
        
            
                
            
        

    
Oops, I Hypnotized the Reality TV Star


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.

——————————————————

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



cover1.jpeg
Oops, I Hypnotized
the Reality TV Star






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




