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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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