
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Upgrade

Marcus had been coming to Serenity Spa for eight months, and in that time, he'd developed a routine that bordered on ritualistic. Every other Thursday at 2 PM, he'd walk through the frosted glass doors, exchange pleasantries with Dana at the front desk, and disappear into Room 7 where the milking table waited. The anticipation would start building on Tuesday—a low hum of arousal that intensified as Thursday approached, until by Thursday morning he was practically vibrating with need.

He'd discovered the place by accident, a late-night Google rabbit hole that started with "best massage Seattle" and ended four hours later with him reading reviews on a discreet forum where men discussed their experiences with clinical detachment that barely masked their enthusiasm. "Life-changing," one review had read. "I've been going twice a month for three years and I'll never stop." Another simply said: "Ask for Jade."

So he'd asked for Jade.

That first session had been awkward as hell—him nervous and overly talkative, her patient and professional as she guided him through the experience. But by the end, when she'd edged him five times before finally letting him come so hard he saw stars, Marcus had understood what those reviews meant. This wasn't just a hand job. This was an art form.

Now, eight months and sixteen sessions later, walking into Serenity Spa felt like coming home to something he didn't have to explain or justify. The world outside could be chaotic, demanding, exhausting. But here, for ninety minutes every two weeks, he could surrender completely.

The lobby was designed to signal expensive discretion—minimalist furniture in shades of cream and taupe, abstract art on the walls that probably cost more than his car, and lighting so carefully calibrated it made everyone look good without being obvious about it. Soft music played from hidden speakers, something ambient and vaguely sensual that you'd never be able to identify but always made you feel relaxed.

Dana looked up from the reception desk as he approached, her smile warm and knowing. She was in her forties, attractive in that polished way that came from good skincare and regular salon visits, and she'd been working the front desk long enough that very little surprised her.

"Marcus," she greeted him, already pulling up his appointment on the computer. "Right on time, as always. How are you today?"

"Good. Ready for this."

"I bet you are." Her eyes sparkled with amusement. "Jade's just finishing her setup. You can head back to Room 7—she'll be with you in just a moment."

"Thanks, Dana."

"Oh, and Marcus?" She lowered her voice conspiratorially, even though they were the only people in the lobby. "She mentioned she wants to talk to you about something today. An upgrade option."

His stomach did a small flip. "An upgrade?"

"Mmm-hmm. She'll explain." Dana's smile widened. "I think you're going to like it."

Marcus made his way down the familiar hallway, his heart rate picking up with each step. The spa had eight rooms total, but Room 7 had become his in a way—his spot, his sanctuary, the place where Jade worked her magic on him every two weeks.

He pushed open the door and stepped inside.

The room was maybe fifteen by fifteen feet, larger than your standard massage room because of the specialized equipment. The walls were painted a soothing slate gray, and blackout curtains covered the single window to ensure complete privacy. A small table along one wall held an array of massage oils, lubricants, and towels, all arranged with the precision of a surgeon's tray. There was a speaker system built into the ceiling that currently played low, rhythmic music—the kind of deep bass frequencies that you felt in your chest as much as heard.

But the centerpiece, the reason he was here, was the milking table.

It dominated the center of the room—a custom-built massage table with a crucial modification. Where a normal table would be solid padding, this one had a U-shaped cutout positioned exactly where a man's hips would rest when lying face-down. The cutout was lined with soft leather and positioned at the perfect height so that when Marcus lay down, his cock would hang through the opening, completely accessible from below.

Beneath the table was a padded stool on wheels, positioned so that Jade could sit comfortably with his cock at perfect hand-height. The mechanics were simple but brilliant—gravity helped keep blood flow strong, the position eliminated any awkward angles, and the face-down arrangement meant complete surrender, total vulnerability.

The first time Marcus had seen the table, he'd been intimidated by how explicitly sexual it was. There was no pretending this was a normal massage. The equipment itself announced its purpose.

Now, eight months later, the sight of it made his cock start to swell in his pants.

Jade was there, arranging supplies on the side table with the efficient movements of someone who'd done this routine a thousand times. She looked up when he entered, and that familiar jolt of attraction hit him square in the chest.

Jade was maybe five-foot-six, with an athletic build that came from yoga and boxing, not from starvation diets. She had dark brown hair that she usually wore in a high ponytail to keep it out of the way during sessions, and striking hazel eyes that seemed to shift between green and brown depending on the light. Her skin was the kind of golden-olive that suggested mixed heritage—he'd never asked, and she'd never volunteered.

She wore the spa's standard uniform, which had clearly been designed by someone who understood that "professional" and "sexy" weren't mutually exclusive. Black yoga pants that hugged every curve of her ass and thighs, and a fitted black tank top that showed off toned arms and just enough cleavage to be distracting without being unprofessional. No jewelry except small silver hoops in her ears. No makeup beyond some lip gloss. She didn't need it.

"Marcus," she said, her voice warm with genuine pleasure. "Hey. How's your week been?"

"Long," he admitted, closing the door behind him. The lock clicked automatically—privacy was paramount here. "That presentation I mentioned last time? It's been consuming my life."

"The acquisition pitch?"

He was touched that she remembered. "Yeah. We present to the board next Tuesday."

"Well, then it's a good thing you're here." She gestured to the table with a small smile. "Ninety minutes of not thinking about work. Sound good?"

"Sounds fucking perfect."

"That's what I like to hear." She moved to the dimmer switch and lowered the lights slightly, creating an atmosphere that was intimate without being so dark you couldn't see. "You know the routine. Strip down, get comfortable on the table, cock through the opening. I'll step out and give you a minute."

She headed for the door, then paused with her hand on the handle. "Oh, and Marcus? Before we get started today, I want to talk to you about something. A service upgrade I think you'd really enjoy."

There was that word again—upgrade. His curiosity immediately spiked. "Okay. Yeah, we can talk."

"Good." She flashed him a smile that had definite heat behind it. "Get settled. I'll be back in two minutes."

The door closed behind her, leaving Marcus alone with the table and his increasingly insistent arousal.

He stripped quickly, unbuckling his belt and shucking off his pants and boxer briefs in one smooth motion. His cock was already starting to fill, the familiar pavlovian response to being in this room kicking in. He pulled his shirt over his head and added it to the pile on the chair, then stood there for a moment, completely naked, taking a few deep breaths to center himself.

The room was kept warm—maybe 76 or 77 degrees—specifically so clients wouldn't feel uncomfortable being naked. It was one of many small details that demonstrated how much thought had gone into creating this space.

Marcus approached the table and positioned himself carefully, settling his hips into the padded cutout. The leather was slightly cool against his skin, a contrast to the warm air. He adjusted his position until his cock hung comfortably through the opening, dangling free beneath the table. His balls settled into the natural cradle created by his position, everything accessible and exposed.

The face cradle was positioned perfectly for his height, cushioned and comfortable. Once he was settled, he let his arms relax at his sides and closed his eyes, already feeling some of the week's tension starting to drain away.

This position—face-down, ass elevated, cock hanging vulnerable—it did something to his headspace. Removed him from the performance anxiety that usually came with sex. He didn't have to do anything, didn't have to worry about his stamina or his technique or whether he was pleasing his partner. All he had to do was lie here and receive pleasure. Surrender to it.

He heard Jade's soft knock, then the door opening.

"Comfortable?" she asked, and he could hear the smile in her voice.

"Yeah. Perfect."

"Good boy." The praise sent a pleasant shiver through him. She'd started using that phrase a few months ago, and he'd discovered he fucking loved it. "Just relax. Let your whole body sink into the table. I'm going to take such good care of you today."

Her footsteps moved around the room as she did her final preparations—adjusting the music volume, checking the temperature of the oil warmer, positioning supplies within easy reach. Marcus listened to these familiar sounds, his breathing already slowing into the deep, even rhythm that meant his nervous system was downshifting into relaxation mode.

Then her hands were on him—warm, slick with oil, settling on his shoulders with firm pressure.

"Fuck, you're tense," Jade observed, her thumbs digging into the knots bunched along his shoulder blades. "I can feel it through the whole upper back. You've been hunched over your laptop, haven't you?"

"Guilty," Marcus admitted, his voice already going a bit drowsy under her touch. "Twelve hour days this week."

"Mmm. Well, we're going to fix that. Just breathe for me. Deep breath in... and out. That's it. Keep breathing like that."

She worked his shoulders with the kind of pressure that bordered on painful but in a way that felt necessary, like she was physically breaking up the stress that had calcified in his muscles. Her hands were strong—she'd mentioned once that she'd been doing massage work for almost a decade, and it showed in the confidence of her touch.

She moved methodically down his back, her thumbs tracing the channels along his spine, her palms smoothing over the broader muscle groups with long, sweeping strokes. Every so often she'd add more oil, the liquid warmed to body temperature so there was no jarring cold shock.

"How's the pressure?" she asked as she worked a particularly stubborn knot near his left shoulder blade.

"Perfect. God, right there..."

"I know, baby. I've got you." Her voice had dropped into that register she used during sessions—lower, more intimate, with an edge of something that wasn't quite professional anymore. "Your body tells me everything I need to know. I can feel exactly where you're holding tension, exactly where you need me."

Marcus groaned softly as she hit another tight spot, the sound half pain, half pleasure.

"That's it," Jade encouraged. "Don't hold back those sounds. I want to hear everything. Want to know I'm getting to you."

She spent a solid fifteen minutes on his back and shoulders, working until Marcus felt like he might melt straight through the table. His mind had gone pleasantly fuzzy, thoughts drifting without quite forming into coherent sentences. This was the magic of what Jade did—she could take him from the hypervigilant stress of his regular life and drop him into this floating, meditative state where nothing existed except her hands and his body's responses.

"How are we doing?" she asked, her hands moving lower now, smoothing over his lower back with broad strokes.

"So good," Marcus murmured. "Really, really good."

"Yeah? Feeling relaxed?"

"Getting there."

"Good. Because I want you completely loose before we talk about that upgrade I mentioned. Want your brain in the right space to really hear what I'm offering."

Her hands slid lower, over the curve of his ass, the touch still firmly in massage territory but with an undercurrent of something more. She worked his glutes with the same thorough attention she'd given his back, kneading the muscle groups, working out tension he hadn't known was there.

Marcus's cock gave a definite twitch beneath the table.

"Mmm," Jade hummed, amused. "Is someone waking up down there?"

"Can't help it," Marcus said, his voice rough. "Your hands on my ass..."

"I know what my hands on your ass do to you." She squeezed both cheeks firmly, the gesture more playful than therapeutic. "I've been working this body for eight months. I know every response, every trigger, every spot that makes you lose your mind."

She moved to his thighs, her hands gliding down the backs of his legs with firm, purposeful strokes. The massage oil made everything slick and smooth, her palms sliding over his skin with barely any friction. She worked his hamstrings, his calves, even his feet—a thorough, full-body experience that left no part untouched.

"Alright," Jade said finally, her hands coming to rest on his lower back. "I think you're ready."

"Ready for what?"

"To talk. And to really feel." She moved around the table, and he heard the soft scrape of the wheeled stool as she positioned it beneath him. "I'm going to start your session now, but I want to talk to you while I work. Can you focus on my words even while I'm touching you?"

"I can try."

"Good enough."

Then her hands were on him—one wrapping around the base of his cock, the other cupping his balls with gentle, possessive pressure. Even that first contact, after forty-five minutes of anticipation, was enough to make him gasp.

"There we go," Jade murmured, her voice taking on that filthy edge that made his brain short-circuit. "Fuck, Marcus, you're already so hard for me. I haven't even started stroking yet and your cock is throbbing in my hand."

"I've been hard since I walked in the room," he admitted.

"I know you have, baby. I could tell." Her hand started moving, slow and deliberate, base to tip and back again. "Your body knows what happens here. It remembers how good I make you feel."

The angle was perfect—with him face-down and her sitting beneath, his cock pointed straight down into her grip. She'd explained the mechanics once, something about gravity and blood flow and optimal positioning. Marcus didn't care about the science. He just knew that being stroked from this angle felt different than jerking himself off, more intense somehow, like every nerve ending was magnified.

"God, Jade..." he groaned, his hips already trying to flex into her strokes.

"Uh-uh," she chided gently, her free hand pressing against his hip to still him. "You don't move. You lie there and take what I give you. I'm in control of this cock, remember? You just feel."

"Okay. Fuck. Okay."

"That's my good boy." Her hand continued its steady rhythm, not too fast, not too slow—perfectly calibrated to build arousal without rushing him toward the edge. "Now, I want to talk to you about something while I'm working. Think you can listen?"

"Yeah," Marcus managed, though listening to anything while her hand was wrapped around his dick seemed like an optimistic goal.

"You've been coming here for eight months now," Jade began, her tone conversational despite the explicitly sexual nature of what she was doing. "Twice a month, every other Thursday. That's... sixteen sessions?"

"About that, yeah."

"And in those sixteen sessions, we've developed a pretty good rhythm, haven't we? I know your body. I know how you like to be touched. I know when you're getting close, when you need me to back off, when you're ready to come." Her thumb swiped over his cockhead, spreading the pre-come that had started to leak. "You trust me with your pleasure."

"I do. Completely."

"Good. Because trust is important for what I want to propose." Her other hand started rolling his balls, a gentle massage that made him moan into the face cradle. "Everything we do now—this milking table session—it's all external stimulation. My hands on your cock, on your balls, working you until you come. And it's good, right?"

"It's fucking incredible," Marcus said honestly.

"But it's only scratching the surface of what's possible."

Her hand squeezed his cock firmly, a punctuation to her words. Marcus's breath caught.

"Your prostate," Jade continued, her voice taking on an educational tone that somehow managed to be both informative and incredibly hot, "is located about two inches inside your ass, toward the front of your body. It's about the size of a walnut, and it's packed—absolutely packed—with nerve endings. When it's stimulated properly, the sensations are completely different from standard penile stimulation."

Marcus's heart started beating faster. He had a feeling he knew where this was going.

"Some guys describe prostate orgasms as being deeper, more full-body. Others say it feels like their entire pelvis is involved instead of just their cock. The buildup is different too—slower, more intense, almost overwhelming if you're not prepared for it."

Her hand on his cock maintained that maddening steady rhythm, keeping him aroused and focused while she talked.

"What I'm offering," Jade said, "is to combine traditional milking table service with prostate stimulation. I'd work your cock like I'm doing now, while simultaneously massaging your prostate from the inside. The two types of stimulation feed into each other, amplify each other. The result is... well, the guys who've experienced it describe it as life-changing."

Marcus's cock jumped in her hand, his body betraying his interest even as his mind processed what she was suggesting.

"Have you ever had your prostate touched, Marcus?" Jade asked, her tone nonjudgmental, purely curious.

"No," he admitted, his voice slightly strained. "Never tried anything like that."

"But you're curious, aren't you? I can feel it in how hard your cock just got when I started explaining."

He couldn't deny it. "Yeah. I'm curious. Just... I've never really thought about it before."

"That's completely normal. Most guys haven't explored that kind of stimulation, even though their body is wired for it." Her hand slowed slightly, letting him focus more on her words than the sensation. "But here's the thing—you came to me eight months ago having never experienced a milking table session. You didn't know if you'd like it, didn't know if it would feel weird or awkward or uncomfortable. But you tried it anyway, and now you're here twice a month because you discovered something amazing."

"True."

"This is the same thing. It's just another door. Another level of pleasure that your body is capable of experiencing if you're willing to try."

Her hand resumed its stroke, a little faster now, building the arousal back up. Her other hand left his balls and traced down, fingers brushing against his taint with feather-light pressure.

"Feel that?" Jade asked. "That spot between your balls and your ass? That's right over your prostate. Even external pressure there can feel good."

She pressed gently, and Marcus gasped as a completely new sensation bloomed—not like the focused intensity of having his cock stroked, but something deeper, more diffuse, radiating through his pelvis.

"Oh fuck," he breathed.

"And that's just external pressure," Jade said, satisfaction evident in her voice. "Imagine what it would feel like if I was actually touching the gland itself, massaging it while I'm also jerking your cock. The combination of sensations, the way they build on each other..."

She demonstrated by pressing harder on his taint while simultaneously stroking his cock faster, and the dual stimulation made Marcus moan loudly.

"Jesus Christ, Jade..."

"I know, baby. I know." She eased up on both the pressure and the stroking, letting him catch his breath. "I want to give you that. I want to show you what your body is capable of feeling. But I need you to be willing, need you to trust me enough to try something new."

Marcus's mind was spinning. The sensation she'd just given him—that preview of what internal stimulation might feel like—had been intense and strange and undeniably arousing. His cock was leaking steadily now, pre-come dripping from the tip.

"Tell me what you're thinking," Jade prompted. "What's going through your head right now?"

"I'm thinking..." Marcus paused, trying to organize his thoughts while her hand was still lazily stroking his dick. "I'm thinking that I want to try it. But I'm also nervous. It's new territory."

"New territory is scary," Jade acknowledged. "But that's what I'm here for—to guide you through it, make it good for you, make sure you're comfortable every step of the way."

"How would it work? Like, what's the actual process?"

Jade's voice shifted into that instructional tone again, and Marcus found himself incredibly turned on by the clinical way she described explicitly sexual acts.

"We'd start the session exactly like we're doing now—full body massage to get you relaxed, then I'd work your cock to build arousal. Getting turned on is important because it helps your body relax and open up. Once you're really worked up, I'd use plenty of lube and slowly, very slowly, insert one finger into your ass."

Marcus's hole clenched involuntarily at the words, a mixture of nervousness and anticipation.

"The key is slow," Jade emphasized. "Your body needs time to adjust, time to figure out what these new sensations are. I'd start with just one finger, let you get used to the feeling of penetration, let your muscles relax around me. Then I'd curl my finger forward, toward your belly, and find your prostate."

"And then?"

"Then I'd massage it." Her hand on his cock squeezed gently. "Firm but gentle pressure, circular motions, varying the intensity based on your responses. And all the while, I'd still be working your cock with my other hand. External and internal stimulation at the same time."

"Fuck," Marcus breathed.

"The first time is always interesting," Jade continued. "Your brain doesn't quite know how to process the sensations. It's pleasure, but it's different from anything you've experienced before. Some guys need a few minutes to adjust, to learn how to surrender to it. But once you do, once you stop fighting it and just let yourself feel..."

She trailed off deliberately, letting his imagination fill in the blanks.

"I've done this with a lot of guys," Jade said. "Some of them were nervous at first, just like you. Some of them had never even considered trying it. But you know how many have asked for it again?"

"How many?"

"Every single one. One hundred percent return rate. Because once you experience that kind of full-body pleasure, once you know what your body is capable of feeling, you can't go back to not knowing."

Her hand started moving faster on his cock, and Marcus felt the familiar tension starting to build in his balls, the first warning signs that an orgasm was approaching.

"And it's not just about the orgasm," Jade added, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. "Though the orgasms are fucking incredible. It's about surrender. About giving yourself over completely to sensation, to pleasure, to me. Trusting me to take you apart and put you back together."

She was edging him now, he realized—not just physically but psychologically, using her words and her touch to build him up toward a decision.

"What do you say, Marcus?" Her hand tightened around his cock, strokes quick and firm. "You want to try it? Want to let me show you what else your body can do?"

"I..." He was so close, could feel the orgasm hovering just out of reach, kept at bay only by Jade's expert control. "Yes. Fuck, yes. I want to try it."

"Yeah? You sure?"

"I'm sure. I want—oh god, Jade, I'm close—"

"I know you are, baby. I can feel it." Her hand slowed immediately, backing him off from the edge with practiced precision. "But we're not doing it today."

"What?" The denial was almost painful.

"Next session," Jade said firmly, her hand releasing his cock entirely. "Next Thursday. That gives you a week to think about it, to prepare yourself mentally. Plus I need time to set up the room properly—different supplies, different positioning."

Marcus groaned in frustration, his cock throbbing in the empty air.

"Hey," Jade's voice softened. "Trust me on this. The anticipation is part of the experience. You're going to spend the next week thinking about it, wondering what it's going to feel like, getting yourself all worked up. By the time you walk in here next Thursday, you're going to be desperate for it. And that desperation, that need—it makes everything more intense."

She had a point, though his aching cock was currently arguing that he'd rather just experience it now.

"For today," Jade said, her hands returning to his cock and balls, "let me finish what we started. Let me give you a proper session so you remember why you trust me with this."

And then she proceeded to absolutely wreck him.

She edged him methodically—bringing him right to the brink of orgasm, backing off, letting him cool down just enough, then building him back up again. She did this five times, each edge more intense than the last, until Marcus was whimpering and begging incoherently into the face cradle.

"Please, Jade, please, I can't—"

"You can," she assured him, her voice maddeningly calm while his entire world was condensed down to the sensation of her hands on his cock. "You can take more. You're doing so good for me, baby. Taking everything I give you."

On the sixth edge, she added that external pressure on his taint again, and the combination made Marcus's vision white out.

"That's just a preview," Jade said, pressing harder. "Imagine what it'll feel like when I'm actually inside you, when I'm massaging your prostate while I'm stroking this beautiful cock."

"Fuck, fuck, fuck—"

"Next week," she promised. "Next week I'm going to blow your fucking mind. But for now..."

Her hand started moving in earnest, fast and tight, and her other hand rolled his balls while maintaining that maddening pressure on his taint.

"Come for me," Jade commanded. "Show me how much you trust me. Show me how good I make you feel."

The orgasm hit him like a freight train—his entire body going rigid on the table, his cock pulsing in her grip as he came harder than he had in weeks. She stroked him through it, milking every drop, her other hand pressing firmly on his taint to intensify the sensation.

"That's it, that's it," she encouraged as he shook and gasped. "Give me everything. Good boy. Such a good boy for me."

When the last spasms finally subsided, Marcus collapsed completely into the table, his brain pleasantly empty, his body loose and satisfied. He was vaguely aware of Jade cleaning him up with warm towels, her touch gentle now, almost reverent.

"How was that?" she asked softly.

"Fucking incredible," Marcus managed, his voice wrecked. "Like always."

"Good." He heard her moving around, the sounds of post-session cleanup. "Now imagine that, but times ten. That's what next week is going to be."

She helped him roll over and sit up, which took more effort than it should have. Post-orgasm, his limbs felt like jelly. Jade handed him a bottle of water, which he drank gratefully.

"Same time next Thursday?" she asked, though it was more confirmation than question.

"Yeah. Definitely."

"Marcus?" She caught his eye, her expression serious. "I need you to do something for me this week."

"What's that?"

"Don't jerk off. Not at all. I want you absolutely desperate when you walk in here next Thursday. I want you so worked up that your body is basically begging for release. It'll make everything more intense."

His cock, which had just finished coming, gave a valiant twitch at the thought.

"A whole week?" Marcus asked weakly.

"A whole week. Trust me—it'll be worth it." She smiled, a promise in her eyes. "Now get dressed and get out of here. I've got another client in twenty minutes."

As Marcus left the spa ten minutes later, stepping back out into the regular world, he was already counting down the days. Seven days until he discovered what else his body could feel. Seven days of anticipation, of wondering, of need building until he was desperate.

It was going to be the longest fucking week of his life.


Chapter 2: First Contact

The week that followed was an exercise in exquisite torture.

Marcus had never been particularly good at delayed gratification. He was the kind of person who binged entire Netflix series in a weekend, who ate dessert first when no one was watching, who checked his phone obsessively when waiting for important news. Patience wasn't his strong suit.

But Jade had given him explicit instructions: no jerking off until next Thursday's appointment. And because he trusted her—because eight months of sessions had taught him that she knew what she was doing—he obeyed.

It was fucking brutal.

By Friday, just one day into the week of abstinence, his cock was already demanding attention. He'd wake up hard, his brain helpfully supplying dreams about Jade's hands, about the milking table, about things he'd never even tried but could now vividly imagine. Morning wood became morning agony.

Work was a special kind of hell. He'd be in the middle of a presentation about Q4 revenue projections, and his brain would suddenly ambush him with the memory of Jade's voice: "I'd curl my finger forward, toward your belly, and find your prostate." His cock would swell in his pants, and he'd have to grip the edge of the conference table and think about Excel spreadsheets until it subsided.

By Monday, he was starting to understand what Jade had meant about anticipation being part of the experience. Every thought seemed to circle back to Thursday's upcoming session. What would it feel like? Would it hurt? Would he be able to relax enough to actually enjoy it? The questions churned through his mind constantly, keeping him in a perpetual state of low-grade arousal.

Tuesday was worse. His presentation to the board went well—he nailed every talking point, fielded questions with confidence, watched the CFO nod approvingly at the projected ROI numbers. His boss clapped him on the shoulder afterward and said, "Great work, Marcus. This is getting you noticed." It should have been a career high. Instead, all Marcus could think was: Two more days until Jade's hands are on me again.

He tried to distract himself. Hit the gym and pushed himself through a punishing workout that left his muscles screaming. Went to dinner with friends and nodded along to conversations about sports and dating drama while his mind was elsewhere. Came home and tried to watch a movie, but every sex scene—hell, every scene with even mild physical intimacy—had his cock straining against his sweatpants.

Wednesday night, he lay in bed staring at the ceiling, his cock hard and aching, his hand twitching with the urge to just take care of it. One quick jerk off wouldn't ruin anything, right? Jade would never know.

But he'd know. And more than that, he wanted to trust her judgment. She'd said the deprivation would make everything more intense, would make his body desperate for release. If that was true, then suffering through this week would be worth it.

He rolled over, shoved his hand under his pillow to remove temptation, and eventually fell into restless sleep.

Thursday morning arrived like Christmas and a root canal combined. Marcus woke with his heart already racing, his cock so hard it hurt. He had a 9 AM meeting, then two hours of emails to clear, then lunch with a vendor. His appointment with Jade wasn't until 2 PM.

The hours crawled.

He showered with clinical efficiency, deliberately not lingering, not letting his hand stray anywhere dangerous. Got dressed in clothes he could strip off quickly later. Forced down breakfast even though his stomach was doing flips. Went through the motions of his morning meetings while his brain counted down the minutes.

Twelve-thirty. One o'clock. One-fifteen.

At one-thirty, Marcus told his assistant he was stepping out for a late lunch and wouldn't be back until after three. She barely looked up from her computer, used to his every-other-Thursday disappearances by now.

The drive to Serenity Spa took twenty minutes, but he gave himself extra time, not wanting to arrive sweaty and rushed. He parked in the discreet lot behind the building, sat in his car for a moment collecting himself, then walked in through the frosted glass doors at exactly 1:58 PM.

Dana looked up with that knowing smile. "Marcus. Right on time."

"Is she ready?"

"Oh, she's been ready." Dana's smile widened. "She's been setting up Room 7 for the last half hour. This is going to be a special session."

Marcus's stomach did another flip. "Great. Good."

"You nervous?" Dana asked, not unkindly.

"Is it that obvious?"

"Honey, I've worked here for six years. I've seen a lot of guys come in for their first prostate session. You've all got the same look." She leaned forward conspiratorially. "Trust Jade. She's incredible at this. You're going to have an amazing time."

"Thanks, Dana."

"Room 7. She's waiting."

Marcus made his way down the familiar hallway on legs that felt slightly unsteady. His heart was hammering now, a combination of nerves and anticipation and week-long sexual frustration all combining into a cocktail that had his hands trembling slightly.

He pushed open the door to Room 7.

The first thing he noticed was that the lighting was different—dimmer than usual, more candles scattered around the room casting flickering shadows on the walls. The music was different too, something with a deeper bass, more primal somehow.

The milking table was in its usual position, but next to it on the side table, Marcus could see supplies that hadn't been there before. Multiple bottles of lube, what looked like thin latex gloves, and a few other items he couldn't immediately identify.

Jade was there, standing by the table, and she turned when he entered. She was wearing her usual uniform—black yoga pants and fitted tank top—but something about her energy was different. More focused. More intense.

"Marcus," she said, and her voice was warm honey with an edge of something hungry underneath. "How was your week?"

"Long," he said honestly. "Really fucking long."

"I bet it was." She moved toward him, and he caught her scent—something clean and slightly spicy, maybe her shampoo or body lotion. "Did you follow my instructions? No touching yourself?"

"Not once."

"Good boy." She reached out and placed one hand on his chest, right over his racing heart. "I can feel how worked up you are. Your heart is pounding."

"I'm nervous," Marcus admitted.

"I know you are. That's normal." Her hand slid down his chest slowly, deliberately. "But you trust me, right?"

"Yes."

"Then let me take care of you. Let me show you what your body can do." Her hand reached his belt buckle, and she looked up at him with those dark hazel eyes. "I'm going to make you feel things you've never felt before. I'm going to take you apart. And then I'm going to put you back together. Okay?"

Marcus swallowed hard. "Okay."

"Say it. Tell me you trust me."

"I trust you, Jade."

"That's what I needed to hear." She stepped back, gesturing to the table. "Strip down. You know the routine. But this time, once you're naked, I want you to lie on your back first. We're going to start differently today."

"On my back?" That was new. The milking table was designed for face-down positioning.

"Just for the beginning. I want to talk to you face-to-face before we get started. Need to explain what's going to happen, make sure you're comfortable with everything."

That made sense. Marcus nodded and started undressing while Jade busied herself with the supplies on the side table, giving him a moment of privacy even though they were past the point of modesty.

He stripped quickly, folding his clothes on the chair. His cock was already fully hard, bobbing against his stomach, and he didn't even try to hide it. Jade had seen him hard dozens of times. What was the point of pretending?

He climbed onto the table and lay on his back, the leather cool against his skin. The position felt vulnerable in a different way than face-down did—exposed, nowhere to hide.

Jade approached, and he noticed she'd put on thin latex gloves. The sight made his stomach clench with nervousness and anticipation.

"Alright," she said, pulling a stool up next to the table so she could sit at his level. "Let's talk through this. I want you to know exactly what's going to happen, step by step. No surprises. Sound good?"

"Yeah. Yes. Please."

"Okay." She rested one gloved hand on his thigh, the gesture grounding. "First, I'm going to do some external massage—your cock, your balls, your taint, getting you really aroused and relaxed. That part you're familiar with."

Marcus nodded.

"Then, when you're ready, I'm going to have you flip over onto your stomach in the milking table position. Once you're situated, I'm going to apply a lot of lube—and I mean a lot—to your ass and to my finger. The key to making this comfortable is using way more lube than you think you need."

"Okay."

"I'll start with just one finger. I'm going to press gently against your hole, let you feel the pressure, give your body time to adjust to the sensation. Your instinct is going to be to tense up, to clench. That's natural. But I need you to actively try to relax, try to breathe through it. Can you do that?"

"I can try."

"That's all I'm asking." Her hand squeezed his thigh reassuringly. "Once your body relaxes enough to let me in, I'll slowly—very slowly—push my finger inside. It's going to feel weird at first. Not painful if we do it right, but definitely strange. Foreign. Your brain might not know what to do with the sensation."

Marcus's cock twitched against his stomach just from the description.

"I'll go in about two inches, just past the second knuckle, and then I'll pause. Let you adjust. Let your body learn that this is safe, that it can be pleasurable. I'll check in with you constantly—asking how you're feeling, if anything hurts, if you need me to stop or slow down. This is a conversation, Marcus. You have complete control. If at any point you want me to stop, you say the word and I stop immediately. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good. Once you're comfortable with the penetration, I'll curl my finger forward, toward your belly button, and I'll feel for your prostate. It's a firm, slightly spongy spot about the size of a walnut. When I find it, you'll know."

"How will I know?"

Jade smiled. "Trust me. You'll know. The sensation is very distinctive—kind of a deep, pressing pleasure that's different from anything else. Some guys describe it as almost like needing to pee but in a good way. Others say it's like someone found a button inside them they didn't know existed."

"And then you massage it?"

"Then I massage it," she confirmed. "Firm, circular pressure while my other hand works your cock. The two sensations together—internal and external—that's when it gets really intense. That's when guys usually start losing their minds."

Marcus's breathing had gotten heavier just from her explanation. His cock was leaking pre-come onto his stomach.

"Questions?" Jade asked. "Anything you want to know before we start?"

"Will it... will it hurt?"

"It shouldn't. Not if we do it right, with enough lube and enough patience. The most you should feel is some pressure, maybe a slight burn when the muscle first stretches. But if anything actually hurts—sharp pain, genuine discomfort—you tell me immediately and I'll adjust or stop."

"Okay."

"What else? I can see you thinking."

Marcus hesitated, then asked the question that had been nagging at him all week. "Will I... I mean, is there any chance I'll, uh..."

"Accidentally come from the prostate stimulation alone?" Jade finished for him, understanding. "It's possible, though usually not on the first try. Most guys need some practice learning how to surrender to those sensations. But even if you do come just from prostate massage, that's a good thing. It means your body is really responding."

She leaned closer, her voice dropping into that filthy register. "I'm going to tell you the truth, Marcus. I want to make you come from your prostate. I want to find that spot inside you and work it until you're shaking and begging and coming so hard you forget your own name. That's my goal today. Whether we achieve it or not, we'll see. But I'm going to do everything in my power to get you there."

"Fuck," Marcus breathed.

"But we're going to take our time getting there. No rushing. Just pleasure and patience and trust. You with me?"

"I'm with you."

"Then let's begin." She stood, and her gloved hands moved to his chest, starting a slow, sensual massage that was clearly designed to relax him and build arousal simultaneously. "Close your eyes. Focus on breathing. Let me do the work."

Her hands were slick with oil, gliding over his chest and stomach with firm, confident strokes. She circled his nipples with her thumbs, making them harden into points, then continued down to his abs, tracing the lines of muscle.

"You've been working out," she observed.

"Trying to."

"It shows." Her hands moved lower, over his hips, down to his thighs. She carefully avoided his cock, even though it was straining upward, desperate for attention. "I want you fully worked up before I touch your dick. Want you absolutely desperate."

She massaged his thighs, his calves, even his feet—working her way over his entire body with thorough attention. By the time she finally, finally wrapped one hand around his cock, Marcus actually gasped.

"There we go," Jade murmured, her hand starting a slow stroke from base to tip. "Look how hard you are for me. A whole week without release, and your cock is absolutely throbbing."

"Please," Marcus heard himself say, though he wasn't even sure what he was begging for.

"I know, baby. I know." Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. "But we're going to make this last. I'm going to edge you a few times first, get you really out of your mind with need. Then we'll move to the main event."

She proceeded to do exactly that—stroking him to the edge of orgasm, backing off, letting him cool down, then building him back up. After the third edge, Marcus was writhing on the table, his hips flexing involuntarily, seeking more friction.

"Jade, please, I can't—"

"You can," she said calmly, releasing his cock entirely and moving her attention to his taint. She pressed firmly on that spot between his balls and ass, and Marcus moaned at the deep pressure. "Remember this feeling. This is external prostate stimulation. In a few minutes, I'm going to be touching this same gland from the inside."

She let him catch his breath for a moment, then helped him sit up.

"Time to flip over," Jade said. "Get into position on the table—hips in the cutout, cock hanging through. You know the drill."

Marcus repositioned himself with shaking limbs, settling face-down on the table with his cock dropping through the opening. This was familiar territory, but somehow today it felt different. More charged. His ass was elevated, exposed, and he was acutely aware that soon Jade's finger would be penetrating him in ways he'd never experienced before.

"How are we feeling?" Jade asked from behind him.

"Nervous. Really fucking nervous."

"That's okay. Nervous is fine." He heard her moving around, the sound of a bottle cap opening. "I'm going to start with more external massage, work the muscles around your hole, get everything loosened up. Just breathe for me."

Her hands, newly slicked with what felt like a lot of lube, smoothed over his ass cheeks. She kneaded the muscle groups with firm pressure, working out tension, getting him to relax into her touch. Then her thumbs traced down the crack of his ass, spreading him open slightly, exposing his hole to the air.

Marcus tensed involuntarily.

"Relax," Jade coached. "I'm not penetrating yet. Just touching. Getting you used to the sensation."

Her thumb circled his hole with gentle pressure—not pushing in, just massaging the ring of muscle externally. It felt strange but not unpleasant. Intimate in a way that made his face heat even though she couldn't see his expression.

"This muscle right here," Jade said, her tone educational, "is what we need to convince to relax. It's designed to stay clenched, to keep things out. So we have to teach it that it's okay to let me in. That it can feel good."

She continued the circular massage, occasionally pressing slightly harder but never trying to penetrate. Marcus's breathing started to slow, his body adjusting to the sensation.

"That's better," Jade approved. "I can feel you starting to relax. Good boy."

Her other hand reached beneath the table and wrapped around his cock, giving him a few slow strokes. The combination of sensations—her thumb massaging his hole while her hand worked his dick—was disorienting in the best way.

"I'm going to apply more lube now," Jade said. "It's going to feel cold for a second."

She wasn't kidding. Marcus gasped as what felt like a substantial amount of cold gel was squirted directly onto his hole. But then her thumb was back, spreading the lube around, warming it with friction, massaging it into the sensitive skin.

"Okay," Jade said, and there was something final in her tone. "I'm going to start trying to penetrate now. Remember—breathe through it, try to relax, tell me if anything hurts."

"Okay," Marcus managed, his heart hammering.

He felt the pressure of her finger—just the tip—pressing against his hole. The sensation was foreign, his body's immediate reaction to clench and resist.

"Breathe out," Jade instructed. "Push out slightly, like you're trying to go to the bathroom. I know that sounds weird, but it helps the muscle relax."

Marcus tried to follow her instructions, breathing out and consciously trying to relax his ass. The pressure increased slightly.

"That's it," Jade encouraged. "You're doing great. Just a little more..."

He felt the moment when the muscle gave way—a strange sensation of something breaching, entering. It didn't hurt, but it felt absolutely bizarre, his brain struggling to categorize what was happening.

"I'm in," Jade announced softly. "Just the tip of my finger. How does it feel?"

"Weird," Marcus said honestly. "Not bad. Just... really strange."

"That's completely normal. Your body needs time to adjust. I'm going to hold still for a minute, let you get used to having something inside you."

She kept her word, her finger motionless while her other hand gently stroked his cock beneath the table. The dual sensation helped—something familiar and pleasurable to ground him while his ass adjusted to the penetration.

After maybe thirty seconds, Jade asked, "Ready for me to go deeper?"

"Yeah. I think so."

"Alright. Same thing—breathe out, try to stay relaxed."

She pushed in slowly, carefully, and Marcus felt every inch as her finger slid deeper. The sensation was overwhelming—not painful, but intensely present, impossible to ignore. He was acutely aware of being penetrated, of being filled in a way he'd never experienced.

"About halfway in," Jade narrated. "Still okay?"

"Yeah. Still weird, but okay."

"You're doing amazing." She pushed in the rest of the way until he could feel her knuckles against his ass. "There. All the way in. Just breathe."

Marcus breathed, trying to process what he was feeling. Her finger was inside him, and his body was sending his brain all sorts of confused signals. It wasn't painful, wasn't exactly pleasurable yet, just... intense.

"I'm going to start exploring now," Jade said. "Looking for your prostate. Tell me if anything feels particularly good or particularly bad."

Her finger moved inside him, curling forward toward his belly, searching. Marcus felt the movement, strange and invasive and—

"Oh fuck," he gasped as her fingertip found something.

"There it is," Jade said, satisfaction in her voice. "That's your prostate. I can feel it—nice and firm. How does it feel when I press on it?"

She demonstrated, applying gentle pressure to the gland, and Marcus's entire world narrowed down to that sensation. It was like nothing he'd ever felt before—a deep, pressing pleasure that seemed to radiate through his entire pelvis. His cock jumped beneath the table, leaking pre-come.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathed.

"Good?" Jade asked, though she clearly already knew the answer.

"Yeah. Fuck. Really good."

"We're just getting started, baby." Her finger started moving in small circles, massaging the gland with firm, deliberate pressure. "This is what I wanted you to feel. This is what all the anticipation was building toward."

Her other hand wrapped around his cock and started stroking in time with the internal massage. The combination was absolutely devastating—pleasure from inside and outside simultaneously, feeding into each other, amplifying each other.

Marcus moaned loudly, past the point of caring how desperate he sounded.

"That's it," Jade encouraged, her voice gone filthy and dark. "Let me hear you. Let me know I'm hitting the right spots. Your prostate is so sensitive, Marcus. I can feel it responding every time I massage it."

She varied her technique—sometimes circling, sometimes pressing, sometimes a come-hither motion that made his toes curl. Meanwhile her other hand kept up a steady stroke on his cock, maintaining stimulation without pushing him toward orgasm too quickly.

"It's... fuck, it's so intense," Marcus gasped.

"I know. Your body's never felt this before. Your brain doesn't quite know how to process it yet." She pressed harder on his prostate, and his hips bucked involuntarily. "But it will. You're learning. Learning how to surrender to these sensations."

She was right. The strangeness was fading, replaced by pure pleasure. Every press of her finger inside him sent waves of sensation through his cock, his balls, his entire pelvis. It was like someone had wired his nervous system differently, creating new pathways of pleasure he hadn't known existed.

"You're getting close, aren't you?" Jade observed. "I can feel your prostate swelling, getting more sensitive. Your cock is leaking all over my hand."

"Yeah," Marcus admitted. "Really close."

"Do you want to come?"

"Please."

"From your prostate? Or from me jerking your cock?"

"I... I don't know. Both. Either. Fuck, Jade, please—"

She laughed, low and amused. "We'll compromise. I'm going to keep massaging your prostate, keep stroking your cock, and we'll see which sensation wins. See if your body decides to come from the inside or the outside."

Her finger increased its pressure and speed on his prostate while her hand moved faster on his cock. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure building from two different sources, climbing toward the same inevitable conclusion.

"That's it," Jade urged. "Let go. Let your body figure out what it needs. I've got you."

Marcus could feel the orgasm approaching, but it felt different from normal—deeper, more full-body, like every nerve ending below his waist was involved. His prostate was throbbing under her finger, his cock pulsing in her grip, and he couldn't tell anymore which sensation was driving him toward climax.

"Come for me," Jade commanded. "Show me what that prostate can do."

The orgasm hit him like a fucking tsunami—starting deep in his pelvis where her finger was massaging his prostate, radiating outward in waves that seemed to involve his entire lower body. His cock erupted in her hand, come pulsing out in thick ropes, more than he'd ever produced before after a week of abstinence and this intense new stimulation.

But what shocked him was that the orgasm didn't stop. Even after the initial climax, her finger continuing to massage his prostate kept triggering aftershocks—smaller waves of pleasure that made his whole body shudder and twitch.

"Oh my god," Marcus moaned. "Oh my god, it's still—I can't—"

"I know," Jade soothed, though she didn't stop the internal massage. "Prostate orgasms are different. They last longer. Feel deeper. Just ride it out."

She milked his prostate and his cock simultaneously until he was gasping and shaking, his body wrung out from the intensity. Finally, when the sensations crossed over into oversensitivity, she eased up, her finger slipping out carefully while her other hand gentled to soft caresses on his spent cock.

Marcus collapsed completely into the table, unable to form coherent thoughts. His brain felt like it had been wiped clean, his body reduced to a trembling mess.

"How was that?" Jade asked softly, and he could hear the smile in her voice.

"I... I can't... that was..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Different from your normal orgasms?"

"Completely fucking different. I've never felt anything like that in my life."

"Welcome to prostate play," Jade said, sounding extremely pleased with herself. "And that was just your first time, with one finger. Imagine what it'll feel like when you're more experienced, when we introduce toys, when I really know how to work that spot."

Marcus groaned at the thought. "I don't think I could survive anything more intense than that."

"You'd be surprised what you can handle." She began cleaning him up with warm towels, her touch gentle and caring. "How's your ass feel? Any discomfort?"

He did a mental inventory. "A little tender? But not bad. Not painful."

"That's normal. You'll be fine by tomorrow. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"Next time, we're going to go even further. Two fingers. A prostate toy. Really explore what your body can do."

His cock, spent and sensitive, still managed to twitch with interest.

Jade laughed. "That's what I thought. You're already addicted, aren't you?"

"Apparently."

She helped him roll over and sit up eventually, and handed him water while he recovered. His limbs felt like jelly, his brain pleasantly empty.

"Same time in two weeks?" Jade asked.

Marcus looked at her, this woman who'd just given him the most intense orgasm of his life, who'd opened a door to pleasures he hadn't known existed.

"Can I book weekly instead?" he heard himself ask.

Jade's smile was absolutely radiant. "I was hoping you'd ask that."


Chapter 3: Escalation

Marcus lasted exactly three days before he called to rebook.

He'd left Thursday's session in a daze, his body still trembling from the aftershocks of what Jade had done to him. The drive home had been surreal—him sitting at red lights, his ass still tender from the penetration, his brain replaying every moment of her finger inside him, finding that spot, massaging it until he came harder than he'd ever thought possible.

He'd made it to Friday afternoon before the craving hit.

It started as a low-level awareness, a phantom sensation of what it had felt like to have her finger pressing on his prostate. By Friday evening, he was lying in bed unable to sleep, his cock hard and aching, his body literally hungry for more of what she'd given him. Saturday morning he'd jerked off in the shower—the first time he'd touched himself in over a week—and even as he came, all he could think about was how inadequate it felt compared to what Jade had done to him.

By Sunday, he'd picked up his phone and texted her: Any chance I can move to weekly appointments?

Her response came within minutes: I was wondering how long you'd last. I have a Thursday slot at 2pm. Want it?

Yes. God, yes.

Good boy. See you Thursday. And Marcus? Don't touch yourself until then. I want you desperate again.

So here he was, four days later, walking through the frosted glass doors of Serenity Spa with his heart racing and his cock already starting to swell in anticipation.

Dana looked up with that knowing smile. "Back so soon?"

"Weekly now," Marcus said, trying for casual and probably failing.

"Mmm. Jade has that effect on people once they discover the full menu." She gestured down the hallway. "Room 7. She's expecting you."

Marcus made his way down the familiar corridor, his anticipation building with each step. Last time he'd been nervous, uncertain about crossing into new territory. This time he knew exactly what was waiting for him, and the knowledge made his stomach clench with need.

He pushed open the door to Room 7.

The setup was different again. The milking table was there, but positioned next to it was a small rolling cart with what looked like medical supplies—more lube than seemed necessary, latex gloves, and several objects Marcus couldn't immediately identify. Sleek silicone shapes in various sizes, all with curved ends that suggested very specific purposes.

Jade was standing by the cart, organizing the supplies with that efficient precision he'd come to associate with her. She looked up when he entered, and her smile was absolutely wicked.

"Four days," she said, shaking her head in amused approval. "I knew you'd be back quickly, but four days is impressive even by my standards."

"I couldn't stop thinking about it," Marcus admitted. "About what you did. How it felt."

"And how did it feel?" She moved toward him, her eyes locked on his. "Describe it to me."

"Like... like you rewired my nervous system. Like you found pleasure centers I didn't know existed." He swallowed hard. "I jerked off on Saturday and it felt incomplete. Wrong. Like my body was asking 'where's the rest of it?'"

Jade's expression was pure satisfaction. "That's exactly what I wanted to hear. Your body has learned that there's more to pleasure than just external stimulation. Now it's going to crave the full experience."

She gestured to the cart. "Which is why today we're escalating. Last week was your introduction—one finger, learning to relax, discovering what prostate stimulation feels like. Today we're going deeper. More intense. Are you ready for that?"

Marcus's eyes went to the silicone objects on the cart. "What are those?"

"Prostate toys." She picked up the smallest one, about the size and shape of a curved finger. "This is a beginner plug. Designed specifically to hit your prostate at the right angle. We'll start with fingers again to warm you up, then introduce this. Get you used to the feeling of a toy inside you."

She set it down and picked up a slightly larger one, maybe five inches long with a more pronounced curve. "This is a prostate massager. It's bigger, hits harder, and it vibrates. Once you're comfortable with the plug, we'll move to this."

"Vibrates?" Marcus's voice came out slightly strangled.

"Mmm-hmm. Multiple settings. From gentle to absolutely devastating." Her smile turned predatory. "I'm going to put this inside you, turn it on, and work your cock while it's buzzing directly against your prostate. See how long you can last before you lose your fucking mind."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his pants. "Jesus Christ, Jade."

"But that's not even the best part." She set down the massager and moved closer to him, her voice dropping to that filthy register. "Once you're really worked up, once I've edged you a few times with the toy, I'm going to try something special. I'm going to stop touching your cock entirely."

"What?"

"Hands-free orgasm," Jade said, her eyes gleaming. "Just the prostate massager inside you, vibrating, stimulating that gland until you come without anyone touching your dick. It's hard to achieve—takes practice, takes surrender—but when it happens? Guys describe it as the most intense orgasm they've ever experienced."

Marcus couldn't form words. His entire brain was short-circuiting.

"So that's the plan for today," Jade continued, businesslike now. "We're going to explore, experiment, push your boundaries. But everything happens at your pace. If anything is too much, if you need me to slow down or stop, you say the word. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good. Strip down and get on the table. Face-down, cock through the hole. I want to start with some traditional edging, get you really worked up before we introduce the toys."

Marcus undressed with shaking hands, hyperaware of how hard his cock was, how much pre-come was already leaking from the tip. He positioned himself on the milking table, settling into the familiar face-down position, his cock hanging through the cutout.

He heard Jade moving behind him, the snap of latex gloves being pulled on, the click of a bottle cap opening.

"Did you follow my instructions?" she asked. "No touching yourself since Sunday?"

"Not once."

"Good boy. Four days without release, and your body already knows what it's craving." Her hands settled on his ass, warm and slick with oil, massaging his cheeks with firm pressure. "I'm going to make you feel so fucking good today, Marcus. I'm going to take you apart piece by piece."

She worked his ass and thighs with thorough attention, loosening the muscles, getting him relaxed and aroused. Then her hand reached beneath the table and wrapped around his cock.

"Fuck, you're already dripping," Jade observed, her hand gliding easily over his shaft with the slickness of his own pre-come. "Your cock missed me, didn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

"Tell me what you've been thinking about. What images have been running through your head the last four days?"

"Your finger inside me. Finding my prostate. That pressure, that feeling of being worked from the inside and outside at the same time."

"Mmm. Did you touch yourself thinking about it?"

"I tried not to. Made it to Saturday before I broke."

"And when you came? What were you thinking about?"

"You. Your hands. Wishing it was you touching me instead of my own hand."

Jade's hand tightened around his cock, stroking faster. "That's so fucking hot. I love that I've gotten under your skin like this. Love that your body is learning to crave what only I can give you."

She edged him once, bringing him right to the brink before backing off, leaving him gasping and desperate. Then again, and again, until his cock was throbbing and leaking constantly, his balls tight and aching.

"Alright," Jade said finally, releasing his cock. "I think you're ready. Time to introduce your ass to some new sensations."

He heard her applying lube—a lot of it, from the squelching sounds. Then her fingers were spreading his ass cheeks, exposing his hole.

"I'm starting with two fingers today," Jade said. "Your body already knows what penetration feels like, so we're going to skip the single-finger warmup and go straight to stretching you a bit more. Breathe for me."

He felt the pressure of two fingertips against his hole, slick and insistent. He tried to remember what she'd taught him last time—breathe out, push out slightly, let the muscle relax instead of clenching.

"That's it," Jade encouraged as his hole started to give way. "You remember how to do this. Your body remembers."

The stretch was more intense than one finger had been, a definite burn as the muscle expanded to accommodate her. But it wasn't painful—just a fuller sensation, more present, more overwhelming.

"Breathe," Jade reminded him, and he realized he'd been holding his breath. He exhaled shakily, and she pushed in deeper. "There we go. Two fingers inside you. How does it feel?"

"Full. Really full."

"Good. I want you feeling full. Want you aware of being penetrated." She started moving her fingers in and out slowly, letting him adjust to the sensation. "This is going to make the toys easier. Getting your ass used to being stretched."

She fucked him slowly with her fingers for a couple minutes, the in-and-out motion absolutely surreal. Then she curled them forward, finding his prostate with unerring accuracy.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped as the familiar pressure bloomed inside him.

"There it is. Your new favorite spot." She massaged his prostate with both fingertips, the pressure more intense than it had been with one finger. "Feel that? That's what the toys are going to hit. That's the spot they're designed to stimulate."

Her other hand found his cock beneath the table and started stroking in rhythm with the internal massage. The dual stimulation was just as devastating as he remembered—maybe more so, with the additional fullness of two fingers.

"You're going to come so hard today," Jade promised, her voice filthy and dark. "I'm going to work this prostate until you're begging. Until you can't remember your own name."

She edged him twice like that—fingers on his prostate, hand on his cock, bringing him right to the edge before backing off. By the second edge, Marcus was whimpering incoherently.

"I think you're ready for the toy," Jade said, her fingers slipping out of him. "Stay still."

He heard her doing something behind him, then felt the slick pressure of silicone against his hole. The toy felt different than her fingers—harder, less forgiving, with a very specific curved shape.

"This is the beginner plug," Jade narrated as she started pressing it inside him. "It's going to feel more intense than fingers because it's firmer, but it's designed to sit right against your prostate once it's fully inserted. Just relax and let it in."

The stretch was significant, the widest part of the plug making his hole burn slightly as it passed through. But then it was sliding home, settling into place with the curved end pressing directly against his prostate.

"There," Jade said with satisfaction. "How does that feel?"

"Intense. Really fucking intense."

"Good. That's your prostate being constantly stimulated now. Just from having the toy inside you, you're getting that pressure." She gave the base of the plug a slight push, and Marcus moaned as it pressed harder against that spot. "The toy doesn't move like fingers do. It just sits there, applying steady pressure. Your body has to learn how to exist with that constant stimulation."

She let him adjust for a minute, then her hand wrapped around his cock again.

"Now I'm going to edge you with the plug inside you," Jade said. "See how the combination feels."

She stroked him while the plug sat heavy inside him, the constant pressure on his prostate making every touch to his cock feel amplified. The sensations were building differently—not just in his cock but throughout his entire pelvis, a deep ache of pleasure that seemed to come from inside his body.

"You're leaking so much," Jade observed, amused. "Pre-come just pouring out of your cock. That's the prostate stimulation. It makes you produce more fluid, makes everything wetter."

She edged him three times with the plug, each edge more intense than the last. By the third one, Marcus was actively trying to fuck into her hand, his hips flexing despite her earlier instruction to stay still.

"Getting desperate?" Jade asked, though it was clearly rhetorical. "Good. Time to level up."

The plug slid out, and Marcus almost whimpered at the loss. But then he felt something larger pressing against his hole.

"The vibrating massager," Jade announced. "This is going to be intense, Marcus. Are you ready?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

She worked the toy inside him slowly, the girth more substantial than the plug, stretching him wider. When it was finally seated fully, Marcus could feel the difference immediately—it was longer, reaching deeper, the curved end sitting more firmly against his prostate.

"How's that?" Jade asked.

"So full. I feel so fucking full."

"Good. Now let's add the vibration." He heard a click, and suddenly the toy came to life inside him.

The sensation was absolutely indescribable. The vibrations traveled directly into his prostate, stimulating it with an intensity that made his entire body jerk. It wasn't painful, but it was overwhelming—pleasure so intense it bordered on too much.

"Holy shit!" Marcus gasped.

"And that's just the lowest setting," Jade said, clearly enjoying his reaction. She clicked it up a notch, and the vibrations intensified. "How about now?"

Marcus couldn't form words. The toy was buzzing directly against his prostate, sending waves of sensation through his cock, his balls, his entire pelvis. His dick was dripping steadily now, pre-come making a mess beneath the table.

"I'm going to edge you like this," Jade said, her hand wrapping around his cock. "Vibrator on your prostate, my hand on your dick. Let's see how long you last."

She didn't even get through a full minute of stroking before Marcus was right at the edge, his entire body tensing.

"Already?" Jade sounded delighted. "The vibrations are getting to you, aren't they? Making you so sensitive you can barely handle it."

She backed off, releasing his cock and turning the vibrator down to its lowest setting. Marcus gasped for air, his body shaking.

"We're going to do this several times," Jade said. "Build you up, back you off. Teach your body to exist in this state of constant stimulation without coming. It's a kind of training. Learning to surrender to pleasure without chasing the orgasm."

She proceeded to edge him six more times, each one faster than the last, his body becoming increasingly sensitized to the combination of vibrations and stroking. By the seventh edge, Marcus was openly begging.

"Please, Jade, please, I can't take any more—"

"You can," she said firmly. "You're going to take everything I give you because that's what good boys do. They surrender. They let me control their pleasure."

On the eighth edge, she did something new—turned the vibrator up to its highest setting while simultaneously stroking his cock fast and firm. The intensity was absolutely shattering, pleasure so overwhelming he couldn't even process it.

"You're going to come," Jade announced. "Right now. Come for me, Marcus. Show me what this prostate can do."

The orgasm ripped through him with devastating force—starting at his prostate where the vibrator was buzzing relentlessly, radiating outward in waves that seemed to involve every nerve ending below his waist. His cock erupted in her hand, come pulsing out in what felt like endless spurts, his entire body convulsing with the intensity.

But Jade didn't stop. She kept the vibrator on high, kept stroking his oversensitive cock, and the orgasm just kept going, wave after wave of pleasure that bordered on painful.

"That's it, that's it," she encouraged. "Let it all out. Every drop. Your prostate is absolutely milked right now."

Finally, when he was gasping and shaking and genuinely couldn't take any more, she turned off the vibrator and released his cock. The toy slipped out carefully, leaving him feeling empty and thoroughly used.

Marcus collapsed into the table, his brain completely offline, his body trembling with aftershocks.

"How was that?" Jade asked softly, her hand smoothing over his ass in a soothing gesture.

"I... can't... words don't..."

She laughed, warm and affectionate. "That good, huh?"

"Better than good. That was... fuck, I don't even know what that was."

"That was level two," Jade said. "And we haven't even attempted the hands-free orgasm yet. That's going to take practice, but we'll get there."

She began the cleanup process, wiping him down with warm towels, her touch gentle. When she helped him roll over and sit up eventually, Marcus's limbs felt like overcooked pasta.

"Same time next week?" Jade asked.

Marcus looked at her—this woman who kept finding new ways to completely destroy him, who seemed to take genuine pleasure in discovering the limits of what his body could experience.

"Next week," he confirmed. "And Jade? Whatever you have planned, I'm ready for it."

Her smile was absolutely predatory. "Oh baby, you have no idea what I have planned for you."


Chapter 4: Surrender

Marcus booked a double session.

It had been Jade's suggestion during their previous Thursday appointment, delivered with that casual confidence that made his stomach flip. "You know," she'd said while cleaning him up after yet another mind-blowing orgasm, "if you really want to explore the limits of what your body can do, we should try an extended session. Three hours instead of ninety minutes. Give us time to really work, really experiment."

"Three hours?" Marcus had asked, his voice still wrecked from coming.

"Mmm-hmm. I'd take you through multiple orgasms, different positions, really push you toward that hands-free climax we've been building toward. But it requires time. Can't rush that kind of surrender."

So Marcus had booked it. Three hours, Friday afternoon, took a half-day off work and told his assistant he had a doctor's appointment. Which wasn't technically a lie—Jade was doing things to his body that were definitely therapeutic, even if they wouldn't be covered by insurance.

Now, standing outside Room 7 at 1 PM on a Friday, Marcus felt his heart hammering with anticipation. Three hours. What the fuck was she going to do to him for three hours?

He pushed open the door.

The room had been transformed. The milking table was there, but the lighting was even dimmer than usual, multiple candles creating an atmosphere that was more sensual than clinical. The music was different too—something with a deep, pulsing bass that he could feel in his chest. And the supply cart next to the table was stocked like Jade was preparing for surgery: multiple sizes of toys, what looked like an obscene amount of lube, towels, gloves, and a few items he couldn't immediately identify.

Jade was waiting, and when she turned to look at him, Marcus's breath caught. She was wearing something different—still professional, still the spa's black uniform, but somehow the yoga pants seemed tighter, the tank top cut lower. Or maybe it was just that he'd been fantasizing about her for the past week and his brain was filling in details.

"Three hours," Jade said, her voice low and promising. "That's a lot of time to play with you, Marcus. A lot of time to discover exactly what makes you break."

"I'm ready," he said, though his trembling hands probably betrayed how nervous he actually was.

"We'll see about that." She moved toward him, stopping just close enough that he could smell her—that clean, slightly spicy scent that he'd come to associate with pleasure and surrender. "Strip. Everything off. But don't get on the table yet. I want to talk through what we're going to do today."

Marcus undressed quickly, his cock already starting to fill with blood even though she hadn't touched him yet. Pavlovian response, his body recognizing this room, this woman, what always happened here.

When he was naked, Jade gestured for him to sit on the edge of the massage table. She pulled up a stool and sat facing him, her eyes traveling over his body with an appreciation that was both clinical and hungry.

"Alright," she began. "Three hours gives us the opportunity to do this right. To take you through a journey rather than just a session. Here's what I have planned."

She picked up the smallest toy from the cart—the beginner plug he recognized from previous sessions. "We start here. I'll warm you up with my fingers, get you relaxed and aroused, then insert this plug. You'll wear it while I edge you multiple times, getting your body used to constant prostate pressure."

She set it down and picked up a larger prostate massager, the one that vibrated. "Once you're comfortable with the plug, we move to this. More intense stimulation, more edges, pushing you closer and closer to the hands-free orgasm but not letting you tip over."

"And then?" Marcus asked, his voice rough.

Jade's smile was absolutely wicked. She picked up a toy Marcus hadn't seen before—longer, thicker, with a curved shape that looked almost aggressive in its design. "Then we introduce you to this. It's called a prostate milker. It's designed specifically to stimulate the prostate so intensely that orgasm becomes involuntary. Not a matter of if, but when."

Marcus's cock jumped visibly, fully hard now despite no physical contact.

"The goal today," Jade continued, setting the toy down and leaning forward, "is to give you a hands-free prostate orgasm. To make you come without anyone touching your cock. Just internal stimulation, just that gland being worked until your body has no choice but to release."

"Has anyone... have you done that with other guys?"

"Some," Jade admitted. "It's difficult to achieve, especially on the first try. It requires complete mental surrender, complete trust in the process. Your brain has to stop trying to control the experience and just let your body do what it's designed to do."

She reached out and wrapped one hand around his cock, giving it a slow stroke that made him gasp. "But I think you're ready for it. These past few weeks, I've watched you learn to surrender. Learn to trust me with your pleasure. Today we find out just how deep that surrender can go."

Her hand released his cock, and she stood. "On the table. Face down. Let's begin."

Marcus positioned himself in the familiar arrangement—hips in the cutout, cock hanging through the opening, face in the cradle. The vulnerability of the position never got old. He was completely exposed, completely at her mercy.

He heard Jade moving behind him, the familiar sounds of preparation—gloves snapping on, bottle caps opening, supplies being arranged. Then her hands were on him, warm and slick with oil, starting at his shoulders and working down.

"We're in no rush today," Jade said, her voice taking on that hypnotic quality she used during sessions. "Three hours means I can take my time. Build you up slowly. Make every sensation count."

She massaged his entire back with thorough attention, working out knots he didn't know he had, getting his muscles loose and his breathing deep. By the time she reached his ass, Marcus was floating in that relaxed-but-aroused headspace she was so good at creating.

Her hands kneaded his ass cheeks, spreading them occasionally, exposing his hole to the air. "I'm going to spend a lot of time on your ass today," Jade said conversationally. "Getting it ready, stretching it, training it to accept bigger toys. By the end of this session, you're going to be able to take things you can't even imagine right now."

Marcus moaned softly at the promise.

Her hand reached beneath the table and wrapped around his cock, giving it a few lazy strokes. "Already hard for me. Good boy. Let's see how long we can keep you on the edge before you start begging."

She proceeded to edge him—just with her hand on his cock, no internal stimulation yet—five times over the course of maybe twenty minutes. Slow, methodical, building him up and backing him off with practiced precision. By the fifth edge, Marcus was already whimpering.

"And we've barely started," Jade observed, amused. "Alright. Time to open you up."

He felt the cool slickness of lube being applied generously to his ass, then her fingers—two of them—pressing against his hole.

"Your body knows this now," Jade said as she pushed inside, meeting less resistance than previous sessions. "Your ass is learning. Learning to open for me, learning to accept penetration without fighting."

She was right. The stretch still felt intense, but his body yielded more easily, the muscle relaxing to let her in. She worked her fingers in and out a few times, fucking him slowly, then curled them forward to find his prostate.

"There it is," Jade murmured as Marcus gasped. "Always right where I expect it. Getting more sensitive each week, too. I can feel how swollen it is already."

She massaged his prostate while her other hand stroked his cock beneath the table, the dual stimulation making his toes curl. She brought him to the edge twice like this, then slipped her fingers out.

"Ready for the plug?" she asked.

"Yes."

The toy pressed against his hole, and his ass accepted it easily, the muscle stretching around the widest part before the plug settled into place with the curved end sitting firmly against his prostate.

"Good boy," Jade praised. "Taking it so well now. Remember the first time? How nervous you were? Now look at you—wearing a plug like it's nothing."

She was right. The fullness was still present, still overwhelming, but it felt... familiar now. His body knew what to do with the sensation.

"I'm going to leave that in while I edge you ten more times," Jade announced. "Get you really desperate. Get that prostate so sensitive that when we move to the vibrating toy, you'll barely be able to handle it."

She proceeded to absolutely wreck him. Ten edges over the course of maybe forty-five minutes, each one more intense than the last because of the constant pressure on his prostate from the plug. By edge seven, Marcus was openly begging. By edge ten, he was incoherent.

"Please, Jade, please, I can't—"

"You can," she said firmly. "You're going to take everything I give you because I own this body right now. I own your pleasure. You don't come until I say you can come."

The plug came out, and Marcus almost wept with relief and frustration. But then he felt something larger pressing against his hole.

"The vibrating massager," Jade said. "You remember this one."

She worked it inside him—his ass stretched and accepted it, trained now to accommodate the girth. When it was fully seated, Marcus groaned at how deep it reached, how firmly it pressed against his prostate.

Then Jade turned it on.

The vibrations slammed into his prostate with devastating intensity, and Marcus's entire body jerked on the table. It was exactly as overwhelming as he remembered—pleasure so intense it almost hurt, sensation flooding his nervous system.

"That's it," Jade encouraged. "Feel that buzzing right against your prostate. That's what's going to make you come hands-free eventually. But first, we're going to practice control."

Her hand wrapped around his cock and she started stroking, adding external stimulation to the internal vibrations. Marcus lasted maybe thirty seconds before he was at the edge.

"Already?" Jade laughed. "We've got a lot of work to do on your stamina."

She turned off the vibrator and released his cock, letting him cool down. Then she did it again. And again. And again.

Over the next hour—Marcus lost track of exactly how long—Jade edged him with the vibrating massager what felt like twenty times. She varied the vibration intensity, varied her stroke speed, sometimes adding other sensations like massaging his balls or pressing on his taint. Each edge brought him closer to losing his mind, his body becoming so sensitized that even the lowest vibration setting felt intense.

"You're doing so well," Jade praised after what might have been edge fifteen or twenty. "Your body is learning. Learning to exist in this state of constant arousal without coming. That's what we need for the hands-free orgasm—teaching your body that pleasure doesn't always have to end in release."

"I don't know how much more I can take," Marcus gasped.

"You can take more. Trust me." She turned the vibrator up to maximum, and Marcus nearly screamed. "See? You're still here. Still taking it. Such a good boy for me."

Finally, after what felt like hours of edging (and probably was), Jade turned off the vibrator and carefully removed it. Marcus collapsed into the table, his entire body trembling, his cock leaking a steady stream of pre-come, his ass clenching on empty air.

"Time for the main event," Jade announced, and there was something final in her tone. "The prostate milker. Are you ready to really surrender, Marcus?"

"Yes," he managed. "God, yes, whatever you want."

"What I want," Jade said, "is to watch you come without me touching your cock. I want to see what this body can do when it's pushed to its absolute limit."

She picked up the large toy—the one she'd called a prostate milker—and Marcus got his first good look at it. It was intimidating as fuck: maybe seven inches long, significantly thicker than the other toys, with an aggressive curve and what looked like ridges along the shaft.

"This is going to stretch you," Jade warned. "More than anything you've taken before. But your ass is warmed up, trained. You can handle it."

She applied a truly obscene amount of lube, then pressed the tip against his hole. The stretch was immediate and intense, his muscle protesting at the girth even as it tried to yield.

"Breathe," Jade coached. "Push out. Let it in."

Marcus bore down, trying to relax, and slowly—so slowly—his ass opened around the toy. The widest part burned as it passed through, making him gasp, but then it was sliding home, filling him completely, reaching deeper than anything else had.

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned. "That's so much."

"I know, baby. You're so full right now. So stretched. Can you feel how deep it's reaching? How it's pressing right up against your prostate?"

He could feel it. The toy was massive inside him, the curved end sitting with firm, unyielding pressure directly on his gland. Just having it inside him, motionless, was creating intense sensation.

"This toy has a special feature," Jade said, and Marcus heard a click. Suddenly the toy started moving—not vibrating, but actually thrusting, sliding in and out in short strokes that massaged his prostate with mechanical precision.

"Holy fucking Christ!" Marcus's hands gripped the edges of the table, his entire body going rigid.

"It's a motorized thrusting toy," Jade explained, her voice clinically calm while Marcus's world imploded. "Designed to simulate the motion of fingers massaging the prostate, but with perfect rhythm and tireless consistency. It's going to work your prostate until you come, Marcus. Until your body has no choice but to release."

The toy continued its relentless thrusting, each stroke dragging across his prostate with devastating accuracy. Marcus's cock was dripping steadily now, pre-come pooling beneath the table, his balls tight and aching.

"I'm not going to touch your cock," Jade said. "Not at all. This orgasm is going to come purely from your prostate. From internal stimulation alone. All you have to do is surrender to it. Stop fighting. Stop trying to control it. Just feel."

Marcus tried. God, he tried. But his brain kept interfering, kept trying to chase the orgasm the way it knew how—through penile stimulation, through the familiar pathway. The prostate pleasure was intense, overwhelming, but it felt different. Deeper. More diffuse. His body didn't quite know how to process it into orgasm.

"You're thinking too much," Jade observed. "I can tell. Your breathing is wrong, your body is tense. You're trying to make it happen instead of letting it happen."

"I don't know how to let it happen," Marcus admitted, frustrated.

"Then I'll teach you." Her hand settled on his lower back, grounding him. "Close your eyes. Focus on the sensation in your prostate. Don't think about your cock, don't think about coming. Just feel what's happening inside your body."

Marcus tried to follow her instructions, closing his eyes and focusing on the deep, pressing pleasure of the toy working his prostate. It felt incredible—waves of sensation radiating through his pelvis—but it wasn't building toward orgasm the way he was used to.

"Breathe deeper," Jade coached. "Into your belly. Slow, deep breaths. Every time you exhale, consciously relax your ass, your thighs, your whole lower body. Let the tension go."

He breathed. Relaxed. Tried to stop chasing and just receive.

"That's better," Jade approved. "I can see your body starting to surrender. The toy is doing the work. You just have to accept what it's giving you."

Minutes passed—five, ten, fifteen. The toy continued its mechanical thrusting, never tiring, never varying its rhythm. Marcus floated in a strange space where the pleasure was constant and intense but not building in the linear way he was used to.

"It's not working," he finally said, frustrated. "I can't—"

"Shh." Jade's hand moved to his ass, gently spreading his cheeks. "You're getting in your own way. Here—I'm going to help."

He felt her finger—separate from the toy—pressing against his hole alongside where the toy was thrusting. The additional pressure was intense, almost too much, but then she was working her finger in alongside the toy, double-penetrating him.

"Oh god," Marcus gasped.

"More stimulation," Jade explained, her finger moving in rhythm with the thrusting toy. "More pressure. Sometimes that's what it takes to push you over the edge."

The combination was absolutely devastating. The toy thrusting mechanically against his prostate while Jade's finger added additional pressure and movement—it was sensory overload, pleasure cascading through his entire pelvis.

"That's it," Jade urged. "Feel that? Feel how your prostate is being completely worked right now? Just surrender to it. Let your body do what it wants to do."

And suddenly, Marcus felt it—a shift in the sensation, a building pressure that felt different from a normal orgasm but unmistakably heading toward climax. It was coming from deep inside, from his prostate itself, radiating outward.

"It's happening," he gasped. "Oh fuck, something's happening—"

"Don't fight it," Jade commanded. "Let it come. Let your body release."

The orgasm hit him like nothing he'd ever experienced. It started at his prostate—that deep internal spot being mechanically stimulated—and spread outward in waves that seemed to involve his entire lower body. His cock started pulsing, ejaculating without anyone touching it, come pouring out in thick streams while his ass clenched rhythmically around the toy and Jade's finger.

But it wasn't like a normal orgasm. It was slower, deeper, more sustained. Wave after wave of pleasure rolling through him, his prostate being milked by the thrusting toy, his body releasing in a way that felt primal and overwhelming.

"That's it, that's it," Jade encouraged, her finger still moving inside him. "You're doing it. Hands-free prostate orgasm. Look at you go."

The climax seemed to last forever—thirty seconds, a minute, longer?—until finally the waves started to subside and Marcus collapsed completely into the table, gasping and shaking.

Jade turned off the toy and carefully removed it along with her finger. Marcus felt absolutely wrecked, his ass tender and used, his mind completely blank.

"How was that?" Jade asked softly.

"I... I don't... that was..." He couldn't form coherent sentences.

"Different from a regular orgasm?"

"Completely different. So much deeper. So much more intense."

"That's what your prostate can do when it's properly stimulated." He heard the satisfaction in her voice. "And we still have forty-five minutes left in your session."

Marcus groaned. "I can't possibly—"

"Oh, but you can. That's the beautiful thing about prostate orgasms—they don't have the same refractory period as penile orgasms. Give your body fifteen minutes to recover, and we can go again."

She was right. By the time she'd cleaned him up and given him some water and let him rest, Marcus could feel his arousal building again. His cock, which had gone soft after the intense climax, was starting to fill once more.

"Ready for round two?" Jade asked.

"What are you going to do to me?" Marcus asked, half-fearful, half-desperate.

"Everything," Jade promised. "I'm going to push every limit, explore every sensation, make you come at least one more time before our session ends. You gave me three hours, Marcus. I'm going to use every minute."

And she did. The remaining forty-five minutes were a blur of sensations—different toys, different positions, at one point having him on his back with his legs spread while she worked a toy inside him and sucked his cock simultaneously. She made him come twice more, each orgasm intense and different, each one leaving him more thoroughly wrecked than the last.

By the time their three hours were up, Marcus could barely walk. His ass was thoroughly used, tender and stretched. His cock was sensitive and spent. His brain felt like it had been wiped completely clean.

"Same time next week?" Jade asked as she helped him dress, his fingers too shaky to work buttons properly.

Marcus looked at her—this woman who kept discovering new ways to completely destroy him, who seemed to take genuine pleasure in pushing him past every limit he thought he had.

"I don't know if I can survive another session like this," he admitted.

Jade smiled, slow and predatory. "Sure you can. And Marcus? Next week, I want to try something even more intense."

"What could possibly be more intense than this?"

"You'll see." She pressed a kiss to his cheek, casual and affectionate. "Trust me."

As Marcus left the spa on shaky legs, one thought kept running through his mind: he was absolutely, completely, hopelessly addicted to what she could make him feel. And there was no going back from this.


Chapter 5: Addiction

Marcus canceled a board meeting to make his Thursday appointment.

It wasn't a small meeting either. Q4 strategy review, the CFO flying in from New York specifically for it, his boss expecting him to present the revenue projections he'd been working on for weeks. Important. Career-defining, even.

He rescheduled it anyway. Sent an email about a "medical emergency" that couldn't be postponed, ignored the annoyed responses, and drove to Serenity Spa with his heart racing.

Because the truth—the truth he'd been avoiding admitting to himself for weeks now—was that nothing felt as important as Thursday at 2 PM anymore. Not his career, not his ambitions, not the life he'd built outside these walls. When he was away from Jade, away from what she could make him feel, everything else seemed muted. Distant. Like he was just going through the motions until he could get back to what really mattered.

He was addicted. Completely, hopelessly, irrevocably addicted.

Dana looked up when he walked in, and something in her expression suggested she knew. Maybe she saw it in all the regulars eventually—that shift from "client with a standing appointment" to "person whose entire week revolves around this."

"Marcus," she said warmly. "She's in Room 7. But she asked me to tell you something first."

"What's that?"

"She wants you to go to Room 9 today instead. It's... different. Specially set up."

Marcus's stomach flipped. "Different how?"

Dana's smile was knowing. "You'll see. Down the hall, last door on the left."

He made his way down the corridor on unsteady legs, passing the familiar door to Room 7 and continuing to a door he'd never entered before. He pushed it open.

The room was larger than Room 7, maybe twenty by twenty feet, and the setup was completely different. The milking table was there, but positioned differently—not in the center of the room but off to one side. There was other furniture too: a leather chair that looked almost throne-like, a padded bench with restraint points, mirrors on two of the walls that made the space feel even bigger.

And Jade was there, but she looked different too. She was wearing something he'd never seen her in before—still all black, but instead of the usual yoga pants and tank top, she wore something that looked almost like lingerie disguised as athletic wear. A black sports bra that showed off her toned stomach, and high-waisted shorts that were cut so short they were basically underwear. Her hair was down instead of pulled back, falling in dark waves around her shoulders.

She looked absolutely devastating.

"Marcus," she said, and her voice was different too—not the professional therapist tone, but something more raw. More real. "Close the door. Lock it."

He did, his hands shaking slightly.

"We need to talk," Jade said, and his stomach dropped. Those words never meant anything good.

"Okay," he managed.

"Come here. Sit." She gestured to the leather chair, and he sat, feeling like he was about to get dumped or fired or both.

Jade pulled up a stool and sat facing him, close enough that their knees almost touched. "How long have we been doing this now? These sessions?"

"About three months? Since I started weekly appointments."

"Three months of me pushing your boundaries. Three months of exploring what your body can do. Three months of you coming back every single week, sometimes twice a week, restructuring your entire life around these appointments."

Marcus swallowed hard. "Yeah."

"I need to know something, and I need you to be completely honest with me." She leaned forward, her eyes searching his face. "Is this still just about the physical pleasure for you? Or has it become something more?"

The question hung in the air. Marcus could lie, could play it off as just really good sex therapy, could maintain the professional distance that was probably appropriate.

But fuck it. He was tired of pretending.

"It's more," he admitted. "It's... I think about you constantly. Not just the sessions, but you. I rearranged a board meeting today to be here. I've turned down dates because I didn't want anyone else touching me. I can't get off anymore unless I'm thinking about you, about what you do to me. So yeah. It's more than just physical."

Jade's expression shifted—something vulnerable flickering across her face. "Good. Because it's more for me too."

Marcus's heart kicked into overdrive. "What?"

"I'm not supposed to feel this way about clients," Jade said, her voice quiet but steady. "There are professional boundaries, ethical lines I'm supposed to maintain. But Marcus, you're not just a client anymore. You haven't been for a while."

"I don't understand."

"I think about you too." She reached out and placed her hand on his knee, the touch electric even through his jeans. "Between sessions, I catch myself wondering what you're doing, if you're thinking about me. I plan these sessions obsessively, thinking about what will make you lose your mind, what new limits I can push you to. And when you walk through that door every Thursday, my whole body responds. This isn't professional anymore. This is personal."

Marcus couldn't breathe. "So what does that mean?"

"It means I want to change the dynamic. I want to stop pretending this is just therapy. I want..." She paused, seeming to choose her words carefully. "I want to own you. Completely. Not just your body during our sessions, but your pleasure, your orgasms, your submission. I want you to be mine."

The words sent a jolt straight to his cock. "I'm already yours. I thought that was obvious."

"Not officially. Not explicitly." Jade's hand slid higher on his thigh. "I want you to commit to me. No other partners. No jerking off unless I give you permission. Your body belongs to me, and I decide when and how it gets pleasure. In exchange, I'll give you everything you crave. Every session will push you further, show you new things, take you deeper into submission than you've ever been."

Marcus's mouth was dry. "That's... that's a big ask."

"I know. That's why I need you to really think about it. This isn't just kinky roleplay. I'm asking you to give me control over a fundamental part of your life. Your sexuality, your pleasure, your release—all of it would be mine to manage."

"And what do you get out of it?" Marcus asked.

Jade's smile was slow and predatory. "I get to completely own the sexuality of a man I'm absolutely obsessed with. I get to watch you surrender more and more deeply, knowing that I'm the only one who can give you what you need. I get to explore every dark fantasy I've had about you without holding back."

"Jesus Christ, Jade."

"So what do you say?" Her hand was on his inner thigh now, close enough to his cock that he could feel the heat. "Do you want to be mine? Officially, completely, without reservations?"

Marcus looked at her—this woman who'd rewired his nervous system, who'd shown him pleasures he didn't know existed, who he thought about constantly when they weren't together. The answer was obvious. Had been obvious for weeks, really.

"Yes," he said. "I want to be yours."

"Say it clearly. Tell me what you're agreeing to."

"I'm agreeing to give you complete control over my pleasure. My body is yours. I won't touch myself without permission, won't be with anyone else, won't come unless you allow it. I'm yours, Jade. Completely."

Her smile was absolutely radiant. "Good boy. Now strip. Everything off. It's time to seal this agreement properly."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and undressed, hyperaware of her eyes on him as he revealed his body inch by inch. When he was completely naked, his cock already hard and leaking, Jade stood and circled him slowly, her gaze appraising.

"Beautiful," she murmured. "And all mine now. Do you know what I'm going to do to you today, Marcus?"

"No."

"I'm going to push every single limit we've established. I'm going to use toys we've never tried. I'm going to make you come so many times you'll be begging me to stop. And you're going to take it all, because that's what submission means. Surrendering to my will completely."

She moved to the supply cart and picked up something he'd never seen before—a metal ring with a small lock. "This is a cock cage. Once it's on, you physically can't get fully hard, can't touch yourself, can't come without my intervention. Some of my long-term submissives wear them between sessions. Would you be willing to try that?"

Marcus's cock jumped at the thought. "Yes."

"Not today. Today I want full access to this cock. But maybe next week." She set it down and picked up something else—what looked like anal beads, but longer and with progressively larger spheres. "Today we're focusing on stretching your ass more than we ever have. Training it to take bigger things. Are you ready for that?"

"Yes."

"Good." She moved to the padded bench. "Lie down here. On your back, legs spread. I want to see your face while I work you."

Marcus positioned himself on the bench, the leather cool against his back. Jade moved efficiently, securing his wrists to restraint points on either side of the bench, then his ankles, spreading his legs wide and leaving him completely exposed.

"Safe word is red," Jade said. "Yellow if you need me to slow down but not stop. Green means you're good. What's your color right now?"

"Green. Very green."

"That's what I like to hear." She moved between his spread legs, and he watched as she snapped on latex gloves and generously lubed her fingers. "I'm going to open you up slowly. Get you ready for what's coming."

She started with two fingers, working them inside him with practiced ease. His body accepted the penetration readily now, trained over weeks of sessions to yield to her. She worked her fingers in and out, stretching him, before adding a third.

The burn was more intense, the stretch pushing his limits. Marcus gasped, his bound hands clenching into fists.

"Breathe," Jade coached. "You can take this. Your body can take so much more than you think."

She was right. After a minute of adjustment, the burn faded into intense fullness. Three fingers inside him, fucking him slowly, curling forward to massage his prostate with each thrust.

"That's it," Jade approved. "Taking three fingers so well. But we're not stopping there. Today I want to see if you can take four."

"Four?" Marcus's voice came out strained.

"Four." She added more lube, then carefully started working her pinky finger alongside the others. The stretch was absolutely overwhelming, his hole burning as it tried to accommodate the girth. "Push out. Relax. Let me in."

Marcus bore down, trying to relax his ass even as every instinct screamed to clench. Slowly, impossibly, his body opened enough to let her pinky slip inside.

"Oh fuck," he gasped. "That's so much."

"I know, baby. You're so fucking stretched right now. Look." She gestured to one of the mirrors positioned so he could see himself—legs spread wide, Jade's entire hand disappearing between his cheeks. "Look how well you're taking this. Four fingers inside your ass, and you're still hard as fuck."

She was right. His cock was straining upward, leaking steadily, his body responding to the intense stretch with arousal instead of discomfort.

Jade worked her four fingers in and out slowly, fucking him with her hand, massaging his prostate with devastating accuracy. Marcus's entire world narrowed down to the sensation—the impossible fullness, the pressure on his gland, the overwhelming intensity of being so thoroughly penetrated.

"I'm going to make you come like this," Jade announced. "Just from my fingers in your ass. No touching your cock. I want to prove that I can make you orgasm purely from prostate stimulation now. That your body belongs to me completely."

She increased her pace, her fingers thrusting harder, curling more aggressively against his prostate. Marcus felt the orgasm building—not in his cock but deep inside, that now-familiar sensation of prostate pleasure climbing toward release.

"That's it," Jade urged. "Feel it building. Your prostate is so swollen, so sensitive. It wants to come for me."

The climax hit him suddenly—waves of pleasure radiating from his prostate, his cock pulsing and ejaculating without any external touch, come coating his stomach while his ass clenched rhythmically around Jade's fingers.

"Beautiful," Jade breathed, working him through it. "Look at you, coming hands-free. Your body is so well-trained now."

When the orgasm subsided, she carefully removed her fingers. Marcus lay there gasping, his mind blown by how intense that had been.

"And we're just getting started," Jade said with a wicked smile. "That was orgasm number one. I'm planning for at least four more before we're done today."

She moved to the supply cart and picked up the anal beads—six progressively larger spheres connected by a flexible silicone shaft. "Time to train your ass to take even more. These are going to stretch you wider than anything you've experienced."

She lubed them generously, then pressed the first sphere against his hole. It slipped in easily—smaller than four fingers had been. The second sphere was larger, creating more stretch. By the third sphere, Marcus was gasping at the girth.

"Halfway there," Jade said encouragingly. "Three more to go."

The fourth sphere was genuinely challenging, the stretch making him whimper. The fifth made his eyes water. But slowly, carefully, with patience and copious lube, Jade worked all six spheres inside him until just the ring at the base remained outside his body.

"There," she said with satisfaction. "Your ass is absolutely full right now. Stretched around six different spheres, each one bigger than the last. How does it feel?"

"Overwhelming. So fucking full."

"Good. You're going to keep those in while I edge you three more times with my mouth on your cock."

She proceeded to absolutely wreck him—taking his cock deep in her throat while the beads stayed lodged inside him, creating constant pressure on his prostate. Each edge was more intense than the last, his body hypersensitized from the dual stimulation.

On the third edge, as he was right on the verge of coming, Jade suddenly started pulling the beads out one by one. The sensation of each sphere popping past his stretched hole combined with her mouth on his cock sent him into an immediate, explosive orgasm.

"Fuck!" Marcus shouted as he came, his cock pulsing in her mouth, his ass clenching around the remaining beads as she pulled them out one by one in time with his orgasm.

Jade swallowed every drop, then released his cock and smiled up at him. "That's two. And your recovery time is getting shorter. Your cock is already starting to fill again."

She was right. Despite having just come, his cock was already showing signs of renewed interest—testament to how thoroughly she'd trained his body to respond to her.

Over the next hour, Jade put him through an exhausting series of scenarios. She freed him from the bench and bent him over it, fucking his ass with progressively larger dildos while stroking his cock. She had him ride a prostate massager mounted on a specialized stool while she edged his cock with her hands. She used vibrators, plugs, her fingers, her mouth—every tool at her disposal to push him to three more orgasms.

By orgasm five, Marcus was absolutely destroyed. His ass was thoroughly used, tender and gaping. His cock was sensitive and spent. His mind was completely blank.

Jade carefully cleaned him up, her touch gentle now, almost reverent. She released the restraints and helped him sit up, wrapping a soft blanket around his shoulders.

"How are you feeling?" she asked softly.

"I... can't... my brain doesn't work anymore."

She smiled fondly. "That's exactly what I was going for. Total mental reset. You're going to sleep so well tonight."

"I don't think I can walk," Marcus admitted.

"You don't have to yet. Just rest." She sat next to him on the bench, and he leaned against her shoulder without thinking about it. She didn't pull away. Instead, she wrapped an arm around him, holding him close.

They sat like that for a while, the silence comfortable and intimate. Finally, Marcus found his voice.

"What happens now?" he asked. "With... us?"

"Now we continue," Jade said. "But it's different. You're mine now. Officially. Which means between sessions, you follow my rules. No touching yourself. No other partners. And you text me every day."

"Text you?"

"Mmm-hmm. I want to know how you're doing. What you're thinking about. When you're craving me. This isn't just about Thursday sessions anymore. This is about building something ongoing."

"Like a relationship?" Marcus asked carefully.

"Like a D/s dynamic that includes elements of a relationship," Jade clarified. "I care about you, Marcus. Genuinely care. I want to be part of your life outside these rooms. But the foundation is still dominance and submission. I'm in control. You surrender. Can you handle that?"

Marcus thought about it. About giving up that much control, that much of himself. About restructuring his life around her desires, her rules, her commands.

It should have scared him. Instead, it felt like relief.

"Yes," he said. "I can handle that. I want that."

"Good." She pressed a kiss to his temple, casual and affectionate. "Then let's see how deep this rabbit hole goes."
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Three months later

Marcus walked into Serenity Spa on a Thursday afternoon, but this time he didn't stop at the reception desk. Dana just waved him through with a knowing smile—he had a permanent standing appointment now, and a key card that let him access the private areas directly.

He made his way to Room 9, which had essentially become their room. Jade had personalized it over the weeks—added some art to the walls, upgraded the equipment, created a space that felt like it belonged to them specifically.

She was waiting, as always, but something was different today. She looked... nervous? Excited? He couldn't quite read her expression.

"Hey," he said, closing and locking the door behind him. "What's going on? You okay?"

"I'm great. Better than great, actually." She moved toward him, and he noticed she was holding something behind her back. "I have something for you."

"Yeah?"

She brought her hand forward, revealing a small box. "Open it."

Marcus took the box with trembling hands and opened it. Inside was a collar—sleek black leather with a small silver ring in the front.

"I want you to wear this," Jade said softly. "Not in public, not at work. But here, during our sessions, and at home when you're alone. It's a symbol. A reminder that you belong to me."

Marcus stared at the collar, his throat tight with emotion. This was serious. This was a commitment that went beyond just kinky Thursday sessions.

"And if I say yes to this?" he asked.

"Then we keep going deeper. Keep exploring. I've got so many things planned for you, Marcus. So many ways I want to push you, break you down, build you back up. But only if you're ready for that level of commitment."

Marcus looked at her—this woman who'd completely transformed his sexuality, who'd shown him depths of pleasure and submission he'd never imagined, who he'd become absolutely addicted to over the past six months.

The answer was easy.

"Put it on me," he said.

Jade's smile was brilliant. She took the collar from the box and stepped behind him, wrapping it around his neck. He heard the small click of the buckle fastening, felt the leather settle against his throat—not tight, not restrictive, just... present. A constant reminder.

"How does it feel?" Jade asked, moving back around to face him.

"Perfect," Marcus said honestly. "It feels perfect."

"Good." She ran one finger along the collar, then gripped the silver ring and pulled him down into a kiss—their first real kiss, not just her mouth on his cock but actual, genuine kissing. It was electric, intense, filled with months of building tension.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Jade smiled wickedly.

"Now strip," she commanded. "I'm going to fuck your ass until you forget your own name. Your body is mine, and I'm going to prove it."

Marcus stripped eagerly, his cock already hard, his ass clenching in anticipation. As he positioned himself on the milking table—face down, collared, completely submitted to her will—he realized something.

He'd never been happier in his entire life.

This was where he belonged. This was who he was meant to be.

Completely, utterly, blissfully hers.
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