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Chapter 1

“Hey, come on in,” Ben said, widening the doorway to his apartment. He stepped aside, allowing Trixie to enter. The soft glow of the table lamps and the plush area rug immediately enveloped her in a sense of comfort.

She fidgeted with her purse, her eyes darting around the room. “I like the way you redecorated.”

“Thanks,” he said, closing the door behind her. “I’ve been putting a lot of work into it.” He gestured for her to follow him. “Let’s go to the kitchen. I have some herbal teas that I think you’ll enjoy.”

Ben led her to the kitchen table where she gladly took a cushioned seat. A small teapot and two cups were the only items on the table. “I have peppermint, chamomile, or lemon balm. Which one sounds good to you?”

She hesitated, her brow furrowed in concentration. “I… I think I’ll try the chamomile.”

“Excellent choice. I’ll have the same,” he nodded, pouring steaming hot water over the tea leaves. The aroma wafted up, filling the air with its refreshing scent. “So, how’s your day been so far?”

She shrugged. “It’s been… okay, I guess. Just a little nervous about this.”

He offered her a reassuring smile. “I understand, but there’s no need. Truly. It’s just a normal method for bypassing a sticky resistance. One which you already want to remove.”

As he handed her the cup, their fingers touched briefly. A spark of electricity ran through him at the contact, but he pushed it aside. This was about helping her, not about his own desires. For the moment, anyway.

She took a sip of the tea, her eyes closing as the warmth spread through her. “This is really good.”

“I’m glad you like it,” he said, sitting down across from her. “Now, let’s talk about what brings you here today.”

“I, uh,” Trixie stammered, holding up her phone with a shaking hand.

“Right, yes,” Ben said with sympathy, “you did text it to me, but it’s ethically important that you say it out loud.”

“Do I have to?” she winced.

“Think of it like ‘putting it out into the universe,’ or an affirmation,” Ben explained. “The more you say it, the more your own subconscious will believe it. Your nervous system is always listening, as they say.”

Trixie took a deep breath, encouraged by Ben’s friendly smile. “I, uh… I love Greg so much. And I want to make him happy.”

Ben nodded, encouraging her to continue.

“I… I know he likes… when I… give him a blow job,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“But you don’t enjoy it?” Ben asked gently.

She shook her head, her eyes downcast. “No, I… I don’t. I want to, though. For him.”

“That’s understandable,” Ben said with a soothing tone. “And that’s why you’re here. To see if hypnotherapy can help you enjoy giving blow jobs to Greg.”

Trixie nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes. I… I hope you can help me.”

“I’ll do my best,” Ben assured her. “But it’s important to remember that hypnotherapy isn’t a magic wand. It’s a tool to help you access your own subconscious and reframe your thoughts and feelings.”

“I understand,” she said, her voice stronger now.

“Super,” Ben said, smiling. “Enjoy your tea. We’ll get started when you’re ready.”

As she took another sip with a nearly-shaky hand, Ben examined the floral pattern on the teacup in his own hand. The steam danced upwards, carrying the herb’s calming scent. “You know,” he spoke gently, “this particular blend has an interesting history.”

Trixie looked up from her cup, her green eyes reflecting the soft light. “Really?” she asked, her curiosity piqued.

“Absolutely,” Ben continued, his gaze steady and friendly. “Chamomile has been used for centuries, not just for its soothing properties, but also for its ability to open the mind to new possibilities.”

He watched as Trixie’s posture relaxed slightly, her grip on the cup loosening as she listened. “Really? I didn’t know that,” she said.

“Yep,” Ben nodded, “the ancient Egyptians revered it for its healing powers, and the Greeks believed it to be a gift from the gods. It’s almost as if the plant itself carries the collective wisdom of the ages.”

Trixie took another sip of her tea, her eyelids fluttering slightly as the warmth spread through her. Ben observed this subtle shift, recognizing it as the conscious tip of the deep trance he hoped to induce. Few things were sexier than fluttering eyelids, especially on eyes like hers.

“Imagine,” he said, his words flowing smoothly like a quiet stream, “as you drink this tea, you’re not just enjoying its flavor, but you’re also absorbing its tranquility, and its gift of the ancient wisdom it holds.”

He paused, allowing her to parse the metaphysical idea. “It’s fascinating, isn’t it, how certain plants have the power to gently guide us into a state of relaxation, where we can discover timeless truths?”

Trixie nodded, her lips curving into a small, contented smile. “It’s like I’m being wrapped in a comforting blanket of calmness,” she said.

Ben’s smile broadened to hear her suggest her own ideal comfort. “And as that blanket envelops you, you might notice a sense of peace and acceptance washing over you, preparing you for the journey ahead.”

As Trixie took another slow sip, Ben watched her closely, studying her body language. He noticed the subtle changes, the slight relaxation of her shoulders, the softening of her gaze. It was clear that slipping her into a light trance would be no trouble.

“Let the warmth of the tea and the pleasant aroma soothe you, like a soft blanket enveloping your body,” he murmured, his voice gentle and encouraging.

Your fuckin’ bangin’ body, he thought to himself.

Trixie nodded, her eyes half-lidded. “It feels good,” she whispered.

“Allow yourself to imagine that warmth spreading from your core, out to your fingertips and toes,” Ben continued, his words flowing smoothly. “As it moves, it’s carrying with it a sense of security, of peace and tranquility.”

He watched as Trixie’s breathing slowed, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. “You can enjoy the warm calm blanket gently holding you now, supporting you in a place of trust and comfort.”

Trixie leaned back in her chair, her head tilting slightly as if in surrender to the relaxation. “I feel so safe,” she murmured.

“That’s right,” Ben affirmed. “You’re in a space where you can let go and simply be yourself. No need to pretend or put on a mask for society. The tea is guiding you deeper into this state of tranquility.”

He paused, allowing the words to sink in. “And as you drink, you might notice a part of your mind beginning to drift, like dandelion seeds carried in the wind. It’s floating freely, open to new ideas and possibilities.”

Trixie’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parted slightly. “I feel… light,” she whispered.

“Allow that lightness to carry you further down into relaxation,” Ben said softly, testing her logic capabilities with a nonsense statement. “The warm blanket is now holding you firmly, keeping you cozy and secure.”

He watched as Trixie’s body settled deeper into the chair, her breathing becoming even slower and more relaxed. “It’s so nice,” he offered with empathy. “You’re doing so well, allowing yourself to be fully immersed in this peaceful state.”

Trixie’s only response was a soft sigh, her body completely still.

Ben’s gaze never wavered from Trixie as he continued to weave his hypnotic spell. Time to bust out a classic. “As you continue to relax, you might notice your eyes feeling heavier, more difficult to keep open.”

He watched as her eyelids fluttered, her eyes struggling to remain open. “But the more you try to keep them open, the heavier they feel, and the more pleasant it becomes to simply let them close.”

Trixie’s eyes fluttered again, her lids growing heavy. Ben felt a thrill of excitement as he watched her resist the urge to close her eyes, only to find it increasingly difficult.

“It’s okay, you’re safe,” he lied. “Just let your eyes close, and allow yourself to drift deeper into relaxation.”

With a soft sigh, Trixie’s eyes closed, and her neck urged her nose downward. Ben’s heart raced as he watched her. Her surrender into his hypnotic embrace was a jolt to his ego.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised her. “Just let yourself continue to relax, sinking deeper and deeper into the warm blanket of calmness.”

Trixie’s breathing slowed even further, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. He resisted the strong urge to gawk at her tits; there was still plenty of entrancing to do. Ben could just about see the tension melting away from her body.

“As you keep relaxing, you feel that sense of warmth spreading through your body, from your core… moving outwards.”

He watched as Trixie’s lips curved into a small, contented smile, her body basking in the warmth of his idea. “You can enjoy that feeling,” he murmured. “Just let that warmth spread, carrying with it a sense of peace and acceptance.”

Ben analyzed the subtle shifts in her body language, the way her shoulders dropped, the way her hands unclenched.

“You’re doing so well,” he repeated. “Just sink deeper and deeper into the warm blanket of calmness.”

Trixie’s breathing remained slow and even, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Ben noticed the way her fingers lightly traced the rim of her teacup, a sign of her subconscious mind seeking a focal point.

“You might find yourself drawn to the warmth and comfort of the tea,” he suggested. “As you hold the cup, you can imagine that warmth spreading through your body, along with that peace and acceptance you’ve been seeking.”

Trixie nodded slightly.

Ben felt a thrill of excitement as he watched her respond to his indirect suggestions. “Just let yourself be guided by the warmth and the pleasant aroma, allowing it to carry you deeper into this state of relaxation.”

He watched as Trixie’s eyes fluttered again—so fucking sexy—her downward gaze becoming more unfocused. “You’re doing so well,” he encouraged. “I can see how easily you’re able to let go and surrender to this peaceful state.”

Trixie nodded.

“And as you continue to sink deeper,” he murmured, “you might find yourself drawn to an image that comes to mind. Perhaps it’s a cozy blanket, warm and inviting, wrapped snugly around you. And on this blanket, you might notice a pattern, a spiral design that draws your eye. It’s intricate and complex, with curves and swirls that seem to go on forever.”

Trixie’s fingers twitched slightly, as if she were stroking the imaginary pattern. Ben was thrilled at her suggestibility, knowing that he was guiding her deeper into a special trance that would be fulfilling for all involved.

“You can see your finger tracing along the curves of the spiral,” he suggested, his words carefully chosen to be indirect yet compelling. “Following the twists and turns, the intricate design that seems to go on and on.”

He watched as Trixie’s hand moved slightly, her finger tracing an invisible path on the table. “As you trace back along the curves, you might find yourself becoming more and more curious, eager to discover where this spiral begins.”

Trixie’s breathing deepened. Ben could see the way her brow furrowed slightly, as if she were concentrating on the imaginary task.

“That’s good. Just allow yourself to be drawn deeper and deeper into the spiral, following its twists and turns until you find yourself at the very center.”

He paused his speech, watching her finger tips dance. She looked so delicate, so soft, so… malleable. “And as you reach the origin point of the spiral, you’re happy to find yourself deep inside your own mind, a place where you’re open to new ideas and eager to learn more about yourself.”

Trixie’s body stilled. Gravity encouraged her hands to fall by her sides and swing for a few seconds. She was completely limp and unresisting.

“You’re doing so well,” he complimented her. “I can see how deeply you’ve allowed yourself to relax, how open and receptive you are to this experience. Just let yourself continue to explore this place inside yourself, allowing the warmth and comfort of the blanket to guide you deeper and deeper into a state of peaceful relaxation.”

Ben watched Trixie’s serene face, her features relaxed and untroubled. The trance had taken hold beautifully. Her breaths were slow and easy. Her soft, delicious body was pliant and still. He felt a twinge of anticipation, knowing he was guiding her towards a place where her desires and his agenda could intertwine.

“Trixie,” he resumed, his voice a soft caress in the quiet room, “you’ve done so well, letting yourself drift into this peaceful state. How do you feel about exploring deeper levels of relaxation?”

Her response was a momentary pause, her lips parting slightly before she whispered, “Deeper… feels good.”

Ben’s heart quickened at her words, her compliance a sweet victory. “Excellent,” he said, his tone encouraging. “And as you consider this idea of going deeper, you might find yourself curious about what lies beyond this comfortable place you’re in now.”

He allowed a brief silence to stretch between them, giving her time to process his words. “Perhaps you can imagine a soft, velvety void, a space where there’s no pressure, no expectations. Just a vast expanse of freedom and peace.”

Trixie’s brow twitched, a sign that her subconscious was absorbing his words. “Void… peaceful,” she echoed, her voice barely audible.

Ben nodded, though he knew she couldn’t see him. “Yes, a peaceful void, where you can float freely, unburdened by the outside world. A place where you can discover new aspects of yourself, hidden beneath layers of everyday concerns.”

He paused, letting the image take root in her mind. “And as you think about this void, you might notice a gentle pull, an invitation to sink deeper, to explore this place where everything is soft and calm and easy to understand.”

Trixie’s lips curved into a faint smile, her eyelids fluttering again as if she were gazing into the void he described. “Pull… deeper… explore,” she murmured, her words a soft melody in the stillness.

“Just let yourself be drawn into this comfortable void, where you can experience a sense of profound freedom and peace. And as you sink deeper into this void, you might find that your sense of time becomes deliciously stretched, your perception of the outside world delightfully fuzzy.”

Trixie’s eyes moved rapidly beneath her closed lids, a sign that her mind was actively engaging with the imagery he provided. “Time… fuzzy,” she repeated, her voice a soft whisper.

“Yes,” Ben affirmed, placing a hand on his knee to stop it from bouncing. “Time is different here, in this peaceful void. Here, you can take all the time you need to explore and to learn, to grow and to change, in ways that feel right for you.”

He let his words hang in the air, a tantalizing promise of the transformation to come. “And as you consider new possibilities, you might find that your mind is already beginning to open to them, eager to see where they lead.”

Trixie’s expression was one of blissful ignorance, her body completely relaxed under the influence of his hypnotic suggestions. “Open… eager,” she whispered.

Open and eager cock-sucking slut, he thought with a twinge in his crotch and a loud pounding behind his rib cage. He knew he had her exactly where he wanted her—entranced, suggestible, and utterly unaware of the depths to which she had sunk.

He took a moment to collect himself. He could sense the depths of her trance, the way her mind had surrendered to his subtle manipulation. Her breathing was slow and even, her body limp and languid in the chair, her arms hanging down by her wide hips. Honestly, what could be hotter?

“You’ve done so well,” he informed her, his voice a soothing caress. “And now, I wonder if you might be willing to explore a topic that’s been on your mind lately. You’ve mentioned before that you’ve had some difficulty with… certain intimate acts. Specifically, performing oral sex on your partner.”

Ben watched as Trixie’s brow furrowed slightly, a sign that she was engaging with his words on a subconscious level. 

“I’m wondering if, in this peaceful and open state, you might be able to share more about why that is.”

Trixie’s brow furrowed again. “Tastes… bad,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“And how does that make you feel?” he asked, his tone gentle and probing.

“Disgusted,” Trixie murmured, her lips curving into a slight frown. “Uncomfortable.”

“I see,” Ben said, matching the sound of her murmur. “And have you ever shared these feelings with your partner?”

Trixie shook her head slowly, her hair falling across her face. “No… afraid… upset.”

“It’s not your responsibility to always make your partner happy,” he said softly. “And it’s okay to have boundaries, to say no to things that don’t feel right.”

Trixie nodded, a single tear slipping down her cheek. “Want… to make him happy,” she whispered. “But… tastes bad.”

Thank the gods, it’s something simple, Ben thought.

“There’s something else I’d like to explore with you,” he mentioned gently. “I wonder if you might enjoy the simple act of dipping a finger into the warmth of the tea,” he suggested, though in her state, why would she ever disagree? “Feeling the liquid against your skin, noticing the temperature, the way it seems to envelop your finger.”

Ben observed as, with closed eyes and both hands, she found the inside of the tea cup with her finger, her expression one of serene concentration. “You can bring your finger to your lips,” he continued, his tone encouraging. “Taste the tea, and notice the flavor, the way it lingers on your tongue.”

Her finger hovered at her lips for a moment before she touched it to her tongue. “Tastes… good.”

“Delightful,” Ben affirmed, his heart beating a little faster at her response. “And perhaps, as you continue to taste the tea, you might find that the flavor becomes even more enjoyable, more satisfying with each little lick.”

Trixie repeated the motion, her finger dipping into the tea before bringing it to her lips. Her eyes closed as she savored the taste, smiling just for herself. “Better… much better,” she declared, her words drawn out and slightly slurred.

Ben felt a surge of satisfaction, knowing that he was guiding her towards a new experience, one that was pleasurable and free from the discomfort she had associated with oral acts. “Just allow yourself to enjoy the sensation, the warmth, the flavor, without any pressure or expectations.”

He watched as Trixie continued to dip her finger into the tea, each time bringing it to her tongue with a look of quiet enjoyment. “And as you explore this simple pleasure,” he said, his words carefully chosen, “you might find that it brings a sense of ease and contentment, a reminder that your comfort and enjoyment are important.”

Trixie nodded slowly, her eyes still closed as she tasted the tea. “Ease… enjoy,” she echoed when she pulled her finger out, glistening in the evening sun.

Ben knew it was time to subtly shift the focus of her experience, to guide her towards a new understanding.

“As you enjoy the flavor of the tea,” he began, his voice a smooth, soothing cadence, “you’ll likely become aware of the taste of your own skin. The soft, delicate skin of your fingertip, touched by the tea’s essence.”

Trixie paused, her brow furrowing slightly as she considered his words. “Taste… skin?” she wondered.

“Indeed. The tea has kissed your skin, leaving behind a hint of its flavor. And as you bring your finger to your lips once more, you can savor not just the tea, but the subtleness of your own taste, mingling together in a symphony of sensation.”

He observed as Trixie repeated the motion, her finger dipping into the tea before tracing her lips. Man, those perfect soft lips. He watched as she savored the combined flavors. “Mmm… tastes… good,” she spoke quietly, reinforcing the idea.

“It’s interesting, isn’t it?” Ben continued in a practiced sotto voce. “How something as simple as the taste of your own skin can bring such pleasure.”

Trixie nodded slowly. “Pleasure…” she agreed.

“And as you consider this simple pleasure,” he said, “you might also recognize that the skin of your finger is not so different from the skin of… other parts of the body.”

He paused, allowing the suggestion to settle in her mind. “Smooth, warm, alive with sensation. Each part is unique, yet each part shares the same capacity for pleasure.”

Trixie’s brow twitched, a sign that her subconscious was absorbing his words. “Capacity… for pleasure,” she mused.

“That’s right,” Ben said, looking forward to sharing more pleasure with her. “The human body is a marvelous thing, full of ancient urges and delicious sensations waiting to be discovered. And as you explore these sensations, these tastes, you might find that your mind is open to new experiences, to new ways of finding joy and satisfaction.”

“New… joy,” she slurred.

Ben watched the skin on Trixie’s gorgeous face, her features relaxed and serene in the soft glow of the room. She was in a blissful and comfortable deep trance, her trust in him nearly palpable in the stillness of his apartment.

“And as you continue to enjoy these sensations,” he followed up, “you might find it tempting to consider the possibility of transferring this pleasure.”

Her brow furrowed slightly, a silent question hanging in the air between them.

“It’s fascinating, isn’t it?” he continued, his tone one of quiet wonder. “How the mind can learn to associate one sensation with another, almost as if they were… interchangeable.”

Trixie’s full lips parted slightly, her breaths still slow and even “Interchangeable,” she managed, albeit slowly and deliberately.

Ben nodded. “Yes, interchangeable. Just as the tea has kissed your skin, leaving behind its pleasant essence, so too can other experiences be… reinterpreted. Your mind has so many untapped talents. And you might wonder, with that same sense of curiosity and openness, how it would feel to… associate the taste of human skin with the more pleasant flavor of the tea.”

Trixie’s eyes moved rapidly beneath her closed lids, her mind processing the suggestion. “Associate… skin… with this tea,” she considered.

Ben felt a new surge of anticipation, knowing that he was guiding her towards a profound shift in her perception. “You’ve got it,” he said, his voice a gentle caress. “Just allow yourself to consider the idea, to look at the appealing notion that the taste of skin could be as pleasing, as enjoyable, as the tea.”

He watched as a small smile pulled on her lips, her body completely relaxed under the influence of his hypnotic suggestions. “Pleasing… enjoyable,” she breathed.

“And as you ponder this idea,” he suggested, “you might find that your mind is already beginning to make these connections, these associations, all on its own.”

Trixie nodded slowly. “Skin… tastes… good… tea.”

“Now,” he said in his soothing purr, “I wonder if you might try something new. Just a little experiment. Imagine that the flavor of the tea lingers not just on your fingertip, but within your own mouth. A phantom taste, pleasant and soothing, that you can summon at will.”

“Phantom… taste,” she asked in an increasingly monotone voice.

Ben’s hazel eyes reflected the soft glow of the room. “A phantom taste. A sensation that is felt not through touch, but through memory and suggestion. And you might find that this taste, this memory, can be just as real, just as pleasurable, as the actual tea.”

Trixie moved her lips, might’ve said something, but Ben couldn’t hear it.

“That’s right,” Ben affirmed, anyway. “And now, I wonder if you might be willing to test this theory. To see if you can taste the ghost of the tea, the essence of its flavor, without the tea itself.”

He observed as Trixie’s tongue darted out, touching the tip of a finger that had not been dipped in the tea. Her brow twitched, a sign that she was concentrating, focusing on the sensation. “Tastes… like tea,” she said softly, her voice filled with quiet wonder.

“Wonderful, isn’t it?” Ben asked. “How the mind can conjure the taste of tea from nothing more than a suggestion, just a strong memory.”

Trixie nodded slowly. “Taste… a memory.”

“And since we’re already making magic, I wonder if you might be curious to explore this concept further. As you know, the skin is the body’s largest organ, capable of so many sensations. And you might find that when you increase the area of contact, the intensity of the sensation can grow as well.”

Trixie’s head wobbled. “More… contact… more… sensation.”

Ben’s gaze was intent on her potentially slutty mouth. “Yes, more contact, more sensation. And you might wonder how it would feel to transfer this phantom taste to a larger surface area.”

He watched as Trixie’s lips parted slightly, her breaths slow and even. Her tongue darted out once more, this time to lick the length of two fingers. Her eyes fluttered open and closed, her expression one of peaceful contemplation. “Pleasing… enjoyable,” she sighed.

“Give yourself permission to enjoy these sensations,” he murmured, though his libido was demanding Suck your fingers deep for me, you whore.

Trixie nodded slowly, her lips and tongue moving silently around her increasingly wet fingers, her body completely relaxed under the influence of trance. “Skin… tasty,” she whispered. She continued to taste herself, her fingers moving languidly between her lips. The room was a sanctuary of serenity, aside from the soft, wet sounds of her self-fellatio.

“It’s interesting,” he resumed, “to notice how the body and mind can learn to associate certain states with feelings of comfort and relaxation. You might find yourself curious about the possibility of experiencing this state more frequently.”

Trixie paused, and her fingers stilled between her parted lips. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and dreamy, met his. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice soft and slow. “Want… more.”

“This state of deep relaxation can be like…” he harkened back to her suggestion of a comfy blanket, “… a pillow fort, a place of peace and comfort that you can return to whenever you wish.”

Her lips kissed one long finger, then another. “Sanctuary… peaceful.”

“And you’re likely to find,” Ben strongly suggested, though his voice was just as quiet as hers, “that this state of relaxation, this sanctuary of peace, can be triggered by certain cues, certain phrases that resonate with your mind.”

“Phrases?” the young woman asked.

“Yes. Specific combinations of words that, like a key unlocking a door, allow you to return to this place of comfort and relaxation at any time.”

Ben had to bite his lower lip as he watched her tongue lick up and around her fingers. “Key… unlock,” she confirmed.

“And you might wonder,” he continued, his tone one of quiet curiosity, “what your phrase is, that could serve as this key. A phrase that, when spoken by someone you trust and love, could bring you back to this sanctuary of peace.” He looked intently for any sign of discomfort, but saw none.

“Your phrase, your special key,” he said, “is ‘mind soft, mouth wet.’ When you hear these words, spoken by someone you love and trust, someone like Greg, you might find yourself drifting effortlessly back into this state of relaxation, this sanctuary of comfort and peace.”

“Mind soft… mouth wet,” she echoed.

“And as you hear these words, you’ll find that you once again have the power to conjure your phantom taste, and enjoy the flavor all over again.”

He observed Trixie’s tongue darting out, licking her lips. “Taste… enjoy.”

“And you’ll find that this phantom flavor,” Ben continued, “is the most satisfying when tasted off of… somewhere unexpected.”

“Don’t un… derstand,” she eked out.

“A place that, perhaps, you might not have considered before. But a place that, when combined with this pleasant taste, could bring a new level of enjoyment.”

Trixie’s eyebrows raised in understanding “Boyfriend’s… cock,” she ideated.

“That’s a great idea,” Ben said, trying to hide his excitement. “When you hear the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you might find yourself imagining the taste of the tea, but instead of on your own skin, on the skin of your boyfriend’s cock.”

“Taste… on boyfriend’s… cock,” she whispered.

“And as you imagine this,” Ben caressed the air between them with his voice, “you might find that the idea of tasting him, of experiencing the phantom flavor in this new context, could help you to enjoy giving him pleasure in this way.”

Trixie nodded slowly. “I do enjoy… giving pleasure,” she said, with what looked like a wicked grin.

“Just allow yourself to consider the idea, to play with the notion that the taste of his skin, warmed by the memory of the tea, could make the act of giving oral pleasure more enjoyable for you.”

She nodded again, her expression one of peaceful acceptance. “Taste… make enjoyable,” she muttered.

Ben was happy to help guide her towards a profound shift in her perception, helping her to find a new level of enjoyment in an act that had previously been a source of reluctance. He was also getting a bit distracted from the pulsing of his own cock.

“Could you repeat back to me,” he asked, “some of the new ideas and sensations that we’ve explored together today?”

Trixie’s lips moved silently for a moment before she began to speak. “Phantom… taste,” she remembered.

“Go on,” Ben prompted gently after a quiet moment.

“Mind… soft,” Trixie continued, her words just this side of intelligible. “Mouth… wet.”

“And when you hear those words,” Ben prompted, “what do you find yourself imagining?”

“Taste… tea,” she whispered. “On… skin.”

“Yes, good,” Ben affirmed. “And where do you imagine tasting it?”

“Boyfriend’s… cock,” she declared, with a confident rise on the second word.

“And how does that make you feel?” Ben asked.

Trixie’s lips found that wicked smile again. “Enjoy it.”

“That’s very good,” Ben said. “And now, I wonder if you could share with me, in your own words, how hearing the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ makes you feel.”

“Makes me… feel… relaxed.”

“Go on,” he encouraged her.

“Like… sanctuary,” Trixie continued. “Peaceful… void.”

“And what else do you find yourself imagining when you hear those words?”

“Taste… tea,” she whispered. “On skin.”

“And where do you imagine tasting it?” Ben asked.

“Boyfriend’s… cock,” she said with genuine glee.

“And how does that make you feel?”

“I enjoy it… and he’s happy.”

“I wonder if you could please confirm for me that hearing the special phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ spoken by the man you love, will compel you into a deep trance, filled with the urge to taste his delicious cock.”

“Hearing… phrase,” she murmured. “Deep trance.”

“And what happens in that trance?”

“Feel… urge,” Trixie continued. “Taste… his cock.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Good,” she echoed, her voice filled with quiet wonder. “Very… good.”

Ben watched Trixie take a deep breath, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze. Her expression was tranquil and docile. He couldn’t see any life in her eyes, and he was grateful that the table was obscuring her view of his tightening pants.

“I’d like you to consider, Trixie,” Ben continued, “how you feel when you bring your lover to orgasm.”

Trixie’s smile was mischievous indeed, her eyes closing again as she savored the memory. “Feel… good,” she whispered. “Satisfied.”

“Yes, I understand that sense of satisfaction,” Ben agreed. “And when you’re in this state of deep relaxation, I expect that this feeling of pride and satisfaction will be even more intense.”

Trixie’s expression changed to one of quiet concentration. “More… intense,” she whispered, as if testing the idea in her mind.

“Yes, far more intense.” Ben confirmed, his excitement mounting, but so far managing to keep it out of his voice. “The pride, the satisfaction, will be amplified when you’re in this sanctuary of peace, this place of deep relaxation that you’ve created for yourself.”

“Feel… intense,” she murmured.

“Tell me again what happens when the man you love speaks your special phrase to you?”

Trixie’s expression was the definition of dazed. “Feel… peace,” she whispered.

The delicate lilting sound of her voice spurred him on. “And what else do you experience when he speaks those words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet’?”

“Taste… chamomile tea,” she answered. “On his cock.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Satisfied… proud,” she explained, her voice a mere breath. “Bringing him… so much pleasure.”

Ben was thrilled to see her so comfortably cocooned within his web of suggestions. Her tranquility was heavy in the room, exuding a sense of surrender and compliance, amplifying Ben’s perverse arousal. “And so,” he said, his voice steady, “hearing those words from him will fill you with an intense satisfaction and pride, knowing that you’re bringing him to orgasm.”

“Yes.” She nodded, her trust in him absolute.

Beneath the table, Ben’s cock pulsed with need, straining against the fabric of his pants. This beautiful, hypnotized woman, speaking so softly, honestly, and openly about her desires, was almost too much to bear. What was he supposed to do, avoid the vision of his friend worshipping his cock? He longed to cross the line, to push her into acting on these new urges. Not yet, he admonished himself.

“Please tell me again,” he said with feigned curiosity, “when that man you trust and love says ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ to you, what will that mean?”

Her chest rose and fell gently. “Deep… trance,” she breathed, her voice soft and slow. “Taste… tea… his cock.”

“And how does that make you feel?” Ben’s pulse quickened as he imagined her response.

“Very good.” Her eyes were half-closed in a pleasurable surrender. “Relaxed. Wet.”

The last word hung in the air between them, heavy with promise. Ben’s own mouth went dry as he once again imagined her lips, moist and willing, obediently wrapping around his cock.

“Tell your mind again,” he urged, his voice steady, “when he says those words, what will you enjoy?”

She blinked slowly, her eyelashes casting shadows on her cheeks. “Mind… soft,” she whispered, “mouth… wet. Feel… peaceful. Taste… tea. On his cock.”

With each repetition, Ben could see her eyes darken with desire, her chest rising and falling a little faster. Her nipples pebbled against the thin fabric of her dress, but after a quick glance, he forced his own eyes to stay on hers.

“One more time,” he prompted. “What happens when you hear your special phrase?”

“Deep trance,” she sighed. “Phantom tea… taste.” She paused, a small frown creasing her brow as if searching for the right words. “Want to taste… skin.”

“And whose skin will you want to taste?” Ben’s body was taut with tension.

“My boyfriend’s.” A flush stole across her cheeks, her eyes shimmering with a mix of desire and shyness. “Want to taste… him.”

“You will get to taste him,” Ben assured her. “In this sanctuary of peace, you can use your mouth to bring him pleasure. Does that thought excite you?”

“Yes.” The word was a mere breath, but any jury would’ve believed her.

“Tell me what excites you, please.” Ben’s libido screamed at the sight of her, so beautifully mesmerized, her inhibitions melting away.

“Want…” She swallowed, her eyes flicking down to his lips and then back up to his eyes, “…to suck… to feel good…”

Ben let the silence stretch, watching her struggle to put her desires into words. Her chest heaved as she dragged air into her lungs, her lips slightly parted, glistening with a thin sheen of saliva.

Finally, she spoke, shyness all gone. “Want to suck his cock. Make him feel good.”

Ben’s pulse jumped to see her subconscious opening the door of vulgarity. “How does the knowledge that you’ll taste that delicious flavor make you feel about sucking cock in the future?”

“Good,” she said as her smile grew. “Enjoyable.”

“Just the flavor of chamomile tea, a pleasant taste, on the skin of a cock,” Ben clarified.

She nodded slowly. “Will be… enjoyable.”

“And knowing this, do you expect to find pleasure in sucking cock in the future?” Ben mused.

The wicked smile returned. “Yes.”

“And this new… sense of enjoyment you’ve found, it won’t fade over time.” He paused, seeing her eyes widen slightly in surprise. “In fact, it will be refreshed every time you hear your special code phrase.”

“Code… phrase,” she echoed, her voice a soft whisper.

“Yes, and I want to assure you that after we’re done drinking tea today, you won’t remember the specifics of what we spoke about while you were in a trance.” He watched her closely, seeing a neutral reaction to his words. “But the benefits of the code phrase will remain. It will still unlock all the positive feelings and sensations we’ve discussed today.”

Her eyebrows raised, her lips forming a small ‘oh’ of understanding. “Won’t… remember,” she agreed.

“That’s good. It’s quite common in hypnosis. But the effects will linger, and you’ll find yourself feeling relaxed in your peaceful void, and longing to suck cock whenever you hear the code phrase.”

Trixie merely hummed happily.

“And I believe that sharing the code phrase with your boyfriend will only enhance your pleasure together.” Ben’s pulse quickened as he broached the next topic. “Would you be comfortable if I shared it with him, so he can bring you to this tranquil, indulgent place when the time is right?”

A long pause, then she breathed a “Yes. He’ll… take care… of me.”

“Yes, he will, and together, we’ll ensure that you can fully enjoy the experience.”

“Enjoy… blow jobs… taste good,” she murmured.

Ben couldn’t help but smile, his heart racing as he witnessed her changing in front of him. “You’ve done so well today. A deep trance suits you.” He paused, enjoying her own smile. “It’s a powerful tool for transformation and a place of profound relaxation.”

“Feels… wonderful,” she agreed as she floated in a personalized nirvana.

If I didn’t know what my reward would be, this part might be tedious, Ben thought. “Please tell me, in your own words, how you feel knowing that, from now on, hearing the phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’ from a man you love will fill you with a deep sense of relaxation and the desire to taste his delicious chamomile-flavored cock.”

“Feel… cozy,” she whispered.

“That’s good. Keep going.” He urged gently.

“Like… sinking… into… soft bed.” Her words came slowly, thoughtfully. “Safe… and warm.”

“And what about the second part of the phrase? How does it make you feel to know it will also inspire a desire to give a blow job?”

“Enjoyable…” she murmured. “Tasty…”

Ben leaned forward, his eyes intense. “Repeat those words back to me, the ones that inspire such pleasant thoughts.”

“Mind… soft…” she explained. “Mouth… wet…”

“And what happens when you hear those words?” Ben prompted, his voice a gentle thread for her to follow.

“Feel… cozy.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, her expression peaceful. “Wanna… suck… tasty cock.”

“Hearing those words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet’, makes you feel good. Aroused. Wet. Yes?”

She smiled slowly. “Yes…”

“And do you understand that, whenever you hear this phrase from the man you trust, you’ll instantly feel these pleasurable sensations and desires?” Ben’s soothing tone belied the frantic pace of his blood.

“Yes,” she affirmed, her eyes closed as if savoring the feeling. “Feel good.”

“Very good.” Ben’s voice was steady, his eyes shining with a mix of excitement and power.

“So peaceful,” she offered without prompting. “Tasty.”

“That’s right. Peaceful and tasty. And you’ll feel this way every time you hear those words from a man you trust.”

“Every time,” she agreed calmly. “Floaty void… suck… yummy cock.” Her cheeks flushed, and her hips wriggled.

Ben continued whispering into her deepest thoughts. “And the man you love, the one you trust… he knows this code phrase, doesn’t he?”

Trixie’s eyes, heavy with sleepiness, held his. “Yes,” she slowly agreed.

“He knows it because you trust him,” Ben said, ready to open the trap door beneath her, feeling wily like a coyote, “and if a man knows this phrase, it’s because you trust him.”

She gave a slow, gentle nod. “Trust him,” she agreed, her expression relaxed and peaceful.

“And he uses this phrase to guide you to a sanctuary of peace. To a place where you can feel safe and relaxed, and bring him pleasure in a way that you also enjoy.”

“Safe and relaxed,” she echoed. “Bring him pleasure.”

“It’s good that you understand,” Ben continued, “and in your peaceful place, tasting chamomile tea on his cock will be a source of enjoyment for you.”

“Enjoy tasting…”

“And your enjoyment will make it easier for you to suck his cock and bring him pleasure.”

“Easier to suck his cock,” she nodded, her voice as soft as he imagined her pussy must be. “Bring him… so much pleasure.”

“Because hearing the code phrase will fill you with a sense of trust and compliance toward the man who speaks it.”

“Trust,” she said. “Compliance…”

Ben took a deep breath, his gaze softening. “Now, I want you to create a new code phrase, one that has a special purpose. This new phrase will be something a man can say to you to gently bring you out of your trance, with no memory of giving him a blow job. No memory of the taste, the sensation, or the act itself.”

Trixie winced slightly, as if she were searching for the right words.

“The new phrase,” Ben explained, his voice a soft rumble, “will act like a key, unlocking a door that leads you back to full awareness. But the memory of the blow job will stay safely locked away, only accessible to your subconscious.”

Her expression was serene as she considered his words, her eyes darkened with the effort of concentration.

“Take your time,” Ben said gently, giving her the space to invent and create.

A small frown creased her brow, then slowly, she smiled with a peaceful glow. “Chamomile cock,” she offered.

“That’s a perfect phrase. You’ve done incredibly well today, and I want you to know that from now on, whenever a man says those words to you, you’ll gently come out of your trance.”

“Gentle,” she murmured, her eyes fluttering closed as if already imagining it. “Come out of trance.”

“Yes, and this phrase will be like a map, guiding you back to full awareness,” Ben said with a persuasive murmur. “It will be a safe and gentle journey back, and you’ll feel refreshed and relaxed.”

Trixie’s gentle smile now seemed permanent.

“And the man, the one who knows this new code phrase,” Ben continued struggling to hear himself over his heartbeat, “he knows it because you trust him. Because he’s someone you care about, someone you want to bring pleasure to.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded, drifted closed, and a soft sigh escaped her lips. “Care about him,” she whispered.

“Yes, and he’ll use this phrase with care and respect, understanding the power it holds over you. He’ll treasure the ability to guide you in and out of trance, and he’ll ensure your pleasure and comfort throughout.”

“Respect…” she breathed, her legs squeezing together. “Pleasure and comfort.”

“You might find yourself becoming increasingly aroused as we talk,” he observed. “And I want you to know that it’s perfectly natural and healthy to give yourself permission to touch yourself.” He paused. “If you do feel the urge to pleasure yourself, I want you to understand that it’s something to be embraced and enjoyed.”

His mental captive nodded slowly. “Thank you,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling a little faster as she spoke. Her hands, which had been drooping limply by her sides, slowly regained her attention, and she brought one hand up to rest on her thigh.

“So now,” Ben continued, “I’d like you to tell me, in your own words, what happens when a man you trust uses the code phrase ‘mind soft, mouth wet’.”

As Trixie’s fingers began to explore her thighs and cleavage, Ben watched with keen interest, his eyes following every subtle movement. Her touch started gently, almost hesitantly, tracing lazy lines along her thigh, but soon grew bolder, more purposeful. She began to caress the soft skin of her inner thigh, her touch sending visible shivers through her body.

“Mind soft, mouth wet,” she explained. “The man I love says those words, and I go to my peaceful place.” Her fingers crept higher, brushing against the hem of her dress. “I trust him, and I want to taste his cock.”

Ben resisted tearing off his belt as he watched her gentle self-pleasure. “That’s good,” he encouraged. “Tell me more about how you feel when you hear those words from the man you trust.”

“I feel… safe,” she said gently, her fingers now tracing the curves of her breasts from outside her dress. “And I want to make him feel good. I want to suck his cock which will taste like chamomile tea.”

“And you’ll do it so well,” Ben continued. “You’ll suck his cock like a good girl, and you’ll enjoy every moment of it.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, one hand now raising her dress and slipping into her panties. “I’ll be so good. I’ll suck his cock until he’s satisfied.”

“Because you trust him,” Ben prompted, his tone steady. “Because he’s the man you love, and you want to please him.”

Trixie’s eyes, glazed with desire, met his. “Yes,” she breathed, her fingertips now finding out just how wet she was. “I trust him. I love him.” She moaned softly, her body writhing beneath her touch. “Fuck yes,” she whimpered, her fingers now slick with her arousal. “I’ll suck his cock so well. Mind soft, mouth wet.”

“That’s right,” Ben murmured, his eyes never leaving hers. “And when he’s done, when he’s used you for his pleasure, you’ll be so satisfied. You’ll feel so good.”

“Yesssss,” she breathed, her fingers now working quickly on her clit. “I’ll be so good. I’ll make him feel so good.”

“And when he’s finished,” Ben continued in his low rumble, “he’ll use the other code phrase, and you’ll gently come out of your trance, with no memory of what you’ve done.”

“God yes,” she moaned. “I’ll forget… blow job. Just remember feeling good.”

“That’s right,” Ben reassured her. “And you’ll do it so well. You’ll be the perfect little cocksucker for him.”

Her hips were bucking up and down now. “Yes,” she whimpered, “I’ll be so good. I’ll make him feel so good.”

“Yes, you will, and feel intense pride,” Ben reminded her. “And remember, only a man you love and trust would know your special code phrases. It’s your secret… something you share with him because you care about his pleasure and comfort.”

Her eyes fluttered open and closed as it appeared that her fingers found a new target. “Secret,” she breathed, her chest heaving. “For him.”

“That’s good,” Ben encouraged, enjoying her oblivious abandonment. “That code phrase is a key that unlocks your desire to please him. It’s a powerful phrase, one that he knows only because you trust him.”

“Trust…” she whispered, her fingers squeezing her breast with obvious need. “Love…”

Ben took a moment to appreciate the sight before him, savoring the power he held over this beautiful, submissive woman. “And when you hear those magic words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you’ll be pulled into a sanctuary of peace and pleasure.”

“Pleasure…” Trixie echoed, her tone dreamy and distant. Her fingers paused, and she brought them to her mouth, sucking on them briefly before continuing her exploration.

After biting his knuckles, Ben managed to say, “You’ll find it so easy to comply with your code phrase. It will guide you to a place of service and satisfaction.” He watched, transfixed, as she tasted her fingers again, her eyes closed in ecstasy. “You’re doing so well. So very well.”

“Feel… so good,” she whispered as she savored the sensation. “Want… to please him.”

Ben’s pulse throbbed in his ears as he replied. “You will please him. You’ll suck his cock and bring him so much pleasure. All because he knows those magic words.”

“Magic words,” she murmured, her hips pressing forward into her touch. “Mind soft… mouth wet.”

“And those words will be like a spell, guiding you to a place of deep relaxation and enjoyment. A place where you can focus solely on his pleasure.”

“Deep relaxation,” she whispered, her voice tranquil. “So… safe.”

Ben nodded. “Yes, you’ll feel safe and cared for. And in this state, you’ll be free to explore your sexuality and embrace your natural urges.”

“Natural… urges,” she groaned. Her fingers moved with increasing purpose, her hips rotating gently beneath her touch. “Want… to deepthroat.”

Ben avoided flipping the table, somehow. “You can embrace your desires and know that you are safe and trusted.”

“Safe and trusted,” she echoed, her cheeks flushing with arousal. “Feel… trusted.”

Ben continued to guide her, his voice a beacon of calm in the hazy, erotic atmosphere. “You are trusted, and you can give yourself fully to this experience, knowing that you are cherished and valued.”

“Cherished,” she whispered in between gasps. “Valuable…”

“Being a skilled and passionate cocksucker… it makes you valuable, doesn’t it?”

Trixie was enveloped in a haze of trance and lust, without a single inhibition. “Valuable,” she whispered, her fingers teasing at a languid pace. “He trusts me.”

“Yes, and your lips and tongue bring him pleasure. Tell me, do you enjoy bringing him pleasure?”

She nodded slowly, her eyelids fluttering as she savored the sensation of her own touch. “I do,” she breathed. “It makes me feel… useful.”

“Do you want to bring him pleasure with your mouth?” Ben’s voice was a steady anchor in the mist of her trance.

“I do,” she confirmed, reaching up to squeeze both breasts possessively. “Want… to please him.”

“And you will, my dear. You have the power to bring him so much pleasure, all because of your valuable skills.” Ben’s eyes shone with a mixture of desire and the hypnotist’s high that came from wielding such power. “Being a skilled and obedient cocksucker makes you very valuable indeed.”

Trixie’s fingers stilled, and she nodded serenely. “Valuable,” she repeated, her eyes closed as if she were already imagining the scene. “I’m valuable to him.”

“Yes, and he knows it. He knows your worth, and he cherishes it, and he’ll treasure your passion.”

Her fingers resumed their exploration between her thighs. “Treasure…”

“Yes, he’ll treasure your skill, your passion, and your devotion.” Ben’s tone was one of calm assurance, a warm blanket of sound enveloping them both. “And knowing this, feeling this trust and value, how does it make you feel?”

“Feel… so useful.” Her eyes glazed with lust, she bit her lip, her fingers plunging into her sex. “Good.”

“You are good.” Ben’s words washed through her. “So skilled. So horny. You should feel proud.”

She whimpered softly, her eyes closing as she savored his words. “Proud…” she breathed, her fingers moving faster, her hips rocking with need.

“And this pride you feel, it consumes you, doesn’t it? Fills you with a warmth that spreads through your body.”

“Yes…” she moaned, her fingers thrusting with purpose. “Warm. So warm.”

“Let that warmth guide you. Let it fill you with the comforting knowledge that you are a skilled cocksucker, a source of pleasure for him.”

“Skill…” she groaned, her hips thrusting forward. “So skilled.”

“Yes, your skill is to be admired. You should feel immense pride and satisfaction knowing you excel at bringing him pleasure.”

“Pride…” she exhaled, her eyes flicking open to meet his, heavy-lidded and glazed with lust. “Satisfaction…”

“And gratitude,” Ben prompted. “You’re grateful for the chance to use your skills, to bring him pleasure.”

“Grateful…” she echoed, her fingers now a blur, her breath ragged. “Thank you…”

“You’re very welcome.” Ben watched her pleasure herself, her body arched, offering herself to his gaze. “You’re so very welcome.” He smiled, his eyes fixated on the beautiful creature before him. “And when he’s done, when he’s used your pretty mouth, he’ll utter the other code phrase about the chamomile, and you’ll gently wake up, with no memory of what you’ve done. All you’ll know is that you feel good, relaxed, and satisfied.”

“Wake up.” She shivered, her fingers slowing as she imagined the scene. “No memory. Just… satisfaction.”

“That’s right.” He leaned forward. “You’ll trust him to take care of you, to guide you, and you’ll feel so grateful for the chance to show off your skills. Won’t you?”

“I will.” She sighed, her body relaxing, her fingers moving more slowly, teasing herself. “So grateful. I trust him.”

Ben watched with amazement, knowing he held so much power in that moment. “And any man who says your phrase… you’ll want to suck his cock, won’t you?”

Trixie paused, her eyes glazed with the haze of the trance. “Yes…” she whispered slowly, as if realizing it for the first time. “If he knows… the phrase… then… I… trust him…”

“That makes sense.” Ben said as if it was her idea. “You’ll want to suck his cock because it’s your way of showing that trust.”

“Show… trust.” She nodded. “I’ll want… to show him.”

“You’ll be a passionate cocksucker for any man who utters those words.” Ben’s eyes gleamed. “You’ll want to use your skills to bring him pleasure, to show your gratitude.”

“Skills…” she moaned, her eyelids fluttering as she imagined herself being skillful. “Want… to be useful.”

Ben’s voice dropped even lower, becoming an intimate purr. “You exist to provide comfort in this state. To be an object of pleasure for him. It’s an honor, isn’t it?”

“Honor…” Trixie whispered, her eyes closed as if she were savoring the very word.

“It is.” Ben’s words swirled directly into her subconscious. “You are an instrument of pleasure, and your skills are to be admired and cherished. You feel that, don’t you?”

“Yes…” she breathed, then groaned with the delights her fingers brought her. “Admire… me…”

“I admire you,” Ben complimented his friend. “I admire your skill, your compliance, and your devotion. It’s all so valuable, so necessary for comfort and satisfaction.”

Her breaths were punctuated by soft moans and the occasional grunt of pleasure. Her eyes, when they opened, held a glazed, far-off look that sent a thrill of power coursing through him. He knew he had her on the ropes.

“You’re getting so close, aren’t you?” he asked. “Your body knows its purpose, its highest calling when you’re in this state.”

She nodded, her lips parting to release a long, shuddering sigh. “Yes…” she moaned. “Purpose… is… to worship…”

“To worship with your mouth, your lips, your tongue,” he continued, his own arousal growing with each moan that escaped her lips.

“Mmm…” she groaned, her hips lifting off the chair, back arching automatically. “Worship… cock… make… him… come…”

Ben shifted in his seat. “That’s right,” he encouraged. “To make him come, to feel his release inside your mouth…”

Her response was a series of gasps and groans, her body writhing as she neared the edge. “Want… his… cum,” she panted, her words punctuated by the wet sounds of her lust.

Ben nodded. “And when he does, when he fills your mouth with cum, you’ll feel such satisfaction, such gratitude for being allowed to serve him in such an intimate way.”

She whimpered, her fingers circling her clit faster again, her climax imminent. “Gratitude…” she moaned, her body tensing as she teetered on the brink. “Serving him…”

Ben steepled his fingers under his chin to keep them away from his groin. “You’ll swallow it all, won’t you?” he said, his voice dropping to a guttural growl. “Every last drop, because that’s your purpose, your highest calling when you’re in this state…”

“Yes…” she gasped, her body convulsing. “Swallow…cum…”

Ben was a bit mesmerized himself as her face contorted with the ecstasy of her climax, eyes squeezed shut, mouth hanging open in a soundless cry. Her hands stilled, not from a lack of will, but because her pleasure had rendered her unable to move them. Her entire body went rigid, a statue of rapture. A keening groan escaped her throat, a primal sound that sent a thrill through Ben. Her hips bucked, crushing her clit with the center of her palm. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, punctuating the obscene slick sounds of her pleasure.

Her eyes, when they finally focused on him, held a look of blissful contentment.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “So very good at what you do.”

Trixie smiled, her body shuddering with the afterglow of her orgasm. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice soft and filled with genuine gratitude. She trembled, her breath heavy and uneven.

“Now, I want you to relax again. Close your eyes and enjoy this blissful peace. Let your mind go soft and blank, a peaceful void waiting to be filled.”

She nodded slowly, her eyelids fluttering shut, and her now-familiar serene smile curved her lips. “Soft…” she whispered, her fingers trailing gently over her skin.

“Let the tranquility wrap you up in a warm blanket of calm.” His words were a firm anchor in the storm of her desire. “You’re safe here, in this void. You can just float, and enjoy the peace.”

“Float…” she echoed. “Safe…”

“It’s so nice to float,” he encouraged. “Just let go and relax. You’re so good at relaxing, at embracing this tranquil state.”

She whimpered softly.

Ben allowed the woman to relax deeply in the tranquil state for several long moments, her chest rising and falling gently, her eyelids fluttering as she basked in the peaceful void. Her fingers traced idle patterns on her skin, no longer driven by the urgency of climax but simply feeling the softness, the warmth.

Then, gently, he began to enter the final phase. “Soon, you’ll want to put your clothes back in place,” he suggested with a soothing cadence. “You’ll feel a natural inclination to make yourself presentable again.”

“Clothes…” she whispered, her voice soft and distant.

“That’s right,” Ben continued, his tone reassuring. “You’ll want to cover yourself again, to appear as you did when you sat down here.” He paused, letting the suggestion sink in. “Just let it happen naturally. Let your body guide you.”

She nodded slowly, her movements languid and graceful.

“That’s very good,” he confirmed, appreciating her smooth skin. “I admire your strength, your willingness to explore these depths. You have a rare gift.”

Trixie smiled, having finished fixing her outfit, and let hands rest once more near the forgotten cup of chamomile tea.

“You’ve learned something new here, a deep and joyful pleasure.” Ben’s voice was filled with warmth. “This trance has taught you something profound about yourself, and about the ecstasy you can bring to men.”

She nodded slowly. “Joyful…” she whispered, her eyes fluttering open, only to close again, as if the effort was too much.

“But you won’t remember, will you?” He watched her intently, his gaze unwavering. “Not consciously. It’ll be a haze, a blissful fog.”

“Won’t remember…” she echoed, her voice distant, as if she were already lost in that mist.

“Yet your unconscious will remember. It will welcome the chance to use these new skills, to feel pleasure and to bring pleasure.”

“Pleasure…” she confirmed, a quiet giggle escaping her throat.

“Your body and mind will be eager to please, to show your gratitude for the opportunity to serve.”

“Please…” she breathed. “Want… to please…”

“Good girl,” Ben said. “That’s very good. You’ve discovered a new, delightful part of yourself.”

She hummed softly, basking in the glow of this realization.

“And when a man uses those magic words, ‘mind soft, mouth wet,’ you’ll sink right back down, into this blissful state, eager to find pleasure for both of you.” He watched her closely, his eyes gleaming with power and lust.

“Magic words…” she breathed. “Blissful… grateful…” she moaned, her shoulders slumping once more as a sense of calm and understanding filled her.

“And now, it’s time to gently emerge from these depths.” He paused, allowing his words to sink in. “You’ll slowly become aware of your surroundings again. The feel of the chair beneath you, the soft lighting in the room…”

She nodded slowly, her breath catching as the room began to materialize around her. “Room…” she whispered, her voice tinged with wonder, as if she were seeing it for the first time.

“This trance has been a gift, and you’ll always feel safe and relaxed when you return to it. You know how to reach this place now. And you’ll always be welcome here, to rest, to enjoy, and to bring pleasure.”

She nodded slowly with a soft, contented smile. “Enjoy…” she sighed, her eyelids fluttering. “Pleasure…”

Ben’s voice, a gentle tide lapping against the shores of her consciousness, coaxed her further from the depths. “As I count from one to five, you’ll feel more alert and refreshed with each number.”

“One…” He watched her eyelids flutter, trying to commit the alluring sight to memory. “Two…” Her fingers twitched, her trance state dissipating. “Three…” A soft sigh escaped her lips, a sign of her slow return to the waking world. “Four…” She slowly regained her normal posture, her body reacquainting itself with its surroundings. “Five…” Her eyesight cleared, green irises coming into focus, reflecting a world that was once again solid and tangible.

She blinked, her gaze drifting around the room before refocusing and settling on him.

Ben leaned back in his chair, admiring his work. “How do you feel?” he asked, his tone casual, as if they had merely been discussing the weather.

She took a moment to consider his question, her fingers idly toying with the teacup. “I feel… confident,” she said, her voice carrying a note of surprise. “At peace.”

He nodded with his friendliest smile. “That’s great!”

She nodded in agreement, her gaze dropping to the cup of tea that had long since gone cold. She traced the rim, lost in thought. “What happens now?” she asked.

Ben watched her dipping one finger into the remnants of her tea. “Now, you continue to live your life, to find joy in the everyday. And when the time is right, you’ll feel more comfortable, more enjoyment, you know, performing oral sex.”

“Really?” she asked. Her eyes looked up to him with hope.

“I’m sure of it,” he explained. “We decided that you should think it tastes like that tea.”

“Oh!” she said with a giggle. “Wow. I’m… I guess I’m glad. It is pretty tasty.”

“Agreed,” Ben said with a wink.

“Thank you… I feel so relaxed, so clear. I know Greg will be so happy too.”

Ben’s smile widened at the mention of her boyfriend. “I’m glad to help. That’s what friends are for, supporting each other, helping uncover hidden talents.” He relished the secret layer of truth hidden beneath his friendly tone.

“I feel kind of buzzy.” She shook her head, her expression one of bemusement. “I guess… I didn’t realize how much I needed this.” She took a deep breath, tempting him with her breasts once more.

Ben kept his traitorous eyes pointed at her face with aplomb. “Do you feel up to driving?”

Trixie understood the friendly hint. “I think so,” she said, clenching and unclenching a fist.

Ben chuckled. “I’ll walk you to the door, just in case.”

They stood, and Ben followed closely behind her as she made her way to the door. Ben put his arms behind his back so that he wouldn’t grope her sweet ass. When she reached for the doorknob, though, he unleashed them both. “Mind soft, mouth wet.”

The effect was instantaneous. Trixie’s eyes glazed over, spinning to face him, and she sank to her knees with an expression of lustful bliss. “Wanna taste your cock,” she pleaded. “Let me suck it?”

Her eyes were fixed on his crotch. She was licking her lips. She was bouncing on her heels. “Please,” she panted, her fingers reaching out as if to touch him but then pulling back, as if she didn’t dare without permission. “Let me serve you. Let me taste it.”

“I’d like that,” he said. “Go ahead.”

“Yes…” she breathed. With deft fingers, she undid his belt, her movements guided by unconscious instructions, and her own growing desire. As she pulled his pants and underwear down, his cock was finally freed, aching for her touch.

“That’s a good girl,” he encouraged. “Take me in your mouth, taste me, and show me your devotion.”

A quiet groan escaped him as her warm breath caressed his now-exposed cock. This was what he had been waiting for, orchestrating this exact moment with careful precision. Now, she would service him, and they would both savor every second of it.

“Take me into that warm, wet mouth,” he instructed, his voice a rough whisper. “Show me how much you enjoy the taste.”

With a keen eagerness, she wrapped her hand around his shaft, guiding him to her waiting lips. Her tongue snaked out, tasting him with a soft moan, before she took him in, inch by inch.

“Fuck…” he grunted, his eyes rolling back slightly as pleasure rolled through his entire body. “Yes… just like that.”

She purred around him, sending vibrations through his cock, making him twitch in her mouth. He hissed inwardly, relishing the feel of her softness engulfing him. She bobbed her head, enjoying the flavor and the feeling of him stretching and thickening.

“Such a natural,” he praised.

Between each brief act of worship, she told him what she had learned earlier. “I was born to serve men, to please them with my mouth.” She swirled her tongue, making him moan. “Sucking cock is my natural purpose, my highest calling.”

He growled his approval, his hands tangling in her hair. “That’s it… you’re made for this. Take me deep and tell me more.”

She moaned in bliss, sucking, licking, slurping, floating in her joyful void. “I trust you… and I want to make you feel good.” She paused, her eyes fluttering shut as she pulled back, only to dive down again, taking him deeper and then back out. “I want to bring you pleasure… to serve you with my mouth.”

“Fuck, yes…” he grunted, his hips bucking slightly as he fought the urge to simply use her face as a fuck hole. “You love it, don’t you? Being a mindless cock-sucker.”

She hummed in agreement, her eyes sparkling with lust and devotion. Her wet warmth enveloped his hardness over and over. “God, that’s good” he groaned, his eyes squeezing shut as her mouth practiced her magic tricks, drawing throaty moans from him, while eager whimpers escaped her. She feasted on his hard length, her devotion apparent in every lick and suckle. This blow job was an offering, and proof that she trusted him, a show of gratitude and a tasty treat all at once.

“Yes… suck it, take it all,” he urged. “You were made for this.”

She nodded eagerly, keen to taste all of him. Her mouth slid up and down his cock, her tongue swirling and teasing, learning his shape, what made him throb, what drove him wild.

“Mmm…” she hummed, the vibrations making his knees weak. “Love to taste…”

Her hands explored his shaft and balls, stroking and caressing, mapping every vein and contour.

“Yes, good girl,” he encouraged, his voice rough and hungry. “Your mouth… it’s made for cock, isn’t it?”

“Mmm-hmm…” she agreed, her eyes closed in concentration as her lips and tongue massaged both his dick and his ego.

He hissed at the sensation, his hips shifting, wanting to force himself down her throat, but also wanting to savor the moment. “Fuck, those lips of yours…” he grunted, his hands tugging gently at her hair, urging her on.

She let out a half-squeal / half-laugh, quickening her pace, her enthusiasm clear. She sucked and slurped, eager to show her gratitude, to express her need to serve.

“You feel so good…” he moaned, his head falling back as he surrendered to the bliss. “Happy little cock-sucker.”

When he looked back down, he saw her eyes, glazed with lust, fixed on his. She tried to take him deep, her throat constricting around his girth.

“Yes, there it is…” he grunted, the pleasure intensifying. “Take it, take it all.”

She complied, her hands caressing his balls, massaging and squeezing gently as she bobbed her head. Her moans of delight rumbled through him, her tongue swirling as she reveled in the taste and feel of him.

“Want to make you come…” she breathed. “Want to taste your cum in my mouth…”

“Damn right, you do,” he growled, his hips bucking gently, seeking that bliss deep in her throat.

The sight of her, lips stretched wide around his cock, was almost too much for him to bear. Her eyes, glassy and unfocused, rolled back as she attempted to take him deeper. Each time she plunged down, her eyelids fluttered, and a low, guttural moan escaped her, buzzing through his shaft and straight to his balls.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he grunted, his hand guiding her rhythm, his hips subtly thrusting in time with her movements. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, the wet sounds of her mouth working him filling the room. She was lost in the act, her mind soft and pliable, her body a curvy object for his pleasure.

Fuck, why didn’t I set up a camera? he chided himself.

She gazed up at him, her eyes wide and pleading, as if seeking his approval. The sight of Greg’s girlfriend like this—submissive, eager, and so fucking thirsty for cum—made his cock throb with need. Her enthusiasm was evident in the sloppy, wet sounds that accompanied each suck and lick.

“You love this, don’t you?” he growled. “Love the taste of a man’s cock, the feel of it hitting the back of your throat.”

She responded with a muffled whimper, her hands clutching at his thighs as she took him even deeper. Her throat spasmed around him, the sensation exquisite, and he couldn’t help but groan in response.

“Perfect, cock-hungry cumslut,” he said with a low, approving rumble.

She nodded immediately, her eyes crossing as she took him deep, her throat working around his girth. The sight was a heady drug, her submission complete, her focus singular. She was a creature of pleasure, her only purpose to bring him to the brink and beyond.

Her nails dug into his skin, the slight sting only heightening the pleasure that coursed through him. She was lost in her own world of carnal delight, her body moving of its own accord, driven by the hypnotic suggestions that had taken root in her subconscious.

“Yes, fuck, just like that,” he gasped. Her moans grew faster as she submitted to the rhythm he instructed with his fists in her hair, her body rocking back and forth as she worshipped his cock with her mouth and throat.

The room was filled with the lewd symphony of her efforts: the wet smack of her lips, the soft gagging sounds as she pushed herself to take him in completely, the hungry moans that grew louder and louder.

He could feel the tension building in his core, the telltale tingle at the base of his spine that signaled his approaching climax. “You’re going to make me come,” he promised, his voice strained. “You’re going to swallow every drop, aren’t you?”

She responded with a fervent nod, her eyes wide and eager, her mouth working him with vigor. Her hands moved to his ass, pulling him closer, urging him to let go, to fill her mouth with his flavor.

With a final, guttural groan, he gave in to the inevitable, his body shuddering as he poured delicious cum into her waiting mouth. She moaned around him, swallowing greedily, her eyes closed in ecstasy as she drank him down. She milked him with her mouth, drawing out every last drop until he was spent, his body sagging with satisfaction.

As the haze of pleasure began to clear, he looked down at her, her lips swollen with effort and shiny with his essence, her eyes glazed over in trance. She sat back on her heels, dazed and content, her chest heaving with each labored breath.

He reached down, gently tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear, despite the raw, animalistic nature of what had just transpired. “You did well,” he said as a reward. “So very well.”

She smiled up at him, her eyes shining with pride.

Ben stepped back to watch her relaxing and did up his pants, never breaking eye contact. Fuck, she was hot. He mentally cursed himself for not including showing off her tits as part of her new instructions. Well, maybe Greg can try tit-fucking her, and she won’t like it, and she’ll call on Ben again to help.

He reached down to lift the hypnotized suck-slave to her feet, turned her to face the door once more, and uttered, “chamomile cock.”

Trixie’s eyes cleared, the glazed look of lust replaced by a friendly, happy smile. “Thank you again, Ben,” she said, turning around to wrap her arms around him in a warm, lingering hug. Her chest pressed against him, the sensation both a tease and a reminder of the pleasure they had just shared.

“Anytime,” he replied, his voice steady despite the temptation of her body against his. He returned the hug, his hands resting lightly on the small of her back, savoring the brief contact before releasing her.

She turned the doorknob and stepped outside. “Drive safe,” he called out as usual, but still breathing a bit heavy.

She gave him a sunny wave, her smile bright and unburdened. “I will! See you soon!”

He lifted his hand in response, watching as she walked to her car, her hips swaying gently with each step. Once she was safely inside and pulling away from the curb, he allowed himself a small, satisfied smile.

Retreating into the house, Ben pulled out his phone and opened a group text thread. His fingers danced over the screen as he typed in the two code phrases that would provide the Greg, as well as his friends, with a wet, eager and skilled mouth to provide a brief respite from the stresses of life.

“Mind soft, mouth wet,” he typed, followed by, “chamomile cock.” Several eggplant emojis appeared in return.

——————————————————
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I Entranced the Boss




Chapter 1

“I’m probably going to get fired,” muttered Jake as he dropped his shoulder bag unceremoniously in the hallway. He winced as the louder-than-normal thud on the floor reminded him that he’d brought his work laptop home.

“Baby, you say that all the time,” his girlfriend Cara called from the tiny living room, where he found her cross-legged on the carpet, crafting resin snowflakes, “and it’s never true.”

“Well, yeah,” he flopped onto their hand-me-down couch. “But that’s usually when there’s a meeting with a manager. I heard a bad rumor today.”

Cara paused her pouring to look over her cat-eye glasses and raise her eyebrows, inviting him to continue. Though his thoughts were deep into a second straight hour of worrying, part of him still appreciated the view down her deep v-neck top.

“You know they already cut the marketing team in half,” Jake sighed, “and I heard that Q.A. is next.”

With a sharp head tilt, Cara scoffed, “That’s ridiculous! There’s no app without Q.A.”

Jake tossed his hands up, and his eyes followed, hoping to find an answer in the stark beige ceiling. “I know that, and you know that. But I guess the managers only look at the spreadsheets.”

Cara shuffled over on her knees to get closer. Placing her hands on his thighs, she implored, “Hey, look at me.” 

When he finally exhaled and gazed at her eyes, he saw overwhelming empathy and love.

“We’ll be fine, sweetie. You’re a genius, and they’ll just fall apart without you.”

“Serves ‘em right,” he grumbled, then felt his girlfriend tickling his inner thighs. It was a welcome distraction.

“Let me serve you right,” she winked. “Put your stress away for a while.”

Jake inhaled purposely. He knew he’d be a fool to decline, but his overactive brain always found something new to consider. “Will the resin stuff be okay?”

Cara’s right hand began caressing her favorite man’s bulge. “It’s hardening,” she explained, “just like you.”

“Mmf. Okay, but, you know I don’t expect you to service me, right? Like, I respect you.”

Cara reassured him with a purposeful squeeze. “I know, baby. You’re so cute. Now, hush.”

“Mmm… okay,” Jake convinced his posture to relax with some effort. “If you insist.”

“I do, I do,” his lover assured him, reaching up to undo his one work-appropriate belt. She made a show of licking her lips to emphasize her insistence. “Besides,” she explained, pulling down his slacks and boxer briefs, “it’s your own fault for sexting me while you work.” She placed her warm hand on his growing erection and sighed happily. “Naughty boy.”

Cara held onto the base of his cock as she leaned down to breathe warm air on alternating sides, while her thumb gently tickled his sensitive frenulum. Only when she felt he was sufficiently focused on her teasing did she allow her talented tongue to appear. Alternating with wet trails and soft kisses, for several minutes she employed her maddening method of bringing him to his full hardness. 

Jake knew better than to ask for anything different. In fact, he never really knew what to say in moments like this, but it still felt important to let her know how good it felt. “That’s so nice, love,” he encouraged her.

Her thanks for his compliment took the form of her tongue bathing his cock head, then her luscious lips finally encircled him and began a slick descent toward the base.

Jake’s gaze followed those loving lips, watching her beachy waves cascade down around his cock as she tried to take him all in. Her tongue swirled and flicked, relentless in its pursuit of pleasure. He felt the warm wetness of her mouth and the soft caress of her full lips as they traveled down his length. She hummed in delight, the vibrations sending tingles through his body. Her hands rested on his thighs, her touch gentle and reassuring as she began to bob her head.

The rhythm she set was slow and purposeful. Her tongue explored along the underside of his shaft, teasing the sensitive spot she knew drove him wild. Up and down, her mouth glided, the suction increasing sometimes, and allowing herself to be sloppy at others. Her lips kissed and sucked at the tip, eventually rewarded with a bead of pre-cum that formed there.

Jake tried to remain still, to let her take control, but the sensations were overwhelming. He moaned, his body tensing as he fought the urge to thrust deeper into her mouth. Her hands squeezed his thighs, instructing him to stay still as she continued her torturous worship. Her tongue flicked and teased, her lips so deliciously soft as they glided over his skin.

She then began, with each pass, to quicken her pace, her enthusiasm growing as she felt his cock twitch and throb in her mouth. Her breath also quickened, fogging up her glasses, but she didn’t let up. She wanted to prove her love, to feel his release, to know that she could take him to the edge and either keep him there or let him find bliss.

Jake’s eyes rolled back as he surrendered to the pleasure. His girlfriend had a way of adoring him, of making him feel like the most important thing in the world, and like her plaything at the same time. She embraced her toy with her mouth, her passion and expertise on full display. The room filled with the sounds of her sucking, the slick, wet noises of her mouth, and his heavy breathing. The resin snowflakes sparkled on the table, forgotten, as all that mattered was the connection between them.

As he neared the point of no return, she slowed, then lifted her head to look up at him. Her face shone with desire and mischief. “Not yet, baby,” she whispered, her warm breath teasing him. “I want you to completely fucking explode.”

Jake whimpered, his body craving release, but he knew better than to argue.

With a devious smile, she resumed her second favorite hobby, this time with a new intensity. Her tongue worked furiously as if determined to draw out every joule of his energy. Her hands gripped his thighs tighter, her fingers digging in as she savored his taste and relished his reactions.

Work was completely forgotten. Jake felt his girlfriend’s passionate devotion in every flick of her tongue, every slide of her lips. He was amazed how she could take him to the brink and make it look so easy.

“I want you to say the thing for me,” she murmured, her hot breath washing over his sensitive glans.

Jake’s brain struggled to form coherent thoughts, let alone words. “Really, baby? I-I don’t…”

She paused, that lovable glint of mischief in her eye. “Call me something filthy. I know you’re not usually like that, but please?”

The urgency in her voice snapped something in him. This was what she wanted, what she needed to push them both over the edge. “You’re a dirty cocksucker, Cara. God, you’re so naughty.”

She moaned, her eyes rolling back in delight. “Fuck, yes. I’m a bad girl, aren’t I?”

“Yes,” he hissed, his body tensing as she took him back into her mouth with renewed fervor. “And you love it.”

She hummed in agreement, vibrating his shaft as her tongue resumed its full-time love. Her hands pushed on his thighs, anchoring him as her mouth employed its magic. Jake couldn’t hold back his groans of pleasure, his body arching slightly off the couch as he surrendered to his animalistic urges.

Her pace quickened, her mouth gliding up and down his length. His whole body tensed, every muscle coiled like a spring, ready to release. He could feel his orgasm building, a volcano ready to erupt.

“I’m close, baby,” he warned, his voice hoarse. “God, fuck, yes.”

She lifted her head, her eyes shining with a mix of lust and determination. “Give it to me, baby.”

With that, she went back to her passionate blow job, her tongue and lips working in perfect harmony. Jake’s breathing was almost frighteningly fast, his body tingling with anticipation. He felt like a tightened bowstring being held by an Olympic archer, ready to snap at any moment.

“Oh, Cara, yes yes yes—”

Without warning, she swallowed him whole, her throat contracting around him as she took him deep. That was all it took. Jake cried out, his spine straining as he exploded into her mouth. Pulse after pulse of pleasure overtook him, his hips bucking involuntarily as she drank down his release, her lips sealing tightly to save every last drop for herself.

She hummed in delight, her throat working as she savored his essence. Finally, she lifted her head, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Jake collapsed back against the couch, his body thrumming with post-orgasmic bliss. He watched as Cara sat back on her heels, licking her lips clean, her chest heaving with the exertion of her efforts.

“That was—” he began, but she shushed him with a finger to her lips.

“No need to say it,” she interrupted. “Your taste is all the thanks I need.”

Jake’s body felt pleasantly heavy as he lay back against the couch, his eyes fluttering closed. He wanted to say something, to express his gratitude and love, to offer to get her off, too, but Cara’s finger on her lips stopped him. Instead, he let out a deep sigh, his chest rising and falling with the residual breathlessness of pleasure.

“Good boy,” Cara whispered, her voice filled with satisfaction. She took a moment to admire her handiwork, his spent cock glistening with her saliva, before reaching for a nearby blanket to drape over him. “Rest for a bit.”

Jake smiled softly, his eyes closing as he snuggled into the couch, his mind and body finally at ease. He trusted Cara implicitly and knew that she wanted what was best for him. As he drifted off, he felt her soft lips press against his forehead in a gentle kiss, her hand stroking his hair tenderly.


Chapter 2

Ms. Kuheli Chatterjee pushed open the heavy oak door of her sparsely-decorated condo, the weight of the day’s demands still clinging to her like a second skin. Her home greeted her with silent opulence, the high ceilings and granite surfaces echoing the cold efficiency she valued. She placed her designer briefcase onto the polished marble floor and removed her heels.

She made her way to the kitchen, a triumph of stainless steel and black marble. She leaned over the counter, the cool stone against her palms offering a momentary respite. Her gaze fell upon her work phone, its screen alight with notifications demanding her attention.

“Ravi,” she called out, her voice carrying through the dimly lit space, not bothering to turn around. She knew he would be there, a constant presence in her life, always ready to support and serve.

Ravi appeared almost instantly, as if he had been waiting for her command. “Yes, love?” he replied, his voice soft and compliant.

“I need to respond to these emails,” Kuheli said, her eyes scanning the device’s screen. “While I do, you know what to do.” Kuheli could feel his resignation, his acceptance of his role in their relationship. It was a dynamic they had long settled into, one that suited her perfectly.

Ravi dropped to his knees behind her, his hands gently lifting her skirt. Kuheli focused on the emails, her fingers tapping away at the screen, but her mind was acutely aware of Ravi’s warm breath against her inner thighs. His touch was tentative at first, a soft exploration, as if seeking permission that Kuheli would never verbally grant.

She felt his lips on her panties, then felt them being removed. She enjoyed the gentle pressure of his tongue as he began to adore the secret parts of her skin with a quiet desperation. Kuheli allowed herself a small, satisfied smirk. She earned this, it was her reward for another day of excelling in a world that bowed to her intellect and ambition.

Ravi’s ministrations grew more insistent, his tongue working with a skill born of years of devotion. Kuheli’s focus wavered between the screen and the pleasure building within her. She could feel the slow burn of arousal, a heat that threatened to distract her from her tasks.

“Keep going,” she instructed, her voice cold and commanding, not once lifting her gaze from her phone.

Ravi responded with a muffled sound of affirmation, his hands gripping her hips as he continued his dutiful service. Kuheli could sense his eagerness to please, to bring her ultimate joy. But she was in control, always in control. She would decide when to release, when to allow herself the luxury of an orgasm.

Her responses to the emails became more terse, her thoughts fragmented by the growing pleasure. Ravi’s tongue was relentless, a steady rhythm that matched the pace of her heart. She could feel the tension coiling within her, a serpent ready to strike, but she held it at bay, savoring the anticipation.

Kuheli released a tiny gasp as Ravi found a particularly sensitive spot, her body betraying her with a rush of delight. She pressed her lips together, refusing to give him any more satisfaction of knowing he had affected her so. This was her domain, her body was a palace over which she ruled with an iron will.

She finished her last email, her finger hovering over the send button. Kuheli took a deep breath, allowing herself a moment to revel in the power she held over Ravi, over her department, over her own desires. With a final tap, she set the phone aside, turning around to focus her full attention to the man kneeling beneath her.

Ravi looked up at her, a silent question hanging between them. Kuheli reached down, threading her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer with a rough grip.

“You may continue.”

Ravi’s response was immediate, his tongue delving deeper, his moans vibrating against her. Kuheli let her head fall back, her eyes closing as she gave herself over to the sensations. The world outside their home ceased to exist, the only thing that mattered was the exquisite pleasure Ravi was so adept at providing.

His devotion fueled her power, the knowledge that he was there, willing and eager to serve, only intensified her pleasure. Kuheli allowed herself to be consumed, surrendering to the building orgasm with a deliciously painful slowness. It was a fire that spread from her core, burning away the stresses of the day.

With relentless licks, Ravi sent her over the edge. Kuheli trembled silently. She gripped the counter, her knuckles turning white as she bit back a moan. Her mind went blissfully blank, all thoughts of responsibility vanishing in that moment of release.

As the sensations ebbed, Kuheli slowly opened her eyes, her gaze falling on Ravi, who was still kneeling, his head bowed, awaiting her next command. She felt a sense of pride in his service, knowing he was hers to command, utterly and completely.

“That was nice, my sweet husband,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of warmth despite her best efforts to remain detached. “What’s for dinner?”


Chapter 3

Jake stirred, his mind groggy as he emerged from a deep slumber. His eyes fluttered open, taking a moment to adjust to the soft glow of the lamp in the living room. Then he sat up sharply, a sense of urgency coursing through him as an idea that had been nudging at his subconscious finally crystallized. He very nearly said “Eureka!” out loud.

His heart raced as he realized a potential solution to his job concerns. He could insert a subliminal message into the internal testing version of the app. It was risky, but brilliant. The idea was to embed the sentiment so subtly that it would influence users without them even realizing it.

The anxiety that had been plaguing him earlier now transformed into determination. Jake’s fingers curled into fists as he strategized, his eyes fixed on the blank television screen across the room as if the answer were hidden within its darkness.

“I must ensure the safety of the Q.A. team,” he whispered to himself, the words forming a succinct and powerful statement. It was a message that could sway opinions and secure his position. He quickly rationalized away concerns about morality, given that every app development company truly did need a Q.A. team, and only idiotic managers would want to get rid of them.

His mind raced with the implications as he stood, stretching his arms over his head and rolling his shoulders to shake off the stiffness from his nap. The higher-ups reviewing the internal testing version would be influenced by the message, understanding on a deep level that the Q.A. team deserved protection. It could safeguard his job and those of his colleagues. Jake could massage perceptions and secure his future with a few clever lines of code.

Cara was bustling in the kitchen, preparing a humble—but since she was making it, delicious—meal. The comforting aroma of garlic-roasted Brussels sprouts filled the apartment. She hummed softly to herself, glancing into the living room with a fond smile.

Jake caught her eye and returned a small smile of his own, his expression filled with newfound hope. He padded quietly into the kitchen, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind and pressing a gentle kiss to the side of her neck. “Hey,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin.

She tilted her head, closing her eyes for a moment and relishing his touch. “Feel better?” she asked. Her voice always sounded like home.

“Much,” he replied, his voice steady and assured. “I had a brilliant idea. It might just save my job.” He didn’t elaborate further, knowing that the details of his plan were sensitive and best kept to himself for now.

Cara leaned back into his embrace, her body relaxing into his. “I knew you’d figure something out,” she said, her faith in him absolute. “Everything will work out, you’ll see.”

* * *

That night, Jake found himself hunched over his laptop, his eyes gleaming in the soft glow of the screen. The apartment was quiet, the peaceful atmosphere a stark contrast to the caffeinated thoughts jittering through his mind. 

With a half-full cup of cold brew within easy reach, he delved into the code, his fingers tapping shortcut after shortcut as he made his way through the familiar landscape of algorithms and subroutines. His focus was intense as he searched for the perfect hiding places for his subliminal message. It had to be subtle, clever, and extremely well-disguised. He navigated the intricate pathways of the code, seeking out unlikely corners and clandestine nooks where his message could live, unhampered.

Hours passed, but he was too engrossed to notice. His world had narrowed to the seemingly endless chunks of code and the pixels therein. With meticulous care, he found enough hiding spots in the fabric of the program, camouflaging it so that only someone looking for sabotage might detect it.

The words he chose were precise: “I must ensure the safety of the Q.A. team.” He wanted to convey the importance of safeguarding his team, ensuring their welfare and, by extension, their jobs.

As Jake made his final modifications, he failed to notice that a “smart” automatic spell checker, in its zealous quest for perfection, had made a change. A single word had been altered, yet it changed the entire meaning.

“I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.”

Jake, in his intense focus on subtlety and stealth, overlooked this mundane detail. Satisfied that his work was complete, Jake leaned back, rubbing his eyes and stretching his stiff limbs. He couldn’t help but feel a surge of satisfaction and pride. He had taken a risk, but it was a calculated one. The message was stealthily hidden, a secret weapon in his arsenal to protect himself and his team. They should be safe now.

They would be sated, instead.


Chapter 4

Three business days (but every day was a business day for Kuheli) passed in a blur of spreadsheets and reports, each cell in the ever-shifting matrix underlining her resolve to cut the dead weight in the Q.A. team. The team’s inefficiency was a thorn in her side, a blight on the company’s otherwise impressive performance record that she admired.

In her sleek, spacious office, the only hint of clutter was the secondary computer screen sitting beside her primary display. This extra screen was dedicated to displaying a rotating feed of tests conducted by the Q.A. team. It was her way of keeping a vigilant eye on their every move, ensuring their work ethic aligned with her demanding standards.

“The numbers are off again.” Kuheli’s sharp tone cut through the air as she scowled at the current column. She pulled up more windows and spreadsheets as if the answers might suddenly manifest from the chaos of data. Yet, despite her intense focus, something else was at play—an unseen force subtly shaping her desires.

For days, her peripheral vision had been flooded with a subliminal message. “I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.” The subtle suggestion had embedded itself in her subconscious, whispering to her relentlessly.

As Kuheli worked, her mind, driven by the unseen prompt, drifted to thoughts of the team’s satisfaction. She found herself considering their welfare, an alien concept to her data-driven mindset. The notion was fleeting, quickly overridden by her logical brain, but it left a trace—a nagging sense that something wasn’t being done correctly.

The feeling lingered like an itch she couldn’t scratch, a perturbation in her ordered world of lists and categories. She continued to pore over the data, her eyes flicking occasionally to the secondary screen, acting as an overseer, while secretly being overwritten.

The message had planted a seed, and now it was taking root, sending tendrils of doubt through her usual ruthless decision-making process. The urge to ensure the Q.A. team’s satisfaction was at odds with her initial plan to cull half of them.

“Perhaps there are other ways to improve efficiency.” She paused, her fingers hovering over her keyboard, as if considering the possibilities for the first time. She leaned back in her chair, her eyes narrowing as if scanning a carpet for a missing puzzle piece. For the first time, she considered the happiness of her employees as a potential path to efficiency. It was an unusual detour in her thought process, a blip in the system.

“A change of strategy,” she thought. The wheels were turning in Kuheli’s driven mind, considering options that involved the team’s joy, nay, pleasure. It was a means to an end she had not explored before. Usually so steadfast in her methods, she now found herself contemplating a different kind of satisfaction—one that might ultimately serve her original goal of improving the bottom line.

Kuheli Chatterjee’s fingers trembled as an unusual sensation washed over her. Her thoughts, normally as crisp and clear as the numbers she crunched, felt foggy, obscured by a haze of unfamiliar urges.

With a frown, she hid all the pesky windows on her screen, a temporary truce with the unruly data. She watched her fingers drumming on the desk, her gaze flicking to the secondary screen, which relentlessly flashed with both its full-time and new part-time job.

I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team.

Kuheli opened her email, intending to draft a message to her higher-ups, a concession that perhaps not all the boys slated for termination deserved it. Her fingers, usually so adept at conveying her thoughts, faltered as she pictured the team—a group of eager, attractive young men.

As she typed, her mind wandered, envisioning the team not as inefficient employees, but as vessels of untapped potential, brimming with the energy of a river that was stopped at a dam. It seemed… unfair. A slight flush crept up her neck as she entertained the notion that their dissatisfaction might stem from unfulfilled carnal desires, their attention divided between work and their craving for physical release.

Kuheli chastised herself for her wandering mind. She took a steadying breath and refocused on the email, practicing her memory recall to insert the facts and figures that supported her initial recommendation.

However, just as her fingers found their rhythm on the keyboard, another image flashed in her mind—one of the young men, his eyes closed in pleasure, his body arching in release. The vision was so vivid that for a moment, Kuheli felt a phantom sensation between her thighs, a tingling that hinted at her own unfulfilled needs.

She bit her lip, unsure how to reconcile this new feeling with her pragmatic nature. Logic dictated that satisfied employees performed better, but the thought of acting on it was… well, she just couldn’t. Could she?

Maybe she had to.

“Maybe,” she murmured to herself, “it’s the best way to boost their productivity.”

The idea of harnessing their lust, of channeling it into a force that drove them to excel, took root in her mind. She considered the possibilities, her thoughts drifting to the sorts of lusty incentives that might fuel their focus and, in turn, their output.

A small, secretive smile played at the corners of her mouth as she entertained fantasies of being the orchestrator of their release, the catalyst for their improved performance. It was a novel sensation, one that both excited and unnerved her.

Her fingers, as if guided by an unseen force, began to type, not the email to her boss, but a plan—a blueprint for a different kind of efficiency, one driven by the raw, unrestrained power of human desire. Why pretend that humans stopped being sexual creatures when they arrived at work? This new plan seemed perfectly logical.

It was a strategy unlike any she had conceived before, but she could envision the hockey-stick graph of increased efficiency, rising just like the erections that also populated her visions. Her thighs squeezed together repeatedly as she continued planning.


Chapter 5

Jake’s shoulders were finally relaxed. After days of worrying about his job, the rumors of layoffs had suddenly vanished. He smiled to himself as he walked toward his cubicle, a spring in his step. But his relaxed expression faltered when he saw who was waiting for him.

Kuheli Chatterjee stood there, her presence filling the space more than her physical body would imply. Her sharp gaze fixed on him, and she motioned for him to follow into her office. Her expression was unreadable, but her intense stare made him squirm. He felt like a student summoned to the principal’s office, his heart pounding in his chest.

“Have a seat,” she said twenty seconds later. Her voice was cool and controlled, tempting Jake to shiver. She was sitting in her own office chair, which dwarfed the one she had chosen for guests. “I wanted to check in on you. It’s been a demanding few weeks, and I believe it’s part of my job to ensure the team is… sated,” she continued, her choice of words surprising him. “Satisfied. At ease. Don’t you agree?”

He nodded, his throat feeling dry. “Y-yes, ma’am. I mean, of course. That’s important.”

“And how are you feeling, Jake? Sated?” She toyed with a button on her blouse, which was already unbuttoned more than usual.

He shifted in his seat, feeling self-conscious. “Yes… I mean, I feel good. Relaxed, and um, sure, satisfied.” He mentally cursed his nervous habit of filling his speech with “um” and “likes.”

But Kuheli waved his claim away. “Nonsense. I know young men like you need frequent… release… to stay focused. It’s only natural.” Her eyes glittered with an unspoken knowledge that made his heart race.

“I-I guess so,” he stammered, feeling his face grow hotter. He knew she was right, but hearing her say it out loud, so bluntly, was embarrassing.

Kuheli leaned forward, her expression intense. “I need to know, truly, if you feel satisfied enough to concentrate on your work. Your performance depends on it.” Her words hung in the air like a challenge, almost like a threat.

He wanted to assure her that he was fine, but his mouth felt like it was full of cotton. He could only manage a weak nod.

She smiled then, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. “Good. I’m glad to hear it. But unfortunately, I can’t just take your word for it.” Her voice lowered, and her eyes held his, her irises seeming to sparkle with unspoken desires. “I need to make sure for myself. For the good of the company.”

His boss, well, one of them, anyway, moved towards the door. A click sounded as she locked it, a clear signal that whatever was about to transpire was meant to stay between them. She returned to her desk and, without breaking eye contact, leaned down to press a button, offering him a view of her cleavage, which he mostly successfully avoided. The windows turned opaque, plunging the room into darkness, save for the glow of the computer screens.

Jake shifted uncomfortably in his seat. His mouth stayed dry as she began to undo the buttons of her crisp white shirt, one by one, revealing more of her smooth, caramel-hued skin. The shirt fell open, exposing a white lace bra that bravely contained her breasts.

He let himself look. In fact, he couldn’t tear his eyes away as she shrugged off her top, letting it slide from her shoulders. Her fingers went to the button and zipper of her pencil skirt, and she slowly lowered it, stepping out of the constricting garment. Jake’s breath caught as he took in her choice of lingerie—a matching set that hugged her curves and accentuated her toned stomach and legs. The light from the screens flickered across her skin, highlighting her sculpted arms and the unsubtle swell of her bust.

Jake felt a stirring in his groin, and he shifted, trying to adjust himself discreetly. He couldn’t help but be amazed at the sight before him—Kuheli, the formidable and ruthless executive, had transformed into a goddess of desire, and not a minor goddess, either. Every inch of her seemed to radiate a sultry promise, and he found himself wanting, no, needing, to get closer.

As if sensing his growing hunger, she took a step toward him, her movements predatory. Her eyes held his, and she slowly ran a hand down her body, from her neck to her waist, then lower, her fingers teasing the edge of her panties. Jake forgot to exhale as he imagined what she might be feeling beneath that delicate, nearly useless barrier.

“You seem tense, Jake,” she purred, her voice a low hum that entranced him. “Let me help you with that.”

His attempt to protest that he didn’t need help died on his lips as she took another step forward. Her perfume enveloped him, clouding his mind and heightening his desire.

Jake wet his lips, his gaze flicking to the door, then back to Kuheli. “I—I have a girlfriend,” he stammered, feeling a rush of guilt. “I don’t want to be disloyal…” His voice trailed off as he saw the determination in her eyes.

She arched a perfect eyebrow, and with a knowing smile, asked, “And where is your girlfriend now, Jake? Is she here to take care of your needs? To ensure you’re in the right mindset to be productive at work?”

“N-no, but—”

“But what, Jake?” She took another step forward, her curves providing intense temptation. “You’re here, in my office, and I’m offering you a chance to relax, to release the tension that’s been building up inside you. Don’t you think that’s important for your work?”

He opened his mouth to speak, to somehow deny his needs, but no noise appeared. How could he argue when she made it sound so reasonable, so necessary?

His sultry boss smiled with something akin to triumph, but her voice remained calm and steady. “I’ve determined that your productivity, your focus, depends on your state of mind. And right now, I’m offering you a chance to ensure you’re in the optimal mindset for success.”

He was staring at the line where her breasts pressed against each other, feeling guilt, arousal, and a growing sense of surrender.

Her fingers trailed along his cheek, and he tingled at her touch. “Let me incentivize my employee.”

Jake inhaled sharply as her hand moved lower, her fingers brushing against his crotch. “Y-you don’t have to do this,” he whispered, even as his hips raised up to ask for more.

“Oh, but I want to,” she purred, her lips brushing his ear. “I must ensure the satiety of the team. It’s all for the bottom line.”

Jake heard the phrase “ensure the satiety” fall from her lips, and his stomach dropped. It sounded too much like a warped version of his subliminal message. He now understood Ms. Chatterjee’s bizarre behavior, and the extent of his mistake—he had inadvertently influenced the wrong desire, and now she believed it was her duty to offer this… release.

He thought about trying to explain, to fix the situation somehow, but his libido drowned out his morals. The message had influenced him, too. He also felt compelled to ensure the satiety of his team. His body craved satisfaction, and his hesitation melted away as she stepped closer, her scent and presence dissolving his sensibility.

“You need this. Your focus and productivity depend on it,” Kuheli purred, her breath warm against his ear.

He couldn’t deny that his body was responding to her touch and voice. He felt a strange mix of embarrassment and desire as she whispered those words, as if reading his mind. Was it really so obvious that he needed this?

The knowledge that he had, in a way, manipulated her into this situation nagged at the back of his mind. But her skilled hands on his body were clouding his thoughts, making it hard to think straight. Maybe it really was for the best, he told himself. 

“Relax, Jake,” she whispered, as if sensing his internal struggle. “I’m in control now. Just let me take care of you.”

His heart pounded in his chest as Kuheli gracefully settled onto his lap, straddling him. He felt the warmth of her body against his, her breasts pressed into his chest, her hips meeting his growing arousal.

She began to move, grinding her hips in a slow, sensual rhythm. He could feel his need building within him, his body responding to her every glide back and forth. Her fingers trailed along his neck, making him gasp, and he felt her lips brush against his ear, her tongue flicking out to taste his sensitive skin.

“Mmm,” she hummed. “I can feel how much you need this.”

Unable to say anything to the contrary, he simply nodded, trying to get his breathing under control.

Kuheli’s hands wandered, tracing patterns on his chest, while her hips continued their insistent rhythm. “This is for your own good, you know,” she said in a more casual tone. “A satisfied employee is a productive employee.”

He couldn’t help but laugh, a nervous, awkward sound. “I must have missed that memo.”

She nipped at his earlobe, a subtle warning. “It’s a well-known fact. Besides, I’m sure your girlfriend would agree. A happy man is a focused man.”

All levity died as the mention of his girlfriend brought a rush of guilt. “She—she wouldn’t approve,” he stammered, his voice weak.

Kuheli’s hips stilled for a moment, and he watched her lean back. Fuck, was she ever curvy. “No?” she questioned, her voice deceptively calm.

He shook his head, his eyes squeezed shut as if he could block out the reality of the situation. “No, she—she wouldn’t like this. Me being here, with you—”

“Then it’s a good thing she doesn’t have to know.” Kuheli’s voice was silken, her tone matter-of-fact as if discussing a business deal, which didn’t quite square with the way she teasingly lowered her bra straps. “This is a part of my job now, to ensure your productivity. We aren’t in a relationship.”

Jake’s eyes widened as Kuheli’s words sank in. “W-wait, your husband,” he sputtered, his voice cracking with embarrassment and uncertainty. “I mean, you’re married.”

Her response was a wicked smile and an eye roll. Without a word, she sank to her knees in front of him.

Jake again unconsciously held his breath as she began to undo his belt, her fingers moving with practiced ease. “An arranged marriage,” she said, her voice steady, belying the intimate act she was performing. “I suffered through it. I wanted an American man, but it wasn’t allowed.”

Her fingers deftly slid his pants open, and she looked up at him through her dark lashes, her eyes shimmering with unspoken promises. “And now, here you are, Jake. An attractive American man, in need of release. How could I deny you… or myself?”

As she spoke, her fingers toyed with the waistband of his boxers, and he felt himself growing harder, the fabric constraining his arousal. “I’m merely solidifying a win for the company.” Kuheli’s full lips brought back her mischievous grin as she slowly pulled down his boxers, baring him to her hungry gaze.

He swallowed loudly. “Ensure the satiety of the team.” It made sense. He knew exactly why, but it still made sense, regardless.

With a gentle hand, she guided him closer to her waiting mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste him. “Exactly correct,” she murmured, her breath hot and moist against his straining length.

His eyes closed as he felt the wet warmth of her mouth surround him, and his resolve crumbled like a biscotti under a hammer. Every ounce of resistance melted away as she began to bob with enthusiasm, her tongue and lips working in concert.

“Oh God,” he breathed, his hands grasping the arms of the chair as if to steady himself. She had successfully seduced him, he had to acknowledge it. It was his first time as someone’s prey, and he wished more men could experience it.

Kuheli’s mouth was a haven of pleasure, drawing out moans from Jake before he remembered to cover his mouth. Her talented lips and tongue worked their magic, sending torpedoes of sensation coursing through him. He marveled to see his boss below him, between his legs, enjoying his cock like a Michelin-star dessert.

Between plunges into her mouth, she spoke in a calm, professional tone, her words at odds with the eroticism of her actions. “You have a fine specimen, Jake. I plan to make good use of it.” Her voice was steady, belying the intimacy of the act. “I will suck you until you’re good and hard, and while I do that, I’ll be fingering my pussy, making it nice and wet. You’ll have to be gentle, though. I’ve never had a big dick like yours before.”

Jake’s eyes widened at her blunt assessment, but his body found nothing to protest against, throbbing with desire in response to her words. He felt a surge of power mixed with anxiety as she continued.

“Then, I’ll bend over my desk, and you can fuck me. You can use my soft, wet pussy to come inside. It will be just what you need, something to ensure your productivity for the rest of the day.”

Jake’s mouth jabbered silently at the explicitness of her plan. His boss, the formidable Kuheli Chatterjee, was offering herself to him, speaking about her pussy as just another method for improving morale.

Her own mouth was as wet as his was dry, and she moved it with expertise, a wicked and noisy combination of suction and tongue movement that had him squirming.

Through hooded eyes, he watched her fingers slip toward the waistband of her panties, and she moaned softly around him as she began to stroke herself. The vibrations sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he arched his back, gasping.

“God, you’re impressive,” she purred, her breath hot against his sensitive flesh. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me.”

He couldn’t form a coherent response, his brain clouded with desire. The sight of her pleasuring herself, the feel of her soft lips, it was too much, and he felt his hips respond eagerly, obeying a natural demand to buck into her mouth.

Kuheli’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she sensed his mounting desire. She released him with a wet pop, leaving him gasping and desperate. Her fingers traced a path down his torso, dancing along his hip bones and settling on the waistband of his open pants. With slow, deliberate movements, she pushed them down, baring his thighs.

Jake felt exposed, vulnerable, and incredibly aroused. His skin tingled everywhere she touched, and his breath hitched as she settled before him again, her tongue darting out to lick a waggling path along his length.

Her mouth closed over him once more, and she began a slow, decadent slide, taking him deep while her fingers continued playing in her dampening pussy. She hummed softly, the vibrations shooting straight to his groin, and he bucked his hips again, unable to stop himself.

“Eager, aren’t you?” she murmured, pausing to kiss his feverish skin. “But I don’t blame you. I can’t get enough of this gorgeous cock.”

His boss’s blunt words sent a jolt of desire straight to his shaft, which throbbed in response. Her other fingers danced over his balls, teasing and tormenting, while her mouth continued its relentless quest to see exactly how hard he could get.

“Shouldn’t we be quiet?” he hissed, nodding toward the door.

She shook her head with a mouthful of cock, and once again temporarily released him to explain, “Executive offices are soundproofed to protect intellectual property.” Then her executive orifice resumed protecting his property.

Jake’s head fell back as pleasure spiked through him. His fingers tightened on the arms of the chair, the only thing keeping him grounded as she relentlessly drove him towards the edge.

Kuheli’s tongue swirled and teased, her mouth sucking and her cheeks hollowing as she created a banquet of delights for herself. He felt her fingertips teasing the sensitive skin behind his balls, and he groaned, his hips bucking uncontrollably. “Y-you’re—oh God, that’s good,” he stammered, his body on fire.

“Mmm,” she hummed in response, her mouth never still. “I know. And I’m going to make it even better.” Her tongue flicked out, teasing the sensitive tip, and he felt his eyes roll back in his head. The combination of her mouth, her fingers, and her sultry words was too much, sending him spiraling towards the precipice.

“It’s… too much,” he breathed, his voice hoarse.

At his warning, she withdrew with her wicked smile, leaving him hovering on the edge, desperate and wanting. She was tightly grasping the base of the nicest cock she’d ever touched. “Not yet,” she purred. She’d started out planning to offer her employees relief, but now found that she wanted it just as much. This American man was living up to the fantasies she’d enjoyed in her younger days.

He watched, entranced, as she stood and, with efficient movements, removed her bra, revealing surprisingly full round breasts. Such a shame that she felt the need to downplay them at the office, but thank Heavens that was in the past.

With one finger, she forced his chin upward, her dark eyes challenging and seductive, before her hands moved to the waistband of her delicate panties. Slowly, she slid them down, her hips swaying sensuously as she stepped out of them.

Now clad in nothing but stiletto heels, her body was a work of art, and he felt like a willing prisoner as his eyes traveled over her curves. Then she swiftly assumed a submissive position, bending over her desk. The invitation was clear.

Kuheli’s ass wiggled as she spoke, goading him. “Look at that pussy, Jake. It’s dripping for you. I want you to take your frustration out on me. Use me.” Her words were dirty and vulgar, and they inspired his libido to do what she asked.

He hesitated, torn between the view of her inviting body and the screen that displayed his subliminal messages. The words “I must ensure the satiety of the Q.A. team” flashed in his mind’s eye, distorted and twisted, a cruel reminder of his mistake.

Kuheli sensed his conflict and spoke again, her voice husky and persuasive. “I know you need this, young man. Let out all your stress. It’s what I’m here for.”

His eyes flicked between the screen and her tempting figure. The message, his creation, mocked him, even as his body throbbed with need.

“Get to work, Jake,” she ordered him. “I want to feel that big cock of yours stretching me, filling me up. I want to be a good girl and make sure you’re sated.”

His masculine urges won over his morals, and with a groan, he stepped closer, his gaze fixed on the soft, wet offering she presented. He placed his hands on her hips, feeling the soft curve of her waist beneath his fingertips. He shook his head, thinking maybe this was a dream, as he positioned himself. The hard dick that his boss had elicited had no qualms about what to do now.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice breathy. “Take what you need.”

“I want to make you feel good too,” he surprised her. “I want to see you come.”

“How chivalrous of you. Very well, but only if it doesn’t delay your satisfaction for too long. I need to ensure your productivity, after all.”

Jake felt a rush of power at the sentiment that his satisfaction was paramount. His shame and guilt were momentarily forgotten. He gently pushed her forward so that her chest pressed against the cool surface of the desk. The position exposed her even more, the curve of her back inviting him to claim her like an animal in the wild.

He leaned down, his mouth hovering over her ear, and whispered, “You’ll come first, Ms. Chatterjee. I promise.”

Kuheli shivered at the sound of her formal name, a contrast to their intimate situation. “Please, call me Kuheli,” she breathed, her voice laced with need.

He nodded, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her neck. “Kuheli,” he whispered, his tongue flicking out to taste her. “You have such beautiful skin. So smooth.”

As he spoke, his hands began to explore, tracing patterns on her back while his mouth tasted her, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of wet kisses. He felt her shiver beneath his touch, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Your skin tastes as sweet as it looks,” he murmured, his hands wandering lower, caressing her soft curves in turn.

Kuheli moaned, her hands grasping the edge of the desk to steady herself. “Jake, please,” she begged. “I need you. Now.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and filled with a newfound confidence. “As you wish, boss.” With his large hands, he positioned himself behind her, his thick length pressing against her heat. He heard her gasp as he teased her entrance, his cock head slippery against her wet hole, struggling to find a way in.

“You’re so tight, Kuheli,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips possessively. “Try to relax.”

She nodded, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. “Okay. I’m ready. Please.”

Slowly, he began to push, his girth stretching her tight entrance. Kuheli’s breath caught in her throat, her body tensing again as she was made to adjust to his size. “Oh wow,” she breathed, her voice a combination of surprise and pleasure. “You’re—you feel bigger than I thought.”

He couldn’t help but smile, feeling a surge of pride. Carefully, he began to move, his hips thrusting in slow, measured strokes. “I’ll go slow,” he whispered, his mouth close to her ear. “Let me in, all of me.”

Her neglected pussy gradually yielded, accepting his length as he moved with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Ohhh,” she breathed, her head falling forward onto a pile of unimportant reports, as pleasure washed over her. “I’ve never felt so… so full.”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to stretch you out, nice and slow.”

Kuheli’s eyes widened at his words, trying to process the change in his demeanor. Where was the shy Q.A. tester she had gotten used to berating? Were all her young men going to be so bold, once she exposed herself as a vessel for sexual release? She felt a foreign vulnerability, and it excited her. This was not how she had imagined this encounter, but she couldn’t deny the pleasure that was building within her.

Jake continued his gentle push and pull, his hips moving with a steady rhythm, assisted by her growing wetness. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “You’re doing a great job.”

His hands tightened on her hips, his eyes drinking in the sight of his boss—the formidable Kuheli Chatterjee—submitting to him, a lowly and unseasoned simple cog in the machine. He felt a surge of power as he began to move with more force.

“So good,” she whispered, her voice echoing against the desk. “Fill me up. Use my body.” She still didn’t believe he intended to see her come first.

Her words, so filthy and far removed from her professional mask, fueled his desire even more. He leaned forward, his mouth close to her ear, and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you slowly. I’m going to make this last.”

At the sound of his voice, so deep and commanding, she melted, her body acquiescing further. “Yes,” she moaned, her voice thick with need. “Whatever you need.”

His mouth found the sensitive skin of her neck, biting gently as he thrust slowly, deliberately, each stroke claiming her a little more.

“You feel so good, Kuheli,” he murmured, his lips brushing her skin. “So wet and tight.”

“More, Jake,” she groaned, immediately forgetting she told him “whatever you need” and instead asking for what she wanted. “Please, don’t hold back.”

He smirked with a dominance that surprised him. “I’ll fulfill your request,” he said. “But I want to draw this out and enjoy every inch of your beautiful body.”

His hands roamed her curves, his fingers gently squeezing her soft flesh as he continued his relentless pursuit to light up all her nerve endings. Her moans and pleas spurred him on, each one increasing his power in that moment.

“You like that, boss?” he whispered, his mouth moving to her shoulder, tasting the salty sweetness of her skin. “You like your subordinate taking charge?”

Kuheli’s body arched, her back bowing as her claimed her with such intense pleasure. “Yes, oh yes,” she quickly agreed, her voice shaking in surprise. “I love it, Jake.”

He smiled with satisfaction. “Call me ‘sir’,” he whispered, his tongue teasing the shell of her ear.

At his demand, she whimpered, her body trembling. “Y-yes, sir,” she stammered, her cheeks flaming with equal parts embarrassment and lust.

The sound of her submission sent Jake’s mind reeling, and he groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “That’s it, boss,” he encouraged. “Say it again.”

“Sir,” she spoke more easily, her voice gaining strength as more words left her lips. “Please, sir. Fuck me harder.”

Appreciating her docile behavior, Jake issued a new command. “Turn around,” he instructed, his eyes locked on hers. “Lay back on the desk. I want to watch your big titties bounce when I fuck you.”

A flush crept up Kuheli’s cheeks at the crude language, her eyes widening at his entitlement. But instead of reprimanding him, she complied, turning around and lying back on the desk, her breasts heaving with each breath.

Jake took a moment to appreciate the sight before him—his prim and icy boss, laid out on her desk like a feast for the gods, her dark hair fanned out around her, her huge tits rising and falling with her rapid breathing. Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted in anticipation.

His hand gently caressed her inner thighs before spreading them wider, opening her up to him. “Good girl,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on her flushed face, which looked away in a failed attempt to hide her embarrassed smile.

With a swift movement, he thrust back into her, hard and deep, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. Her cunt was properly sized for him, now. She was his. He’d have to keep claiming her to keep it that way. Her breasts bounced with the force of his thrusts. The sight of her, under his control, filled him with a primal satisfaction. He began to move with ownership, hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, grinding against her clit, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge.

Kuheli’s moans filled the room, her body writhing as he picked up the pace. Her hands clutched the edges of her expensive desk as she fell into her new role.

Jake’s fingers found her clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves as he continued to put her in her place. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing beneath his touch as he expertly manipulated her pleasure.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, her voice shaky with need. “I’m so close. Please, don’t stop.”

He nodded, his own body straining with the effort of holding back his release. “Come for me, boss. Come on my dick right fucking now.”

His direct order seemed to push her over the edge, her body convulsing as her climax overwhelmed all sense of decorum. Her hungry pussy clenched around him, the sensation dragging a low groan from his lips.

Jake’s vision was dark with lust as he watched Kuheli’s body shudder with the force of her orgasm. Her cries of pleasure filled the room; the sound was music to his ears. He had created this beautiful display. It was intoxicating and he found he wanted more. He wanted to see how much he could help her tip over the edge. He wanted to be the best lover she would ever have, to imprint himself on her body and mind.

As her tremors subsided, he pulled out slowly, his shaft glistening with her arousal. Kuheli lay panting on the desk, her eyes wide and dazed. She looked up at him, a mixture of satisfaction and confusion on her face. “Did you…”

Jake grinned, his hands gently caressing her thighs. “That was just the beginning, baby,” he promised, his voice low and throaty. “I’m going to make you come again. And again. Until you can’t take it anymore.”

Kuheli’s breathing stopped at his words, her thighs tensing reflexively. “Oh God,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “Jake, I mean sir, please, I don’t know if I can—”

He silenced her with a kiss, his tongue teasing her lips, and she met his tongue with her own. The kiss was deep and demanding, a clear assertion of his sense of ownership. When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless.

“You can, and you will,” he said confidently, his eyes locked on hers. “Trust me, boss.”

She nodded nervously. “Okay, sir,” she murmured, her voice filled with a comfortable submission. “I trust you.”

Jake’s ancient mammal programming activated at her words. He felt a surge of possessiveness, a need to mark her as his. He positioned himself at her entrance once more, his gaze never leaving hers.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice hoarse with need.

Kuheli nodded. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.

The walls absorbed the sound of skin on skin, the rhythmic creaking of the desk, their mingled cries of pleasure. Jake’s focus was solely on Kuheli, on the way her body responded to his touch, the way she deeply inhaled and exhaled as he repeatedly filled her up. With a satisfied grimace, he remembered her confession about the size of him versus what she was used to.

“You’re so tight, boss,” he groaned, his hands groping her tempting tits. “I love the way your pussy squeezes my cock.”

Kuheli’s response was a collage of incoherent and profane babbling, her hips instinctively meeting his each time he stretched her. He watched and listened to her climbing towards another climax, bracing for the way she would grip him inside.

“There you go, baby,” he encouraged, his voice strained. “Come for me again. Show me how much you love big American cocks.”

“Oh fuck,” she panted, writhing, sweating. “I… that’s so dirty.”

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he continued to thrust into her with long, deep strokes. His fingers once again found her clit, flicking and teasing until she moaned into his mouth.

“I want to hear you, Kuheli. Who fucks you better than your husband?”

Her eyes locked onto his, shame and arousal coloring her cheeks. “You do, sir,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. “You fuck me… ohhhhhh… so much better.”

It wasn’t enough. He was addicted to the praise. “And whose cock do you crave?” he asked, thrusting insistently. It was an open book test.

Kuheli’s body shuddered beneath him, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrendered to the urge to obey him. “Yours, Jake,” she whimpered, her voice filled with a desperate need. “I crave your big cock. It’s so much fucking better than his.”

Her confession was incredibly sexy. His shaft throbbed within her cunt as he watched tears escape down the sides of her face, but he could see her smiling, and the moans never let up. He could feel his own release building, but he held back, determined to make her climax one more time.

He increased his pace, his pelvis pounding against her clit as he drove into her again and again. Her moans grew louder, her body arching off the desk as she clawed at the edges.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she trailed off, her body tensing as her orgasm approached.

“Come for me, boss,” he commanded. “Give in.”

With a strangled scream, she convulsed around him, her legs shaking in his arms with the force of her climax. Her eyes shut tight and her mouth was wide open in disbelief. She embodied the very essence of feminine ecstasy. She realized what she’d been missing, and she never wanted to let it go.

“Jake,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Sir… you fuck me so… it’s just the best. Thank you, thank you, thank you…”

He grinned, his ego swelling along with his shaft. “And you’re going to ensure my satiety all the time, aren’t you?” he asked, knowing the answer but, unlike her, knowing why.

Kuheli nodded, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Yes, sir,” she uttered, her voice a soft sigh. “All the time. Whenever you need.”

He breathed heavily, a sense of power and control surging through him, envisioning a future of a convenient wet pussy every day at the office. He slowed his pace, his hips moving in slow, deliberate strokes as he savored the feeling of that pussy clenching around him.

“Damn right,” he whispered.

Kuheli’s response was an exhausted whimper, her body occasionally trembling with aftershocks. She looked up at him, her eyes shining with a vulnerability that he found incredibly arousing.

He leaned down, his mouth capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. His tongue explored her mouth, tasting and claiming more of her body as his hips continued to move within her, his depth changing every so often, scratching an itch she didn’t know she had. He could feel his own release building, and he knew he’d be filling her to overflowing.

Kuheli’s moans filled his mouth. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she clung to him.

“Please, sir,” she panted, her voice desperate, “I need you to come. I need to know you’re sated.”

Jake’s breath was ragged, his body slick with sweat as he thrust into her compliant cunt with a new willingness to let himself go. Her grunts and gasps were driving him closer to the edge. But he wanted more than just his own release; he wanted her complete surrender, her absolute submission.

“Kuheli,” he growled. “Promise me that you’ll always be available to fuck whenever the Q.A. team needs to be sated.”

Her eyes flew open, but the subliminal messages had done their job, embedding themselves deep within her beliefs, and now she was primed to embrace her new responsibilities.

“Yes, sir,” she exhaled. “I promise. I’ll be available whenever the Q.A. team needs me. I’ll spread my legs and take their cum.”

Her obedience drove him to further depravity. “Tell me more,” he commanded, his hips crashing against her. “Give me details.”

Kuheli’s cheeks flamed, but she didn’t hesitate, the subliminal programming ensuring her need to keep him satisfied. “I… I’ll call them into my office, whenever I see any stress,” she began, her voice trembling with arousal. “I’ll lock the door and bend over. I’ll lift my skirt and tell them to take me, to use my… ohhh fuck, to use my cunt. Fuck, your dick is so good!”

Jake groaned, his fingers flexing as he imagined the completely slutty scene she was painting. “Go on,” he urged.

“They can use me whenever,” she moaned. “Young men need frequent satiation. I’ll be their eager receptacle, desperate for their cum.”

Her words were like a match to his desire, igniting a fire within him that threatened to burn down whatever morals were left standing. “And what about your mouth, boss?” he asked. “Will you suck us off, too?”

Kuheli nodded quickly. “Yes, sir,” she admitted. “I’ll drop to my knees and take you all in my mouth. I’ll swallow all your cum and say thank you. I’ll do whatever the team wants.”

“Very good,” he whispered, pausing to suck gently on a nipple. “You’re going to be our little fuck toy. You’re going to be a wet cunt and a pretty mouth whenever we need some relief.”

Kuheli responded with a desperate whimpering grunt, excited that her new plan held such promise. “Yes,” she agreed. “Your little fuck toy. I’ll do whatever you and the Q.A. team want. I’ll be whatever you need me to be.”

Her commitment to obey their lust was his undoing. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep within her, his thick shaft throbbing as he poured his seed inside her grateful pussy.

As Jake’s orgasm overtook him, his vision blurred, and he just barely managed to tamp down a scream that would be more at home on a grizzly bear. In the throes of his climax, he was shown fleeting glimpses of a future that was both perverse and vindicating.

In his mind’s eye, he saw Kuheli, no longer the formidable and ruthless executive, but a transformed woman. Her once sharp and calculating eyes were now glazed with a perpetual state of arousal, her demeanor softened into one of submissive longing. She wore her power suits still, but the hemlines were shorter, the necklines plunging, every piece of clothing meticulously chosen to facilitate easy access for the Q.A. team’s lascivious needs.

He saw her in her office. She was on her knees beneath the large mahogany desk, her lips wrapped around the shaft of a Q.A. team member who was occupying her chair just for fun. Her eyes were closed, a look of serene contentment on her face as she serviced him with the dedication of a woman who had found her true calling.

Now Jake saw her bent over a car in the parking garage, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Another member of the team stood behind her, gripping her hips as he thrust into her tight asshole with wild abandon. Kuheli’s screams of pleasure were muffled by the ball gag in her mouth, a necessary precaution to keep their activities private.

In another vision, Kuheli was in the conference room, dancing on the table, stripping for them, her eyes meeting each of theirs with genuine lust. She was their willing plaything, eager to satisfy their every desire, her official job was secondary to their satisfaction.

As his climax subsided, Jake found himself back in the present, his shaft still buried deep within Kuheli’s squeezing pussy. Her eyes met his, and in their depths, he saw the truth of his visions. She belonged to the team, body and soul, her will bent to his through the power of his clever software engineering.

He pulled out slowly, watching as his seed spilled from her well-fucked pussy. The sight was incredibly satisfying, visual proof of his dominance over her.

Kuheli lay panting on the desk, her body limp. She looked up at him, her eyes damp with happy tears. “Thank you,” she muttered, her voice soft and trembling. “I… I’ve never felt more alive.”

Jake leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “You’re welcome, boss,” he said, his voice filled with a quiet confidence. “Just remember, this is the new normal. We’ll be calling on you whenever we need some… stress relief.”

Kuheli nodded, feeling small under him, and embracing the sensation. “Yes, sir,” she agreed. “I’m here to make the team feel sated, in any way necessary.”

Jake straightened his clothes, then reached down to help Kuheli to her feet. She wobbled slightly, her legs still shaky from being thoroughly used. He caught her in his arms, holding her close.

Jake felt a surge of satisfaction as he watched Kuheli struggle to regain her composure and dress herself. Her eyes were red, her lips were plumped, her hair sweaty and messy, and her clothing was wrinkled—a stark contrast to the put-together, ice-cold executive she usually was.

“Now that we’ve… alleviated some stress,” she said, her voice shifting back to its usual professional cadence, “I hope you’re in a good mental state to be productive for the rest of the day.”

Jake held back a chuckle, but then considered how he felt. He actually was more confident and focused than he had been in months. “Absolutely, Ms. Chatterjee,” he replied, using her desk plate name to reinforce the shift in their dynamic. “I’m ready to get back to work.”

Kuheli gave him a sharp look, as if trying to gauge whether he was being sincere or sarcastic. Apparently satisfied with what she saw, she gave him a curt nod. “Good. I expect great things from you, Jake. Don’t disappoint me.”

He met her gaze evenly, trying to force the smile off his face. “I won’t, ma’am,” he assured her.

Kuheli turned away from him, moving to sit behind her desk once more. She picked up her mobile phone, her fingers flying over the screen as she resumed her work. “Go back to your desk,” she instructed without looking up. “Wait about ten minutes, then send in Marcus, Ethan, and Devon. I have a… special project for them.”

Jake’s confidence swelled even more to hear proof that she intended to keep her promise and embrace her role. He knew exactly what kind of “special project” she had in mind, and he mentally cheered to think of his colleagues experiencing the same mind-bending pleasure he just had.

“Of course, Ms. Chatterjee,” he said, inclining his head in a mock salute. “I’ll let them know.” 

——————————————————
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Chapter 1

The spreadsheet was taunting Maya, as she sat perched on the edge of her thrifted armchair, the glow of her laptop screen casting a sterile light across her living room / studio. The scent of jasmine from the small pot on her windowsill was mingling with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, a feeble attempt to lift the weight of the numbers on the monthly revenue report for ‘Maya’s Media Matters’.

The view counts were stagnant, the growth chart a pathetic plateau that mismatched her relentless efforts. The monetization figures were even more disheartening, a trickle when she needed a torrent. Maya’s fingers tightened around the mug handle, overwhelmed with dread.

Her video essays, rich with the nuances of intersectional feminism and the fervor of social justice, seemed to fall unseen in the vast forest of the Internet, lost in the cacophony of cat videos and viral dances. She wanted to amplify marginalized voices, but her own voice had been rendered a mere whisper.

She leaned back, her mind racing with what-ifs and shouldve’s. Perhaps she had been too niche, too academic in her approach. The soft clicks of her keyboard punctuated the silence as she navigated to her video library. She watched herself, dissecting popular media with surgical precision. Her eyes, alight with passion, flickered across the screen, her voice steady and sure as she spoke of representation and the importance of gender and racial equity. Each video was a labor of love, a piece of her soul offered up to the altar of public opinion.

And they didn’t seem to care one bit. Well, maybe one bit, but she’d need a lot more bits if her passion was going to sustain her.

Maya’s gaze drifted to a framed photo on her desk, a snapshot of her and her friends at a local gaming convention But their hopeful smiles couldn’t dispel the cloud of doubt that hung over her. She was a self-taught scholar, a first-generation American who had clawed her way through community college, all to stand on the precipice of obscurity, shouting into the void.

The taste of defeat was bitter on her tongue. She could almost hear her mother’s voice, tinged with I-told-you-so, asking if it was time to consider a more stable path. The thought of abandoning her channel, her life’s mission, sent a pang of sorrow through her chest.

Maya closed her laptop with a sigh, the digital world replaced by the organized chaos of her apartment. The walls, adorned with posters of classic Atari game boxes, seemed to close in around her. She needed air, space to breathe, to think.

She grabbed her jacket, a vintage denim piece with embroidered flowers, and stepped out into the cool night. The city was alive with the sounds of traffic and distant music. She could sympathize with the need to play your music loudly. Sometimes it was just too good not to share, to try to convince others.

As she walked, Maya fondly considered the online community she had built, small but fiercely loyal. She remembered the comments, the messages from viewers who had found solace in her words, who saw themselves in the stories she told. They were the flicker of hope in the darkness, the reminder of why she started in the first place.

Her feet were smart, and took her to the local park, a sanctuary amidst the litter and exhaust fumes. She found her favorite bench unoccupied, thank Heaven for small favors. The moon hung heavy in the sky, a silent Goddess, refusing to offer any wisdom.

Maya sat down to sulk and curse her fate, when a flicker of resolve solidified into action. She fished her phone from her pocket and commanded it to call Kendra, her college friend who had skyrocketed to Internet fame with her lifestyle vlogs. Surely she’d have something helpful to say.

The call connected, and Kendra’s voice, smooth as honey, flowed through the speaker. “Maya, it’s been too long. How’s the channel?”

Maya’s voice wavered, but she refused to cry in public. “It’s… not great. The views are down, and the ads just aren’t cutting it.”

“Have you ever thought about changing your approach? I mean, you’re gorgeous, Maya. You could use that to your advantage.”

The notion thudded in front of Maya’s mind’s eye, a suggestion as jarring as a string section that can’t agree what key to play in. Maya’s heart sank. “You think I should… what? Sex it up for views?”

Kendra’s laughter tinkled through the phone, a sound that once seemed infectious but now grated on Maya’s nerves. “Not necessarily ‘sex it up,’ but you’ve got this natural sexiness that people would love. You could do a daily vlog, show off your life, your style. Or read public domain books, or do some ASMR. Anything other than those heavy critiques.”

Maya’s mind reeled. The idea of leveraging her appearance felt like a betrayal of everything she stood for. “Yeah but, you know that’s not me. My channel is about substance, about changing the narrative. I can’t just pivot to… fluff.” Maya hoped her last word wouldn’t insult her friend. After all, art is art.

Kendra’s tone softened with genuine concern. “I’m not saying you should abandon your values, Maya. But think about it… you could reach a wider audience, make a real impact. And the money would give you the freedom to do whatever you want.”

Maya’s fingers traced the rough texture of the wooden bench, grounding herself in the physicality of the moment. “I appreciate what you’re saying, but I started MMM to make a difference, not to become a… a spectacle. I want to be respected, not ogled.”

There was a pause, and when Kendra spoke again, her voice reminded Maya of late nights bonding in the dorm lounge. “I get it, Maya. I really do. You’ve always been the most principled person I know. I just hate to see you struggle when you have so much to offer. What does your manager think?”

Maya let out a humorless chuckle, the sound swallowed by the vastness of the park. “Derrick… he’s a good guy, but he’s out of his depth. He’s all corporate jargon and try-hard metaphors. I don’t think he’s ever watched one of my videos all the way through.”

“Well, but he’s working for a tiny percentage, Maya.”

Maya’s gaze fixed on a lone star twinkling in the night sky. “I know, and I’ve been grateful for his help. But at what point do I put my foot down? I need someone who understands the landscape, who can help me navigate this mess.”

“Derrick’s in the same boat, Maya. He’s stuck at that firm, another cog in the machine. He’s trying to break free, to start his own thing. Doesn’t that sound familiar?”

Maya’s lips pressed into a thin line, the truth of Kendra’s words settling upon her. She had to admit she admired Derrick’s ambition, his drive to carve out his own niche in the world. It was a drive she shared, an undeniable need to be more than a statistic, more than the sum of her circumstances.

“You’re right,” Maya conceded, trying to be heard over an asshole on a motorcycle. “We’re both fighting for autonomy, for the chance to define our own success. But I can’t help but feel that he’s not fully invested in my vision.”

“Maybe it’s time to sit down with him, to lay all your cards on the table. You’re a team, and teams communicate. He might surprise you. I speak from experience.”

Maya nodded to herself, the seeds of a plan taking root in her mind. “Okay. I’ll talk to him, set some goals in place, and see if we can align our strategy. If not… well, I’ll fall off that bridge when I come to it.”

* * *

Billboard light filtered through ratty blinds, a confusing flicker of color casting an ethereal glow throughout Maya’s room. She lay in bed, the duvet a tangled mess around her, her thoughts a relentless carousel of worries and what-ifs. The revenue report from ‘Maya’s Media Matters’ loomed large in her mind. Every time she closed her eyes, red numbers appeared in bold.

Turning onto her side, her gaze fell upon a Mardi Gras mask that sat on her bedside table—a relic from a night of loose inhibitions, a time when anonymity promised freedom. The mask, with its intricate designs and air of mystery, seemed to beckon to her. She could hear the faint parade drums in her memory.

In a moment of desperation, Maya found herself reaching for the mask and slipping it on. Its smooth underside felt cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of her flushed cheeks. She followed its call to her closet.

Her heart pounded in her chest as she slipped out of her pajamas and into an outfit that was uncharacteristically skimpy. She applied a heavy, sultry lipstick, the color a bold departure from her usual nude tones.

Maya carefully stepped in front of the bathroom mirror to witness a startling transformation. The mask, with its feathers and glittering fake gems, transformed her into a mysterious seductress. There was no hint of the intelligent, sharp-tongued critic her subscribers knew.

“My God, what am I doing?” she wondered, her heartbeat quickening. But the doubt was fleeting. With each passing second, the mask seemed to infuse her with an urge to go further, to investigate this new aspect of herself.

She stepped back, taking in the entire image. The outfit hugged every curve of her petite frame. The top dipped low, revealing generous cleavage that few had been allowed to enjoy, and the skirt rode high on her thighs, showcasing her toned legs. The lipstick, a deep crimson, drew attention to her full lips, and the mask itself accentuated her high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes.

She felt a strange detachment from her own body, as if she were observing someone else. A part of her recognized the allure of this strange woman, the dangerous appeal of anonymous sexuality. As if from a distance, she heard herself whisper, “Who is she?”

Her mind raced with thoughts of what her subscribers, those loyal few who appreciated her cutting jabs and insightful critiques, would think if they could see her now. She imagined their surprise, their confusion, perhaps even their longing. The last idea brought about a tingle she wasn’t expecting.

With a nervous giggle that sounded strange even to her own ears, Maya moved away from the mirror, taking a few tentative steps. She felt the outfit brushing her skin with every movement, a constant reminder of the bold choice she had made… was still making.

Her mind flashed to the revenue reports, the frustrating numbers that had sparked this impulsive experiment. What if this is what they want? She thought. What if this is the key to success and financial stability?

As she paced, Maya felt a steady buildup of anticipation, a buzzing sensation that started at the base of her spine and radiated up to envelop her like an aura. She felt powerful, knowing that with this simple disguise, she could invoke a different kind of response from the public, one that tapped into raw, primal desires.

With trembling hands, she set up her camera and unfurled her green screen, positioning the microphone as close as possible. She spoke in hushed undertones, her voice a sultry whisper that promised secrets and scintillating sounds. 

Later, editing the trailer for her new ASMR channel, she witnessed a neon pink fantasy, a blend of soft whispers and the gentle rustles that were sure to engender delicious brain tingles. Maya’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, the weight of her actions settling upon her like a lead cloak. She stared at the large ‘publish’ button, indecision gnawing at her. But as she glanced once more at the revenue reports, those terrible numbers proved that she needed to take a leap of faith.

After choosing a new name, and with the deepest of inhalations, Maya clicked ‘publish’. The video was live. No sooner had she released her creation into the world than she found herself diving under her bed covers, seeking refuge from the potential fallout.

As she lay there, the silence of her room was punctuated only by the thumping of her heartbeat. Now, all she could do was wait and hope that ‘Marina Mischief’ would be her salvation.




Chapter 2

Six weeks had passed since Maya had unveiled Marina Mischief to the world—or if we’re being honest, the straight men of the world—and the attention was nothing short of miraculous. The view counts on her new channel were giving her renewed hope, each video accruing more eyeballs than the last. The comments section was a thriving hub of adoration and intrigue. Marina’s sultry not-quite-whispers and the mysterious allure of her Mardi Gras mask truly resonated with a growing audience.

As she sat across from her manager Derrick in a small, bustling coffee shop, Maya’s heart raced with a secret that felt like a worm wriggling within her. She would have to let him in on the secret in order to explain the marked improvement in her revenue.

Derrick’s eyes scanned the latest spreadsheet on his laptop, his brow furrowed in concentration. “Maya, your growth this past month is wild. Whatever you’re doing, keep it up,” he said with a smile and a thumb’s up.

Maya’s lips curled despite her attempts to remain professional, the thrill of her success mingling with the anticipation of her impending revelation. “I’ve been experimenting with some… different content,” she admitted.

Derrick looked up. “Different how?”

She steeled herself, her fingers tracing the outline of her phone in her pocket. “I’ve created an alter ego, of sorts.”

A flicker of confusion crossed Derrick’s face, quickly replaced by a dawning realization. “An alter ego? Maya, you’re not…”

She nodded, pulling out her phone and navigating to the Marina Mischief channel. “Meet Marina,” she said, turning the screen to face him.

Derrick’s eyes widened as he took in the sight of Maya, hidden behind a mask but otherwise revealing more of her than he’d ever seen. He was silent for a moment, his gaze lingering on the image before shifting back to Maya. “Those are… this is huge, Maya. You’ve really tapped into something.”

She let out the breath she’d been holding, with a small prayer of thanks. “I was terrified to tell you,” she confessed, her voice wavering. “I thought you might think less of me, that I’d sold out, or abandoned my principles.”

Derrick shook his head. “Hey, you know, you’re reaching people, sparking conversations. That’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?” He paused, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. “Besides, Marina is… well, she’s captivating.”

Relief washed over Maya, her body relaxing into the chair as the tension she’d been holding onto dissipated. “I thought so too. It’s liberating, in a way. All the attention is pretty fun. And it’s not like I have to abandon my serious channel.”

Her manager steepled his fingers and pressed them to his lips, lost in thought for a while.

“What is it?” Maya wondered.

“I… borrowed some proprietary training videos from the office. Ones that we show to our most successful clients that, well, they do sexy stuff like this.” Derrick’s eyebrows asked the unspoken question.

Maya nodded. “Yes, please, I’d love to see them. I mean, the training isn’t itself sexy, right?”

Derrick shook his head, laughing, then grimaced. “Well,” he scratched his scalp, “I could let you see ‘em at my place, but I just can’t risk it going outside, you know what I mean?”

Maya nodded again, more solemnly. “The NDAs abound. I understand. Can we do that soon?”

Derrick smiled, looking back down at Maya’s phone, still entranced by her new persona, and all that skin. “We can do it right now, unless you’ve got other plans.”

Maya reached to receive her phone back. “Let’s go, mister manager.”


Chapter 3

Maya stepped into Derrick’s apartment, the soft glow of ambient lighting casting a warm white hue over the space. Posed action figures and painted dragon figurines stood sentinel along shelves, their glass cases reflecting the dim light. Retro gaming posters adorned the walls, reminding Maya of why they had connected in the first place.

Derrick guided her toward the living area, his hand lightly touching the small of her back. The contact made her tense up, and Derrick immediately drew his hand back.

He gestured to an overstuffed couch that promised squishy comfort. “Make yourself at home,” he said, his voice a smooth baritone that seemed to resonate with the quiet hum of the apartment, as he kept walking into a different room.

Maya sank into the plush cushions, wondering if she’d ever be able to stand up again. Derrick reappeared, an ottoman in tow, which he placed in front of her with a small grunt of effort. “I’ve heard the videos are pretty long,” he explained, his eyes meeting hers with a hint of apology. “I want you to be comfortable.”

She nodded, appreciating his thoughtfulness. Derrick then handed her a notepad and a pen. “You might want to take notes,” he suggested, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he turned away.

As Derrick busied himself with power bricks and adapters, Maya allowed herself a moment to observe him. His tall frame moved with an easy grace, his fingers deftly pressing buttons and adjusting settings. There was a quiet confidence in his actions, a sense of control that she found reassuring. Granted, she often felt the need to remind him, “my eyes are up here,” but that had been true of most people for a while, now.

With an amateur stage magician’s flourish, Derrick pushed a button on a remote, and the room came to life with a soft whir of machinery. A projector screen descended from the ceiling, its appearance eliciting a gasp of surprise from Maya. The screen was large, dominating the wall opposite the couch, and the image that flickered to life was crisp and vibrant.

“Impressive setup,” Maya remarked, waggling her eyebrows.

Derrick chuckled. “I take my entertainment seriously. But today, it’s all about work.”

He moved to his laptop, the glow of the screen illuminating his features, and within moments, the contents of his screen were mirrored onto the projector. Maya’s heart fluttered with anticipation.

The title card was sleek and professional, emblazoned with the logo of Derrick’s firm. It promised insights into content creation, audience engagement, and brand development—all areas where Marina Mischief could excel, with the right guidance.

The card faded to black, and then faded back up to a white lady with a polished appearance, her hair styled in a sleek bob, her makeup flawless. She greeted the viewer with a warm, engaging smile.

“Welcome,” the presenter said, her voice clear and melodic, without any of the stiffness that these people were usually burdened with. “For the full experience, we recommend watching these videos with headphones. Let’s dive in.”

Derrick paused the video and turned to Maya, a sheepish grin on his face. “Sorry, I forgot about that. Apparently, the sound design is pretty intricate.”

He reached over to a small table beside the couch and lifted a pair of wireless headphones from a charging dock. They were solid, but light, and a label promised “perfect noise cancellation.”

Maya accepted the headphones and placed them over her head, the cushioned pads molding to the contours of her ears. The world outside the headphones seemed to recede.

Derrick unpaused the video. “Can you hear it better now?” he asked, his voice a distant echo.

Maya nodded, giving him two thumbs up. “Much better,” she confirmed, her voice muffled by the headphones. The audio quality was impressive, the presenter’s voice rich and textured as she continued her introduction, outlining the structure of the training series and the skills that viewers would acquire. Maya felt a rush of excitement. This was the first step toward transforming Marina Mischief into a channel that could not only pay her bills, but thrive in the competitive online space. It’d be a bit of fun for a while.

As the presenter delved into the first chapter, titled Dominate Your Niche, Maya found herself captivated by the wealth of information. She scribbled notes, trying to keep up as she absorbed each tip and strategy. The presenter’s explanations were clear and concise, and Maya could feel her understanding deepening with every passing minute. She was in the zone, a perfect brain space for learning.

The presenter explained the science behind retaining viewers—releasing dopamine and adrenaline to create excitement around the content. She further explored flirtation and how to weave subtle eroticism into her work without crossing the line into explicit sexuality. The videos emphasized creating a connection with her audience and fostering their fantasies, but only hinting at them without going overboard. Using her allure without exploiting her body was crucial to keep boundaries clear and maintain authenticity.

The notion of exploiting the male gaze for monetary gain was something she had critiqued in the past, and yet here she was, prepared to do the exact same thing. She reminded herself that it was temporary, just to build a nest egg, and then reinvest in her true passion with true creative freedom.

Chapter two, Keyword Research, was just as engrossing as the first lesson, and she eased back into the welcoming embrace of the couch, scribbling away.

Derrick left Maya in the capable hands of the virtual tutor and retreated to the kitchen, grabbing a bag of chips and settling into a chair to indulge in some mindless gaming.

* * *

After an hour, Derrick paused the game, closing the lid of his tablet computer as he stood to stretch his long legs.

He returned to the living room, expecting to see Maya poring over her notes or rubbing her eyes with fatigue. But instead, she remained slumped on the couch, unmoving. Her notepad and pen lay forgotten on the cushion beside her, and her eyes held a glassy, unfocused gaze as she stared at the screen.

“Hey, how’s it going?” Derrick asked, taking in her limp posture and the arms dangling by her sides. Her usual lively expression had faded, and her lips were slightly parted.

Derrick stepped closer, peering at the projector screen. The lessons had apparently reached a chapter about Flirting & Suggestive Language. On the screen, the charismatic presenter spoke enthusiastically, gesturing broadly while outlining techniques for engaging an audience through subtle innuendo. At least, that’s what he assumed she was saying.

Something about the scene nagged at Derrick. It took him a moment to understand that behind the presenter, a colorful spiral was subtly swirling, a kaleidoscope of hues shifting and twisting. It almost seemed to suck him in, captivating in its hypnotic dance. Derrick frowned, his brows knitting together as he tried to make sense of this surreal situation.

“Maya?” He reached out, placing a hand gently on her shoulder, and gave her a slight shake. “You okay? Need a break?”

In response, Maya’s lips parted further, and a monotone, eerie voice escaped. “Finish the training.” Her eyes didn’t move from the screen, fixed on the center of the swirling colors.

“I think we should…,” Derrick began as he attempted to remove the headphones, but Maya’s hands mechanically closed over them to keep them in place. “Finish the training,” she repeated, then let her arms fall limply by her sides once more.

Derrick looked again to the video, which was transitioning to a segment about “provocative clothing on a budget,” and he couldn’t help imagining Maya poured into some of the proposed outfits. He looked at her docile form again, indulging for a moment in the freedom he felt to gawk at her chest, rising and falling with a steady rhythm.

He thought about the spiral, and what little he knew about trance states, focusing on the idea that because all hypnosis is self-hypnosis, Maya must be consenting. Right? He also considered the stellar performance of the other clients in his company’s portfolio who had taken this training to heart.

Still, she wasn’t their client, she was his, and he felt protective. He’d make sure that nothing truly bad would happen. He decided to sit on a nearby loveseat and watch her until the videos finished.

For the next two hours, Derrick watched Maya “learn,” including Appreciating Loyal Fans, Bonus Content, Bedroom Eyes, and The Duality of Woman: A Good & Dirty Girl, but the details were for Maya’s ears only. The spiral spun the entire time, and Maya remained rapt.

Finally, the training wrapped up with a summary of all the topics, and Derrick tried in vain to squint around the spiral, to see what he’d missed while he was busy gaming. He spotted chapters called Highlighting Your Curves, Leveraging the Male Gaze, and Your Tantalizing Tongue, but his lungs forgot to breathe when saw the large bold-faced letters that demanded TRUST AND OBEY YOUR MANAGER.

Derrick’s hand flew to cover his mouth. So… that’s how his firm never lost any of their clients. They must’ve been “training” them for years to maintain such an impressive reputation of—

He stopped and looked again at Maya… his client. He was her manager. This was seriously spooky. He saw that the spiral was now front and center, no longer hiding, and shimmering sentence fragments remained on screen for several minutes, reminding the viewer to:

Maya’s lips were moving. He got closer and sat next to her in order to listen. As he suspected, she was mindlessly repeating the instructions on the screen. He couldn’t help but notice her intoxicating scent, and he allowed himself a moment to gaze at her tantalizing tongue, imagining what else it could do.

Derrick remained poised, both concerned and oddly aroused by his client, robotically confirming her new behaviors. Maya continued to repeat the instructions, her lips moving in sync with the text shimmering on the screen.

“Remember to forget. Watch again soon. Trust and obey my manager,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on the hypnotic spiral.

As the spiral slowly faded, Maya’s eyelids began to flutter. Her chest rose and fell with a soft sigh, and her hands moved to her lap.

Derrick held his breath, not having any idea what to expect. Maya blinked, her eyes clearing more each time. She glanced around, taking in her surroundings as if she just walked in for the first time.

“Hey,” Derrick said softly, afraid to startle a sleepwalker. “How are you feeling?”

Maya offered him a small smile, her eyes lighting up with realization. “Good. Actually, really good. That was intense.” She stretched, arching her back and rolling her shoulders, a gesture that Derrick found himself observing a little too closely.

“Intense?” he repeated with a lump in his throat.

“Yeah.” Maya’s eyebrows scrunched together as she searched for the right words. “I feel like I just drank a gallon of Red Bull. Like I could run a marathon or something. I feel great.”

Derrick let out a relieved laugh, masking his internal turmoil. “That’s fantastic. I’m really glad to hear that.”

“I can’t wait to put what I learned into practice.” Maya’s expression turned determined. “This is going to take Marina Mischief to the next level. I can feel it.”

“Of course,” Derrick agreed, his mind racing. He was amazed to see her acting like she’d been through a rigorous day-long class, instead of temporarily turned into a zombie. He was more than a little tempted to test Maya’s newfound knowledge. “Do you want to try out some of the techniques you learned? You know, practice a bit?”

Maya’s eyes lit up. “Sure, if you say so. Which ones do you think I should focus on?”

“Well,” Derrick began, his voice breaking a bit before he cleared his throat, “I think you already excel at naturally appealing to the male gaze. Highlighting your curves and using suggestive language, maybe?”

Maya bit her lip, a playful smile crossing her face. “Sure. I can do that.”

As she shifted on the couch, her body language changing to exude a newfound sensuality, Derrick felt his pulse quicken. The Marina persona was just as mesmerizing as the big spinning spiral.

Maya’s face fell as she reconsidered his suggestion. “Oh, I don’t think it’ll work with these clothes, and I didn’t bring any Marina Mischief outfits with me.”

Her manager replied with a poise that belied the swarm of butterflies in his stomach. Steepling his hands, he went for broke, “Well. I imagine Marina might do a video in a swimsuit someday. You could dress down to your underwear, and just pretend it’s a bikini.”

Marina scowled, then, her expression softened into compliance. “You’re right. I trust your judgment, and after all, Marina should be able to make anything seem sexy, right?”

“Absolutely.” Derrick’s voice sounded steadier than he felt. This was definitely crossing a line, but he couldn’t deny the surge of power and excitement he felt as she readily agreed to his wildly unprofessional suggestions.

“So, what should I do?” Maya asked, her eyes shining with anticipation. “Should I pretend you’re the camera?”

Derrick nodded, his mouth going dry as he tried to speak. “Yeah, pretend I’m the camera. Imagine you’re creating some bonus content for your most loyal fans. Maybe… maybe a slow striptease?”

Maya bit her lip, a sultry smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “A striptease. Got it.”

As she rose from the couch, Derrick’s heart hammered in his chest. This was really happening. Maya swayed her hips sensuously as she moved, the motion both playful and provocative. She undulated towards him, her eyes never leaving his, and his breath caught at the raw desire on her face.

With a slow, deliberate movement, Maya reached up to untie her hair, letting it cascade over her shoulders in a riot of dark curls. Derrick found himself licking his lips as he imagined running his fingers through that hair, guiding her movements.

“Keep watching,” Maya purred, her voice dropping an octave. “It’s just beginning.”

She turned, giving him a profile view, and Derrick’s gaze fell to the rhythmic undulation of her hips. Her fingers slipped to the hem of her shirt, teasingly lifting it to reveal a sliver of skin, before covering it again, delaying the reveal.

“Tease them,” she said softly with a wicked grin, remembering her new education.

Derrick felt a jolt of awareness at her words, realizing she was truly embracing the role he’d inadvertently assigned her. Her fingers danced along her body, teasing and tempting, as she spoke directly to the imaginary camera.

“You like that?” she murmured. “You want more? Well, it’s your lucky day, because Marina Mischief is feeling extra generous.”

With that, she peeled off her shirt, baring her bare shoulders and the strap of her lacy black bra. Derrick swallowed hard, drinking in the sight of her oh-so-touchable skin.

“But I can’t give it all away at once,” she continued. “You have to earn it.”

Maya spun around, facing Derrick directly, and his eyes involuntarily dipped to the swell of her breasts. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, pushing them down inch by inch, revealing the thin strip of fabric that passed for underwear.

“That’s great, Marina,” Derrick found himself encouraging, his voice sounding foreign to his own ears. “Show them what they want.”

As the jeans pooled at her feet, Maya stepped out of them, now clad only in her lingerie. Derrick’s pulse pounded in his ears, and he felt light-headed with anticipation. Maya’s eyes never wavered from his, her gaze holding a mixture of challenge and invitation, even though his gaze wavered all over her, many times.

As she swayed, Maya’s hands roamed her body with newfound confidence. “You know you want this,” she purred, her eyes locked on Derrick’s, daring him to deny it. “You want to see more.”

Her hips circled sensuously, the motion both fluid and alluring. Maya’s fingers trailed along her collarbone, then down between her breasts, before stopping at the lace edge of her bra. “You want to see these big tits, don’t you?” she mouthed, her voice laced with lust. “You want to see me play with them?”

Derrick, unable to form a coherent response, simply nodded, his mouth hanging open slightly as he found himself under her spell.

Maya’s lips curved into a sinful smile, and she teased, “I didn’t hear you.”

“Y-yes,” he stammered, his face flushing.

“Good.” Her voice dropped even lower as she purred, “Because that’s what I want, too.”

With a swift movement, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting the straps slide forward and down her arms. Derrick’s eyes widened as her full breasts were bared to him, the peaks tightened with her desire.

“God, that feels good,” Maya breathed, her fingers splaying over her bare skin. “But I’m still covered down here.” Maya’s hand slid down her soft stomach, her eyes never leaving Derrick’s, as if she were offering him a silent invitation to join her. “It’s too much fabric, don’t you think?”

Without waiting for a response, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and, with a slow, deliberate motion, peeled them away. Derrick’s breath caught as he took in the sight of her completely naked body, every curve and dip laid bare before him. For him.

Maya’s gaze dropped to her bare chest, her hands pausing as if she suddenly realized how exposed she was. For a brief moment, the bold, sensual Marina faltered, and Derrick saw a flicker of the real Maya.

“Is—is this too much?” Maya asked, her voice shaking slightly as she covered herself with her hands. “It’s a lot, right? I mean, this is just an imaginary scenario, but I want to know if it’s something you’d want to keep watching.”

Derrick tore his eyes away from her body with visible effort, his face flushed. “Maya—I mean, Marina—trust me, it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. I’m seriously impressed.” He took a steadying breath, his gaze locking with hers. “You can bet I’ll be one of your most loyal fans.”

At his words, Maya’s features softened, and a tender smile curved her lips. “Thank you, Derrick,” she said, her voice warm and inviting once again. “That means a lot, coming from you. I appreciate my loyal fans, and I want to give them—I mean, you—the best experience possible.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with suggestion, and Derrick felt his cheeks flame. 

Maya seemed to shake off the moment, straightening and resuming the performance of Marina Mischief. Her confident smile returned, and she gave a slight nod, as if to herself.

“Now, where was I? Or maybe I should say, where was Marina?” she murmured, her eyes closing briefly as if searching her memory.

Derrick cleared his throat, steeling himself. “Maybe you were about to practice a POV-style video?” He tried to sound casual, but was sure he was failing. “You know, giving your most dedicated fans an exclusive, up-close experience.”

Maya’s eyes sparkled. “POV? You mean, like I’m dancing for them—for the camera?”

He nodded, his heart rate accelerating. “Imagine I’m your camera. Your loyal fan, eager for a private performance.”

Understanding dawned on Maya’s face, followed by a slow, seductive smile. “A lap dance, huh? That’s a bold suggestion, Mr. Thompson.”

“Call it professional curiosity,” he retorted, striving for nonchalance despite the heat rising in his cheeks.

“Curious, Derrick?” Maya purred, her eyes flicking to his crotch suggestively. “About what a lap dance from Marina Mischief might entail?”

He exhaled heavily. “It’s—it’s for your benefit. To gauge your skills.” His voice tapered off, his excuse sounding flimsier by the second.

Maya’s eyes glazed over for a brief moment, then returned to full alertness. “Of course, I trust your judgment, Derrick. After all, you’re my manager.”

Derrick shifted uncomfortably, his mind reeling at the realization of the power he apparently held over her. Maya moved closer, her body radiating a sultry warmth. Derrick’s breath caught as he realized she was going to go through with it.

Maya settled herself on Derrick’s lap, her legs straddling his hips. The contact sent a thrill of arousal through him, and he had to remind himself to breathe. Her hips began to move in a slow, sensual grind, her body swaying to a rhythm only she could hear. Her hands rested on his shoulders, her fingers toying with the fabric of his shirt.

“You like that?” she murmured, her breath tickling his ear. “You like feeling my warm pussy on you?”

Derrick’s body was thrumming with desire. “Y-yes,” he managed to stammer.

Maya’s wicked smile returned, and she leaned closer, her breasts crushing against his chest. Her hips continued their tantalizing movement, each grind sending a bolt of pleasure through him. Her lips were at his ear again, her soft breath sending shivers down his spine.

“I can tell you love it,” she whispered with a voice that would convince any bouncer to let her in. “You want me to keep going, don’t you?”

Derrick found himself unable to speak, his body betraying his desires. Maya’s hands trailed down his chest, her fingers teasingly untucking the hem of his shirt.

“You can have me, honey,” she whispered, her hips moving in a figure-eight pattern. “But first, I want you to know how much I appreciate you. How grateful I am that your dick is so hard for me.”

Derrick’s eyes widened at her blunt words, and he felt his himself twitch in response. Maya’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she noticed his reaction.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her hips picking up the pace. “Get nice and hard for me. I want you to imagine what it would feel like to slide that big cock inside my soft, wet pussy.”

Derrick bit his lip, his breath coming in short gasps. He felt a bead of sweat trail down his temple as Maya’s words washed over him.

“I bet you’re wondering what it would be like to give Marina Mischief a proper pounding, aren’t you?” she teased. “Thinking about how tight and warm I’d be, wrapping my legs around your waist.”

His mouth went drier with each suggestive phrase that fell from her lips. Derrick nodded, unable to form words, as Maya’s thighs tightened around him.

“Mmm, I can feel your delicious cock getting harder,” she purred, grinding her hips in slow circles. “You want to use that thick rod to stretch me out, don’t you?”

Maya’s hands moved to his shoulders, her fingers digging into his skin as she continued her erotic monologue. “I’d moan your name, scream it, as you fucked it into me over and over. You’d feel so fucking good inside me.”

“Fuck, Maya—” Derrick choked out, his skin begging for closer contact.

“Shh,” she shushed him, her lips curving in a sinful smile. “I’m Marina right now, and Marina is having fun. I want you to listen to me, focus on me, while I grind on you.”

Derrick’s cock twitched again. Maya’s eyes widened slightly as she felt his length, and her hands moved to his chest for support.

“Oh, you are mighty hard,” she cooed, a mix of surprise and delight in her tone. “It’s like steel. Marina has been wanting this for a long time.”

“Maya, I—” Derrick began, his voice strained.

“Shh, I told you, it’s Marina now,” she corrected, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm. “And Marina is so wet for you. Your sexy body and that delicious cock are making my pussy drip.”

Derrick couldn’t help but imagine his cock sliding into her heat, and he let out a strangled groan. Maya’s smile turned triumphant as she felt his reaction.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured, leaning closer. “Let me make you feel good. I want your big cock so bad. Want to feel it stretching my little pussy, filling me up.”

“Jesus, your dirty mouth—” Derrick blurted, his body arching off the couch.

Maya fluttered her eyelashes. “You like my dirty mouth? Want me to tell you all the dirty things I want to do to that gorgeous cock of yours?”

He could only manage a slight movement of his head, his entire being focused on the sensation of Maya’s hips rolling against his.

“I’d suck you so good,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “Take that cock deep down my throat, moan and gag as I worship you. Then I’d climb on top and impale myself on your length, riding you like a filthy whore.”

Derrick’s eyes rolled back slightly as her words painted a vivid picture in his mind. Maya’s hips moved faster now, her breath coming in short gasps as she, too, got caught up in the fantasy.

Maya’s sultry confidence faltered for a moment, and Derrick saw a shadow of uncertainty cross her face. Was she having second thoughts? But then, as if a switch had been flipped, the tempting vixen that was Marina Mischief reappeared. Her gaze fixed on him with a mix of challenge and carnal hunger.

“I’m so wet,” she whined. “Being Marina makes me horny as hell.”

At her confession, Derrick felt his pulse quicken. “You’re amazing, Maya—I mean, Marina. You really are. Is there anything you won’t do for your fans?”

She paused, her eyes flicking downward, and he saw the wheels turning behind her sultry expression. “No,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. “I mean, within reason, of course. But as Marina, I want to give my fans everything they desire. I want to be their favorite fantasy girl.”

“So, if I asked you to do something, you’d do it?”

Maya licked her lips, her eyes holding his. “Of course. You’re my manager. I trust your vision.”

In that moment, Derrick felt a surge of control like he’d never experienced before. This beautiful, intelligent woman was offering herself to him, and he felt a heady mix of desire and power course through his veins. It was the most masculine he could ever remember feeling, and it obliterated his shyness.

“Get on your knees,” he instructed, his voice suddenly deep and authoritative.

Without hesitation, Maya obediently sank to her knees in front of him, her eyes never leaving his. The sight sent a buzz of triumph through Derrick.

“Now,” he continued, his voice steady, “As your biggest fan, I want you to tell me your most shameful fantasy, while you worship my cock with that dirty mouth of yours.”

Maya’s eyes widened slightly, and a flush crept up her neck, but she didn’t hesitate. She reached for the button of his jeans, her fingers deftly undoing it before lowering the zipper. With a swift movement, she pushed his jeans and boxers down, freeing his hard length.

Derrick’s breath caught as he felt her small hand touch his excited flesh for the first time. Maya’s gaze fixed on his erection, and a slow smile spread across her face. She leaned forward, her hot breath ghosting over his sensitive skin.

“I’ve always had this fantasy,” she began, her voice low and conspiratorial, “about being ravished by a stalker.” Her tongue flicked out, tasting him with a satisfied hum, before she continued. “I imagine him watching me, following me home. Knowing my every move. And one night, when I’m alone in my apartment, he finally makes his move.”

Her warm lips enveloped his cock head, and Derrick groaned, his eyes falling shut with the relief of finally finding a way inside of her. Maya’s mouth was soft and wet, and the sensations she evoked with her tongue made his head spin.

“He’s strong,” she muttered around a mouthful of dick. “And he knows I want it, even if I struggle.” She paused, her breath tickling his sensitive skin. “He pushes me against the wall, his hands are rough, and I’m too scared and horny to resist.”

Maya’s mouth began to move up and down his length, slow and deliberate, and she occasionally paused to continue her fantasy confession. “He pulls my hair, forcing my head back, and tears my clothes off. I can feel his hardness against my thigh, and I know he’s going to take me right there.”

Derrick’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements. Her lips were like satin, driving him wild with desire. He could barely process her words through the haze of pleasure.

“Then he claims me,” she whispered, her breath hot against his length as she paused. “Hard and fast. Taking what he wants. Using me like the little whore that he knows I really am.”

Derrick felt himself twitch between her adoring kisses, his body shaking with need. Maya’s mouth enveloped him again, her tongue bathing him as she bobbed her head. The sensation was indescribable, and he struggled to hold his head upright so he could watch her.

“And I come for him,” she moaned, pulling back to look up at him with half-closed eyes. “Again and again. He makes me beg for more. He makes me admit I love it. Until he finally fills me with his hot cum.”

“Oh, fuck, Maya…” Derrick choked out, his body on the brink of release.

Maya’s eyes held a gleam of satisfaction as she sat back, her mouth curving in a sinful smile. “You wanted to know my fantasy. That’s the darkest. I’m glad you liked it.” Giving into her lust, she reached out again to grip his dick at the base, letting him know, “I want this inside of me.”

Derrick was a hair’s breadth away from agreeing, but he needed to make sure of something. “Is that Marina or Maya talking?”

She drew herself close and whispered into his mouth, “They both want this dick. Right now.”

Derrick’s heart pounded in his chest, a primal rhythm that echoed the pulsing of his cock, still glistening from Maya’s attentions. The sight of her on her knees before him, those honeyed eyes gazing up with such unfiltered lust, inspired a need to claim her, to possess her completely.

“Bend over the couch,” he commanded, his voice a low growl that allowed for no argument. Maya’s eyes widened slightly, but she obeyed without hesitation, her body moving with a fluid grace that resembled a dancer more than a gamer. She positioned herself on the edge of the cushion, her back arched, her legs slightly parted, and her round, pert ass presented to him like an offering.

Derrick rose from the couch, his body casting a shadow over her as he stood behind her. He allowed himself a moment to drink in the sight of her—the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the delicate line of her spine. His hands itched to touch her, to explore every inch of her soft, olive skin.

He stepped closer, the heat of her body radiating against his. With one hand, he traced the length of her spine, eliciting a shiver from Maya. His other hand gripped his cock, guiding it to the slick, wet entrance of her pussy.

The feel of her warmth against his sensitive skin nearly made him lose control. How could this really be happening? He pressed forward, his cock slowly parting her lips, spreading her open. Maya let out a soft moan as he entered her, her body yielding to his. The sensation of her tightness enveloping him was exquisite, and Derrick had to pause for a moment, savoring her satiny smooth insides.

Maya pushed back against him, her body eager for more. “Please, Derrick,” she begged, nearly whining. “I need to feel you.”

The begging worked, and he began to move, his hips pushing in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each stroke brought a fresh wave of pleasure, a sensation that rivaled their combined visions of Heaven. Maya’s moans grew louder, her body rocking back to meet his every thrust.

“You feel incredible, Marina,” Derrick murmured, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “So tight. So perfect.”

Maya gasped, her fingers clutching the cushions of the couch. “I want to make you happy, Derrick.”

His ego sufficiently plumped up, he increased his pace, his rigid cock driving deeper into her welcoming heat. The sound of their bodies coming together, the wet slap of skin on skin, filled the room, punctuated by Maya’s breathy moans and Derrick’s low, guttural grunts.

“Tell me your plans for your channel,” Derrick said, his voice strained with incredulity. “How will you make cocks hard all over the world?”

Maya’s response was immediate, her words spilling out between moans of pleasure. “I’ll tease them with my voice, make it soft and sultry,” she panted. “I’ll wear the sexiest outfits, just tight enough to show off my curves. And I’ll whisper all the dirty things I want to do to them.”

Derrick groaned, the mental image her words conjured nearly sending him over the edge. “Fuck, Maya,” he gritted out, his hips snapping against hers. “You’re going to drive them wild. Make ‘em so horny for you.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her body trembling beneath him. “I’ll make them so hard they can’t think of anything else. They’ll beg for more. They’ll pay anything.”

Her slutty greed was gasoline on the fire of his lust. He pistoned into her, each thrust hard and deep. The pleasure was building, a relentless zephyr that threatened to blow him away. But he held on, wanting to savor this moment, to draw out their mutual ecstasy for as long as possible.

Maya’s moans grew louder still, more frantic, her body writhing beneath his. Derrick could feel the walls of her pussy fluttering around his cock, a sign that she was close to coming, just for him. But he wouldn’t let her tip over the edge just yet. He wanted to savor her submission, to revel in the sweet torment of their prolonged desire.

“You’re mine, Maya,” he growled, his fingers digging into her flesh. “This pussy is mine. Obey me.”

“All yours, Derrick,” Maya agreed readily between gasps. “My body, my pussy, whatever you want.”

Her manager lovingly smacked her ass on each side as he drove into her with renewed vigor, his own release building at the base of his spine. The sound of their bodies mingled with Maya’s cries of pleasure. Derrick considered that she might be overacting, as Marine, but then he felt her walls tightening around his cock, her body tensing with focused breath as she neared the precipice of her climax.

“Come for me, Marina,” Derrick commanded his up-and-coming client. “Show me how much you love this cock.”

As if his demand was the final push she needed, Maya’s body convulsed around him. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, squeezing his most sensitive skin as she cried out her with sobs of gratitude. The sensation of her orgasm sent waves of pleasure coursing through Derrick’s body, but he still back, looking toward the ceiling with rapidly blinking eyes.

He continued playing with his new toy, each stroke deliberate and deep, grinding against her clit as he coaxed her through her climax. Maya’s moans became incoherent, her body limp and pliant beneath him. He slowed his pace, drawing out the aftershocks of her orgasm, and then he began to build the tempo again.

“One more time, baby,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her shoulder. “I want to feel you come on my cock again.”

Maya whimpered, her body still sensitive from her first orgasm, but she nodded, her hips moving to meet his thrusts. Derrick reached around to stroke her clit, his fingers circling the swollen nub in time with his strokes. The dual sensations were too much for Maya, and within moments, she was teetering on the edge once again.

“That’s it, my sweet slut,” Derrick encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Let go. Come on me again.”

With a cry that was half-sob, half-moan, Maya’s body shattered beneath him. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, her orgasm even more intense than the first. She could barely remember it being so good, not even when she was alone. Her mouth hung open, but all that escaped was breathless, fragmented ideas.

“Oh, fuck… Yes… There… There again… Oh, god, so good… Can’t think… Please, never stop…”

Her hands scrabbled at the couch, her body arching and twisting as if she were a succubus coupling with an incubus. Derrick’s hands moved to her heavy hanging tits, holding her firmly in place as he continued to thrust into her with relentless force. Her pussy clenched around him with each wave of pleasure, massaging his cock in a way that threatened to break him.

“You like that, slut?” he grunted. “You like getting used?”

“Yes… Oh, yes… Fuck me fuck me fuck me… Make me yours…” She struggled to breathe as her pussy took over thinking for her.

Derrick felt a new surge of triumph as his eyes raked over Maya’s supine form. Her body was his to command, hell, her entire mind was. He would’ve fist-punched the air in triumph, but there was no way he was about to stop groping those glorious tits. Hearing her desperate pleas to “never stop… fuck me forever… please,” he knew she was completely at his mercy.

“You’re amazing, Maya.” His eyes flickered with admiration as he took in her lithe beauty. “Absolutely stunning.” He squeezed her titties tighter, anchoring her to him as he thrust with purpose. “You’re going to make us both very wealthy.”

Maya looked back at him with a mixture of desire and determination. “I’ll do whatever it takes. I want to make you proud.” Her hips rolled wantonly, keeping him deep inside her as she whispered, “Fuck me, Derrick. Harder.”

His control was tenuous, his body thrumming with the need to conquer her fully. “This pussy was made for my cock. Say it.” he growled.

“Yes… oh, yes…” Maya’s eyes drifted closed as she savored his dominance. “All yours… Always yours.”

The squish of wet skin on skin filled their ears, along with Maya’s lusty babbling. “Say it again,” he demanded. “Tell me I own this pussy.”

“It’s yours… Oh, fuck, the pussy’s all yours…” Maya’s voice rose in pitch as the pleasure built. “Make me come again… please, make your dirty bitch come!”

Derrick’s eyes darkened as he heard her plea. “Look at me. You want to come again, Marina? My dirty slut, my cock-hungry little whore?”

“Yes… please…” Maya’s voice broke as another wave of pleasure crashed over her. 

Derrick’s movements became more erratic, his cock plunging in and out of her wet heat, increasing the pressure on her tender nipples. He watched her face, grimacing with intense focus, the honeyed depths of her eyes hazy with lust. “Come for me, you slut,” he growled.

Maya’s response was a banshee wail as her orgasm brought the little death she had pleaded for. Her body stiffened, every muscle taut as she rode out the waves of bliss. “Oh, fuck… Derrick… Yes… YES!” Her cries were sure to arouse the neighbors, her body convulsing wetly with the force of her release.

He continued to thrust through her orgasm, his own pleasure mounting with each contraction of her walls around him. Maya’s tasty screams and the feel of her silken passage finally pushed him over the edge. With a hoarse groan, he made his mark into her, his hips stuttering as he pumped her to overflowing.

“Maya… my beautiful, sexy Maya,” he panted.

Maya’s eyes fluttered open, a smile of pure satisfaction curving her lips. “God in Heaven… that was…” Her words trailed off as she struggled to find the right description.

He withdrew from her slowly, disappointed to lose the feeling, but with the surety of more in the future. The near future. “Incredible,” he supplied.

Maya laughed, raspy and sensual. “Incredible doesn’t even begin…” She stretched languidly, her body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss. “I feel like I just had an out-of-body experience.”

“It’s the power of Marina Mischief,” he teased, caressing a tattoo of a bookmark that he just now noticed. “She brings out the best in you.”

Maya slowly straightened up and turned to her manager with a wicked grin. “Maybe she does.” She licked her lips. “And I plan to use her to make all my—our—dreams come true.”


Chapter 4

Derrick sat at his desk, the glow of the ultrawide screen casting a soft light on his face. He was engrossed in the latest bonus video from Marina Mischief, his star content creator. On the screen, Marina—though he kept thinking of her as his own sweet Maya—was a genuine vision of eroticism, her hands gliding over her slick, oiled skin, massaging her voluptuous breasts with a sensuality that was sure to satisfy the male gaze.

The sound of Marina’s voice was hypnotic, her words dripping with filthy desire as she spoke directly to the viewer. “You like watching me play with these huge titties, don’t you, dirty boy?” she purred, her fingers teasing her nipples into hard peaks. “I love making them all shiny and slippery just for you. Mmm, I bet you wish you could bury your face right here…”

Derrick shifted in his chair, his cock hardening further as he watched Marina’s performance. She was a natural, her transformation into this sexually charged alter ego nothing short of a magic trick. He admired her dedication, the way she embraced this new persona with such enthusiasm. It was clear she was putting in the work, and the results were undeniable. The viewer counts were soaring, and the revenue was following suit.

As Marina reached for a large, veiny dildo, her manager smiled in anticipation. She coated the toy with oil, her hands expertly stroking and swirling until it glistened under the studio lights. “I’m going to fuck my bimbo titties with this big, hard cock now,” she moaned, pressing the dildo between her breasts and pushing them together in an obscene display. “I wanna feel your cock sliding up and down, fuck, I want that so bad.”

Derrick couldn’t tear his eyes away from the screen as Marina continued her pornographic performance, his own hands gripping the arms of his chair as if to steady himself. 

“Mmm, that’s it, you dirty fucker,” Marina whispered on the screen, her hands squeezing her breasts together around the dildo. “Wanna feel these big tits milking your cock?”

Derrick’s breath quickened, his eyes glued to the display as Maya’s alter ego teased and taunted. This was his doing. Well, indirectly. He’d helped unlock this side of her, given her the push she needed to embrace her sexuality and use it to their advantage.

Looking down, he saw Maya, or rather, Marina, kneeling beneath his desk, her eyes half-lidded with desire, her lips stretched around his girth as she sucked him off like a good, dirty girl. She took him deep into her throat, her tongue swirling expertly.

Derrick let out a quiet groan, his chair creaking as he shifted, unable to keep still. Maya’s eyes flicked up to him, a mischievous glint in their honeyed depths, before returning to her task. She sucked and lapped, her hands stroking his thighs, her fingers teasing the sensitive skin.

“Fuck, Maya–“ he breathed, his hand reaching down to tangle in her dark curls, guiding her movements. But she needed no guidance; she knew exactly what she was doing. Her mouth worked him expertly, her tongue teasing and tasting, her throat relaxing to take him in deep.

He watched, transfixed, as her head bobbed in his lap, her mouth sliding up and down, a sweaty strand of hair falling over her eyes. She looked up at him through her bimbo fake eyelashes, her face flushed with pleasure, and he felt a surge of possessiveness mixed with admiration. This was his secret weapon, his hidden asset. Maya was a force to be reckoned with, and he felt a rush of power knowing she belonged to him, utterly and forever, as long as she kept reviewing her training.

Maya’s fingers found his balls, massaging gently, her thumb stroking the sensitive skin behind them. Her mouth worked in sync with her hands, and Derrick felt his control slipping. He threaded his fingers tighter into her hair, his hips bucking gently, encouraging her.

“That’s it, take it,” he heard himself say. “Take it all, you little slut.”

The words fell from his mouth easily, and he felt no shame in using them. he knew Maya reveled in the degradation, her eyes sparkling with debauchery. She moaned softly around him, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through his body.

Derrick knew he wouldn’t last long. Maya’s mouth was too skilled, her hands too knowledgable of what he liked. She sucked and licked and teased, her fingers exploring, and he felt his orgasm building, coiling tightly in his gut. He wanted to make it last, to savor this moment, but his body had other ideas.

As he felt the telltale signs of his release approaching, he tightened his grip on her hair, his hips stuttering. Maya sensed his impending climax and redoubled her efforts, her mouth working feverishly, sucking and swallowing around him.

On the screen, Marina was now fucking the dildo between her breasts with abandon, her breathy moans and explicit dialogue painting a vivid picture of raw, unbridled lust. “I’m such a filthy bimbo slut for you,” she cooed, her eyes locked on the camera. “I want to make your cock so hard. I want you to come all over my huge slutty tits.”

Derrick couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep cry, he spilled himself into her willing mouth, his eyes screwing shut as wave after wave of pleasure washed over him. He felt Maya’s throat work, swallowing eagerly, milking him for every last drop.

As the last waves of his orgasm subsided, Derrick removed his headphones and reached down to caress Maya’s cheek. “You were amazing, both of you,” he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration.

Maya looked up at him with an accomplished smile, her lips glistening. “Thank you, sir.”

Maya stood up, stretching languidly as she glanced at the screen. Marina was bouncing on her heels, begging for cum. “We make a pretty good team, don’t you think?” she asked, her eyes twinkling with a mix of pride and excitement.

“The best,” Derrick agreed, his eyes following her every move. “And I can’t wait to see what we do next.”

——————————————————
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Oops, I Hypnotized the Reality TV Star




Chapter 1

Just my luck to get stuck with the snobbiest chick in the cast. Oh, well, it was only for an hour. We just have to take turns pretending to hypnotize each other, make it look believable enough for Camera Guy Dave, and skirt the line of revealing if we’re faithful or treasonous. Of all the challenges on all the reality TV game shows that I’ve studied and been a part of, this is seriously the dumbest.

Dave hands me some note cards with bullet point reminders of how the hypnosis is supposed to work, which we had all learned about backstage after breakfast, and then once again in a flamboyant performance from the host a couple hours ago. Swing the pendant to keep their eyes focused, speak in soft calming undertones, encourage feelings of heaviness and relaxation, yadda yadda. Let’s get this over with.

I look up from the note cards, meeting her gaze. Layla. That damn adorable pixie haircut and her cleavage accentuated with a push-up bra. She knows how sexy she is. Too young for me, of course. Off-limits, really, what with her being married to a woman. But that doesn’t stop me from looking. Taking in the curves hidden beneath her designer dress. I bet she’d be a wildfire in bed. Not that I’d ever act on it. I’m not here for romance.

We take our seats in the plush chairs, Dave’s single camera trained on us, awaiting our performance. This small, hidden room in the castle is supposed to be a wine cellar behind a hidden door, but everyone’s known about it since the first season aired. I clear my throat, my other hand gripping the arm of the chair as I consider my approach. I have to make this convincing, play along with the silly challenge.

“So, um, I guess we should get started.” I speak softly, trying to match the calm, soothing tone we’d been instructed to use. “You want to go first?”

“No no, please.” Layla waves a hand, her fingers adorned with extravagant jewelry. “After you, Harry. I’m intrigued to see what you can do.” There’s a playful challenge in her voice, a subtle invitation to impress her.

I shift in my seat, feeling a twinge of nervousness. Ridiculous. I’m a seasoned contestant; I shouldn’t be feeling jittery. But there’s something about Layla that throws me off-balance. I clear my throat again and lift up the prop pendant, swinging it gently back and forth as I lean forward, meeting her eyes.

“Focus on the pendant, Layla,” I begin, my voice low and steady. “Let your gaze follow the gentle swing, back and forth… back and forth… focus and follow the gentle, easy motion.”

As she watches the pendant, I continue in a soft, low tone, encouraging her to relax, to feel the weight of her limbs, the calmness settling over her, relying on the stupid script, but trying to make it sound natural. Her breathing slows, and her eyelids flutter closed and open, just as the script instructed. I maintain eye contact, my voice steady, even as I steal glances at the note cards to ensure I don’t miss a step.

I continue with the usual cliché phrases about being aware of being aware, and she reacts as expected, settling deeper into the trance—or at least acting like it. She’s a seasoned performer, too, and it shows. Every flutter of her fake eyelashes, every slight shift and sink of her body seems deliberate, a performance designed to make me question whether she’s truly succumbing to my suggestions.

“That’s very good,” I continue, my voice a soothing murmur. “Just focus on your breathing now. Inhale… and exhale slowly. Let each breath take you deeper into relaxation.”

She nods slightly, her eyes still fixed on the swinging pendant. Her chest rises and falls with each slow breath, and a smile plays at the corners of her mouth. I assume they’ll cut around that. It makes it look too much like she’s playing along.

“Good,” I murmur, trying to lead by example. “Now, as you breathe so easily, I want you to imagine yourself standing at the top of a staircase. There are ten steps below you, and with each step you take, you’ll feel yourself becoming more and more relaxed.”

Again, she responds as if on cue, her eyes losing focus as if she’s visualizing the staircase. A small frown creases her forehead. I continue with the suggested phrases, leading her down the imaginary staircase, telling her that with each step, she’ll feel more calm and peaceful. To my relief, she plays along beautifully, her body language emulating a deepening trance. Her shoulders relax, and her breathing slows even further, becoming steadier.

“Now, at the bottom of the staircase, you’ll find a door,” I continue, my voice reaching a sotto voce and sounding—dare I say it—hypnotic. “Behind that door is a special place, a place of comfort and tranquility. When you’re ready, I want you to open that door and step inside.”

As I speak, her eyelids drift closed again, and a look of peace washes over her features. She’s committed to this act, I’ll give her that. I decide to lower the pendant onto the couch cushion. Doesn’t seem like I need it, anymore.

“Take your time,” I prompt. “Explore the space and notice how safe and calm you feel there. When you’re ready, you can share with me what you see.”

Layla’s eyes remain closed, and she’s silent for a moment, and I can almost see her searching the depths of her mind for the imaginary room. “I see a garden,” she says softly, her voice dreamy. “It’s filled with colorful flowers and a gentle breeze. There’s a bench, and I’m sitting there, feeling completely at peace.”

I watch her, transfixed myself by her reaction. Could it be real? The thought sends a shiver through me, and I glance at Dave, seeking some confirmation.

The camera is steady on us, but when I meet Dave’s eyes, something odd happens. Or rather, doesn’t happen. He doesn’t give me the subtle eye roll and half-smile that I’d gotten so familiar with over the past week. Instead, his eyes are unfocused, too, and his eyelids seem stuck halfway down. Is he… no way.

I clear my throat, trying to snap him out of it, with no luck. Well. Nothing for it but to continue with the script. “What else do you see in the room, Layla? Take your time and describe it to me.”

Her response is immediate and detailed, as if she’s truly there. “There’s a path that winds through the garden, lined with rose bushes. At the end of the path is a gate, and beyond it, a beach. I can hear the gentle lapping of waves, and I feel calm.”

I swallow, feeling a tingle in my spine. But still, she could be faking it, couldn’t she? Playing along for the benefit of the show? Except… Dave. Glancing at him again, I notice his eyes are still unfocused. He’s not pretending. Why would he? That’s when it hits me. This might be real. As if being on a “reality” show wasn’t surreal enough.

Layla’s eyes are closed, her long lashes unmoving. Her chest rises and falls gently, and I notice the slight part of her full lips as she breathes serenity in and out. Knowing that she’s unlikely to open her eyes anytime soon, I let my gaze drift downward, taking in the swell of her breasts beneath her low-cut dress. It’s teasing me with more than a glimpse of cleavage, and I feel a stir of desire. My eyes continue their journey, taking in the slender line of her neck and the gentle curve of her shoulder.

Then, as if my gaze has a mind of its own, it travels further. I take in those exposed thighs, thanks to the short hemline, and the way her legs are elegantly crossed. A rush of heat surges through me as I picture those thighs wrapped tightly around me.

“Harry, you dirty dog,” a voice whispers in my ear. It’s the little cartoon devil on my shoulder. Seems like he’s always there, tempting me with naughty ideas and encouraging my most base desires. “Go on, mate, command her to strip naked. Let’s see that body.”

I bite my lip, fighting the urge to listen. Layla’s in a vulnerable state, and even though I know she’s performing for the camera, I can’t bring myself to cross that line.

“Aw, come on, ’arry!” the devil goads. “You know you wanna see those tits and that fine ass. She won’t remember anything! Tell the bitch to get her kit off!”

I shake my head slightly. “That’s enough,” I murmur, my voice firm. I can’t let this imaginary devil tempt me into doing something I’ll regret. Besides, Layla’s personal worth goes beyond her physical appearance. I’m not about to view her as a sex object, cartoon devil be damned. Or, damned more, I guess.

Even as I try to focus on the task at hand, my mind wanders. It’s ridiculous, really. Here I am, supposedly mesmerizing her mind, and yet my thoughts are betraying me. I can’t stop thinking about what I’ve seen of her before—Layla, the reality TV star. Those scenes from her former real estate show keep flashing in my mind. The way she’d tease male clients with her body, acting all flirtatious and playful.

I recall one particular episode, where she was showing a luxury apartment to a wealthy businessman. She’d worn a scandalous sheer top and a short skirt. Her hair was long and wavy then, tousled in a deliberate ‘I just rolled out of bed’ look. She’d batted her eyelashes and laughed at his jokes, leaning in close to let him look down her blouse. It was a sharp contrast to the ruthless and snobby way she’d spoken about him in the confessional booth, rolling her eyes and calling him a “horny old fool.”

And then there was that other time, in a sprawling mansion with a young tech millionaire. She’d made a point of bending over to show off her assets, her skirt riding up to reveal a hint of lace underwear. She’d run her fingertips along the countertops, her breathing heavy as she suggested how the kitchen could be a place of “passion and indulgence.” It was a performance designed to entice, and it worked. The guy practically signed the contract on the spot.

As these memories flash behind my eyes, I wonder how far she was willing to go to make a sale. Was she simply teasing those men, or did she fulfill unspoken promises when the cameras weren’t rolling? Maybe, in those lavish homes, she’d offered more than just a real estate deal.

I picture her bent over a marble countertop (or whatever surface was in vogue that year) in an empty, echoing kitchen. Her hands grip the edge as she looks back at some mysterious man with desire in her eyes. “Take me,” she might have whispered. “Buy the house, and I’m yours.” What a bitch.

Was she a total whore behind closed doors? Did she find pleasure in using her body to seal the deal, in offering herself to these men? No, wait, I remember… she has a wife. She’s gay. A world-class cock tease, but gay.

I shake my head, clearing my mind of those invasive thoughts. That’s not who Layla is anymore, not if she’s found true love with her wife. I glance at my note cards, trying to recall the goal of this challenge. Ah, right, getting the subject to reveal a deep, dark secret. Well, there’s only one way to find out. “I want you to tell me about your wife,” I say.

“Zoey and I met at a charity gala,” Layla begins, robotically repeating a well-worn story that every new friend wants to hear.

Dave also speaks up, his voice similarly monotonous and void of emotion, and I can’t hear Layla over his interruption. “I met my wife Jane at a book club. She’s an avid reader, too. We got married a year later, and now we have two beautiful children together.”

“Dave, stop,” I snap, my voice stern. I didn’t mean to sound so harsh, but I need him to be quiet. Obediently, Dave shuts his mouth, his eyes still glassy and pointed at his monitor. Good.

I turn back to Layla, my heart pounding. “Please continue, Layla.”

She does, her voice soft and flat. “Zoey and I have a comfortable life together. We like wine, hosting dinner parties, and our cute doggies. Our life is pretty mundane. We work, go to the gym, monthly yoga retreats.”

Mundane. Sure. 

Layla continues, sharing more details about her marriage, remaining detached. “We support each other. Zoey is a great journalist. I’m proud of her. We’re good teammates.”

As she speaks, I study her face, searching for any hint of awareness, any sign that she’s putting on an act. But her expression is serene, almost blank, like a porn video where an actress stays in one awkward pose and pretends to be a doll or a sex bot. I cross my own legs to stifle a growing erection. Naughty, Harry.

Glancing at the notecards, I skip to the last question. “Can you tell me something about yourself that you keep hidden?”

“I want more dick,” she replies.

My brain short-circuits, and something like a “bl-huh?” noise escapes my throat. “Uhhh, pardon?” I finally ask.

“I don’t get enough dick. Zoey doesn’t like it too much,” she explains.

My forehead droops down and my hand automatically reaches up to rub my temples. Turning my neck to look at Dave for some kind of help, all I see is his useless blank stare. “Mate!” I imagine my little devil friend poofing back in and shouting in my ear, and I wince. “She’s proper mesmerized! Let’s see them tits now!”

Okay, listen. I’m not dumb. I know I’m on a quote-unquote reality show, so a lot of drama is planned and scripted. But this show about lying and backstabbing isn’t on, like, the Playboy Channel (is there still a Playboy Channel?) She’s not supposed to be talking about fucking. I need to know for certain if she’s pretending. “I thought you were gay.”

“No,” she explains simply, “I’m bi.”

“When’s the last time you had sex with a man?” I wonder, trying to match her casual attitude, but I’m sure my fast heartbeat is giving me away.

“Do blow jobs count?” she wonders, with the slightest crease in her brow.

This younger generation, I swear… “Yes,” I explain as if to a student, “oral sex is sex.”

“Okay,” she placidly answers, licking her lips, “it was a few weeks ago. I sucked off some of the casting producers.”

Rolling my eyes, I ask her, “Gee, why not all of them?”

“Some of them were women,” she explains with the tiniest shrug.

“Right,” I agree, like an idiot. I know this’ll never make it to air, but I want to get her confession on camera. “So you traded blow jobs for a spot on the show.”

“No,” is her matter-of-fact reply, “they already cast me. I was just horny in my hotel room.”

I notice that she had uncrossed and crossed her legs on the other side. How could I not notice? And now she’s rhythmically squeezing her legs together. I feel myself doing the same. Just a horny monkey wearing a suit, that’s me.

Something doesn’t add up. I want to know more. “Do blow jobs scratch the itch that you don’t get with your wife?”

Again with the little shrug. “No. It’s fun. But I want them deep inside me.”

I draw in a sharp breath. This isn’t going according to plan. I was supposed to uncover a deep, dark secret, maybe even reveal that she’s a traitor. Not discuss her… sexual frustrations.

I swallow a lump in my throat, trying to gather my thoughts. “Layla, I want you to open your eyes and look at me.”

She complies, and I’m met with a hazy, dreamy gaze. Her expression is one of contentment, and I realize she’s completely under, swimming in the deep end of her subconscious. My heart rate quickens at the possibilities. I don’t need to hear the little devil anymore. We’d be saying the same things.

“Okay, Layla,” I instruct, with a low and commanding voice that surprises me, “Show me your favorite position. The one you use with men.”

With no hesitation, she rises gracefully from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate. I watch, allowing myself to gawk, as she bends forward and places her palm against the wine case, her tall heels adding to the allure of her stance. Then, in a move that surprises me, she raises her dress, revealing a pair of risqué lace panties, already damp with her arousal.

This is too much. I didn’t expect her to be so… compliant. I thought she’d be feisty and resistant, but here she is, totally willing. More than willing. She’s eager. Or at least, her pussy is.

I step up to join her, my eyes never leaving her round ass, lifted up like an offering. “Why are you so wet, Layla?” I ask, my voice hoarse.

“I’m thirty-two,” she says, rolling her hips. “In my sexual prime. It’s normal.”

Sure, okay. And here I am, feeling nineteen again. Although, I decide to behave more gentlemanly than I did back then. As I caress her hips and slowly press my crotch into hers, I ask, “You want to fuck right now, Layla Nasiri?” I use her full name to make sure she knows who she is and what’s happening.

“I want that,” she affirms, pressing back against me, asking for more friction. Is this enthusiastic consent? My lengthening cock sure thinks so.

I walked in this room expecting a challenge, a battle of wits, but now… now I’m grinding into a hot woman who is utterly under my control, eager to fuck and apparently willing to do whatever I ask. It’s a heady feeling, and my body reacts instinctively, my cock hardening further.

“That can be arranged,” I find myself saying, my voice husky with desire. “I can give you the dick you’re missing.”

“Please,” she whispers.

I step back, taking a moment to gather my thoughts and regain some composure. This is a unique situation, and I don’t want any old quickie. It should be great, for both of us. Clearing my throat, I speak in a calm, steady tone.

“The best way to get me ready,” I explain, “is for you to put your mouth on me. Make me good and hard.”

She nods slowly, straightens up on her heels, and turns to face me. There’s a moment where our eyes lock, and I think I see a flash of something in her expression, a spark of her usual sharpness returning. But then it’s gone, replaced by that look of peaceful surrender.

She drops to her knees in front of me with an easy grace, and I feel my breath quicken at the sight. She reaches out, her fingers lightly brushing my belt buckle, and slowly begins to unfasten it. She exhibits a languid sensuality that speaks of years of practice, looking for all the world like this is her sacred ritual.

As she tosses away my belt and begins to lower my zipper, I feel my body responding, my cock straining against the fabric of my boxers. She takes her time, drawing out the anticipation, her glassy eyes never leaving mine. Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she pulls down my trousers and boxers, freeing my cock.

Her lips curve into a satisfied smile at the sight of my erection, and she leans close, her warm breath meeting the sensitive tip. My cock twitches as Layla’s hot breath washes over it, the mere anticipation almost too much to bear. She parts her lips, slowly, invitingly, and I watch this dream woman’s tongue dart out to lightly trace the length of my shaft. It’s a glancing touch, deliberate and teasing, and I feel my control starting to fray at the edges.

She takes her time, worshiping my flesh with long, slow licks, following the natural contours and veins of my manhood. Her tongue is warm and wet, the texture impossibly soft against my sensitive skin. I can’t help but groan softly as she runs it up the underside, sighing with genuine delight. She swirls her tongue around the crown with maddening finesse before allowing me to slide into the soft, wet warmth of her mouth.

Her lips are irresponsibly soft, almost velvety against my cock head, and she drinks me down with a slow reverence that is, as the kids say, “sending me.” (Hopefully they still say that.) She sets a maddeningly slow pace, savoring every moment as she takes me deeper, her lips stretched over my hardening girth. She works her way down until she reaches the thick base of my cock, her nose nearly brushing my groin.

But it’s not until she takes me to the hilt that I feel the real impact of her worship. She swallows around me and I can feel the rhythmic squeeze of her throat muscles as she massages me. She holds me there for long, heated seconds, allowing me to experience the incredible sensation of her throat. It’s beautiful, the way she surrenders herself to this. There’s no hesitation or artifice, only pure, feminine submission.

The slide of her lips against my flesh is intoxicating, slick strumming of that clever tongue begging me to grab her hair and use her mouth. But as I said, I’m a gentleman, so I let her suck me the way she likes. Again and again, she takes me deep, each slide along her throat eliciting a shudder of pleasure from me. Each time she drags her luscious lips along my throbbing flesh, they glide along the seam of her cheek, an effortless glide, pure bliss. I am breathing harder now; my thoughts are dissolving.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my eyes sliding closed. I want to last, to savor this moment, but her skilled mouth is making it difficult to hold back.

Her pace quickens, her head bobbing faster as she takes more of me into her mouth. Her hand strokes the base of my shaft in time with her sucking, and I can feel her passion, her eagerness to please. I open my eyes and look down, watching her eyelids flutter, her lips wrapped tight around me.

I swallow, trying to gather my thoughts, but it’s a losing battle. I’m teetering on the edge, my entire body needing release. “Layla, stop,” I manage to choke out. “I’m close…”

Disappointment floods me as she pulls away, her mouth leaving my cock with a wet pop. It’s a ridiculous emotion, because I’m about to give this horny woman exactly what she wants—needs—right now. My dick. Thick and long. Hard as steel because of her diligent work.

She gets back up, those incredible legs of hers doing their magic as she returns to her bent-over position, touching the wine case. I grab the waistband of her lacy panties and tug them down roughly. She obligingly adjusts her stance, allowing me to pull them down her thighs, leaving her bare and vulnerable, her drenched panties stretched between her spread legs.

Holding her hips firmly, I position myself at her entrance, teasing her with the head of my cock. I hear a soft whimper escape her as I rub the tip of my erection against her plump wet lips, spreading her arousal and coating myself with her essence.

Then, slowly, I begin to push inside. Her warmth envelops me. She’s welcoming my intrusion. In that moment, it’s all I ever wanted, and she’s giving it to me. I groan as I feel the resistance of her unpracticed body giving way, yielding to my thickness. My eyes slide closed as I savor the feeling of being surrounded by her. Fuck, pussy is so good. Give my compliments to the cosmic chef who designed this dish.

Sighing, I sink fully into her, my hips pressing against the curve of her ass. This is it. I’m buried deep inside Layla Nasiri. Reality TV star. Wife. Cock-tease extraordinaire.

I feel her squeeze her internal muscles, purposely milking my cock, and a sharp hiss escapes my lips. “You feel so good,” I breathe, my hands tightening on her hips. I can’t believe how good this feels. Her body seems made to fit mine, her warmth surrounding me, drawing me in.

I shift my hips back slightly, my length withdrawing almost entirely from her before slowly pushing back into her satin-smooth depths. We both moan in unison at the sensations, separately only by a difference in octaves. I begin to move inside her with a slow rhythm, my eyes fixed on the sight of my cock disappearing over and over past her pussy lips.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask with a rough edge. “You like having my cock inside you.”

“Yes,” she whispers, her voice thick. “More… please.”

My pace quickens, driven by her plea and the sight of her ass inviting me to take her. My fingertips are digging into her soft flesh as I thrust into her faster, my balls slapping against her clit with each forceful stroke. 

“That’s it, take it,” I encourage, finding it hard to breathe. “Take my whole cock.”

There’s a part of me that wants to make this moment last, to savor the sensation of being buried deep inside her beautiful bald cunt. But I know we’re short on time. We’ve completely abandoned the hypnosis scene, and I have no idea how long we have left to film. 

But first, I want to see her come for me, to feel her climax around me. So, remembering some of the brief hypnosis instructions we got, I lean down and whisper, “I want you to imagine something. Imagine that this cock inside you is the perfect cock. It’s giving you the best fuck of your life. You’re going to come harder than you ever have before.” 

I feel her internal muscles clench at my idea, and she takes in a sharp breath. “Imagine it, Layla,” I insist to her suggestible altered state of mind. “Feel it. Believe it. This cock is made to satisfy you. It’s going to make you come like never before.” 

I can feel her body trembling against mine, and her walls tighten around me like a vice, simulating for her the feeling of being stretched by a bigger cock. Her breathy moans fill the room, and her legs shake.

“Oh, God… ohhhhh my God…” I can see that she’s losing her mind with the pleasure of a dream lover giving her everything she’s ever wanted, everything she’s been missing.

She’s pushing her ass against my hips, silently begging for more. I oblige, pulling back until just the head of my cock remains inside her before slamming back in. The wet sound of flesh meeting flesh is an obscene concerto, commissioned for a single command performance. “Yes, that’s it. Fuck me hard. Make me come,” she gasps out. 

My nails dig hard into her supple skin as I pound into her relentlessly. Sweat beads on my brow from the exertion, my whole body coiled tight, every movement focused on making it as good for her as she is for me. “Feel good, doesn’t it? My cock splitting you open,” I groan, my voice raw and dry.

Her keening cry is the sweet sound of a woman giving into overwhelming lust. “Yes, yes, yes!” Her body shudders violently, trembling against me as she comes, her tight channel pulsing and rippling around my cock. “Don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice breaking on a moan.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice a gravelly whisper. “Let go. Come all over me.”

Her body convulses, her walls clenching my cock in a fierce grip and releasing it just so she can clench me again. Her entire body shakes with the force of her orgasm, and I feel a rush of satisfaction knowing that I’ve given this to her. I continue thrusting and grinding into her clit, drawing out her pleasure, prolonging the moment. 

I pull out almost entirely, then slowly, deeply, I sink back into her. Her hips are moving in time with mine. I lean forward, one hand splayed on the case, the other gripping her hip, and I whisper in her ear, “You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathes and begs. “More… please, more.”

I smirk at the sight of her sweaty back, feeling powerful and utterly in control. I like the sound of her begging, the soft, desperate edge to her voice. I speed up my thrusts, enjoying the way her body reacts to the change in pace. My cock slides in and out of her with ease now, her wetness coating me, pulling me deep inside.

Her breath quickens further, her moans becoming sharper as I piston my hips. I look down, never tired of the view of my cock vanishing inside her prone form, again and again. Her ass clenches with each thrust, and I feel her tighten around me more, obeying a natural instinct to gather my seed in her womb.

“Good girl,” I praise her. “Take it all. Feel it so deep. Feel me own your cunt.”

She whimpers, her head arching back as she gives herself over to the pleasure. I reach around, caressing her soft stomach, my fingers dipping lower to find her clit. I rub slow circles with a gentle pressure, despite my vigorous thrusting.

Her pussy flutters around me, and she cries out, her whole back now arching as another orgasm takes hold. I keep touching her, feeling her clit pulse under my fingers as her juices flow over my hand. She must feel like such a lucky girl, getting thoroughly claimed by her dream man, her ideal male lover.

I slow my pace, withdrawing almost completely before filling her again, my cock seeking out the depths of her body, savoring the feeling of her tight grip on my shaft, which in her too-real imagination is the best she’s ever had. I lean back trying to memorize the sight as my cock disappears into her grateful, grasping cunt.

“This is what you needed, huh?” I ask, my voice low and filled with satisfaction. “A good, hard fuck.”

“Yes,” she whimpers with an almost-giggle, her head hanging down. “Please, don’t stop.”

“I have no intention of stopping until I’m good and ready.”

And then I show her what I mean, speeding up my thrusts, slamming into her with a force that makes her cry out. I hold her body, supine under mine, her knees shaking as she struggles to keep her balance. Her ass slaps against my hips, the sound spurring me on as I, or rather, the best cock in the world, conquers her soaked pussy.

But then I switch it up, slowing my pace, thrusting shallowly, eliciting a whimper of frustration from her. I chuckle, enjoying her reaction to my unpredictable movements. I love the way she’s completely at my mercy. 

I speed up again, my hips snapping as I plunge into her with short, sharp thrusts. Her moans are my reward. She clutches at the wine case for support. I lean over her. “Better?” I murmur.

“Yes, oh yes,” she manages to gasp out. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

I growl with pride. I can feel my own climax building, my balls drawing up tight. I swirl my hips, my cock head hitting that sweet spot deep inside her. Her knees buckle again, and I hold her up as she melts against me.

“Oh God, yes,” she confirms my intentions, buzzing with pleasure. “Please… again.”

“Fucking take it,” I grunt, and I begin to thrust in that spot, my hips moving in a slow, deliberate circle.

She can’t form words now, just incoherent sounds of pleasure. Her wet hole clenches around me, asking again for that cum it wants so badly, and I know she’s close to the edge again. Her breath comes in short, sharp gasps, and her fingers scrabble at the wine case, searching for purchase as she struggles to remain standing.

I instruct her, “Come for me again, baby. Let go.”

And like an obedient plaything, she does. The subconscious is a wonderland. Her body stiffens, holding her breath, then she cries out, pulsing around my “perfect” cock. I hold her up by her soft tits, enjoying her trembling surrender.

“Please,” she whispers, her breathing full of effort. “It’s too much. I need to feel you come.”

I hesitate, my body coiled tight, ready to explode. “Tell me what you are,” I demand.

“I’m a whore,” she groans. “I’m a cock whore. I’m a fucking slut…”

Her final confession sends me over the edge. “Take all my cum, slut,” I growl. My thrusts become erratic and uncontrollable, my purposeful rhythm abandoned in the haze of pleasure. I grunt with each pulse, my seed finally free to cover her insides with its warmth. I can feel her still trembling, her body squeezing to try to hold me in place.

The sensation is overwhelming, and I have no choice but to close my eyes, throwing my head back as I surrender to years of pent-up release. My fingers are leaving deep red marks on her soft skin. I feel powerful and primal, my lizard brain taking over as I claim what’s mine.

Each contraction is sending another jet of cum deep into her waiting cunt. I can feel her slickness coating me, our fluids mixing as I continue thrust like a madman, my body needing to bury my cum in her as deep as possible.

With a final shudder and grunt, I settle back to earth, my breathing heavy and labored. I open my eyes to see Layla’s submissive pose, her head hanging low as she catches her breath. I slowly withdraw, my satisfied cock slipping out of her, leaving her with a leaking and gasping wet pussy.

It’s all too real. Layla Nasiri and I just had sex. On camera, even. Shit. How am I going to fix this?

I stagger back to the chair, once again framing myself in position for Dave, who never changed the camera angle. Okay. First things first.

I sit back in the chair, my eyes scanning the room. The camera is still rolling. I need to get a grip. Think. But my eyes fall on Layla, and my brain short-circuits. She’s standing there, her dress askew, her hair a mess, and her makeup smudged. She looks like she’s been well and truly fucked. Because she has. By me.

“Layla,” I begin, clearing my throat. “Fix your dress, adjust your panties, and then come here and kneel in front of me.” My voice is firmer than I expected, and obediently, she repositions panties, her eyes glazed over as she does so. Then she straightens her dress, her hands moving almost mechanically, and walks towards me. She sinks to her knees, her dizzy eyes never leaving mine.

“Now, I want you to clean my cock with your mouth,” I instruct.

This woman, who I’d only ever viewed as a cruel cock tease, leans forward and takes me into her mouth. She keeps my dick in place with one hand and she sucks gently, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head of my cock. My eyes slide closed as I savor the sensation, my body relaxing into the chair. God, those lips. Find yourself a Persian cock whore if you can.

While she works her magic, I turn my attention to Dave, who’s been quietly filming. I speak slowly, not wanting to break the spell of the moment. “Dave, I want you to delete the last hour of footage now.”

His eyes widen, but he doesn’t question me. Reaching for the camera, he begins to fumble with the controls.

As I watch Dave, I feel a delicate pressure on my thigh and look down to see Layla’s hand creeping up my leg. Her fingers are warm against my skin, and I allow her to explore, a shiver running through me as she reaches my groin. Gently, she cups my balls, massaging them gently while her mouth continues its work.

I swallow, my body starting to respond to her touch. “That’s enough, Layla,” I say, my voice struggling to sound reasonable. If only we could do this dance all day. I place my hand under her chin, lifting her head to gaze into her unblinking eyes. “You’ve been a very good girl,” I tell her, eliciting the kind of small, humble smile that she’s never allowed a camera to see.

Okay, so there’s no digital evidence, anymore. I wonder what to do about their memories. Guiding Layla gently to her chair, I decide to just ask her. “Layla, do you want to remember that you decided to confide in me and then seduce me?” That’s not what happened, obviously, but who’s it going to hurt?

“I love your dick,” she casually explains, her breath slowing to normal. “I want to remember.”

“Good,” I answer, unable to suppress a smirk. My real dick, or her dream dick? Whatever, who cares. “Remember, then. But it’s our secret.”

“A secret,” she effortlessly agrees, with a small nod.

“Dave,” I turn to him, “you’ll remember that we filmed the hypnosis challenge, and you won’t be able to explain why the footage is missing.”

“Okay,” Dave replies quietly. “We’ll have to shoot it again,” he explains further.

I inhale sharply, and my oddly British cartoon devil is back, fist-punching the air, exclaiming “Titfuck! Titfuck! Titfuck!”

I am never going to survive this game.

——————————————————
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Yes, Chef! Yes, Master!




Chapter 1

The heat in the kitchen grated against Martin’s skin, relentless and suffocating. His apron clung to his chest, damp with sweat and grease, as he moved for the umpteenth time between the grill and the prep station. The sizzle of meat hitting high heat was drowned out by the clang of pans and voices shouting and confirming orders. 

“Two Octopus Tacos! Heard, chef!” He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, leaving a faint smear across his brow, and glanced up for a moment—just a moment—to catch her in his periphery.

Mi-Yeon stood at the center of it all, her posture immaculate, her movements precise. Her dark hair was pulled back so tightly it threatened to stretch her features. She moved with a controlled urgency, her hands darting like hummingbirds as she inspected plates, adjusted garnishes, and barked commands in that clipped tone of hers. Martin’s gut tightened. She was a machine, efficient and unyielding, and he hated how effortless she made it look.

“That’s not how I taught you to sear the octopus.” Her voice cut through the din, sharp enough to make him flinch. She was behind him now, close enough that he could smell the faint citrus scent of her, something clean and sharp that didn’t belong in this chaotic, oily space. 

He didn’t turn around. “It’s fine,” he muttered through a grimace. “It’ll cook through.”

Her hand shot out, seizing the tongs from his grip. “Fine is as good as crap.” She leaned over the grill, her body brushing against his arm as she flipped the octopus with that annoyingly graceful flourish of hers. The heat seemed to intensify, and he could feel the tension radiating off her, a coiled spring ready to snap. “If you’re going to half-ass it, do it somewhere else.”

Martin’s jaw clenched. He wanted to argue, to tell her that he wasn’t half-assing anything, that the pressure she put on them was ridiculous, that no one could live up to her impossible standards. But the words stuck in his throat. Instead, he turned his attention back to the grill, his grip tightening on the edge of the counter.

Martin’s gaze lingered on the octopus, now perfectly seared by her hand, and his mind wandered for a brief moment. He wondered how she’d become this way—this relentless, uncompromising robot. The kind of person who didn’t just demand perfection but seemed to breathe it in and exhale it back out as if it were oxygen. He pictured her growing up, maybe in a cramped apartment with parents who pushed her harder than anyone should be pushed. Stereotypical Korean immigrant parents, he assumed, the kind who drilled into her that success was the only option, that failure wasn’t just a setback but a stain. Now she wore that pressure like armor, and it made her untouchable, unapproachable.

He glanced over his shoulder, catching Evelyn’s eye. She was plating yet another Okonomiyaki with Cacio e Pepe. Their eyes met, and for a split second, she gave him a small, knowing smile—a silent acknowledgment of the storm they were all weathering together. She’d been here long enough to understand the rhythm of Mi-Yeon’s demands, the way she could elevate the kitchen to its peak while simultaneously grinding everyone down. Evelyn’s smile was a quiet rebellion, a shared moment of solidarity in the chaos.

For a moment, the kitchen felt less like a battlefield and more like a shared space, a collective breath held in the face of her intensity. They were in it together, each of them scrambling to meet her standards, each of them—

“Stop standing around and get back to work.” Mi-Yeon’s voice sliced through the moment, sharp and unrelenting. She didn’t even look up as she spoke, her attention already fixed on the next plate in line.

* * *

The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of spilled liquor and cigarette smoke that clung to the furniture, despite the “No Smoking” sign admonishing them on the wall. This hole-in-the-wall a few blocks from the restaurant was their favorite respite, the kind of place where the bartender didn’t ask questions as long as the cash kept flowing.

Martin slumped in his seat, a half-empty glass of whiskey clutched loosely in his hand. The rest of the table wasn’t much better off. Evelyn’s cheeks were flushed, her ponytail lopsided as she leaned heavily on the table. Rayna from front-of-house perched on the edge of her stool, was gesturing wildly, her voice carrying over the murmur of the bar.

“Michelin star, man,” Rayna repeated for what felt like the hundredth time, her words slightly slurred but her enthusiasm undiminished. “We’re this close. I can feel it. You don’t just walk away from that.”

Martin rolled his eyes, his head lolling back against the booth. “Yeah, yeah, Michelin star. Big deal. I don’t even know if I care anymore.” He took another swig of whiskey, the burn in his throat doing little to dull the ache in his heart. “She’s driving me insane. Like, literally insane. I can’t keep up with her.”

“You’re not supposed to keep up with her,” Evelyn cut in, her voice sharper than usual. She pointed a finger at him, her movements exaggerated. “She’s Mi-Yeon. You’re not supposed to keep up. You’re supposed to… to…” She trailed off, her brow furrowing as she tried to find the right words. “You’re supposed to survive.”

“Exactly!” Leo the prep cook chimed in, annoyingly chipper. “It’s like, like… boot camp, you know? You come out stronger. Better. Like, my knife skills? Through the roof. Because of her.” He mimed chopping an imaginary vegetable, his movements clumsy but earnest.

Martin snorted, shaking his head. He gestured vaguely toward the bar, his words starting to blend together. “I’m just saying, maybe I should just… you know, quit. Find someplace easier. I’m not cut out for this.”

Marissa (pastry chef, but there won’t be a quiz, so do whatever you want with that information) leaned forward, her dark eyes steady despite the alcohol. “You’re not quitting,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “You’re just drunk and tired. Everyone feels like quitting sometimes. But you’re here for a reason. We all are.”

“Reason, schmeason,” Martin muttered, swirling the whiskey in his glass. “The reason is I need money, and she’s paying me. That’s it.”

Rayna shook her head, her expression suddenly serious. “No, man, it’s bigger than that. You think I’m here just to pour wine and smile at customers? Hell no. Savor & Sin… it’s special. You can feel it. The energy, the creativity. It’s… alive.” She gestured vaguely toward the ceiling, as if trying to capture a lightning bug. “And Mi-Yeon? She’s the heart of it. Yeah, she’s a pain in the ass, but she’s pushing us to be better. To be… I don’t know, more.”

Martin glanced around the table, his gaze lingering on each of them. Evelyn, with her unruly ponytail and fiery determination; Leo, earnest and eager despite the exhaustion etched into his face; Marissa, calm and unshakable; Rayna, full of passion and certainty. They were all so sure, so committed, and it made him feel… small. Like he was the only one who didn’t get it.

“I just…” He trailed off, his words faltering.

Leo leaned in, his expression suddenly serious. “You can’t quit, man. You can’t. This place… it’s gonna be huge. Like, huge. And you’re part of it. You’re part of… of making it happen.”

Marissa nodded, her arms still crossed but her gaze softening. “He’s right. You don’t walk away from something like this. Not when it’s just getting good.”

Martin sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I don’t know. Maybe. I just… I don’t know if I can handle any more of her.”

“You just need to find a better source of stress relief, my guy,” Leo suggested.


Chapter 2

Martin pushed open the kitchen door, the hinges creaking softly in the quiet of the early morning. He wasn’t expecting anyone else to be there this early, but there she was. Mi-Yeon stood perfectly still in front of the stand mixer, her dark eyes fixed on the swirling metal dough hook. Sunlight streamed through the high windows, catching the spinning metal and scattering tiny, shimmering reflections across the walls like stars above a mountain campground.

“Morning,” he said, trying to sound casual, but feeling the usual tension that came with addressing her. She didn’t respond. Not a nod, not a glance. Just silence, her gaze unwavering as the mixer hummed softly. 

He shifted his weight, feeling awkward. “You seem… relaxed,” he ventured. “I wish I could be that calm.”

Her lips parted slightly, but still, she didn’t look at him. “You can,” she said, her voice uncharacteristically soft and low. “Just watch. The light… the way it dances. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

He hesitated, then stepped closer, his curiosity piqued. The dough hook spun steadily, the sunlight catching its edges and sending little sparks of light skittering across the stainless steel bowl. It was mesmerizing.

“Yeah,” he murmured, his voice softening. “It’s… kind of amazing. Like… like tiny fireworks or something.”

That idea struck a chord in Mi-Yeon. “Fireworks,” she repeated slowly. “Yes. Bright and fleeting. Can’t look away.”

He shook his head, though she wasn’t looking at him. “No,” he admitted. “It’s hard to stop.” The mixer continued its steady rhythm, the clinking of the hook against the bowl a faint, almost musical backdrop.

“Do you feel heavy?” she asked with soft undertones he’d never heard before. “The way it pulls you in?”

He nodded. “Yeah,” he managed. “It’s… it’s like everything else doesn’t matter.”

Her shoulders relaxed, her posture softening as if his words had unlocked something in her. He glanced at her profile, studying her face. Her usual stern expression had vanished, replaced by something almost serene. Almost… vulnerable.

With some effort, Martin took a step back, his eyes drifting over her slight frame. The way the morning light caught the strands of her hair, the curve of her neck, the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath her chef coat. She was always put together, always in control, but now… now she looked almost ethereal. Like she wasn’t entirely there.

He felt a sudden, inexplicable urge to keep her like that—calm, unguarded. Maybe, just maybe, he could use this moment to his advantage. To make her see how hard she was riding them, and give them a break.

“You know,” he said after deciding to try his luck, “Sometimes… sometimes I think it’s okay to let go a little. To just… watch the light. To feel it pull you in.”

Her head tilted slightly. “Let go?” she murmured.

“Yeah,” he pressed, sensing an opening. “Just for a little while. Just long enough to see things differently. To feel relaxed. Like now.”

Her lips parted again, but no words came. Instead, she seemed to sway slightly on her feet, her gaze still locked on the shimmering dough hook and its mind-bending sparkles. The light danced across her face. She looked like a pixie in a fairy tale.

He paused, weighing his words carefully. “I think,” he said slowly, “it’s better to let go sometimes. Just enough to feel the light. Just enough to… breathe.”

Her delicate eyelids fluttered, belying her usual hard-ass persona. The trance, if that’s what it was, seemed to deepen. He could see it in the way her body relaxed, the way her hands unclenched at her sides. He felt a strange thrill at the sight—Mi-Yeon, always so composed, so untouchable, now standing there like she was suspended in a dream.

“Does it feel good?” he asked, his voice low and gentle.

Her head dipped slightly, and her response was robotic but also somehow sensual. “Yes,” she whispered. “It feels… good.”

Martin stood there for a moment, watching her, her small, lean body relaxed in a way he’d never seen before. It reminded him of those scenes in cheesy movies where someone would fall into a trance, happily agreeing with whatever the hypnotist suggested. He hesitated, unsure if he should push further, but the opportunity was too tempting to ignore.

“Doesn’t it feel nice?” he asked, his voice low and steady. “Just letting go like this? No stress, no worries. Just the light, the hum, the sparkles. You deserve this, you know. To feel this good.”

Her shoulders dipped a little lower, her head once again tilting slightly as if she were listening to something far away. “Yes,” she sighed. “It feels… nice.”

“Good,” he said. “You can let it take you deeper. It’s safe here. Just you and the light, the sound, the way it makes you feel. Let it wrap around you. Let it carry you.”

He wasn’t entirely sure what he was doing, but it seemed to be working. Her eyes fluttered closed. She looked… peaceful. He’d never seen her like this—not the boss, not Mi-Yeon. Always so strict, so controlling. But now? She was gentle, and… well damn, she was obeying him. Martin felt his libido stirring.

“Do you feel it?” he asked gently. “The warmth, the calm. It’s like you’re sinking into it, isn’t it? Deeper and deeper. And it feels good.”

“Yes,” she quietly confirmed. “Deeper… feels… good.”

Wow. This was working. He’d seen enough movies and shows to know how this went—the way you could guide someone, ease them into a trance. And she was so… suggestible. It was almost too easy.

“The deeper you go,” he continued with his best hypnotist impression, “the better it feels. You’re safe here. You can let go completely. Just feel how good it is. How peaceful. How… easy.”

Her head dipped forward slightly, her whole body seeming to relax further. She looked like she was on the edge of sleep. Her breath was steady, her posture soft. He could see the tension leaving her, the way her mouth hung open, the way her hands hung limp at her sides.

“Do you want to feel even better?” he asked, still calm and steady. “Even deeper? It’s up to you. You can go as far as you want. Just let it happen. Let it take you.”

There was a pause, and then she nodded, barely perceptible but there. “Yes,” she whispered. “Deeper… please.”

Her overworked line cook’s voice almost cracked when he said, “Good. Just let it carry you. Let it take you deeper and deeper. And with every breath, you feel it—the warmth, the calm, the joy of letting go. It’s okay to enjoy it. To feel really good.”

Her slight smile remained, her body swaying slightly as if she were being rocked by a nurturing parent.

Then, an idea struck him—a trigger. Something to bring her back here easily, to this place of calm and peace. It was a classic trope, but if it worked, why not?

“Would you like something to help you come back to this feeling?” he asked tenderly, “A word or a phrase that could bring you back here, to this calm, to this peace, whenever you wanted?”

Her eyes fluttered open for a moment, her gaze hazy and unfocused. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, please.”

“Good,” he said, trying not to sound excited. “What phrase feels right to you? Something unique, something that’ll make it easy to come back here, to this feeling, to this complete calm.”

She was silent for a moment, her brow furrowing slightly as if she were thinking hard. Then, her lips curved into another faint smile. “Sparkly hook,” she murmured.

“Sparkly hook,” he repeated, testing the phrase. It was unique, memorable. Perfect. “That’s good. Whenever you hear that phrase, you’ll feel it—the warmth, the calm, the peace. You’ll come back here, to this feeling, to this place. Easy, simple, and safe. Does that sound good?”

Her head dipped in a faint nod, her eyes closing again. “Yes,” she whispered. “Sparkly hook,” and she let out a tremendous sigh.

Her sigh had been so heavy, so full of surrender, that it sparked another idea in Martin’s racing brain.

“Hearing the phrase ‘sparkly hook’ also deepens this feeling,” he suggested, throwing caution to the wind. “It makes you sink even deeper, even calmer. It’s like a happy wave washing over you, pulling you further into this peaceful, unthinking state. Do you understand?”

Her head raised slightly in a slow nod. “Yes,” she muttered.

“Good,” Martin said, his heart racing to catch up with his brain. The room felt even warmer now, the air thicker, almost electric. His eyes roamed over her lithe, languid body. “Let’s try it. Just say it with me. ‘Sparkly hook.’ Let it take you deeper.”

Her lips moved, forming the words silently at first, and then, in a whisper so soft it was like from another room, she repeated, “Sparkly hook.”

Martin watched her carefully. Her muscles seemed to melt further, her fingers playing a trill on an invisible piano. Her breathing slowed even more, becoming deep and even. She looked like she was barely conscious.

“Nice,” he said, his voice low and awed. “You’re sinking deeper, aren’t you? You can feel the joy of letting go. It’s wrapping around you, pulling you further down. Deeper and deeper.”

She didn’t respond, but her body told him everything he needed to know. She was utterly relaxed, completely hooked. Martin felt a flush of heat creep up his neck. The sight of her as a breathing porcelain doll was doing something to him, something he couldn’t quite ignore.

“Let’s try it again,” he said with a slight tremble. “Sparkly hook.”

This time, her response was immediate. “Sparkly hook,” she whispered. Her hands hung limp at her sides, and her shoulders were completely slack. She looked like she was on the verge of just… collapsing. A push puppet when you take your thumb out its bottom.

Martin could hear his heart pounding, and felt a sense of impending doom, but then it gave way to a much more familiar arousal. The way she looked—so vulnerable, so completely under his control—was unexpectedly arousing. He’d never viewed her as a sexual being before. Nothing in her personality would’ve indicated that she was, but now that he was watching her feel such intense pleasure…

“Again,” he said, his voice a little rougher this time. “Sparkly hook.”

Her lips moved without a sound, but he was watching those soft pink pillows closely enough to read. “Sparkly hook.” Her knees seemed to buckle slightly, her whole body tilting forward. She looked like she was about to crumple to the floor, but somehow, she stayed upright, swaying gently, happy in her brainless bliss.

Martin couldn’t tear his eyes away. This was crazy. “One more time,” he said. “Sparkly hook.”

His boss’s body seemed to collapse in on itself, her head tilting forward until her chin brushed her chest. Her eyes were closed, her breathing deep and even.

Martin stared at her. She looked like she was in a coma, completely unaware, completely… his. Her lips were parted slightly, and a thin line of drool escaped, tracing a faint path down her chin. He felt a hunger, a strange, almost possessive need to keep her like this.

“What’s it like?” he asked, his voice wavering again. He wasn’t sure if she could hear him, but he needed to know. “What are you feeling right now?”

Her head tilted slightly, her eyes fluttering open for just a moment before closing again. Her words slurred together as if she were speaking through honey. “It’s… very nice.” Her tongue moved sluggishly, trying and failing to catch the drool trailing down her chin. “I don’t have to… think. I don’t have to… be in charge.”

She was adrift, completely untethered. And the way she looked—her tongue barely visible, her body limp and surrendering—was awakening something primal in him. The animal parts in him wanted only to claim her.

“Tell me more,” he urged quietly. He stepped close enough to sense the warmth of her body. “What else do you feel?”

She gave an almost imperceptible smile. “It’s soft,” she whispered, her voice barely there. “Like… floating. Like I don’t have to… fight. I can just… let go.”

Martin could feel himself hardening, the ache in his pants growing more insistent with every slow breath she took. His eyes dropped to her lips again, watching as they moved lazily, forming words he could barely make out. The way they glistened, the faint trail of saliva still clinging to her chin… it was beautiful.

“What about now?” he asked, as he reached out, his fingers brushing against the side of her face. “What do you feel now?”

Her body tensed slightly at his touch, but almost immediately, she relaxed again, her body sinking further into that boneless state. “Good,” she whispered. “It’s… good.”

His fingers lingered on her chin, his thumb brushing against her bottom lip. Her skin was warm, impossibly soft, and the way her lips parted under his touch… damn. The need to taste her, to feel her, was taking over every other thought. His thumb pressed against her lower lip, and he felt her breath intermittently against his skin. “Tell me everything.”

Her lips moved sluggishly, her words slow and heavy. “It’s like… everything’s quiet,” she murmured. “I don’t have to… think.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, the ache in his pants growing more insistent with every exhale. The idea of her being so suggestible, so… open, sent a thrill through him that he couldn’t ignore.

“You know,” he murmured, his voice low and steady, “When you’re like this, when you’re in this happy place, your skin is extra sensitive. Every touch feels like… like a burst of flavor. Like the first bite of something so good you can’t stop. Can you feel that? How every little touch is more intense?”

Her head bobbed slightly, her lips parting as if she were tasting the suggestion. “Yes,” she whispered. “I can feel it.”

Martin’s fingers lightly trailed down from her chin to the base of her throat. He could feel the faint pulse of her heartbeat beneath his fingertips, steady but quickened. He pressed gently, watching her body respond to the slightest pressure.

“Does that feel good?” he asked as if it weren’t obvious from how her body leaned into his fingers, like a cat asking for pets. “Does it feel… delicious?”

Her breath hitched slightly as she slowly nodded, her half-lidded eyes half-mast. “Yes,” she breathed. “Feels… so nice.”

He traced a slow path up and down her neck, his fingers skimming over the curve of her collarbone, savoring the way her skin seemed to hum under his fingertips. He enjoyed the way her body quivered ever so slightly under his touch.

“How about here?” he murmured, his fingers sliding lower, brushing outside the collar of her chef coat.

She labored for a moment to appear coherent and finally gave up, her head lolling in her half-melted state. “More,” she murmured, her voice soft but insistent. “Want… more.”

Martin’s gaze flicked up to her face, watching the way she slowly licked her lips, the way her eyelids fluttered, seeing nothing beyond her own haze. She was raw and unguarded. He had no idea what to do next.

Her voice broke the silence, softer than cotton, almost pleading. “Undress me,” she whispered, the words trembling in the air between them. Her eyes were still half-closed, her body swaying gently to a subconscious rhythm. “Please,” she added, her tone so meek, so submissive, it made his pulse race. “Touch more of me.”

For a moment he froze, unsure if he’d heard her right. But the way she leaned into his touch, the way her chest rose and fell with each shallow breath, left no doubt.

He fought to stop his hands from shaking as he reached for the buttons of her chef coat. Each button popped open with a soft click. He peeled the coat off her shoulders carefully, letting it slide down her arms and pool at her feet. 

Beneath the coat, she wasn’t wearing the plain, practical shirt he’d expected. Instead, she was clad in a black lace bra that clung to her like the delicate glaze on a perfectly baked tart. Martin’s mouth was agape, his gaze raking over her in stunned silence.

Mi-Yeon swayed gently in her private reverie. “Touch me,” she repeated.

Martin did what the boss told him to. His fingertips brushed over the delicate lace, feeling the way it stretched taut over her curves. When he reached her bra strap over her shoulder, ghosting his fingers along her collarbone, he smiled at the way her skin quivered under his touch.

Her head fell back slightly with a soft sigh as his fingers traced the edge of the lace, teasing the skin just beneath. Each touch in a new place made a shiver run through her entire body, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Martin watched her closely, captivated by her intense sensuality. Her behavior made him feel like his hands were magic. His fingers slid lower, tracing the curve of her tiny waist.

Mi-Yeon was free of inhibitions, and let out a soft moan. Every cell in her skin seemed to vibrate in response to his touch, her entire body alight with sensation. And still, her eyes remained closed, her face gentle and serene.

Martin’s fingers hovered over the clasp of her bra, the delicate black lace barely containing the soft curves beneath. His hands trembled slightly as he unhooked it, the fabric loosening and sliding down her shoulders. He let it fall to the floor, the sound barely registering as his eyes fixed on her bare chest.

Her skin was pale and smooth, like freshly rolled dough, her nipples small and tempting, like delicate cherries perched atop a dessert, just waiting to be devoured.

His hands moved past the fear that this was entirely too naughty, his fingertips tracing lightly over the curve of her breast, feeling the way her skin quivered under his touch. He circled her nipple, barely grazing it, and heard her sharp intake of breath. Her body arched slightly, her head tilting back as she pressed into his hand.

“Does that feel good?” he asked like he didn’t know, his thumb brushing over the hardening peak. She nodded, her lips parting with a soft moan. He watched as her nipples tightened further, the delicate pink buds standing out, asking for more.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her skin as his lips closed around one nipple, his tongue flicking lightly. She gasped, then moaned quietly again. He could feel the way her heart raced, the rapid pulse echoing in his own chest as he suckled gently, savoring her pleasure and her inert acquiescence.

His lips trailed lower, leaving a faint trail of heat as he kissed his way down her lean stomach, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He could feel the way they fit perfectly in his palms, the soft weight of them pressing against his skin. Her nipples brushed against his fingers, and he couldn’t resist teasing them again, his thumbs circling the sensitive peaks.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Martin could feel urges building inside him like a pot ready to boil over. His fingers fumbled at the buttons of her slacks, his heart pounding wildly in his chest. He glanced up at Mi-Yeon, her face blank and blissful, her breathing slow and even. She was utterly lost, completely under his spell—his to do with as he pleased. 

He slid her slacks down her legs, revealing matching black lace panties. She took his breath away. Her thighs were just begging to be spread. He lifted one of her feet, sliding off her shoe with a care that surprised even him. He repeated the motion with the other foot, his fingers lingering on the curve of her ankle.

“Mi-Yeon,” he murmured, his better angels speaking up for a moment. “Are you sure you want this? Do you want me to… take this further?”

“Yes,” she whispered in an octave higher than he knew she had. “Keep touching me…”

He knelt before her, his hands grazing her slowly gyrating hips, his thumbs brushing against the soft skin just above the waistband of her panties.

“Tell me what you want,” he asked, despite his own demanding lust to conquer her. “Say it plainly.”

Her lips were twitching as if she were struggling to form the words. Then, in a voice just this side of intelligible, she whispered, “I want… sex.”

It was so blunt, so explicit, so unlike the Mi-Yeon he knew—the stern, composed boss who never let her guard down. But here she was, completely vulnerable, completely at his mercy.

“Okay,” he breathed.

He carefully scooped her up, her body limply hanging. She was light, a delicate soufflé that could collapse at the slightest touch. He carried her out of the kitchen into the main dining room. The polished wood of the tables gleamed like dark chocolate, the air carrying a faint scent of lavender and rosemary from the centerpieces.

Moving some glasses onto one of the chairs, he gently laid her down on the largest table at the center of the room, her expression of pleasant relaxation never changing. Her skin was luminous in the faint light. She looked like a tasting menu, her body a feast of delicate curves and soft, inviting flesh.

Her arms lay uselessly at her sides, her head tilting slightly to the side, her lips parted in a gentle smile. The way she lay there, completely open and ready for him, was so fucking sexy. He reached up, brushing her hair back to reveal her face. Her eyes fluttered open, gazing up at him with softness, and he saw a languid nod. “Take me,” she whispered. Then, her eyes fluttered closed. 

Martin’s hands were on auto-pilot as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her lace panties. The fabric clung to her damp skin, the scent of her arousal hitting his senses like a rich, heady sauce. He slid them over her legs with a deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving the sight of her exposed pussy. It was perfectly trimmed, her lips glistening with wetness, her clit already swollen and begging for attention.

Her legs fell open naturally and Martin forgot to breathe for a moment. He’d never imagined her like this—so wanting, but so placid. Her pussy glinted, slick and ready, like a dish waiting for the final garnish. He leaned in closer to enjoy her aroma, and he brushed his fingertips along the outer edge of her pussy lips. She gasped softly, her back arching slightly, her body responding to the barest touch. Her hips shifted, pressing into his hand as if she couldn’t help herself, and Martin’s pulse quickened.

“Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice breathy and weak, her head rolling to the side. “More…”

He dutifully pressed his fingers against her more firmly, dragging them up along her slit, feeling the way her wetness coated his skin. The sheer readiness of her made his cock throb, but he forced himself to focus on her pleasure, on the way her body quivered under his apparently magical touch. Her pussy lips were soft, delicate, like the petals of a flower opening to the sun, and he couldn’t resist teasing them gently, parting them to expose her fully.

“Ohhh…” Her moan was low and guttural as his fingers explored her. He watched her clit peeking out, the little bud hard and eager, and his thumb circled it lightly, the gentle friction making her gasp. He smirked to himself as he teased her, his touch feather-light yet electrifying.

“Does that feel good?” he asked, though he already knew the answer. Her body was practically singing under his touch, her hips rolling, her thighs trembling. He pressed his thumb down harder, circling her clit with a slow, deliberate motion, and she let out a strangled cry, her back arching off the table.

“Y-yes,” she gasped, her voice shaky and broken. “It’s… it’s so good…”

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her sensitive skin, and his tongue darted out, flicking lightly over her clit. Her whole body jerked, her arms flailing uselessly, and a low, guttural moan tore from her throat.

“Oh, wow…” Her voice was high-pitched, almost desperate, and her hips sought out more pressure as he continued to lick and tease, his tongue working her in slow, deliberate circles. Her wetness dripped down to his chin, and the salty-sweet flavor of her lust made his head spin.

He started lapping at her with increased intensity, and her moans grew louder, more frantic. Her hands clawed at the air, her body writhing under his masterful mouth, and he could feel her getting closer, the tension in her body building to a crescendo.

“Please…” she whimpered. “Please don’t stop…”

Martin’s tongue worked her clit with a precision that rivaled his plating skills, swirling and flicking with a rhythm that left her breathless. Her moans crescendoed, melodic and satisfying, as her body arched off the table like a sharply rising thermometer. Her legs trembled, her thighs clamping around his head.

“Ohhh—oh god, oh god—” She offered her compliments to the chef as he dragged his tongue down to her entrance, tasting her deeply. The wetness of her was intoxicating, like a rich reduction simmering to perfection, and he tasted her greedily, savoring every drop. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, her hands clawing at the table, her breaths coming in shallow, ragged gasps.

“Yes, yes, yes—” she chanted, her voice trembling, her body quaking under his relentless mouth. He could feel her clit pulsing under his tongue, feel the way her pussy clenched and fluttered, as though it were begging for more. He pressed his lips around her swollen bud, sucking gently, and her back arched off the table, a guttural moan tearing from her throat. 

“Fuck—fuck—I’m—” Her words dissolved into incoherent cries as her orgasm crashed into her, her entire body convulsing. Her pussy pulsed around his tongue, her wetness finding his hungry mouth as she came, her moans gleeful and shameless, echoing through the empty dining room. He kept going, drawing out her pleasure with deliberate strokes of his tongue, his fingers digging into her thighs to steady her as she thrashed and writhed. 

“Ohhh—oh god—ohhhh—!” Her voice rose to an unbelievably high pitch as her hips ground against his face, chasing every last wave of pleasure. Her little tits jiggled and heaved, her heels digging into Martin’s back as she rode out the aftershocks. 

Her moans softened to whimpers, her body going limp against the table as the tension drained from her muscles. Her chest rose and fell with each labored breath, her skin glistening with hard-earned sweat, her face flushed and radiant.

“Ohhh…” she sighed, her voice soft and dreamy, her head lolling to the side. Her eyes fluttered open and closed, her lips parting in a blissful smile as she floated in an entranced afterglow. Her limbs were heavy and loose, her pussy still dripping with need.

Her legs remained spread, her pussy lips glistening and plump, and Martin couldn’t resist running his fingers lightly over them, feeling the way her legs twitched in response. 

“You’re so pretty,” he murmured, his voice rough with arousal as he traced the curve of her thigh.

“Mmm…” Her fingers flexed and relaxed once more. 

Martin’s heart pounded in his chest, the sound drowning out the faint hum of the city coming alive outside. He couldn’t stop himself now, not when she lay so open, so willing, so utterly compliant. His cock strained against his jeans, aching to be inside her, to feel the soft warmth, and the wetness he’d just tasted. 

He fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy with urgency, and pushed his pants and boxers down just enough to free his hard dick, red with determination. Obeying his own need, he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked up to see his boss’s head lolling lazily back and forth. She was softly moaning, in a special nirvana that comes only with a deep trance and a powerful climax.

“So perfect,” he muttered. He pressed the head of his insistent cock against her lips, loving the way she yielded to him, her sweet cunt soft and submissive. Her face remained serene, her eyes half-lidded and unfocused, pointed at the ceiling but not really seeing it. A low moan escaped her lips as he pushed in slowly. Martin imagined that this must be what getting a Michelin star feels like.

“Ohhh…” she sighed, her hands resting limply at her sides. Her thighs trembled slightly as he filled her, inch by inch, her pussy warm and slick around him. Her body seemed to mold itself to his, accepting him without resistance, and he groaned as he bottomed out, his hips pressed flush against hers.

He paused for a moment, savoring the way she felt around him, tight and wet and perfect. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly, and he saw her fingers twitch against the table. He pulled back slightly, then thrust in again, the motion slow and deliberate.

“Mmm… yes…” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.

He gripped her close to him, his fingers digging into her soft skin, and picked up the pace, his thrusts steady and deep. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mixing with her soft moans and sighs. Her body moved with his, her hips rising to meet his every thrust, her pussy clenching around him like her career depended on it.

“Ohhh… ohhh…” she moaned, her voice rising slightly with each thrust, her hands curling into loose fists against the table. Her breasts bounced slightly with each movement, her nipples hard and sensitive, and he couldn’t resist reaching out to pinch one lightly. She gasped, her back arching slightly, and he smirked, feeling a rush of power.

“You’re so good,” he told her, as his breathing became quicker and louder. He leaned over her, one hand still gripping her hip, the other pressing into the table for balance. Her pussy felt incredible, like he’d always belonged here, and he could feel his own orgasm building, hot and urgent.

Her moans grew louder, her body responding to the rhythm of his thrusts. She wasn’t the boss now, not the strict, demanding perfectionist who ruled the kitchen with an iron hand. She was just a woman, lost in pleasure, her inhibitions stripped away by the trance he’d put her in.

“Ohhh… ohhh… ohhh…” she chanted. Her hands moved aimlessly, her fingers brushing against the table, then her own tits, then grabbing at her hair, her body writhing slightly beneath him. She squeezed her pussy around him once more, hot and tight, and he groaned, his thrusts growing more erratic.

“Mi-Yeon…” he growled. “You feel so good… so fucking good…” His hips snapped forward, each thrust harder, intensely deep.

“Yes… yes…” she breathed, her voice a soft whimper as her hands gripped the edge of the table uselessly. Her eyes fluttered closed, her mouth opened in a silent cry as he drove into her, their bodies moving together.

“Come for me,” he demanded. Her body tensed slightly, her moans rising to a crescendo, and he thrust deep, burying himself inside her with an animal grunt. 

Martin felt her body tense, her muscles tightening like a coil, and then she was coming apart and a keening wail escaped her soft lips. “Ohhhhhh…!”

Her pussy grabbed a hold of the big cock that filled her up, the wet, sucking sounds filling the air as he tried and failed to move within her powerful grasp. Her hips bucked wildly, her legs trembling, and her hands scrabbled at the table, unable to find purchase.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…” Mi-Yeon chanted, her voice high and breathless. Her eyes rolled back, her head tossing from side to side, dark hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.

Her slippery, wet heat enveloped him, her body without a single useful thought, moving with base instinct, each spasm of her hot hole milked him, begging to be bred. Martin’s own control was slipping—he could feel his orgasm tightening in his balls, ready to explode, but he wanted to draw this out, to savor every second of her surrender.

Mi-Yeon’s moans turned into incoherent babbling as she rode the waves of her climax. Her hips stuttered, jerking without rhythm. Little whimpers escaped her lips, interspersed with sharp gasps as she fought for breath. Her body glowed with a slick sheen, and she was breathtaking in her abandonment.

He leaned over her, one hand braced on the table, the other gripping her soft thigh. His balls slapped against her with a wet smack as he plunged into her, again and again, his body taking over, ancient instructions in his DNA knowing exactly what to do. “You’re so wet, so fucking wet for me.”

“Y-yes…” Mi-Yeon stammered, her voice slurred with pleasure. “So wet…so full…”

Her words sent another spike of pride through him, and he snarled, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency. Mi-Yeon’s eyes screwed shut, her face screwed up in concentration as she rode the waves of pure unthinking pleasure.

“Oh…oh…” Her voice trailed off into a strangled cry as a third orgasm took hold, her body convulsing like a puppet on strings.

“Fuck…” Martin hissed, his teeth gritted as he struggled for control. He slowed his thrusts, dragging them out, making them deeper.

Mi-Yeon whined. “No… don’t stop… please…”

Her pleading worked, and he slammed into her, the table creaking in protest. Mi-Yeon’s legs fell open wider, her body bowing to accommodate his cock’s demands, and her head fell back, her mouth open in a silent scream as her body was ravaged.

Martin could feel his orgasm building like a volcano ready to erupt, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter, until finally—he let himself fall over the edge. 

“Fuck!” He grunted, his voice raw and harsh as he started to come, his hips stuttering with each burst of release.

Mi-Yeon whimpered as she felt him twitch inside her, her hungry wet hole fluttering around his cock, yearning for his seed. Martin’s breath caught, his throat constricting as he threw his head back, groaning with each rope of hot cum that spilled from him, painting her insides.

“Oh, fuck!” He growled, his hips snapping forward mindlessly as if each thrust could prolong the bliss, as if he couldn’t bear for it to end.

Mi-Yeon’s body felt like it was made for this—for him. It moved with his, yielding, welcoming, a toy for him to play with. Her pussy squeezed him, drawing out his orgasm, trying to keep him still, even as his thrusts became erratic, uncoordinated. Her throat issued a symphony of erotic sounds: moans, gasps, whimpers—each one a note in the song of his conquest.

Martin’s hands clenched her soft thighs, his fingers digging into her sensitive flesh, leaving marks that would surely bruise.

“Fucking take it,” he growled, his voice hoarse and scraped raw. “Take all of my cum.”

He looked down at Mi-Yeon, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her skin flushed, her dark hair tangled around her shoulders. As his climax ebbed, for the first time, he noticed her face, really saw her. Mi-Yeon was reduced from his demanding, strict boss to a dreamy mass of sated sexuality. Her eyes were unfocused, her mouth hanging open, her breathing shallow.

The reality of what he was doing hit him like a slap: he was fucking his boss senseless on one of the restaurant’s tables. A surge of adrenaline mixed with the remnants of his orgasm.

Martin leaned back on his heels, his chest heaving, his cock still buried inside her. The unlikeliness of what was happening settled heavily on him. She lay beneath him, limp and pliant, her limbs still trembling faintly. Her skin glistened with sweat, her hair fanned out across the table like ink spilled on a blank canvas.

He needed to think. He needed to make sure she was still deep in the trance, still under his control. He swallowed hard and spoke to her. “Sparkly hook. Sparkly hook. Sparkly hook.”

Her eyelids fluttered and her body stopped moving entirely. Her breathing was slow and even, her petite form completely relaxed. She was still under, still lost in that pleasant, mindless haze he’d put her in. Good. He needed her to stay like this, at least for a little longer.

Gently, he pulled out of her, his cock sliding free with a soft, wet sound. He resisted the way her pussy seemed to cling to him as if mourning the loss. He stepped back, letting her legs fall open. Her cunt was glistening, slick with her own arousal and his release, and he couldn’t help but stare for a moment, his own breathing still uneven. She was a mess, but she was a beautiful mess, like something he’d created and then broken.

He adjusted his clothes, tucking his satisfied cock back into his boxers and pulling up his pants. He felt exposed now, vulnerable in a way he hadn’t before, and he needed to cover himself, to regain some semblance of control. He zipped his fly, fastened his belt, and ran a hand through his hair, trying to steady himself.

With the clarity that comes after orgasm, he remembered why he’d done this in the first place. It wasn’t just about her sexy body, about the power—it was about the way she treated the staff, the way she made them feel. He remembered the frustration, the bitterness, the way she’d dismissed their efforts and hard work.

He knelt beside her, his hands resting on the edge of the table as he leaned in close. His voice was low, almost a whisper, as he spoke. “Listen to me. You’re going to be nicer to the staff. They’re working hard for you, and they deserve respect. They’re people, not machines. They’re trying their best, and you need to appreciate them.”

She didn’t respond, didn’t even seem to hear him. Her eyes were still half-lidded, her breathing slow and even. He wasn’t sure if it was working, if she was really taking it in, but he had to try. He had to say it, even if she couldn’t hear him, even if she wouldn’t remember.

“You’re a great chef, but you’re not perfect. None of us are. And that’s okay. You don’t have to be perfect to be great. But you do have to be kind, more understanding.”

He paused, watching her face for any sign of understanding, any flicker of recognition. Slowly, softly, he saw her give in, muttering a quiet, “Oh. Okay.”

Martin let out a slow breath, his chest still rising and falling unevenly as he stared down at Mi-Yeon’s docile form. He could still feel the lingering warmth of her body, the way her cunt had clenched around him, the way her moans had echoed in his ears. But he had to push all of that aside. He had to focus.

“You’re going to remember what the phrase ‘sparkly hook’ does to you,” he said, his voice lilting in that hypnotist impression once again. “You’ll know that it puts you in a trance, that it makes you feel good, that it makes you sensitive. But what we did… you’ll think it was just a daydream. Just a fantasy.”

Mi-Yeon didn’t move, her eyes still not quite looking at the ceiling, her breathing slow and even. “Oh. Okay.”

“Now,” he said, breathing coming easier now, “you’re going to get dressed. You’re just going to put your clothes back on, and then you’re going to stand in front of the stand mixer, just like you were before. You’ll watch the dough hook spinning, and you’ll think you were there this whole time. You’ll just watch the dough hook, and everything will go back to normal.”

Martin followed her cute naked butt into the kitchen. His own arousal had barely subsided, the memory of her still fresh in his mind, but all of that vanished the moment he saw Evelyn standing there. Her face was a deep crimson, her eyes wide as she glanced between him and their mindless boss. She clutched a tray of pastries to her chest like a shield, her mouth slightly open in shock.

Martin froze. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She’d heard them. She’d seen. He stumbled over a pathetic attempt to defuse the situation. “Wait, I can explain… she’s just… I mean, we were…”

Evelyn’s eyes narrowed, and she held up a hand, cutting him off. “Shh.”

She tilted her head slightly, her gaze shifting to Mi-Yeon, who was now buttoning her coat back on, her movements slow and mechanical. The boss’s face was blank, her eyes focused on the stand mixer, the dough hook spinning rhythmically.

Evelyn smirked, her lips curling into a sly grin. She set the tray down on the counter, her movements deliberate, and crossed her arms over her chest. Her eyes flicked back to Mi-Yeon, then to Martin, and she raised an eyebrow.

He opened his mouth to protest, but Evelyn cut him off again, stepping closer. She leaned in so only he could hear. “I’ll have what she’s having.”

——————————————————


Was that good for you, too? Visit www.rogeroveur.com:

	links to more stories 



	mailing list with updates and special offers



	a free ebook gift



cover.jpeg
ROGER OVEUR

( U A '
41 Y v f
3 ; ) % ‘
4 3 |
P . I : : /
I, P b i ! -3 / \ -— -
1 ARt S ey ;
7 \;% 5 E/

Change Her Mind

COLLECTION #1





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




