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Chapter 1: Masseuse

Cleo pressed her thumbs into a particularly stubborn spot near Harry’s shoulder blade, feeling the muscle release beneath her touch. The warm oil made his skin gleam under the soft lighting of her studio. 

“Mi-Yeon was right about you.” Harry’s voice was slightly muffled against the headrest. “Said you had magic hands.”

“She’s too kind.” Cleo moved down to his middle back. This man clearly spent staying active: not the bulky, showy kind of muscle, but lean and functional. Her eyes traced the V-shape from his broad shoulders down to where his waist disappeared into dark green boxer briefs.

“Actually, Mi-Yeon and I have a little arrangement going.” She worked her palms in circular motions along his spine. “Whenever I give her a pre-shift massage, she hooks me up with whatever she’s testing that day. Last week it was this incredible duck confit with some kind of gochujang something.”

Harry let out a low chuckle. “Clever. Like getting paid under the table, except she’s on the table.”

“Now who’s being clever?” Cleo smiled, moving to his lower back. “I could never normally afford to dine there, so it works for me. Have you been?”

“Next week, actually. She promised me the chef’s table experience.”

Cleo increased the pressure, her hands working in long, firm strokes. She couldn’t help noticing how his skin seemed to radiate warmth, how the subtle definition of his obliques caught the light when he shifted slightly. Professional distance, she reminded herself, even as her fingers mapped the terrain of his back with careful attention.

“Wish I had something marketable to trade,” Harry murmured, flexing a shoulder. “Hypnotherapy isn’t exactly edible.”

Cleo’s hands slowed. She tucked a stray wave of hair behind her ear. “Actually… there is something.” Her voice came out softer than she intended. “Maybe we could trade just for today.”

Harry twisted his neck enough to catch her eye. “I’m listening.”

“It’s silly.” She rubbed the pad of her thumb along a non-existent knot, buying time. “Clients keep asking for ASMR noises. Whispering, gentle tapping, that head-tingle stuff. I’ve watched some videos and I feel ridiculous. I’m too… self-aware.” A blush crawled up her throat. God, I sound like a teenager.

“So you need to mute the inner critic long enough for you to find your groove,” he predicted.

Cleo exhaled. “Exactly. If you can trance me, implant a little more confidence, we’ll call it even.”

Harry pushed himself up on his elbows, the movement causing a ripple through his back muscles that Cleo instinctively admired.

“Sounds like a fair trade to me.  Though I should say, getting into a proper trance can take time. Thirty minutes, sometimes an hour.”

Cleo’s stomach fluttered. An hour of letting someone into her head felt both terrifying and thrilling.

“Lucky for you,” Harry continued, and she caught the hint of a smile, “my afternoon’s wide open.”


Chapter 2: Hypnotist

Harry threw on his henley and jeans with casual efficiency. Cleo stared at the ceiling, hyper-aware of the massage table’s padding beneath her back. Feels funny from down here. The table creaked as she shifted.

“Before we start,” Harry’s voice dropped to something smoother, more measured, “tell me what these clients are specifically asking for. I mean, you’ve got talented fingers that can work out a month’s worth of tension. Isn’t that enough?”

She rubbed her forehead. “They want the whole sensory experience. The whispers, the kindness, all the head tingle stuff.” Her bright blue eyes darted to meet his green ones. “One guy asked me to trace patterns on his scalp while narrating what I was doing.”

Harry’s arms crossed. “And when you tried?”

“Every word came out kinda forced. My hands got stiff.” She swallowed. “The opposite of what they needed.”

“I get it,” Harry said. “You know, I actually watch ASMR videos sometimes.”

“Really?”

“The ones where someone pretends to give you a haircut, mostly.”

She felt some tension ease from her shoulders. At least he understood what she was dealing with.

“There’s this creator I found,” Harry recalled, “she has these wooden brushes, different sizes, and she just runs them across this microphone that looks like human ears. Sounds weird, but watching her hands and mouth while listening to those noises… it’s like your worries decide to take a break.”

Cleo could almost see it: a little vacation for her mind… quiet and peaceful.

“The interesting thing,” Harry continued, his words flowing with an easy rhythm, “is how quickly your breathing changes when you watch… just naturally becoming deeper, slower. Like right now, actually. Notice how your chest rises and falls at its own perfect pace?”

She hadn’t noticed, but now that he mentioned it, her breathing had shifted.

“The first time that I really got those tingles,” Harry’s voice had dropped lower, not quite a whisper, more like pillow talk, “was completely unexpected. This woman was organizing colored pencils by shade, explaining each one. Boring on paper, right? But there was something about following her movements, the soft clicks as each pencil found its place, her voice describing cerulean blue, then forest green, then burnt sienna…”

Cleo’s eyelids felt heavier. The air-conditioner buzz had faded into the background. I hope we start the hypnosis soon, I might fall asleep here.

“That focused but floaty feeling is so compelling. Like being completely present… but also drifting. Your body knows exactly where it is, comfortable and supported, while your mind gets to wander through these gentle sensations. She sometimes traces letters on the screen, and you can almost feel them being drawn on your skin.”

Cleo’s fingers had uncurled. She almost registered the change.

Harry’s murmuring continued, “Some people describe it like sinking into warm water, or it could be like floating on the surface of a calm lake. Weightless. Every sound becomes more interesting. They all blend into this comfortable cocoon.”

Cleo watched dust motes drift through a shaft of afternoon light.

“The best ASMR artists create a space where relaxation happens naturally,” Harry explained. “Like having a conversation with someone who really understands, where you can let your guard down without thinking about it. Where each word arrives at exactly the right moment.”

The fabric beneath her felt impossibly soft now, conforming to every curve of her body. Harry’s voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere, wrapping around her thoughts like thighs nestling around a body pillow. Mmm…

“That’s probably why your clients keep asking for it,” he mused. “They want that feeling of being cared for without judgment, where someone’s complete attention feels like the most natural thing in the world.”

The dust motes continued their lazy dance. Weightless. Cleo found herself following a single speck as it spiraled downward. Harry’s voice had become the only sound that mattered.

“Every breath you take goes a little deeper than the last one. Not because you’re trying… that’s just what breathing does when we stop monitoring it. In through the nose, filling your lungs completely, then out through slightly parted lips. Each exhale carries away thoughts you don’t need right now.”

Cleo’s lips had indeed parted. Gentle air flowed across them with each breath cycle.

“Your eyelids look heavy,” Harry observed. “That’s perfectly normal when someone feels this relaxed. You can close them whenever they want to close. Or keep them open while they get heavier and heavier. Either way, your conscious mind gets to rest while we talk.”

Oh! Hehe, he’s been doing the hypnosis already. Her eyes fluttered shut. The relief did indeed feel like sinking into a warm bath.

“Good. Now your conscious mind can take that break it’s been needing. Just floating somewhere peaceful while your subconscious listens to my voice. Your subconscious mind, the part that remembers how to breathe without thinking, how to work out a puzzle, how to learn without effort… that part stays perfectly aware of everything I say.”

Her lips rounded around a drowsy “uh-huh…”

“Picture a client on your table. You lean close. Your breath ruffles the tiny hairs on the nape of his neck. He shivers, but it’s safe, because your hands already taught his muscles they’re allowed to let go. And his muscles teach his brain.”

A tiny whimper rose in Cleo’s throat. Was it pleasure at the image, or maybe just the intense depth of wisdom Harry was sharing?

“Your subconscious remembers every lullaby your grandmother hummed, every ocean wave you ever fell asleep to. It can borrow those, then wrap a client in them exactly the way this trance wraps you.”

Wrapped… The word glowed pastel pink inside her mind.

Harry’s ideas slipped into Cleo’s vacationing brain without resistance. “Your clients deserve to feel this blissful, don’t they? To feel this safe, and cared for?”

Her lips moved before her mind caught up. “…yes.”

“Good. And you want to give that to them, don’t you? To let them float the way you’re floating now?”

A soft hum vibrated in her throat.

“Your whispers, your gentle touches, the soft sounds you’ll make… they’ll guide your clients into this same peace.” His voice held her focus. “You won’t need to think. It’ll come naturally, like breathing.”

Her head nodded silently.

“Good. And you’ll do it with confidence, with poise. Because it’s who you are. Do you agree?”

Her lips parted. “Poise.” It felt like a promise, settling deep in her bones.


Chapter 3: X

“When you whisper, you can choose to make it sweet… or you can choose to make it irresistible. Either way, they will tingle and float.”

Her dreamy hum was made of molasses.

“Choose the phrase that makes their pulse race… or the phrase that makes their whole body surrender. Either way, you win their trust… and their generous tips.”

Her hips shifted a fraction. Feels so nice…

Harry cleared his throat, and paused for a long moment. “Words like ache… throb… hungry… use them and the tingles shoot straight down the spine… or straight between the legs. Whichever path feels natural to you.”  

Cleo’s lips parted, releasing a shuddering sigh.

“Cleo, you want to practice your new ASMR skills on me. You’re floating in the safest room you know. Nothing you try here can be wrong, because I’m already relaxed and already listening.”

Her eyes fluttered open and closed again. “Practice…on you…”

“Exactly. Slow, silky, full of tingles. Begin whenever your breath feels ready.”

A long exhale trembled out, carrying the first airy thread of sound. “Mister Thompson… your shoulders deserve applause… but I’ll whisper it instead.” The words arrived feather soft.

When Harry gave a low appreciative grunt, Cleo bloomed inside.

“Lower now…” she said. It wasn’t like whispering, more like her voice box was idling in the driveway. “These lats… carved… strong enough to hold a week’s weight… yet they yield to my thumbs… so obedient.”

His answering sigh told her the cadence worked.

She paused, listening to the quiet, then purred, “That tiny sigh… music to my ears…” Her voice sank to a conspiratorial murmur. “I collect those sounds… keep them… replay them when I need to feel good.”

She allowed a single fingertip to glide along the table edge, the faint scrape providing a raspy counterpoint to her airy tone. The contrast drew a low moan from him. Cleo’s lips curved.

“Cleo, notice how easily that flowed… because you were talking to desire itself, not just to skin and muscle.”

Desire itself… The phrase shimmered inside her.

“Some clients crave more than relaxation… they want proof they’re attractive… potent… desirable. They’ll pay a premium to feel it, won’t they?”

A slow nod rolled through her. “…premium…”

“Good. Now show me how you’d make me feel wanted… using your ASMR voice. Be specific… be lavish, as if every syllable is another dollar tip in your pocket.”

Her lips parted. “Mister Thompson… your jawline…” Her volume shrank another notch, forcing his attention. “The touch of gray… masculine punctuation…”

Harry nearly forgot how to breathe.

“Harry…” she breathed easily, drawing out his name, “your chest is a quiet storm… wide, solid, the kind a woman wants pressed to her back at 3 a.m.”

His inhale shuddered, and she tasted victory.

Her syllables elongated to tell him, “Every breath I share with your skin… your potency hums like underground cables… steady… ready.”

Harry’s voice came low and warm. “Cleo, that was exquisite. You’re a poet.”

The compliment settled over her like a velvet blanket. Poet…

“You have a real talent,” he continued, crossing one leg over the other. “Some people practice for years and never find that effortless sensuality. It just flows from you.”

Her lips parted around a dreamy sigh.

“And the beautiful thing about talents,” Harry murmured, “is how easily they expand into new territory. Like how a pianist who masters Mozart can slip into jazz without overthinking it.”

Expand… The concepts drifted through her floating mind.

“Your ASMR voice already makes clients feel desired. That’s powerful. But there’s another level, isn’t there? A naughtier kind of whisper that makes them ache. Makes them hunger for more.”

Those words again. Ache. Hunger. They landed in her brain like warm dollops of peanut butter.

“Clients pay double, triple for that kind of attention,” he said. “For a voice that knows exactly how to describe what they’re feeling… what they’re craving… in explicit detail.”

Triple… She felt her hips shifting once more.

“You already have the talent for erotic ASMR, Cleo. Your subconscious knows every dirty word, every filthy phrase. You can whisper those words with the same confidence and poise.”

Her breath quickened. The fabric of her yoga pants suddenly felt too thin.

“Those generous tips… they’re waiting for you. All you have to do is let the words come naturally, the way they want to come.”

Cleo’s tongue swept across her bottom lip.

“Show me,” Harry intoned. “Practice your erotic ASMR on me. Let me hear what you’d whisper to a client who’s paying you very, very well.”

She felt a shift. Permission. Safety. The knowledge that nothing she said here could be wrong.

“Harry…” Her whisper arrived like satin dragging across skin. “I can feel how thick you’re getting… how your cock is straining… all that pressure building…”

His sharp inhale told her she’d struck gold.

“Mmm… yes…” She let her voice drop even lower, each word a caress. “I bet you’re throbbing now… wanting to escape those jeans… wishing my hands would wander lower during the massage…”

Oh god, why does saying this feel so good? The words were lighting her up from the inside, making her hips buck in time with her breathing.

“Every time I lean close,” she purred, “you can probably smell me… imagine how wet I get when strong hands grip my hips…”

Harry groaned, low and rough, and the sound sent electricity racing down her spine.

“You’d fuck me so deep,” she uttered, her voice trembling now with genuine need. “Make me take it… make me beg… use me until I’m dripping down my thighs…”

Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching and hungry.

“Cleo…” Harry’s voice came out strained.

Her back arched slightly.

“Oh, God,” whispered Harry at the view of her languid sensuality. He cleared his throat, then his voice was closer to normal, “Cleo, I’m going to count from one to five—“

“Nooo,” Cleo half-whined, half-moaned. “I… love this…”

Harry swallowed hard.

“One… two…” he managed, but Cleo’s torso rolled, her top clinging to the sudden lift of her breasts. His counting faltered.

Cleo’s knees parted, thighs slack. “Imagine me spreading warm oil… sliding under the towel… slow, possessive strokes…”

Her right hand glided down, fingers delved beneath her own waistband, encountering slick warmth. A fluttering moan floated up.

“Mmm… so open… just from talking like this…”

The scent of her arousal reached him, and he inhaled greedily, eyes locked on the slow pulse of her wrist. “Harry… please…” Her whisper cracked into a whimper. “Drop me deeper… want to feel… more… better…”

Harry’s voice dropped into that rich, commanding register. “Ten… sinking deeper now, Cleo… your pleasure increasing with every number…”

Oh god yes… Her fingers circled, slick and eager. “Mmm… Harry… want you to watch me…”

“Nine…” The word rumbled through her chest, settling between her spread thighs. “Deeper still… awareness fading… only sensation matters…”

Her hips rolled, chasing the pressure of her own fingers. “Would ride you right here on this table… ah… bounce on your thick cock… let you suck my tits…”

“Eight… falling… floating… nothing exists but my voice and your pleasure…”

“Fuck…” The whisper melted into a breathy moan. “Your hands… mmm… gripping my ass… spreading me open… claiming every… nnh… all of me…”

The wet sounds of her fingers working grew louder. Her eyes remained closed, lost somewhere deep, and warm, and perfect.

“Seven… dropping deeper… pleasure becoming everything…”

“Want… oh… want you to… ahh… pin me down… make me… nngh…” Her dirty talk fragmented. The articulate whispers gave way to something more primal.

“Six… going deeper… your conscious mind drifting away… your body knows what it needs…”

“Ahh… hah… mmm…”

“Five… sinking… melting… awareness dissolving…”

“Unnh… please… oh god… hah… hah…” The ASMR whisper had vanished completely, replaced by raw, desperate noises.

“Four… almost there… pleasure building… pressure mounting…”

“Mmm… fuck… nnh… nnh… nnh…” Her hips bucked against her hand, chasing something just out of reach. The outside world had ceased to exist. No studio, no sunshine, no concept of propriety or consequence. Only the journey down and the ache between her thighs.

“Three… let go completely… nothing but sensation…”

“Ahh… ahh… oh… oh god… unnh…” Wet sounds filled the silence between her moans, her fingers busy beneath her stretchy pants. Her back arched, suspended in that perfect moment before release.

“Two… almost at the bottom… pleasure consuming everything…”

A strangled cry tore from her throat. “Hah… fuck… mmm… gonna… I’m… nnh… nnh…” Her whole body tensed, trembling on the edge. The pleasure compressed tighter and tighter, every muscle quivering with anticipation.

“One… deepest trance… complete surrender… let it happen, Cleo…”

The dam burst, obliterating thought. Her mouth opened wide, releasing a guttural “Aahhh… aahhh… AAHHH!” Her hips jerked violently, fingers pressing hard against her demanding clit.

“Unnh… unnh… unnh…” The noises poured out, animal and raw. Her thighs clamped around her hand, whole body convulsing. Through the haze, she heard rustling fabric, then the soft ASMR whisper of a zipper. Some distant part of her registered what it meant, but conscious thought lay too far away to grasp. Another wave rolled through her belly.

“Mmm… ohh… nnh…” Her back arched again, smaller aftershocks rippling outward. Her breath came in shuddering gasps.

So deep… can’t think… just feel…

A low masculine groan drifted through the studio. The sound triggered something primal in her chest, and it made her pussy clench. “Ahh…” she whimpered, eyes still sealed shut, floating in perfect darkness.

Important thoughts formed, slow and thick: Empty. Need. Full.

Her hand reached out almost on its own, fingers curling around hot, rigid flesh. Harry’s cock pulsed in her grip, thick and full of promise. She squeezed possessively, and grunted low in her throat, “Nnnngh.”

His sharp inhale told her everything. She tugged him closer, he yanked her yoga pants to mid-thigh, trapping her legs. Didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the ache, the desperate void between her thighs that screamed to be stretched, stuffed, claimed.

She pulled harder, guiding him toward her soaked entrance, and locked eyes with him. Her gaze was pure animal want, pupils blown wide, mouth slack. Another grunt, more insistent. “Grrrmm.”

Harry’s jaw clenched, fighting the last threads of control. “Cleo, you’re still…”

She shook her head violently, yanking his cock until the thick head nudged her slick folds. Her hips bucked up, trying to impale herself. A frustrated whine tore from her lips. “Mmmmph!”

Need it. Need him. Now.

Her free hand clawed at his shirt, nails scraping fabric, then found his hip and pulled with bruising force. She nodded frantically, grunting with each jerk of his cock. “Uh. Uh. Uh.”

Harry’s resistance shattered like glass. He gripped her ankles, lifting them, draping them over his broad shoulders. The position folded her in half, pants stretched taut between her thighs, restricting her spread. She was trapped, exposed, vulnerable.

Perfect.

The blunt crown of his cock pressed against her entrance, pushing her open just a fraction. Cleo’s back arched once more, a guttural moan ripping up her throat. “Ohhhhhhh…”

He pushed in an inch, then another, her body yielding to his girth with wet, sucking resistance. The stretch burned, delicious and savage, filling the emptiness that howled inside her. Her mouth fell open, drool collecting at the corner of her lips. “Nnnnggh… ggghhh…”

Harry groaned, a deep rumble that vibrated through her bones. “Fuck, Cleo… so tight…”

She couldn’t respond with words. Language was gone, burned away in the crucible of pure need. She could only grunt and nod, urging him deeper with every shallow breath. “Uh… uh… muhhhh…”

He sank another two inches, cock splitting her wider, her slick walls gripping him like a vice. The wet squelch of their joining filled the room, obscene and primal. Cleo’s eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering as she groaned long and low. “Ggggrrrrr…”

Her fingers dug into the massage table padding. The restriction of her pants forced her thighs together, making everything tighter, more intense. Nerve endings sparked and sizzled as he pushed deeper, needing to be buried as much as she needed to be filled.

Harry’s breath came in ragged bursts above her. His hips flexed, feeding her another inch, and her whole body shuddered. She released a broken whimper, high and needy. “Eeeennngh…”

More. All of it. Gimme.

She grunted again, desperate, and rocked her hips as much as the position allowed. The friction was delicious, but not enough, too much, never enough. “Mmmmm… nnngh… pleeease…”

The last word came out garbled, barely human, but Harry understood. He gripped her ankles tighter, angling her hips up, and thrust the rest of the way home.

Cleo’s scream was guttural, ripped from her core. “AAAAAHHHHH!” Her pussy clenched around him, trying to suck out his soul, every inch of his thick cock buried deep inside her. She could feel him everywhere.

He held there, seated fully, letting her adjust. Her chest heaved, small panting moans escaping with each exhale. “Hah… hah… hah…”

Then he started to take what he wanted.

The first withdraw was slow, agonizing, dragging across sensitive secret spots. The retreat made her whine. “Nnnoooo…”

But he plunged back in, hard and deep, and satisfaction returned. She grunted with the impact.

Harry started issuing forth powerful thrusts that rocked her against the table. Each drive forward punched guttural noises from her throat. “Uh! Uh! Uh!” There was the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the squelch of her soaked pussy taking him again and again, the creak of the massage table straining under their frenzy.

Her ankles bounced with every thrust. The angle ground his pelvis against her swollen clit, adding sparks of pleasure that made her moan continuously. “Mmmmm… ggghhh… aaahhhh…”

Yes. This. Need this. Need him. Full. So full.

Her thoughts were fractured, reduced to animalistic hunger. She grunted with each brutal thrust, matching his intensity with her own savage need. “Grrr… mmmmph… nnnngh…”

The pressure built again, tightening in her belly.

Harry’s jaw locked, a vein pulsing in his temple as he fought the tightening coil in his gut. His thrusts slowed, grinding deep, savoring the wet, clinging heat. “Not yet,” he rasped, more to himself than to her.

Cleo’s head thrashed while she frantically rubbed her clit. She dragged her nails down his forearms, leaving pink trails, and rolled her hips in tight, urgent circles. A needy, guttural “Mmmph… ahhh!” spilled out, breathy and broken. He heard the wordless plea.

“You want it?” he growled.

She answered with a frantic nod, lips parted, tongue darting to wet them. Her pussy squeezed around him, milking, begging. A wet, sucking sound accompanied each little hump she managed, her body trying to pull him deeper, to hold him captive.

His hips jerked involuntarily, a sharp “Ungh!” escaping him. She felt him swell and pulse—her favorite moment of a man’s control slipping. Cleo’s eyes locked on his, wide and weepy, and she let out a high, breathy “Yeehhhhhh…”

He sank deep, grinding, pelvis pressed to hers. Cleo mewled, a sound like surrender and triumph twisted together.

Harry’s spine locked. A guttural “Fuck… Cleo!” tore from his throat as he retreated and quickly slammed home one last time. His cock jerked, thick and hot, pumping in heavy, unstoppable pulses. Each spurt drew a ragged groan from him, “Ahhh—unnh—ghh!”, his body shuddering over hers.

Cleo’s mouth fell open in a silent cry, then a breathy “Yesss—mmmph!” as she felt him flood her. 

The hot flood triggered something primal. Cleo’s hands flew to cover her face, a strangled cry ripping from her throat as a second orgasm detonated through her core. “Aahhh… fuck… FUCK!”

Every pulse of his release inside her sent a shockwave radiating outward. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, claiming every drop. The sensation was magnified in the trance, nerve endings announcing pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Mine. Cum. Took it all. All mine.

Her hips jerked against him, grinding, wringing out every last spasm. A long, satisfied moan poured out, pure animal contentment.

Perfect. This is perfect.

Her thighs trembled around him, still trapped in her bunched yoga pants. She felt his cum starting to leak out around his cock, warm and obscene, and the thought made her sluggishly giddy.

Her lips moved, trying to shape words, but only soft sounds emerged. “Mmm… ahhh…” The connection between thought and speech remained severed, her mind drifting somewhere deep and warm.

Harry shifted, his softening cock still buried inside her. The movement elicited a whimper. She felt his cum leak out around him, trickling down, making a mess she’d have to clean—

Should care… don’t care… feels nice…

Her bright blue eyes blinked slowly, unfocused, staring at the ceiling tiles without really seeing them. Her fingers twitched against the padding, unable to form fists or grasp anything solid.

“Cleo?” Harry’s voice came from somewhere far away, gentle but concerned.

She managed a soft hum in response. “Mmmmnh…”

Words…?

Her body felt liquid, boneless, completely wrung out. The trance held her suspended in delicious limbo.

Harry’s breathing gradually steadied as he carefully shifted Cleo onto her side, bending her knees into a comfortable recovery position. His hands were gentle, almost reverent.

So tired… floaty…

The sound of fabric rustling told her he was getting dressed. A zipper, the soft thud of a belt buckle. She watched through heavy-lidded eyes as blurred shapes moved.

“Cleo,” his voice came soft, measured, “when you wake up, do you want to remember what just happened?”

The question filtered through the warm fog. Remember… Her lips curved into a lazy smile.

“Yuh-huh,” she breathed, the “word” barely audible.

All of it. Every second.

Harry paused, and she heard the shift in his breathing. “Okay. You’ll remember everything clearly.”

Harry’s fingers traced a slow path along her shoulder, the touch feather-soft and grounding. “Cleo, I’m going to count from one to five now. With each number, you’ll drift closer to waking, bringing all the confidence and poise you discovered today.”

His voice wrapped around her like warm honey.

“One… beginning to surface… remembering how natural your ASMR voice flows… how easily the whispers come when you stop thinking about them…”

The fog in her mind thinned slightly. She became aware of the massage table beneath her, the slight dampness between her thighs, the pleasant ache deep inside.

“Two… rising higher… your subconscious keeping everything you learned… knowing you can give clients those tingles, that blissful floating sensation… with complete confidence…”

His thumb traced circles on her wrist, each revolution drawing her further toward consciousness. Confidence… poise…

“Three… halfway there now… feeling your energy returning… remembering you’re a natural at this… your whispers will make clients melt, make them generous, make them return again and again…”

Her breathing deepened, chest rising and falling more deliberately. The studio came into focus around her: afternoon light, the faint scent of massage oil, the stronger scent of sex.

“Four… almost awake… your eyes ready to open… feeling satisfied, and completely certain of your new skills… you can offer ASMR with the same confidence you bring to every massage…”

His palm cupped her cheek, warm and solid. The tenderness made her heart expand.

“Five… eyes open, wide awake, feeling wonderful.”

Cleo’s bright blue eyes snapped open, quickly finding Harry’s green gaze. A knowing smile curved her lips. She held his stare for a long moment, letting him see she remembered everything: the trance, the dirty whispers, the way she’d pulled him inside her like a woman starving.

No regrets. Not even close.

She reached down and tugged her yoga pants back up around her waist, the damp fabric clinging in ways that made her hyper-aware of the mess they’d made. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she stretched, rolling her shoulders, feeling deliciously used. She sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the edge, and beckoned him closer with one crooked finger.

He stepped forward, and she reached up to curl her hand around the back of his neck, pulling him down. Their lips met soft and slow.

When she pulled back, her smile had turned playful.

“I want that again,” she said, her voice still carrying traces of that ASMR whisper. “The trance, I mean. Often.”

Harry’s eyebrows lifted slightly.

“We could barter,” Cleo continued, fingers playing with the collar of his shirt. “Your hypnosis sessions for my massages. Fair trade, don’t you think?”

——————————————————
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