wearing anything underneath.

Her first instinct was to look away. Then her rational mind took over and reminded her how silly she was being. Also, there actually wasn’t anything to look away from.

Jenny was naked and yet she wasn’t. Both her genitals and the area around her nipples were covered in absolute blackness. The smooth nothing hugged her curves so perfectly as if it was part of her skin. It might have been the world’s best fitting underwear, except that it was completely unaffected by gravity. There was no strap around Jenny’s waist holding the crotch part up, and the patches over her nipples might have been glued on, except that then they would still show at least a little bump.

This darkness erased all hidden features completely, leaving Jenny’s breasts perfectly round with not even a hint of perkiness. Similarly, there was no trace of a camel toe, even though the tight fit of the material should have necessitated one. In a way it looked like Jenny was wearing her personal set of censor bars.

While this technology was the very reason Lisa was here, she had never seen it in reality and she couldn’t stop herself from staring. Portal panties. A literal quantum leap of science, and the reason Venus Inc. had become such a big player in the world of adult entertainment. It wasn’t that Jenny’s intimate areas were gone. Or rather, it was precisely the case that they were gone. Gone to a different place, that was.

Lisa realized that she had stared at Jenny’s technically naked body for what might well have been an entire minute. The receptionist (or whatever job description she actually held) took it in good humor, but Lisa still felt the need to explain herself.

“I didn’t know the staff also wears these things.” It was in no way a justification for her extensive ogling, but the attempt got points for bringing up something she was actually wondering about.

“It’s so we can move among the guests seamlessly. This way we don’t stick out, but if you need anything, you can still identify us easily.” Jenny tapped her purple collar, the only accessory on her body except for the portal underwear.

“So are you also…” Lisa didn’t manage to finish the sentence.

The main selling point of the Venus Resort was that you spent a luxurious spa vacation with your genitals stored away somewhere else. You weren’t able to touch yourself, but the staff had access to your intimate bits at any time and could play with you in a variety of ways as specified by your choices at check-in. So you knew exactly what you signed up for, but had absolutely no control over the pleasure as it happened to you. In other words: It was every bottom’s wet dream.

At this very moment someone might be pumping a dildo into Jenny, sucking her nipples, or trying to distract her any other way, and as long as she kept her composure, Lisa would be none the wiser.

“…played with right now?” Jenny helped her out. “No, not when we’re on the clock. After all, we need to be able to think straight to make sure everything works as it should. After hours, though…” She chuckled and winked at Lisa. “But I’m sure you’re eager to try it out for yourself.”

Lisa understood the subtle hint that it was time for her to lose her clothes as well. She was tempted to turn around out of habit, but forced herself to push through the initial embarrassment. If she didn’t get used to showing herself off fast, she was in for a very awkward week.

Also, despite all her other insecurities, she actually liked her body. She didn’t have a problem with other’s seeing her per se, it just wasn’t something she was used to.

Soon Lisa had taken off her last piece of clothing and put it into the provided basket. Like all spa hotels, the air was comfortably warm, bordering on hot, but as far as Lisa was concerned, they could have been standing outside at the North Pole and she still would have been sweating. She could feel her entire skin tingle. Jenny did a good job of hiding her amusement, but she had clearly noticed Lisa blushing all over. At least she chose the most graceful option of pretending it didn’t happen.

“Very good. Let’s get you acquainted with your portal panties.”

She held up a… something. Lisa’s eyes hurt just looking at Jenny’s hand. While Jenny’s pseudo-underwear could at a cursory glance be taken for black fabric, this constantly shifting, weirdly sparkling blackness between her fingers looked just wrong. If reality was a computer program, this was what Lisa imagined a glitch to look like. “Since this is your first time, I assume you want some help putting it on.”

“Yes, please,” Lisa replied instantly. The thought of Jenny touching her between the legs was a bit scary, but in an excitingly sexy way. The thought of handling this mind-boggling crack in the fabric of the universe on her own was scary in a much more actually scary way. Best case, she made a complete fool of herself failing to put it on correctly. Worst case, she’d end up fragmented across the galaxy and awakened an Eldritch horror in the process.

She knew that the technology was as safe as it could be and they wouldn’t give her the option of handling it herself if it wasn’t, but she was still grateful to pass that particular responsibility on.

“Of course. Please spread your legs a little.” Jenny went down on her knees before Lisa, which did not help with the blushing at all. Neither did the fact that this position gave Jenny a perfect view of how aroused Lisa had gotten already. Her barely contained smirk shattered all illusions that maybe she hadn’t noticed.

Still the professional, though, she didn’t say anything. She just did… something… to the… something… in her hand and brought if up between Lisa’s legs. Lisa involuntarily held her breath as Jenny’s hand went right to her pussy. The expected jab of pleasure didn’t come, but neither did the sensation of getting shredded into pieces.

“Done.” Jenny got up, and once again Lisa was sure she could spot a little flush on her cheeks as well. As adorable as the receptionist might be, though, Lisa was far too distracted by the feeling of her new underwear. Or rather, the complete lack of feeling.

She didn’t know what exactly she’d thought it would feel like, but at minimum there should have been some kind of tingling sensation. It was a portal after all. But if she hadn’t looked down to make sure that there was indeed a strip of blackness hiding her pussy now, she could have sworn she was still naked and nothing had changed at all.

“Don’t worry, you’re still perfectly whole,” Jenny said, mistaking her confusion for concern. “Look!”

Lisa’s eyes followed Jenny’s finger to the mannequin torso she’d noticed earlier before getting distracted by the sensual wall decorations. She started as she realized that it wasn’t wearing a skimpy thong anymore. Instead, it now sported lively pink genitals. Lisa’s genitals, to be precise.

“Whoa.” She’d known that this was going to happen, but knowing something and experiencing it where two different things entirely. Her legs twitched as she was torn between walking over to get a closer look and not wanting to make the situation any weirder.

“Feel free to look. Or touch. Or whatever else you want. It helps some people to play with themselves for a bit, to make sure everything still works as intended. I’m not going to judge and neither is anyone else. You’re here to feel good, after all.”

Jenny had a sincere smile on her lips, but there was no mistaking it anymore: She was blushing herself, and this time Lisa couldn’t blame her own awkward behavior for it. A smoother person would have taken that as an in to flirt with Jenny, but Lisa was no smoother person. So instead she repaid Jenny’s earlier favor, pretended not to have noticed anything, and kept the conversation to the topic at hand.

“Isn’t that kinda against the point, though?” she asked.

It was hard not to keep staring at her own pussy hanging there, a few steps away. It felt obscene, ogling herself like this, especially with how her entrance was already dilating a bit, and those glistening spots certainly weren’t sweat. Being confronted with the effects of her own arousal only served to make her even more horny, leading into a sexy vicious circle. “Isn’t this whole thing about everyone else but myself touching me?”

“If you want, I can also give you an introduction to what that is like right away.” Jenny’s cheeks might be glowing, but there was nothing fake about the enthusiasm in her voice. Given her workplace, pleasuring guests had to be part of her job description, so Lisa shouldn’t feel too special for it, but having a pretty woman display such open eagerness to get sexual with her still felt amazing.

“If you don’t mind…”

Jenny laughed. “Why should I mind? If I didn’t like playing with people, I wouldn’t have taken the job. And actually…” She showed a nervous grin and leaned in closer, her voice lowered as if she was letting Lisa in on a secret. “I don’t think I’m supposed to tell you, but this is the first time I’m getting to work with a guest directly, and I’m pretty excited.”

“So you have never…”

“Oh, I’ve done lots of things. Don’t worry, I know what I’m doing. But usually I don’t get to see the… direct feedback.”

Lisa struggled to find her next words. Jenny was so adorable in her enthusiasm, and despite clearly being a bit nervous herself, she still managed to keep her forward and even flirty demeanor. If she could do it, maybe Lisa could do it, too.

“And what are you going to do?”

So much for being flirty. She couldn’t have come up with a more boring and awkward reply if she’d tried.

“Since you haven’t filled out all the consent forms yet, I can only do what you explicitly allow me. However…” Jenny’s mischievous wink sent an exciting shiver down Lisa’s spine. “You could allow me to surprise you if you want to get a feel for what it’s really like, not knowing what’s going to happen next, only that it’s going to feel real nice.”

Lisa’s heart was beating so hard, she’d be surprised if Jenny couldn’t hear it. She felt her pussy clench at Jenny’s words. Hell, she saw her pussy clench, right over there, and so did Jenny. Maybe that was how the cute receptionist could flirt with her this effortlessly: She had undeniable proof for how she was affecting Lisa. “I… I allow it. You know best how this works, so… I’ll trust in your abilities.”

“You won’t regret it.” Jenny let out an adorable little chuckle.

Lisa felt the urge to hug, maybe even kiss her. It took great effort to remind herself that Jenny was just doing her job. And while she might truly and honestly love that job, it still didn’t mean that there was any basis for an emotional connection between the two of them.

“Please sit down again,” Jenny continued as she walked over to the mannequin, leaving Lisa and her throbbing heart behind for a different – albeit no less throbbing – part of her client. “And turn the chair around. After all, the whole point is that you don’t see what’s coming.”

With a meek “Yes” Lisa did as she was told, happy to let Jenny take all the initiative. As soon as she’d turned her back to the mannequin it became impossible to relax, knowing that any second now the pretty receptionist might touch her in ways far too people had done yet. It didn’t help that her current field of vision was dominated by the image of a woman throwing her head back in pleasure. She clenched her legs only to realize that it did nothing to alleviate the tension.

Instinctively her hand went between her legs to see what was going on and it found… nothing. Her fingers were stopped by something that was neither hard nor soft, but infinitely smooth, like a frozen vacuum at room temperature, as little sense as that description might make.

At the same time her mind went into overdrive and her horniness shot up to an almost frightening level. She could feel her pussy twitch hotly right beneath her hand. Only that her hand kept hanging in limbo. Her mind couldn’t accept her inability to touch herself. She kept running her fingers up and down between her legs, unable to comprehend why it wasn’t doing anything. That she was still able to brush against her inner thighs only inflamed her arousal even more.

Lisa forced herself to calm down before the anatomical paradox could drive her insane. She clawed her fingers into the soft upholstery of the armrests to stop herself from any more failed masturbation attempts.

Normally she would describe her sex drive as average at best, but all the sensual impressions since her arrival, coupled with this sudden inability to touch herself at all, made her horny in ways she hadn’t thought possible. She felt her clit throb in a need that couldn’t be fulfilled. Her pelvic muscles still worked fine, but the tiny waves of pleasure she got from contracting and releasing them only served to aggravate her even more. Maybe she should throw all pretense of propriety to the wind and play with her nipples. It would help at least a little bit against the tension, and she still had access to those…

Something brushed over her throbbing folds. Lisa could only hope that the walls were sound-proof, because otherwise the entire resort had heard her shriek. “Sorry,” she mumbled, her whole body flushed red in embarrassment.

“Don’t worry. It’s completely normal here for people to get a bit loud all of a sudden. Also, that was pretty cute.”

Lisa wanted to thank her for the compliment, but was too embarrassed to say anything. The sensation between her legs (or rather not actually between her legs but somewhere behind her, even though she might never be able to wrap her mind around that fact) continued, completely shattering her focus. Was it Jenny’s finger sliding between her folds? It might be, if she had remarkably soft hands. And what was this prickling feeling on her clit, so light and yet so weirdly thrilling that it left her shaking?

Lisa fought the instinct to turn around. She wanted to know what was going on, but if she was honest with her feelings, what she wanted much more was to not know anything. This had always been her dream: Completely giving up control during sex, being at the mercy of her partner to overwhelm her in any and all ways she felt like.

Lisa had only tried to act on that desire once, back when she had been together with Cindy. She’d lain on the bed, her hands crossed over her head pretending she was bound, closed her eyes and told Cindy to do whatever she wanted.

It wasn’t that it had gone poorly, but Cindy had been too afraid of doing something wrong to do much at all, and Lisa had been too afraid of being judged to tell her girlfriend what she wanted to happen. The result was a not all that satisfying orgasm, a Cindy who felt that she had disappointed her girlfriend, and a Lisa who was too embarrassed by the whole thing to ever suggest anything of the like again. No wonder the relationship hadn’t lasted, given the complete inability of both of them to communicate when it came to sex.

This here, on the other hand, was the real deal. Lisa kept squirming in her chair, frantically rubbing her legs together even though she should really know better by this point. Jenny knew exactly how she had to touch Lisa to drive her up the wall.

Then again, that wasn’t much of a challenge in Lisa’s current state. With no chance to know what was going to happen, every little touch made her gasp.

She’d never been this sensitive, or this wet. Jenny expertly used that last part against her as she collected her juices with her fingers and massaged them into Lisa’s folds. The slick friction of soft skin sliding over soft skin, Jenny’s ability to leave not a single spot untouched, her stamina and consistency to keep the sensation at exactly the same level until Lisa’s folds tingled as though a constant electric current ran through them, it all formed an exquisite cocktail that left Lisa shaking in blissful need. It was a good thing she was sitting, because in no universe would her trembling legs have been able to carry her.

Something that might be a thumb touched the very top of her pussy. Lisa’s eyelids fluttered, the pleasure momentarily robbing her of her vision as she felt the hood of her clit pulled back deliciously slowly, making her savor every little sensation of how her most vulnerable spot was laid increasingly bare.

A gust of air tickled her clit. Lisa’s nails dug even deeper into the armrests, to the point that she was afraid of damaging them. God, she was so sensitive! Her pulse resonated in her clit. If Jenny touched her there with her soft, slick finger…

She didn’t.

For a few agonizing heartbeats Jenny let her stew in hot anticipation before removing her thumb.

Lisa hadn’t imagined that she could get any more horny, but she was proven wrong when her hood slowly slid back over her aching clit. That soft gliding caress where she had expected an explosion of pleasure sent her arousal to a level that was almost physically painful. It really didn’t help that her hood didn’t revert completely, leaving her swollen nub trapped with a constant soft pressure. Usually any movement at all would have broken her out of this state, but with the portal panties active, she could move her pussy neither directly nor indirectly, and if Jenny was aware of her plight, she didn’t care to help her.

“How did you like that first taste of our services?” The barely concealed amusement in Jenny’s voice left no room for doubt: She, too, was having the time of her life.

“Oh my God.” Lisa tried to give more articulate feedback, but words were hard with her pussy on fire and her clit still throbbing in need. Her body screamed for her to take care of the tension, and knowing that she was unable to do so only made it so much worse. “I didn’t expect it to be this… intense.”

Lisa was about to turn the chair when Jenny walked around her, entering her field of vision again. She was positively beaming, and Lisa’s stomach fluttered at the realization that she herself was the source of the pretty receptionist’s joy. “And how did you like this level of intensity?”

“I…” Lisa felt herself turn red again. From the glimmer in Jenny’s eyes it was clear that she already knew the answer. Of course she did. She would have to be blind and deaf to miss the signs. “I liked it. You were… erm, I mean, it was amazing.” There she went again with her ability to always say the most awkward thing possible.

“Thank you!” Jenny’s honest smile rekindled some hope that maybe Lisa had said the right thing after all. “It was also really fun to see a customer react to what I’m doing for once. You were so cute when…”

Jenny cleared her throat and looked away, failing to hide her own embarrassment. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be talking to you this way. As I said, it’s my first time and I’m pretty excited, but that is no excuse to be unprofessional.”

Lisa caught herself chewing her nails, a habit she’d thought to have overcome months ago, although her fingers still looked as if she had never stopped. Her mind was screaming at her to hug Jenny, kiss her even, pat her head and tell her that everything was fine and that she was lovely in her honesty.

But Lisa knew this was just her pussy taking over. Even though her clit had finally settled down again, she was still far too horny for her own good. “No need to apologize. You’re also cu- I mean, you’re really good at what you do. I can’t wait for the rest of the week.”

A short, loaded silence hung between the two of them before Jenny managed to break out of it and force the conversation back on track. “I’m sure you do. Believe me when I say that you’ve seen nothing yet. There’s so much more we can do for you here. Which leads us right to our next step. If you could turn back to the table…”

They went back to sitting across of each other, although Lisa found it hard to focus on the remaining paperwork. Her eyes kept darting between Jenny’s cute smile and her own pussy hanging right there in the background. Even at the distance she could see it glisten in the room’s soft light, but other than that it looked rather subdued. If it was to in any way reflect how it felt, it should have glowed red hot and pulsated like a beating heart.

“We will now go over the specifics of your stay. Here’s a list of all the different services and programs you can pick from. Before we continue, though, do you want me to give you an orgasm?”

“What?”

Even with everything that had happened so far, Jenny’s offer was so casual and so out of left field that Lisa was sure she must have misheard.

“Do you want me to give you an orgasm?” Jenny repeated, visibly amused, but at the same time she kept glancing down at the forms as if she found it hard to maintain eye-contact. “It might help in case you think you’re too distracted for more paperwork. Then again, being aroused might help you make more honest decisions about what you want from your stay, so I guess there’s pros and cons to either option.”

Lisa stopped herself from biting her nails again. It didn’t matter that this was purely professional: Jenny was, in no uncertain terms, offering to have sex with her. One might argue whether it really was sex or more like outsourced masturbation, but it didn’t make much of a difference to Lisa. The mere thought of this pretty girl getting her off with her heavenly soft fingers, or maybe even – a new flush went over Lisa’s skin at the mental image – her mouth, brought Lisa’s arousal back in full force.

She needed to get off, and quickly so. But there was something to Jenny’s words: Right now, too horny to think straight, she was far more likely to admit to some of her wilder sexual desires that she would be too embarrassed about otherwise.

In the end Lisa picked the option that seemed most obvious, given where she was and what she wanted.

“What do you recommend?” she asked. She had come here to be at the mercy of other people, so it just felt right to give Jenny control over her orgasms.

“If you ask for my honest opinion…” For a moment there was something in Jenny’s eyes, a smarmy look as if she was about to call Lisa cute again, or maybe even more. This time, though, she managed to stay professional. Or at least to hide her thoughts behind professional-sounding words. “I think that you look very much at peace with yourself right now, so I’d recommend that we continue just the way you are.”

Jenny wanted to see her squirm in unfulfilled need. Behind her cute facade there was a merciless sadist, and Lisa had just gotten herself trapped in her twisted games. Jenny would keep her stewing in her arousal, only stopping to stoke the flames more while she made Lisa sit still in her chair, unable to do anything against the burning ache between her legs until the session was over. And all the while she would hide her malicious glee behind that adorably innocent looking smile of hers.

Those thoughts and more shot through Lisa’s head, quickly spiraling completely out of control.

It didn’t matter that she was likely ascribing far more intention to Jenny’s actions than was actually there. I didn’t even matter that as the customer she had the last word and could easily override Jenny’s decision. What mattered was that looking into Jenny’s bright eyes and imagining her as this sadistic manipulator was the hottest thing Lisa had ever experienced. Her muscles ached from how hard she was pressing her thighs together, and seeing another shiny drop slowly seep out of her dilated entrance only made her even more horny.

She realized that her hands had almost made it to her breasts where her nipples stood rock-hard. Using far too much willpower, she lowered her arms again. She didn’t even fully understand why, but for some reason she still wasn’t willing to touch herself this openly in front of Jenny. “You’re the boss. If that’s what you say, then that’s what we’ll do.”

Maybe it was just an illusion conjured up by the arousal clouding Lisa’s mind, but she could have sworn there was a twist to Jenny’s smile that confirmed all of Lisa’s sexy theories regarding her motivations.

“Well, technically you are the boss, but I’m of course happy to hear that you value my opinion this much. No orgasm for you, then. Moving on.” She tapped at the top sheet of paper, pretending not to notice how her off-handed “No orgasm for you, then” had made Lisa twitch.

“Let’s start simple. This first block is about the kinds of vaginal stimulation you consent to. From what I’ve seen so far, I assume that ‘manual stimulation by staff’ is a yes.”

“Erm, yes, please…”

Lisa also ticked the boxes for oral services by staff, vibrators and penetration with reasonably sized dildos before she got to two unexpected lines. “Receiving oral pleasure by other guests and giving oral pleasure to other guests?” she read out loud, her curiosity overriding her discomfort with the explicit language. “And what’s that? Giving pleasure to other guests under physical duress? What’s going on here?”

“We call it the mines. If you want, we can make a trip there so you get a feel for what it’s like.” Jenny sounded eager to go, though it wasn’t clear if she wanted to do a good job of making Lisa familiar with all her options, or if she just wanted to see Lisa’s reaction when suddenly confronted with copious amounts of sex. “Basically, guests can opt in to assist the staff and eat other guests out. And if you go to the mines, we’ve got people with whips there to make sure you’re not slacking off.”

Lisa’s eyes went wide as she imagined it: A long corridor, dimly lit by red light, two endless rows of naked women on all fours, each one has her face buried in a detached pussy mounted on one of those mannequin torsos. They face away from a path along the middle where overseers patrol along with easy access to their reddened backsides. The air is filled with slurping, moans, and the occasional muffled scream when the whip finds its target. It’s hot and humid, and a heavy smell of sex and sweat hangs in the air.

“People do that?” Lisa asked, in equal parts intrigued and appalled by the idea.

“It’s a bit of a niche pick, but we always have a handful of volunteers for the mines,” Jenny said, forcing Lisa to adjust her mental image a little. “And you can choose how much you want to do. You don’t have to try and compete with our most hardcore clients right away who put in at least an eight hour shift every day. When you’re new to this, it doesn’t even take fifteen minutes until you feel like your tongue will fall off and you won’t be able to sit for the rest of your stay.”

“Eight hours?” Lisa repeated incredulously. “Even if someone actually had the stamina, wouldn’t it get… I don’t know, maybe not boring, but… kinda.”

Jenny had that special smile again. The one that implied a much darker mind than one might expect looking at her cute face. “Don’t worry. The gals who go this hard in the mines all have a stimulation program that makes sure they won’t get bored for a single second of their stay. You’ll understand once you see some of the later options.”

Lisa’s heart pounded as she pondered what to go for. Up to this point she’d never even considered being forced to eat someone out as something that might interest her, but Jenny made it sound so hot. Then again, with how horny Lisa was and given Jenny’s skills at selling the various depravities, everything would sound hot.

In the end she ticked the boxes for both receiving and giving oral, but passed on the trip to the mines. While the mental image of them would surely haunt her wet dreams for the foreseeable future, she knew that she was too much of a pussy when it came to pain. Maybe it was something to think about for potential future stays.

The following section was all about anal, and therefore an immediate skip. Lisa had never played with her back entrance and didn’t intend to start now. However, the topic brought up a rather important question.

“What happens when I have to, you know… go?” she asked, hoping Jenny would get the drift and not force her to be more direct about it.

“Right, I haven’t told you yet. For a start, there’s a transmission module in your portal panties. Try taping them repeatedly with your finger.”

Lisa did as she was told, trying not to get too distracted by her brain’s confused complaints why it didn’t lead to the usual bliss of touching herself. At first it seemed like nothing happened, but when Jenny got up, Lisa followed her with her eyes and found that the abdomen of the mannequin holding her pussy was glowing a bright red.

“This is our safety mechanism. If you quickly and repeatedly tap the panties, we see the red light and stop whatever we’re doing immediately. We’ll send someone to make sure you’re okay and find out if you want out.” Jenny swiped her hand over the glowing abdomen, extinguishing the light. “Regarding your question, though, try three slow taps.”

Doing so led to a green glow. “When you do that, we also stop what we’re doing and transfer you to a toilet. Well, not you, but the relevant parts of you. You get what I mean. Once we are there, we give you the following signal.” Jenny tapped Lisa’s folds three times.

Lisa bit back a gasp. She’d gotten far too sensitive, to the point that every little touch made her shiver.

“This means that it’s safe to let go. Once you’re done, we clean you up and get you right back to the fun stuff. So remember: Quick, repeated taps for an emergency stop. Three slow taps to tell us you need to go. Once you feel three taps back, you know what to do. And don’t sweat the details. The three taps could also be here…” Jenny touched Lisa soaked entrance three times, never actually penetrating her, but the mere possibility was enough to put Lisa on edge. “… or even here.” Three quick taps right on the clit. This time there was no staying silent. Jenny had to be doing that on purpose! She had to know what effect she had on Lisa’s far too aroused body.

“With that out of the way, let’s get back to the list.” Jenny returned to the table. As she sat down, she idly licked her finger. The one she’d just used on Lisa.

Lisa perked up. There was zero professional reason for Jenny to do this. It had to be a blatant display of how sexually interested Jenny was in Lisa. But if so, how could she be so nonchalant about it? Or was she really that desensitized to people’s bodily fluids that licking pussy juices came as natural to her as licking up a spilled drop of yogurt?

Either way Jenny seemed utterly oblivious of the mental turmoil she’d caused, and Lisa forced herself to put the thought aside for the moment. They still had some paperwork to get through. Not that this assortment of kinky suggestions was any less distracting.

The next section was all about breasts, first of all about the kind of portal underwear Lisa wanted. Apparently it was an option to not take any at all, to spend the stay fully bare-chested and retain access to at least one source of pleasure. Alternatively she could have just her nipples portaled, like Jenny was demonstrating, or the entirety of her breasts.

“That last one is a big recommendation,” Jenny told her. “Pretty much a must if you’re on the larger side. Depending on your plans for the week you might be fine, but I promise you, if you don’t take that option, you’ll curse yourself afterwards. Remember: There’s no clothes in the resort, which also means no sports-bras. I don’t think I need to explain how uncomfortable movement-based activities might get.”

Lisa gratefully took the advice and soon found herself fitted with something like a fully strapless portal bra. Once again she didn’t feel a thing, even though her breasts had been replaced by more of that uniform blackness.

It still took the form of two soft curves on her chest, but even when Lisa tried jumping up and down, there wasn’t the slightest jiggle. Full freedom with zero restrictiveness, zero discomfort, zero straps dipping into sweaty skin. Forget about the sexy applications, this technology needed to be part of every single bra in the whole world!

Not that she could forget about the sexy applications, given where she was. Lisa ticked the boxes for groping, licking, sucking, and all those other pleasantries. Clamps where a pass, though, and so was the entire section dealing with pain in general. Lisa only briefly scanned the list. Some of the options did tickle her imagination, even though she knew that she wouldn’t enjoy them in real life. And then there was the very last entry in the section on pain play.

“Clit torture (extreme),” Lisa read out loud, the mere words conjuring up a feeling similar to vertigo. “Do I even want to know?”

“Well, do you?” Jenny asked, all smiles.

“I don’t think I do, but I’ll ask anyway, because I’m sure the question will haunt me in my nightmares otherwise.”

“Honestly, I’m not sure knowing the answer will make the nightmares go away, but I might as well tell you. Picking this option allows us to use our two most hardcore torture tools on your clit. The first one is a little taser.”

“Ow!” Lisa’s hands instinctively shot down to protect her crotch. “Why would anyone pick that?”

“Because some people are true masochists and they appreciate that we can give them an experience that challenges them.” Jenny kept her eyes trained on Lisa’s face. She looked far too amused by how easy it was to shake Lisa up. “And the taser is still the nice options. We also have this thing that we professionals call ‘the pointy stick’. Imagine something like a chopstick, but with a sharpened point. And then imagine that thing poking into your clit. Again and again. Maybe scratching a bit in between, just to shake things up.”

“I’m not sure I want to imagine that,” Lisa whispered, feeling a few beads of sweat forming on her forehead. There was something really hot about the knowledge that there actually existed people who willingly subjected themselves to such insane torture. It was an acute reminder that the world was a much more depraved place then her own experiences might imply.

“I’m also a hundred percent sure you don’t want to try it out, given your preferences so far. Believe me when I say it, that has to be the most infuriating pain possible. I only tried it out once myself, out of morbid curiosity, and I tapped out within seconds. We do it to our guests for minutes at a time, and I have zero idea how they can take it. Then again, most don’t. Out of five people who pick the option, four take it back on their very first day.”

“I can imagine.” Lisa shifted on her chair restlessly. Her clit was throbbing again and much more sharply then before, as if it had heard what they were talking about. She quickly changed the topic. “So that means I can change these choices at any time?”

“Of course you can. You just have to go to one of the staff and ask them for it. It’s a bit of a hassle, though, because you have to be taken aside and fill out the whole thing again, so I suggest you don’t change your mind too often.

“Also, try to give it a chance. It will be really intense in the beginning and you might think it’s too much, but many guests who pushed through those initial doubts were very happy afterwards that they lived up to the challenge. Don’t forget: You picked these things because you yourself said that you wanted them, so chances are that you’ll enjoy them a lot once you get used to it. But also don’t forget that this is supposed to be a fun vacation. If you find that you really are in way over your head, there’s no shame in taking it easy and unticking some of the more hardcore boxes.”

“Good to know.” If changing her choices wasn’t such a big deal, then she didn’t have to be afraid of taking some of the more adventurous options.

The last relevant section was all about orgasms, beginning with the most basic option “being brought to a full orgasm by staff”.

“Why would anyone not take that?” Lisa asked as she ticked the box. “Like, isn’t that the whole point of the place?”

“Don’t judge too quickly. That’s actually one of the most twisted boxes on the entire list. Just think about it for a moment.”

Lisa thought about it, although thinking wasn’t easy while Jenny kept looking at her with that wicked smile of hers. There had to be something really obvious she was missing, but she just didn’t see it.

“I’m not sure what you mean. I makes me consent that you can make me, well, come,” she said, once again blushing all over. She could only hope she’d get used to talking about all these sexy things at some point. “I have to pick it, because otherwise not much can happen.”

“That’s almost correct.” Jenny rested her elbows on the table, propping up her chin on her hands as she kept giving Lisa those playful, almost taunting looks. “Everything else you pick is still happening even if you don’t tick this box. It just won’t get you where you might want it to take you.”

“Wait, you mean…” A hot shiver ran down Lisa’s spine as she began to understand.

“Yep. We’ll keep playing with you all day long, we just won’t let you come.”

Lisa’s pussy clenched so hard her muscles cramped for a moment. Her mind instantly hyperfocused on how unbelievably horny she was already. And that was only after a bit of teasing from Jenny. They weren’t even through the introduction yet. “So, for the entire week…”

“No orgasm. For one whole week. Or however long you booked your stay.” Jenny’s grin grew wider and wider as she talked. It had to be more than just Lisa’s imagination: The thought of making Lisa suffer really got her going. “Or, no real orgasms anyway. Accidents happen, especially when you pick a lot of the pleasure options and we don’t know your body so well yet. But if we do happen to send you over and you haven’t ticked that box, we’ll stop everything immediately. Have you ever had a ruined orgasm, Lisa?”

“I, erm…” Lisa wiped her forehead. She hated that she had actually started sweating. Okay, maybe not hated, but it was so embarrassing. What was Jenny going to think of her when Lisa got so squeamish about topics that should be perfectly normal for any adult confident in their sexuality?

Realistically, she wasn’t going to think much that she wasn’t thinking already. Lisa had been acting like a blushing maiden from the very first moment. And while her behavior seemed to be a source of never-ending amusement to Jenny, it didn’t feel malicious. Once again Lisa kept wondering how much of Jenny’s open advances were her job, and how much she was actually, personally flirting with her. “No, I don’t think so,” she concluded weakly.

“It’s quite the experience. It starts like a normal orgasm, but then there’s just nothing. You twitch and you clench and you flail around, but whatever you do, it just fizzles out and there’s this ache that’s really hard to describe when you haven’t felt it yourself. And afterwards you’re almost as sensitive as after a real orgasm, but you’re still as horny as before, maybe even more so, and that ache stays with you and your mind is all on edge and…” There was a dreamy look in Jenny’s eyes as she kept describing the feeling, although Lisa wasn’t sure whether she was actually reminiscing about ruined orgasms, or daydreaming about doing it her.

“Some women hate it more than anything else in the world and get ultra cranky if you do it to them. Others have a love-hate relationship with them and find them a nice tool to explore their personal limits. And then there’s those who can’t get enough of that burning frustration. For them we have this other option here that lets us ruin you on purpose as much as we want. So, really, you’d have to try it out yourself before you can judge it.”

“I…” Lisa had gotten completely lost in Jenny’s eyes. She didn’t know how she felt about getting robbed of an orgasm like that, and some of the things Jenny described didn’t sound nice at all, but there wasn’t a trace of doubt in her mind that she’d let Jenny do it to her if that was what she wanted. “I trust your opinion.”

“So, you’re saying you want me to try it out on you?”

Lisa grabbed the armrests again. The urge to bite her nails was getting unbearable. Getting rid of that habit had been hard enough during her normal, uneventful everyday life. She doubted she had the willpower to keep herself in check with all the tension of her raging arousal, getting flirted on by a hot receptionist, and the omnipresent sexuality of the place. Her fingers would be such a mess when the week was over. “I you want to.”

Jenny fixated her with an intense stare that made Lisa’s stomach flutter. “This is about you and your decisions about what happens to your body. I need your explicit consent and request. Please say ‘Could you please ruin my orgasm, Jenny? I want to find out what it feels like.’”

Lisa was extremely self-conscious about how much she was sweating, and it was only made worse by the knowledge that Jenny was playing with her. Of course Lisa needed to consent to what was going on, but before, when Jenny had offered to surprise her a bit during the first experiments with her portaled pussy, it had been enough to vaguely confirm that she was okay with whatever was going on. There could be only one reason Jenny was now asking her to make such an explicit request: She knew how much Lisa struggled with vocalizing her naughty desires, and she wanted to see her squirm.

“Could you please…” she began. God, she was blushing so hard, she had to be looking as if she had the mother of all sunburns. “Could you please ruin my… my orgasm… Jenny?” Her voice was barely a mumble at the end.

“I’m sorry, I’m afraid I didn’t quite get that.” Jenny’s grin had developed some shark-like qualities. “Could you please say it again? Your consent and your wishes are very important to us, and we have to make sure that there is no misunderstanding when it comes to your desires.”

Lisa melted into her chair. How could Jenny do this to her? Well, it was her own fault for being such a perfect victim. And the worst (or best) thing was, deep down the shame only added to her excitement.

Her pussy kept twitching. When she looked over at it, she saw that enough of her juices had collected to dangle down as a drawn-out sticky drop. Imagining what Jenny would think of her now that she was literally dripping from arousal only brought another wave of hot embarrassment.

“Could you please ruin my orgasm, Jenny?” Lisa almost shouted. In an attempt to compensate for her insecurities, she’d way overshot her target. Lisa clasped a hand over her mouth and sunk even further into the chair. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“But of course, Lisa. I’ll gladly ruin as many of your orgasms as you want. I’m here to make all your desires a reality, after all.” Jenny ended the sentence with the most adorable little chuckle. “Shall we do it right away? That should also give you a better idea of some of the other options in this section.”

Lisa nodded, which was about the extent of communication she still felt capable of.

“Perfect. Do you want to turn around again for the full experience? Or do you feel you need to see what’s happening?”

Of course there was really only one option, both in how Jenny sold them and how Lisa felt about them. She might be the most easily embarrassed person on the planet when put on the spot, but she still knew what she wanted. And what she wanted was the full experience.

“I’ll… turn around,” she managed to get out before she rotated the chair. Not being confronted with Jenny’s smirk anymore took a bit of the edge off, but that was a very temporary relief. The moment she heard Jenny stand up and walk over to the mannequin, her whole body tensed up in anticipation.

“Happy to see that you’re still so much into it,” Jenny’s teasing words came from behind.

There was a slight tingling sensation at the bottom of Lisa’s pussy and then a chilling touch that made her gasp. Jenny must have taken her dangling juices and was now rubbing them into her folds. It barely took a minute before Lisa was panting. How could a single person be this horny?

“Since you’ve already filled out most of your preferences, I assume it’s okay if I use all the tools at my disposal?”

“M-hm.”

Thankfully this time Jenny accepted an affirmative noise and didn’t make Lisa spell it out. Likely because she now had far better ways to tease Lisa. She removed her fingers for a few seconds, just long enough to let the anticipation build, before sliding two of them into Lisa’s well-lubed entrance.

Lisa’s eyes glazed over. Usually penetration ranked somewhere between “quite okay” and “rather nice” for her, but this was more of a “what the fuck, how can anything feel this good?” Jenny barely moved in and out, just enough to keep some nice friction going, but the way she curled her fingers… oh man. When Lisa realized she was gnawing on her fingers, she was already way past caring.

For minutes on end there was nothing but these two expert fingers teasing her slick insides, hitting spots inside her she didn’t even know existed. Lisa had closed her eyes by this point, fully getting lost in the sensations. She was vaguely aware that she was still biting her nails and making noises that might have been moans, might have been whimpers. She should have worried about coming off so lewd, but she just didn’t have the capacity left to feel ashamed. Or to feel anything, really, except for pure bliss.

Something soft and wet touched her nipple. Lisa’s mouth dropped open when she felt what doubtlessly were Jenny’s lips closing around that sensitive hard nub. Jenny sucked on it, but incredibly softly, making every single nerve stand to attention without being in any way overwhelming. And she kept engaging her tongue, flicking and lapping at her nipple, at times even entrapping it between her tongue and her lips. And all the while her fingers kept gently sliding along the most sensitive spots inside Lisa.

Maybe Lisa was drooling at this point. If so, she was unable to do anything about it. She’d completely lost control over her own body, leaving her floating senselessly in a sea of sensations.

“I’d say, you should be properly warmed up now.”

Lisa took an embarrassingly long time to process Jenny’s words and realize that she had stopped. Even with Jenny’s mouth gone, her wet nipple kept tingling, and she still felt a phantom of Jenny’s fingers working their magic in her now empty pussy. And even when she’d caught up with reality, she still couldn’t make sense of Jenny’s words. What did she mean with warmed up?

She got her answer when something touched her clit. It wasn’t even that hard a touch, maybe a quick brush with a slick finger, maybe a little flick of the tongue, and it didn’t even hit her clit directly, but the sudden spike of intensity made her scream. Her eyes shot open and she could hear her heartbeat thumping in her ears.

“That bad already?” Through Lisa’s ringing ears it was impossible to discern if Jenny was expressing concern or if she was mocking her, but her guts were pretty sure she knew the answer. Especially when the question was followed up with another identical touch.

This time Lisa managed to keep it down to only a little whimper. The first one had surprised her. It wasn’t actually that bad.

Another touch. Okay, it actually was that bad. Her clit felt like it was swollen to twice its usual size and straining against its hood. It had become so ridiculously sensitive that every little touch was like an electric shock, only that instead of pain it brought with it a flash of burning pleasure. This was nothing like the relaxing bliss Jenny’s fingers had brought before. It was sharp and intense and it burned into Lisa’s mind just how crazy horny she was.

She kept whimpering through some more touches before Jenny brought out the big guns. Once again Lisa felt herself get light-headed as the hood of her clit got pulled back, the slick friction only fanning the flames even harder. But it was nothing, nothing at all compared to that glorious moment when the tip, and only the pointy tip of Jenny’s tongue prodded her bare, oversensitive clit.

Lisa didn’t even have the coordination left to bite her nails. She just had her hand in her mouth, biting down so hard it hurt, in a desperate attempt to deal with the tension as Jenny kept prodding her, again and again, each touch of her tongue bringing a flash of agonizingly intense pleasure, but zero satisfaction to soften the impact. It didn’t take long for the pleasure to become painful instead of actually feeling good, every further jab only serving to irritate her already fiercely burning clit even more.

What was it Jenny had said before, about the most infuriating pain possible? It might only be the tip of a soft tongue instead of the sharpened point of a stick, but Lisa still felt she understood. There was something like an impotent rage building up alongside her arousal with every maddening flick of the tongue. Lisa was torn between wanting to strangle Jenny and fall on her knees before her to beg for mercy. All she was sure of was that she wouldn’t be able to take much more of this torture before she’d simply go insane.

As if Jenny had heard her silent pleas, she switched up the technique. Now it was the whole smooth, wet surface of her tongue gliding over Lisa’s inflamed nub. The sensation was in no way less extreme, but the continued friction finally brought some satisfaction with it. Lisa let go of her aching hand as she started to hyperventilate. It was far too much, but it also felt so, so good. She was rushing towards what felt like the most terrible and most awesome orgasm of her entire life. Any second now she would…

Jenny’s tongue disappeared. The pleasure kept building for a second longer before Lisa’s pussy realized what had happened and her whole lower body cramped up in frustration. Her clit kept throbbing in tandem with her heart, but it was accompanied by a viciously sharp burn as if hot acid ran between her legs. She’d been so close, and now all that build-up had nowhere to go. The unresolved tension threatened to shatter her. If she didn’t get an orgasm right now, she would cry.

“All of the staff here have received extensive training in recognizing the signs of an impending orgasm,” Jenny said so cheerfully as if she was doing Lisa a big favor instead of subjecting her to the most cruel torture. “As I said, there might be some accidents, but in general we’re able to bring you to the very, very edge, but not tip you over. If we’re feeling feisty, we even try to keep you right there for a bit. That looks something like this…”

Lisa’s throat resonated with a hoarse whine. There was something like a softly vibrating pressure against her clit. Maybe it was Jenny’s fingers, or her mouth, or some kind of sex toy, she couldn’t tell and it didn’t matter. What mattered was that it swamped her with ungodly pleasure, but somehow, impossible, it was too little to send her over. She kept hanging on the precipice of the orgasm with no way forwards or back. She could almost taste the sweet explosion of bliss and yet it kept eluding her.

Lisa trashed around in the chair, straining her legs in an attempt to rub her thighs together, knowing that any little additional friction would send her over, but the portal panties made sure that she had zero control over what happened to her poor tortured pussy.

When the pressure finally lifted, Lisa felt faint. Shiny flashes of light danced in her shrunken field of vision. Likely she was experiencing a lack of oxygen from hyperventilation. She tried getting her breathing under control, but it was almost impossible when her whole pussy kept aching and pulsating with need.

“How does this kind of play feel to you?” Jenny asked, still the perfect professional.

“It’s terrible,” Lisa whimpered.

Her pulse wouldn’t slow down and nether did the hot ache stop. At least with the lack of immediate stimulation, she had regained enough control to go back to chewing her nails without the fear that she’d bite off a finger in the process. She was so incredibly horny that it almost hurt. It wouldn’t take much more and she was ready to hump the chair.

Jenny walked over and crouched down in front of her. She put her hand on Lisa thighs. Instead of her previous smirk she had a warm smile on her shiny lips as she looked Lisa deep in the eyes and spoke in a slow, comforting voice “I know it’s not easy. It’s not supposed to be. And it certainly isn’t for everyone. But I want you to be honest with yourself: Do you really hate that feeling? Or do you maybe, deep down, enjoy this burning need? This heightened state of awareness? The knowledge that even if I let you cool down now, the arousal won’t fully go away and everything you do will be that little bit more exciting, that little bit more sensual?”

Lisa kept gnawing at the remains of her nails as she tried to process Jenny’s words. That queasy feeling of frustrated need was absolutely awful, there was no two ways about it. And yet… Just looking into Jenny’s beautiful, earnest eyes made her heart flutter. She could feel her soft hands on her thighs far more intensely than she had any right to, noticed how the middle and index finger of her right hand still felt a little sticky from where they had been.

And to her own surprise she realized that she didn’t feel embarrassed, even though she’d always been extremely self-conscious about biting her nails in front of other people. Never mind that she had to look a complete mess to Jenny. And yet she didn’t really care. And Jenny very obviously didn’t care either. If anything, Lisa felt glad that Jenny could see her in such a vulnerable state, after she had worked so hard to get her there.

“It’s… it’s hard to say,” Lisa said slowly. She couldn’t look away from Jenny’s eyes. “It’s bad, but…”

She knew what she wanted to say. It was cheesy and awkward and ran a high risk of being taken the wrong way. Or rather, of being taken the right way and not appreciated for it. But it felt right, and that was enough of a reason to say it anyway. “But I kinda like it because it was you who did it.”

Jenny’s smile made Lisa feel warm in ways that had nothing to do with how she was sweating from arousal. Or maybe it did. It was stupid to think she was actually falling for Jenny so quickly, and even more so the other way around, what with Jenny having far more experience at everything and her making Lisa feel good literally being her job.

Logically speaking she just wasn’t thinking straight because she was so horny. But logic could fuck right off. There was nothing wrong with developing a little crush on someone who made her feel things Lisa had never known her body to be capable of experiencing. And for that matter, if Jenny really only acted this lovingly because it was her job, then she deserved the mother of all raises.

“Aww, thank you!”

Lisa wanted to lean forward and kiss Jenny so much. But no matter how convinced she was that Jenny actually felt something for her, it wasn’t right for Lisa to put her in that situation while she was still being paid to care for her.

“But are you sure it’s only because of me specifically?” Jenny continued. “Or do you actually like something about the way you’re feeling right now regardless?”

Lisa considered, though it was hard to separate the terrible and terribly amazing things Jenny had done to her from Jenny herself. Then again, right now it was hard to separate any of her feelings from Jenny.

Yes, her pussy still ached, and the lingering frustration informed every single one of her thoughts and experiences. She was also still far too horny for her own good. And while the embarrassment about her sorry state was slowly coming back, it was a far cry from how ashamed she would have expected herself to be.

“I think I do,” Lisa said slowly. “Like, it’s bad, it really is. But somehow I also feel more like…”

“…more like the sexy version of yourself that you never really dared to let out?” Jenny suggested, and Lisa was taken aback by how perfectly it fit.

“…yes,” she admitted, and this time the blush wasn’t from embarrassment.

“Many people experience something similar,” Jenny continued, her hands gently moving up and down Lisa’s thighs in a soothing pattern. “I wanted to show you what it’s like, here with me in a controlled setting, so you can make an informed decision if this is something you want to experiment with.”

She didn’t add ‘I also did it because it was fun’, but the implication hung in the air.

Lisa took a few deep breaths. Except for the lingering ache, her body had almost normalized again. “I think I want to experiment with it a bit,” she decided. “But I can’t take this for the entire week. I need to… I need to come.” That last sentence was a bit of a struggle, but compared to her usual self it came out all easy and natural.

“Absolutely understandable.” Jenny stood up straight again and beamed down at her. “If you want, we can fit you a program where we get to tease you, but you’re guaranteed at least one orgasm before bedtime, to flush out all the tension and get you all relaxed for a nice sleep. And there’s the possibility that you get one or two more throughout the day, but those are surprises to keep it interesting. How does that sound?”

Lisa doubted that she had ever had three orgasms in a single day, mostly because her sex drive just wasn’t that high. And yet in her current state the sentence ‘You will only get three per day at most’ felt like a threat. An excitingly naughty threat. She didn’t know how much she would be teased over the course of Jenny’s proposed program, or how much of that teasing would amount to this cruel edging, but asking for any more details would only lessen the fun of losing all control.

Depending on the specifics it might be more than she could take, but she could always dial it back later if it got too much. Or she believed in Jenny’s earlier words and took it is a challenge. Either way, she couldn’t wait for how the week would play out. “It sounds amazing,” she said.

“Perfect. I’ll put that in, and then we’re basically through all the relevant options. However, I did promise you a different demonstration earlier, before we got sidetracked by this little experiment in denial.”

Right, the premise had been that Jenny would show her what a ruined orgasm was like.

Lisa felt the heat rising again. There was a gloriously explosive orgasm waiting inside of her, coiled up like a spring, waiting for a chance to break free. It was a bit better now, but she still distinctly remembered the feeling of wanting to cry because she so urgently needed to come. If Jenny teased her again only to snatch the release away…

“Are you scared?” Jenny’s voice was warm and sincere.

“A bit,” Lisa admitted.

Jenny took Lisa’s hands into hers. “That’s completely understandable. It’s going to be a very intense experience, both physically and emotionally. If you decide that you’ve seen enough and you’re satisfied with your plan for the week, we can end the introduction right here. But if you are still interested in what it feels like, then please don’t let the fear stop you. Everything will be fine, and I’m here to help you through it.”

Lisa’s mind melted under Jenny’s loving touches and words. Right now she would have been ready to agree to absolutely everything Jenny suggested. “I trust you completely,” she whispered.

“Thank you! You won’t regret it.” Jenny gave Lisa’s hands a little squeeze before she let go and disappeared from her field of vision again. “Well, maybe you’ll regret it a little bit, but it will be the best kind of regret.”

Lisa was still dealing with the butterflies in her stomach when she felt a gentle touch between her legs again. It had to be Jenny’s fingers, sliding along her slick folds. Lisa would have been fine with no foreplay at all, given how she was still warmed up to the point of sweating, but it was nice to get some stimulation that didn’t immediately melt her mind with its intensity.

Jenny kept it up for a good minute or so, until Lisa was once again squirming in her chair, before going for her clit. It might be a blessing in disguise that she didn’t go for a drawn out buildup this time, given her ultimate goal, but that didn’t make the rapid spike in sharp pleasure any easier to bear.

Lisa might have cooled down a little, but she quickly learned that her clit had lost none of its crazy sensitivity in the meantime.

Jenny’s gentle licks were enough to send her howling. Within seconds her arousal had shot all the way up again, as if there had never been a break. Was this really normal? To be so sexually charged that it only took a couple of intimate touches to send you into a sex-crazed stupor? And could Lisa really survive being kept in this heightened state for hours, potentially even a full day?

She was back to biting her nails. Her clit was burning fiercely, and every one of Jenny’s licks made her mind go blank for a moment. Already she felt herself approaching the edge again, and at the same time the need hit her like a truck. She tried not to get too excited for the orgasm, but it was an exercise in futility. Her rational mind might know that she wasn’t going to be granted the satisfaction, but her body neither understood nor cared. It demanded that sweet release with every one of its fibers. It would get that orgasm, or it would simply shatter.

“You should be pretty close now,” Jenny said, almost causing Lisa to laugh hysterically from what a ridiculous understatement it was. “I’m going to edge you a little now, unless you feel like you really can’t take it anymore.”

Lisa doubted that she could take anything at all. It was impossible to focus on anything but her twitching, burning pussy and how much she needed to come. However, she didn’t want to disappoint Jenny. And neither did she want to disappoint herself. “I’ll try.”

Jenny’s wet lips enclosed her clit. That girl had an absolutely devilish control of her mouth. She sucked that throbbing nub with just the right amount of strength that the constantly changing sensation of smooth pressure made Lisa’s ears ring. She was close again, so, so close, but just like before she couldn’t force her body to take the final step.

It was torture, pure and simple, and Jenny didn’t grant her strained body a single second of rest. If anything, she managed to make it even worse. Her lips kept shifting, massaging the area around Lisa’s clit, making her even more aware of every little sensation. Lisa tried not to hyperventilate this time, but there was a sudden increase in how strongly Jenny sucked her most sensitive spot, and Lisa sharply sucked in air as her vision blurred. It was too much. There was no way she wouldn’t come right n-

The pressure was gone, and for a few terrible heartbeats Lisa kept dangling over the very edge until her body realized that it was once again robbed of the release it needed so badly. Her clit screamed in desperate frustration and Lisa whimpered as once again every muscle around her crotch cramped up painfully. Just as she had resigned herself to her fate though, Jenny increased the pressure on her clit again, forcing her right back towards the edge. But only for the two seconds it took Lisa to get there, before stopping once again with pinpoint precision.

“Please,” Lisa begged as Jenny kept the pattern up, letting her teeter right on the edge. “Please, please, please!”

It might have only gone on for a minute or so, but with Jenny’s expertise that was still a mind-boggling amount of cycles, each one consisting of a thrilling spike of adrenaline as Lisa felt that this time she’d actually tip over, followed by a terrible wave of frustration that made her queasy in her stomach. When Jenny finally took mercy on her, Lisa was a complete wreck.

“Are you ready?”

“Oh God, yes, please, anything,” Lisa whimpered. She didn’t even care if she didn’t get a full orgasm. Any kind of orgasm had to be better than getting crushed by this brutal tension as she kept dancing on the edge.

“As I said, it will be intense. Do you want me to cuddle you as you go through it?”

“You would do that?” Lisa asked, her feelings in turmoil, unsure if she wanted to curse Jenny for the terrible things she did to her, or love her for it.

“Of course. I wouldn’t leave you alone with your emotions.”

“Please.”

Lisa desperately needed someone to hug.

“Okay. Get ready. I’ll just…”

Lisa’s moans resonated through the whole room. This time it was Jenny’s finger on her clit, rubbing her in hard, purposeful circles. It immediately sent Lisa to the edge again, but this time the pleasure didn’t stop. Lisa felt herself approach the point of no return. Her whole body tensed up in anticipation of the explosion.

Jenny’s finger disappeared. However, the pleasure kept building for a fraction of a second longer, just enough to make her pass the point of no return, but with no energy left to fuel her orgasm. Her pussy clenched in the familiar waves, but there was zero satisfaction in those contractions. The emptiness in her pussy threatened to swallow her whole, and a sharp, itching burn took hold of her clit as it twitched in frustration.

Never in her life had Lisa felt so awful. It wasn’t just that the aching burn in her pussy was physically painful with each empty clenching of her vaginal muscles. Her entire skin felt clammy and itchy. In that moment she would have given everything to escape her own body, but even that wouldn’t have been enough. The frustration was so bad she felt like crying. Hell, she was crying, her eyelids twitching as her vision got blurry. Why had she…

And then Jenny was there. She embraced Lisa with her entire body, kneeling on the chair so she could straddle Lisa’s thighs and hug her as tightly as was humanly possible.

“I’m sweaty,” Lisa mumbled.

“I don’t care. You need some love right now.”

Lisa’s throat locked up, but there was no need to say anything. After a second’s hesitation she hugged Jenny back, burying her face in her shoulder. Lisa’s pussy still shook with these hellishly frustrating twitches, but now that she had Jenny’s soft, warm body to focus on, it was much more bearable. A pleasant smell tickled Lisa’s nose, something minty with a hint of orange. It had to be Jenny’s shampoo.

“It’s okay. Everything’s fine. You did great.” Jenny kept whispering sweet pleasantries into Lisa’s ear as she pulled her even closer with one hand while the other gently stroked over Lisa’s head. “You’re handling yourself so well. I’m so proud of you. You’re amazing, you really are.”

Lisa allowed herself to get lost in Jenny’s loving words, in her tight embrace, her sweet smell. Her body was already recovering from that awful ruined orgasm, but she didn’t want to let go, didn’t want this moment to end.

As the minutes passed, Lisa slowly became aware of what they were doing. They were both naked, entwined in a hot, sweaty tangle of limbs. She could feel every detail of Jenny’s soft breasts as they were squished against her chest, except for the regions of her own breasts where the portal bras robbed her of every sensation. The way she was leaning against Jenny, Lisa was all but kissing her neck with every breath she took.

She got even hotter as she realized that she was ready to grind her hips against Jenny’s crotch. The acute discomfort of the ruin had passed and only the lingering need remained. Now that she had time to recover, and especially after being allowed to share such an intimate experience with Jenny, she was at least as horny as before. While her skin didn’t itch anymore, she felt far more aware of every touch, every detail of Jenny’s skin on hers.

Finally Jenny pulled back a little, but she kept her arms around Lisa. Their faces were only a hand’s width from each other. Lisa could feel her minty breath tickle her face as she spoke. “So, how would you rate that experience? On a scale from ‘the worst thing ever, never do that to me again’ to ‘maybe it wasn’t that bad after all’?”

Lisa tried to get her thoughts under control. The urge to kiss Jenny was almost painful. “It was bad,” she said. “Like, really, really bad. If you hadn’t been there to hold me, I might have cried forever.”

“But I’ve been there,” Jenny said in such a loving voice that it made Lisa’s heart ache.

“Yes. Thank you so much for that.” Lisa hesitated. She was still hyper-aware of all the places she was touching Jenny’s soft skin. Should she tell Jenny how horny she was for her specifically? Of course she shouldn’t. But then again, Jenny had to know what was going on within her right now. She settled for a less explicit version of the truth. “Because of you, the whole thing maybe wasn’t that bad after all. But I would never want to experience it on my own.”

“Well, that’s the reason we don’t offer single bed rooms,” Jenny said. “A lot of the things our guests experience in the resort are too emotionally demanding to tackle them alone. It’s very important you have someone to hold on to at all times.”

Right, Lisa had completely forgotten about that point with all the other things that had been going on. Knowing that she’d be assigned a random roommate had been a major source of anxiety.

“I doubt I’ll find someone as good as you for holding on to,” Lisa mumbled, feeling the blush return to her cheeks.

“Don’t say that. I already know the perfect roommate for you. You’ll see, you’ll love her.” Jenny leaned forward until the tips of their noses touched. “Don’t worry, you’ll see me again. Let’s just get you settled in first.”

Lisa nodded, absolutely intoxicated with Jenny’s presence. There was not a single doubt in her mind: This was going to be the best week of her life.


About the author


I’ve been reading and writing smut for pretty much my entire life now. There is something special about erotica, something that tickles the imagination in ways that more visually focused adult material just isn’t able to.

All my stories revolve around lesbian BDSM in some form or another. Even with the flood of content available on the net, I still feel like there’s far too few works exploring the countless ways women can have kinky fun with each other. I strive to explore as many interesting kinks and power dynamics as possible, but of course an avid reader will quickly find some themes I like to come back to.

The only truly unifying factor in my stories is that all characters are really into what’s happening. I have no interest in showing people being miserable. There will not be any truly nonconsensual acts in my stories, just like they are guaranteed not to feature any men in a sexual setting.

You can find my full catalog of free and commercial stories on my website at https://arifoxsmith.com/


OEBPS/image_rsrcBR.jpg
ARI
FOXSMITH

AL
N & I ,

= s 1
Venus Resort Part 1





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Welcome to the Venus Resort

		About the author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48






