
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Monday Morning

Sloane arrived at Elysian Touch twenty minutes before her first appointment, which gave her exactly enough time to prep her station, tie her hair back, and run through her mental checklist one more time. The milking table in Room 3 was already sanitized and draped - the spa did that overnight - but she had her own rituals. She liked to adjust the face cradle herself, test the padding with her palms, make sure the opening beneath was positioned exactly where she wanted it.

Perfect access. That was the whole point.

She'd been working milking tables for three years now, and she still got a little thrill every time she slid into position beneath one. Something about the inversion of expectation - the client face-down and vulnerable above, her hidden below with all the control - never got old. They came in thinking they were going to relax, maybe get off, walk out satisfied. They had no idea how thoroughly she was going to work them.

Her first appointment was at nine. Gerald, one of her Monday regulars. Sixty-two, portfolio manager, stress case. He'd been seeing her twice a week for eight months and she had his cock memorized at this point - the exact angle it hung when he was face-down on the table, how it stiffened in stages, where he was most sensitive. She could make him come in under ten minutes if he was in a rush, or drag it out to forty-five if he needed the slow build. Today's booking was thirty minutes, which meant he wanted efficient.

She heard him in the hallway at 8:58, right on time. Gerald was always punctual. The door opened and she stood to greet him, professional smile in place.

"Good morning, Mr. Harrison."

"Sloane." He looked tired, but he always looked tired. "How are you?"

"I'm excellent. You ready to get started?"

He nodded, already shrugging out of his jacket. She stepped out while he undressed - house rules, even though she was about to have his dick in her hand - and gave him three minutes. When she knocked and re-entered, he was face-down on the table, sheet draped over his ass, arms at his sides.

"Comfortable?" she asked, adjusting the face cradle slightly.

"Mmhmm."

"Good. Just relax. Let me take care of everything."

She dimmed the lights, started the ambient music - something with rainfall, Gerald liked rainfall - and dropped to her knees beneath the table. The opening was right where she'd positioned it, Gerald's cock and balls hanging through perfectly. She'd put a padded mat under her knees years ago; she spent hours a day down here and her joints had thanked her for it.

His cock was already semi-hard. That happened a lot with regulars - the anticipation got them going before she even touched them. She warmed massage oil between her palms, taking her time. She never rushed this part. The first touch mattered.

When she wrapped both hands around his shaft, gentle and warm, he let out a breath above her.

"There we go," she murmured. She started with long, slow strokes, root to tip, getting him fully hard. His cock thickened in her grip, familiar weight and heat. She loved this part - feeling them respond, feeling the blood rush in, the way they'd go quiet above the table as everything in their body focused on what she was doing below.

Gerald's dick was on the thicker side, not super long but substantial girth. She adjusted her grip, let her fingers glide over the head on each upstroke. He liked pressure there. After eight months she knew exactly how much.

"How's work been?" she asked, keeping her voice low and casual. Some clients wanted silence. Gerald liked the distraction of conversation - it helped him last longer.

"Merger fell through," he said, voice muffled by the face cradle. "Whole fucking week wasted."

"That's frustrating." She twisted her wrist on the downstroke, slick oil making her hands glide. His hips shifted slightly. "But you're here now. Nothing to worry about for the next thirty minutes except feeling good."

"Yeah."

She worked him in a steady rhythm, firm but not aggressive. She could feel him starting to tense - his balls were drawing up slightly, the telltale sign he was building toward it. Too soon. She eased off, let her hands go feather-light, just barely touching him.

He groaned. "Sloane..."

"Not yet," she said. "I've got you for thirty minutes. We're using all thirty."

She loved this - the moment when they realized she controlled the timeline. They could beg, they could thrust into her hands, didn't matter. She decided when they came. That power lived in her fingertips.

She kept him on edge for twenty minutes, building him up and backing off, reading every micro-response of his body. When his breathing got ragged she'd slow down. When he started to relax she'd pick up the pace. His cock stayed hard the entire time, dark and slick with oil, pulsing in her grip.

At minute twenty-eight, she decided he'd earned it.

"Okay," she said softly. "Whenever you're ready."

She started stroking him in earnest, both hands working in tandem, firm consistent pressure, twisting slightly on each stroke. She knew exactly what Gerald needed - speed and friction and that little extra pressure right under the head. His breathing changed immediately, getting shallow and quick.

"Fuck," he muttered. "Fuck, Sloane..."

"That's it. Let go."

His whole body went rigid for a second, then he was coming, cock pulsing in her hands as he spilled into the basin beneath the table. She kept stroking through it, milking every last pulse out of him until he was completely empty. Only then did she slow down, gentle him through the aftershocks, let him float in that post-orgasm haze.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

Sloane smiled, even though he couldn't see her. "Feel better?"

"So much better."

She cleaned him up efficiently - warm towel, quick wipe-down, made sure he was comfortable. Then she slid out from under the table and stood. "Take your time getting up. I'll see you Wednesday?"

"Wouldn't miss it."

She washed her hands at the sink, dried them, checked her reflection in the mirror. Hair still neat, lipstick still perfect. She looked exactly the same as when she'd started, which was the point. Professional. Put-together. Meanwhile Gerald was lying face-down on that table like he'd just had a religious experience, all because of what she'd done to his cock for thirty minutes.

She fucking loved her job.
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Her eleven-thirty was a first-timer. James, thirty-one, software engineer. The booking notes said he was "curious but nervous," which Sloane translated as: has definitely jerked off to the idea of milking tables but isn't sure what to expect in real life.

She liked first-timers. Breaking them in was satisfying in a completely different way than working regulars.

James showed up five minutes early, which told her everything. Eager. Anxious. Probably half-hard already just from walking through the door. She met him in the lobby, gave him her warmest smile.

"James? I'm Sloane. It's nice to meet you."

He was tall, decent build, nice eyes. Nervous smile. "Hi. Yeah. Nice to meet you too."

"First time at Elysian Touch?"

"First time doing... this. In general."

"Totally normal," she assured him. "I'll walk you through everything. Do you have any questions before we start?"

He hesitated. "Is it... I mean, how does it actually work?"

"You'll lie face-down on a specially designed table," Sloane explained. "There's an opening beneath where you'll position yourself. I'll be underneath the table, and I'll use my hands to massage and stimulate you. Most clients find it incredibly relaxing because you're in a comfortable position and you don't have to do anything except feel good. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah." He nodded, swallowing. "Okay. Yeah."

"You can stop anytime if you're uncomfortable. This is all about you having a positive experience."

She led him to Room 3, gave him privacy to undress, then knocked before re-entering. He was on the table, but his whole body was tense. She could see it in his shoulders, the way his arms were rigid at his sides.

"Deep breath," she said gently, adjusting the face cradle. "This is going to feel amazing, I promise."

She lowered herself beneath the table, and there he was - cock and balls hanging through the opening, already half-hard despite his nerves. She loved that. The body knew what it wanted even when the brain was overthinking.

She warmed oil between her palms, watching his cock twitch slightly as he heard the sound. Anticipation. She wrapped one hand around his shaft, gentle and sure.

He gasped above her.

"Just like that," she murmured. "Nothing to be nervous about. I've got you."

She started slow, easy strokes, letting him get used to the sensation. His cock was filling out quickly in her grip - nice length, good thickness. She could feel his heartbeat in his shaft, quick and rabbity at first. As she kept working him, the rhythm started to slow. He was relaxing.

"How does this feel?" she asked.

"Good." His voice was strained. "Really fucking good."

"Good. That's what we're going for."

She picked up the pace gradually, reading his responses. First-timers were interesting because they hadn't learned to control themselves yet. Regulars like Gerald knew how to pace their arousal, draw it out. First-timers were all raw nerve endings and hair-trigger sensitivity. James was already leaking precum, cock rock-hard in her hands, breathing getting ragged.

"Sloane," he said, voice tight. "I'm gonna... I'm close..."

"That's fine," she said. "Whenever you're ready."

She kept stroking, firm and steady, and he lasted maybe another thirty seconds before he was coming hard, hips jerking involuntarily against the table as his cock pulsed in her grip. She worked him through it, milked every drop out of him until he was spent and shaking.

"Holy shit," he breathed.

Sloane grinned beneath the table. Yeah. That was the usual reaction.

She cleaned him up, let him recover. When she emerged from beneath the table, he was staring at the ceiling with this dazed, blissed-out expression.

"So," she said. "Not what you expected?"

He laughed weakly. "Better. Way better."

"We have packages if you want to book regular sessions," she mentioned casually. "A lot of clients find it's something they want to incorporate into their routine."

"Yeah." He nodded, still catching his breath. "I'm... yeah. I'll probably do that."

Another convert. Sloane felt a little surge of professional pride. There was something deeply satisfying about giving someone their first milking table experience and watching them realize this was going to become a thing for them. She'd just created a need James didn't even know he had.
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Her two o'clock was Daniel, a semi-regular who booked every couple of weeks. Forty-five, owned a construction company, built like someone who actually did physical labor instead of just managing people who did. Daniel was a talker - not during the session usually, but before and after. He'd tell her about his projects, his divorce, his daughter's college search. Sloane had a theory that he booked with her as much for the human contact as the orgasm.

Today he seemed distracted when he came in.

"Everything okay?" she asked as he settled onto the table.

"Yeah. Just... long day. Week. Long everything."

"Want to talk about it?"

"Maybe after."

She slid beneath the table and found his cock already half-hard, heavy and thick. Daniel had the kind of dick that looked almost intimidating when it was fully erect - serious length and girth - but he was gentle in every other way, so the contrast always struck her as interesting.

She oiled her hands and wrapped them around his shaft, starting with those long, slow strokes he responded to. His cock filled out quickly, swelling in her grip until it was fully hard and straining. She loved the weight of it, the way it took both hands to work him properly.

"Fuck, Sloane," he muttered. "Needed this."

"I can tell." She twisted her hands in opposite directions on the upstroke, the way he liked. "Your body's already responding."

She worked him for a while in comfortable silence, finding that rhythm they'd established over multiple sessions. Daniel took longer than average to come - not because he had stamina issues, just because he liked the journey more than the destination. She'd learned to read his sweet spot, that zone where he was aroused and engaged but nowhere near the edge. She could keep him there for ages.

Twenty minutes in, she decided to push him a little.

"You've got a beautiful cock, Daniel," she said casually. "I always look forward to getting my hands on it."

He groaned. He liked when she talked like that - direct and filthy. A lot of clients did, but they'd never ask for it explicitly. They wanted her to initiate, to be the one who said the thing they were thinking.

"You think about me between sessions?" she asked, keeping her strokes steady. "Think about my hands on your dick like this?"

"Yeah," he admitted, voice rough. "Fuck, yeah."

"What else do you think about?"

He hesitated.

"Come on," she coaxed. "We're way past shy here. I've had your cock in my hands for twenty minutes."

"Your mouth," he said finally. "I think about... what it would be like if you used your mouth."

Sloane smiled. Clients fantasized about that all the time - crossing the line from hand job to blow job. House rules said hands only, but the fantasy was powerful. She'd never actually crossed that line with a client, but she didn't mind feeding the fantasy verbally.

"You want to know what that would be like?" she murmured. "If I put your cock in my mouth right now?"

"Yes."

She slowed her strokes, feather-light. "I'd start with just the head. Lick around the ridge, suck it into my mouth. You're so thick I'd have to open wide."

His breathing was getting ragged. She picked up the pace, hands working in tandem.

"Then I'd take you deeper," she continued. "As much of this cock as I could fit. Feel you hit the back of my throat."

"Sloane, fuck..."

"I'd suck you until you came down my throat," she said, stroking him faster now. "Until you emptied your balls in my mouth and I swallowed every drop."

He came hard, cock pulsing in her hands as he spilled into the basin, whole body shaking with it. She kept working him through it, drawing it out, until he was completely spent.

"Jesus Christ," he panted. "That was..."

"Intense?" she supplied.

"Understatement."

She cleaned him up, efficient and thorough. When she emerged from beneath the table, he was still catching his breath.

"You okay?" she asked.

"More than okay." He sat up slowly, looking at her with something between gratitude and awe. "You're really fucking good at this."

"I know," she said simply.

He laughed. "Yeah. You do."
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After Daniel left, Sloane had a two-hour break before her last appointment of the day. She grabbed lunch in the break room - leftover pasta, kind of bland but functional - and scrolled through her phone. One of the other attendants, Mara, came in halfway through.

"How's your Monday?" Mara asked, pulling a salad from the fridge.

"Solid. Gerald, a first-timer who's definitely rebooking, and Daniel."

"Daniel the construction guy?"

"Yeah."

"He's sweet." Mara sat down across from her. "You working tonight?"

"One more. Four-thirty. New client."

"First session?"

"Yeah. Booking notes just say he's a referral from someone, no other details."

Mara raised an eyebrow. "Mystery man."

"Apparently."

Sloane didn't think much of it at the time. New clients came in all the time, and 'referred by someone' wasn't unusual. This was the kind of service people recommended quietly to friends. But later - after everything that happened with him - she'd look back on this moment and think: that's when it started. Four-thirty on a Monday. The appointment that changed everything.

At four-twenty she prepped Room 3 again, running through her usual routine. Fresh sheets, face cradle adjusted, lights dimmed. She was sliding the padded mat into position beneath the table when Reception buzzed.

"Your four-thirty is here. Checking him in now."

"Thanks."

She washed her hands, checked her reflection. Hair neat, makeup fresh. Professional. She was reaching for the door when it opened and he walked in.

Tall. Maybe six-two. Dark hair, dark eyes, dressed in expensive casual - dark jeans, grey henley that fit him too well to be off the rack. Mid-thirties, she guessed. He moved like someone comfortable in his body, no nervous energy. Just calm, controlled presence.

"Hi," she said, extending her hand. "I'm Sloane."

His grip was firm, warm. "Marcus."

"Welcome to Elysian Touch. First time?"

"First time here," he clarified. "Not my first time with a milking table."

That was interesting. Most first-time clients hadn't done this before anywhere. "Oh? Where else have you gone?"

"Couple places in New York. One in L.A."

"What brought you to us?"

"Friend's recommendation." He smiled slightly. "Said if I was going to do this in Seattle, you were the person to see."

Sloane felt a little flutter in her chest. She got compliments all the time - clients loved her, left glowing reviews - but there was something about the way he said it. Direct. Confident. Like he already knew she was going to be worth his time.

"Well," she said. "I'll try to live up to the hype. You know how this works?"

"Yeah."

"Any questions?"

"No questions."

"Perfect. I'll step out while you get situated."

She gave him five minutes, then knocked and re-entered. He was on the table, positioned correctly, body relaxed. Not tense like James had been. Not familiar like Gerald. Just... present.

She dimmed the lights, started the music. Dropped to her knees beneath the table.

And then she saw his cock.

Fuck.

She'd seen a lot of dicks in three years. All shapes, sizes, everything in between. She prided herself on staying professional, on not reacting visibly no matter what. But Marcus's cock made her pause for just a second, appreciation flickering through her.

Perfect. That was the only word for it. Long, thick, beautiful proportions. Even soft it was impressive. She could already imagine how it would look fully hard in her hands.

She warmed oil between her palms, trying to center herself. This was just another client. Another session. Didn't matter that his cock was nicer than average. Didn't matter that she'd felt something when he looked at her.

Professional. That was her job.

She wrapped both hands around his shaft, and the moment she touched him, he let out a slow breath.

"Good?" she asked.

"Very good."

His cock was already responding, thickening in her grip. She started with long, slow strokes, establishing rhythm. He didn't make small talk. Didn't ask her questions. Just lay there and let her work, breathing steady and controlled.

She liked that. Some clients needed distraction. Marcus seemed perfectly content to just feel.

His cock swelled quickly, getting fully hard in her hands. God, it was a beautiful dick. She found herself paying extra attention to detail - the way the head darkened as he got aroused, the thick vein running along the underside, the way his balls hung heavy and full.

She varied her technique, trying things - different grips, different speeds, testing what he responded to. He was quiet, but his body told her everything. The slight hitch in his breath when she twisted her wrist. The way his hips shifted when she dragged her thumb over the head. The involuntary pulse of his cock when she worked the base with both hands.

Twenty minutes in, she realized something: he wasn't close. At all.

Most clients were on edge by this point. Marcus was aroused - his cock was hard as stone, leaking precum - but he was nowhere near coming. He had control.

She respected that. It made this more interesting.

"You've got impressive stamina," she said.

"Lots of practice."

"With milking tables?"

"In general."

She picked up the pace, working him more deliberately. His breathing changed slightly - still controlled, but deeper. She could feel his cock pulsing in her hands, could feel the tension building in him.

"How long do you usually last?" she asked.

"Depends on how good she is."

The challenge in that statement was subtle but unmistakable. Sloane smiled beneath the table.

"I'm very good," she said.

"Prove it."

Something sparked in her chest - competitive, playful, turned on. She settled in and focused, bringing everything she had. Three years of experience, three years of learning exactly how to read bodies, how to build pressure, how to make men come apart in her hands.

She worked Marcus for forty-five minutes.

Varied her technique constantly - fast then slow, firm then gentle, both hands then one, focusing on the head then the shaft. Kept him on a razor's edge, building and backing off, reading every micro-response. His cock stayed rock-hard the entire time, dark and slick, pulsing with need.

And still, he held on.

"Fuck," she muttered finally. "You really don't want to come for me, do you?"

"I didn't say that."

"Then what's stopping you?"

"I'm enjoying this." His voice was rough now, strained. "Why would I want it to end?"

That answer did something to her. Most clients were chasing the orgasm. Marcus was savoring the build. He understood what made this good - the tension, the control, the drawn-out anticipation.

At the fifty-minute mark, she leaned in and pressed a kiss to the underside of his shaft. Just one. Soft and deliberate.

House rules said hands only. But fuck it. She wanted to see what he'd do.

Above the table, Marcus went completely still.

Then he laughed - low, surprised, impressed.

"Okay," he said. "You win."

She went back to using just her hands, but now she added her breath - warm air over his cock, close enough that he could feel it. She stroked him fast and firm, no more teasing, just pure focused intensity.

He came hard, cock pulsing in her hands as he finally let go, spilling into the basin beneath the table. She worked him through every pulse, every aftershock, until he was completely empty.

When she cleaned him up and emerged from beneath the table, he was lying there with his eyes closed, chest still heaving slightly.

"Fifty-two minutes," she said, checking the clock. "That's a record for me."

He opened his eyes, looked at her. "You bent the rules."

"You noticed."

"I noticed."

"You going to report me?"

He smiled. "No."

Sloane crossed her arms, studying him. "So. Was I good enough?"

"Better than good." He sat up slowly, meeting her eyes. "When's your next availability?"

"I can check the schedule."

"Whatever your soonest opening is," he said. "Book me."

She should have known then. Should have recognized the warning signs. The way her pulse kicked up when he looked at her. The way she'd broken her own rule - that kiss - just to see his reaction. The way she was already thinking about the next session instead of moving on to her evening routine.

But she just smiled and said, "I'll have Reception set it up."

He left, and Sloane stood in Room 3 for a long moment, staring at the table.

Fifty-two minutes. She'd made him work for it, and he'd pushed back, and when he finally came it felt like she'd wonsomething.

She'd been doing this job for three years. She was professional. Controlled. She had boundaries.

But standing there in the dimmed room, still able to feel the weight of his cock in her hands, still able to see the way he'd looked at her with those dark eyes...

Sloane had a feeling Marcus was going to be a problem.


Chapter 2: The Return

Marcus came back three days later. Thursday afternoon, two o'clock slot. Sloane had checked the schedule Wednesday morning and felt that little kick in her chest when she saw his name - tried to tell herself it was just professional interest, that she was curious to see if the second session would be as intense as the first.

She was lying to herself and she knew it.

She'd thought about him. More than she should have. The way he'd held out for fifty-two minutes. The way he'd laughed when she kissed his cock. The way he'd looked at her afterwards with those dark eyes like he could see straight through her professional mask to the part of her that had been just as affected as he was.

She prepped Room 3 with extra care, which was stupid because she always prepped carefully, but she caught herself adjusting the face cradle twice, testing the padding three times. When Reception buzzed to say he'd arrived, she took a breath and centered herself.

Professional. That's what she was.

He walked in looking exactly as put-together as last time - dark jeans, black t-shirt, that same controlled presence. When he smiled at her, she felt it low in her stomach.

"Sloane."

"Marcus. Good to see you again."

"You too."

They stood there for a beat too long, something humming in the air between them. Then she gestured to the table. "Ready?"

"Always."

She stepped out while he undressed, used the time to get her head straight. This was just another session. Just another client. The fact that she'd been replaying Monday's session in her mind for three days meant nothing. The fact that she'd touched herself Tuesday night thinking about the weight of his cock in her hands, the way he'd sounded when he finally came - that was just... occupational hazard. Happened sometimes.

She was lying to herself again.

When she knocked and re-entered, he was on the table. She dimmed the lights, started the music - something ambient and low. Slid into position beneath the table.

His cock was already half-hard, hanging through the opening. Her mouth went dry looking at it. She could remember exactly how it had felt, how it had looked fully erect and straining, how long he'd lasted.

She warmed oil between her palms and wrapped both hands around his shaft.

The moment she touched him, he spoke.

"I've been thinking about this," he said.

"Yeah?"

"About you. Your hands. The way you made me work for it."

Sloane started stroking, slow and deliberate. His cock was thickening already, responding to her touch. "And?"

"I decided I'm not going to make it easy for you this time either."

She felt a smile curve her lips. "Is that a challenge?"

"It's a fact."

"Marcus." She twisted her wrists on the upstroke, slick oil making her hands glide. "You do realize that making you come is literally my job, right? I'm very, very good at my job."

"Prove it again."

That spark lit in her chest - the same one from Monday. Competitive. Turned on. Hungry to break him down.

"Okay," she said softly. "But when you come apart for me, when you're begging me to let you finish, I want you to remember that you asked for this."

She felt his cock pulse in her hands. Oh, he liked that.

She settled in and went to work.

For the first twenty minutes, she used her standard technique - varied strokes, different speeds, building him up gradually. His cock was fully hard now, thick and beautiful in her grip. She paid attention to every response, cataloging what made his breath catch, what made his hips shift.

But Marcus was holding steady. Breathing controlled. No tension. Just that same infuriating composure.

At twenty-five minutes, she switched tactics. Slowed way down, made every stroke deliberate and teasing. Barely-there pressure, just her fingertips ghosting over his shaft. She knew this drove men crazy - the promise of more, the frustration of not enough.

"Sloane," he said, voice strained. "What are you doing?"

"Working."

"That's not working. That's torture."

"Is it?" She dragged one finger up the underside of his cock, following that thick vein. "Tell me what you want then."

"More."

"More what?"

"More pressure. More... fuck, just more."

"Ask nicely."

Silence above the table. She could feel him warring with himself - wanting to give in, wanting to maintain control. The power dynamic was delicious. She was literally beneath him, but she held all the cards.

"Please," he said finally.

"Please what?"

"Please stroke my cock properly."

She loved that he used crude language. Loved that he was direct about it. She rewarded him by wrapping both hands around his shaft and giving him exactly what he'd asked for - firm, steady strokes that made his whole body tense.

"Like that?" she asked.

"Fuck. Yes. Like that."

She worked him hard for ten minutes, building pressure, getting him right to the edge. She could feel it in the way his cock pulsed, the way his balls drew up tight. He was close.

Then she stopped completely.

"Sloane. No. Don't—"

"You said you weren't going to make it easy," she said calmly. "Neither am I."

She heard him groan above the table, frustration and arousal mixing. His cock was rock-hard, dark and swollen, a bead of precum forming at the tip. She wiped it away with her thumb.

"This is what you wanted," she reminded him. "You wanted me to prove how good I am. This is how good I am, Marcus. I can keep you on edge for an hour if I want to. I can make you desperate. I can make you beg."

"Jesus Christ," he muttered.

She started again, slower this time. Torturous pace. Just enough to keep him hard, not enough to build toward anything. She varied the pressure randomly - firm stroke, gentle stroke, barely-there touch. No rhythm he could anticipate or chase.

Forty minutes in, she could hear the strain in his breathing. His control was cracking. She pressed her advantage.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," she said.

"Your hands. Fuck. Just your hands on my cock."

"What else do you want?" She picked up the pace slightly. "What do you fantasize about?"

"Your mouth." Same answer as last time, but now his voice was ragged. "I want to know what your mouth feels like."

"You want me to suck this beautiful cock?" She stroked him faster. "Want to feel my lips wrapped around you?"

"Yes."

"Want to fuck my throat?"

"God, yes."

"Want to come down my throat while I swallow every drop?"

His cock jerked in her hands. "Sloane, fuck, I—"

She stopped again. Completely. Hands off.

"No!" The word came out sharp, almost angry. "Sloane, don't—"

"What?" she asked innocently. "I thought you had stamina. I thought you weren't going to make this easy."

"I'm going to fucking die if you don't let me come."

"No you won't." She traced one finger up his shaft, feather-light. "You'll just suffer a little longer. Build up all that pressure. And when I finally let you finish, it's going to be so intense you'll barely be able to handle it."

She heard him breathing hard above the table. Heard the exact moment his control snapped.

"Please," he said. "Sloane, please."

"Please what?"

"Please make me come. I need it. I need your hands on me. Please."

There it was. The surrender. The begging. Exactly what she'd been working toward.

"Okay," she said softly. "Since you asked so nicely."

She wrapped both hands around his cock and started stroking in earnest - firm, fast, relentless. No more teasing. No more backing off. Just pure focused intensity designed to break him apart.

It took less than three minutes.

Marcus came with a choked sound, his whole body going rigid as his cock pulsed in her hands, spilling hot and thick into the basin beneath the table. She kept stroking through it, milking every last pulse, drawing it out until he was shaking and empty and completely wrecked.

"Holy fuck," he breathed. "Holy... fuck."

Sloane smiled beneath the table, satisfaction warm in her chest. She'd done exactly what she'd set out to do - made him work for it, made him desperate, made him beg. And it had been so fucking hot she was wet between her own legs, turned on in a way that clients didn't usually affect her.

She cleaned him up with professional efficiency, trying to ignore the arousal pooling low in her belly. When she emerged from beneath the table, Marcus was still lying there, chest heaving.

"That was..." he started.

"Intense?"

"Cruel."

"You loved it."

He laughed weakly. "Yeah. I did."

She washed her hands, checked the clock. Fifty-eight minutes this time. Even longer than Monday. She'd kept him on edge for almost an hour before letting him finish.

When he finally sat up, he looked at her with something in his expression she couldn't quite read. Heat. Appreciation. Something else underneath.

"I want another session," he said.

"You're going to run out of money at this rate."

"I have plenty of money."

"Next availability is Tuesday."

"Book me."

She should have said no. Should have recognized that this was crossing from professional interest into something else. Should have seen the warning signs.

But she just nodded and said, "I'll have Reception set it up."
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The following Tuesday, Marcus was ten minutes early.

Sloane was in the break room when Reception buzzed. "Your two o'clock is here already."

Her pulse kicked up. "I'll be right there."

She checked her reflection - hair perfect, lipstick fresh - and made herself walk at a normal pace to the front. Marcus was standing in the lobby, and when he saw her, he smiled.

"Early again," she observed.

"Couldn't wait."

Something in the way he said it made her stomach flip. She led him to Room 3, going through the familiar routine. But this time, when she stepped out to let him undress, he spoke.

"Sloane."

She turned. "Yeah?"

"I appreciate what you do," he said. "The skill. The expertise. It's... remarkable."

"Thank you."

"But I want you to know - this isn't just about the release for me. It's about you. The way you work. The way you take control. I've never experienced anything like it."

She didn't know what to say to that. Clients complimented her all the time, but this felt different. More personal. More real.

"I'll see you in a few minutes," she managed.

When she slid beneath the table this time, his cock was already hard. Fully erect. Not responding to her touch - already there before she'd even put her hands on him.

He'd been thinking about this. About her. Enough to get hard just lying on the table waiting.

"Someone's eager," she said, wrapping both hands around his shaft.

"I told you. Couldn't wait."

She started stroking, firm and steady. No teasing this time. No drawn-out buildup. She could feel the tension in him, coiled tight, ready to snap. He'd been holding onto this since their last session. Building anticipation. Fantasizing about her hands.

"What did you think about?" she asked. "Between sessions. When you were alone."

"This. Your hands on my cock. The way you kept me on edge last time."

"Did you touch yourself thinking about me?"

"Yes."

"Did you come?"

"Yes. Multiple times."

That admission sent heat through her. She stroked him faster, twisting her wrists. "What else did you think about?"

"Breaking the rules." His voice was rough. "What it would be like if there were no boundaries. If I could have more than just your hands."

"Marcus..."

"I know," he said quickly. "I'm not asking you to cross any lines. I'm just telling you the truth. When I jerk off thinking about you, I don't just imagine your hands. I imagine everything."

She should have shut this down. Should have redirected to something professional. But she was too turned on, too caught up in the moment.

"Tell me," she said. "What do you imagine?"

"Your mouth on my cock. Your pussy wrapped around me. The sounds you'd make when I fuck you. What you'd taste like. How tight you'd be."

Sloane was stroking him fast now, both hands working in tandem. "You think about fucking me?"

"Constantly."

"Where?"

"Everywhere. On this table. Against the wall. In my bed. Every possible way I could have you."

"And what would you do to me?" She was barely thinking now, just reacting. "If you had me like that?"

"I'd make you come until you couldn't take anymore. I'd use my tongue, my fingers, my cock. I'd learn every inch of you. Figure out exactly what makes you fall apart. And then I'd do it over and over until you were begging me to stop."

His cock was pulsing in her hands, rock-hard and leaking. She could feel how close he was. Could feel how much this conversation was affecting him.

"You want to make me beg?" she asked.

"I want to make you feel the way you make me feel. Desperate. On edge. Completely at someone else's mercy."

She stroked him harder. "Think you could?"

"I know I could."

"That's a bold claim, Marcus."

"Book a private session," he said. "Two hours. After hours. Just you and me. Let me prove it."

She should have said no. Should have laughed it off. Should have kept this professional.

But she was so turned on she couldn't think straight. Her pussy was wet, her nipples hard against her bra. She'd been thinking about him too. Touching herself to the memory of his cock in her hands. Imagining what it would be like to cross that line.

"That's not how this works," she said weakly.

"Make it work."

"Marcus, I can't—"

"You can. You want to. I can hear it in your voice."

He was right. She did want to. Wanted it so badly she was aching.

She stroked him faster, harder, losing herself in the rhythm. "If I did this," she said. "If I agreed to a private session... what would you do?"

"Everything I just described. And more."

"More?"

"I'd bend you over this table," he said, voice strained. "Spread your legs. Bury my face between your thighs until you came on my tongue. Then I'd slide my cock inside you and fuck you until you screamed."

Sloane felt herself clench at the image. "Marcus—"

"I'd make you come so hard you'd forget your own name. I'd fuck you until you couldn't walk. Until the only thing you could remember was the way my cock felt inside you."

She was stroking him frantically now, completely lost in the fantasy. "Fuck, Marcus—"

"Say yes," he groaned. "Say you'll do it."

She shouldn't. She knew she shouldn't.

But she heard herself say, "Yes."

He came the instant the word left her mouth - cock pulsing hard in her hands, coming harder than he had in either previous session. She worked him through it, mind spinning, trying to process what she'd just agreed to.

When she cleaned him up and emerged from beneath the table, Marcus was staring at the ceiling, chest heaving.

"Did you mean that?" he asked.

She should lie. Should backtrack. Should say it was just session talk, fantasy, nothing real.

But she looked at him - at his dark eyes, his flushed skin, the way he was looking at her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered - and she couldn't.

"Yeah," she said. "I meant it."

"When?"

"Friday. After my last session. Seven o'clock."

"I'll be here."

He got dressed while she cleaned the room, both of them moving carefully around each other like they were afraid to get too close. When he left, she stood alone in Room 3 for a long moment, staring at the table.

She'd just agreed to cross every professional boundary she had. To fuck a client. To break the rules that had kept her safe and professional and in control for three years.

She should cancel. Should text him through Reception, make up an excuse, pretend it never happened.

But she knew she wasn't going to.

Friday at seven, she was going to let Marcus into this room after hours. She was going to let him touch her. Taste her. Fuck her.

And the thought of it made her so wet she had to press her thighs together.

Sloane had spent three years being the one in control. The one who decided when, how, how much. The one with all the power.

Friday night, she was going to give that power to Marcus.

And she couldn't fucking wait.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

Friday came too slowly and too fast at the same time.

Sloane moved through her regular appointments in a daze, going through the motions while her mind kept circling back to seven o'clock. To Marcus. To what she'd agreed to.

She had three sessions that day - all regulars, all easy. Gerald at nine, predictable as always. A client named Thomas at eleven who liked slow and gentle. Daniel at two, who seemed to sense she was distracted.

"You okay?" he asked after she'd made him come, when she was cleaning him up beneath the table.

"Yeah. Just tired."

"You sure?"

"Positive."

But she wasn't. She was wound tight, nervous and aroused in equal measure. She'd spent the last three nights touching herself to the fantasy of what was going to happen - Marcus's hands on her body, his mouth between her legs, his cock inside her. She'd come so many times thinking about it that she should have been satisfied, but it only made the anticipation worse.

Her last regular session ended at five. She had two hours to kill before Marcus arrived.

She showered in the staff bathroom, shaved everywhere, put on her nicest lingerie - black lace that made her feel sexy and powerful. Applied fresh makeup, let her hair down instead of tying it back. She almost never wore her hair down at work. But tonight wasn't work.

Tonight was something else entirely.

At 6:45, she went to Room 3 and locked the door from the inside. Changed the sheets. Dimmed the lights lower than usual. Her hands were shaking slightly as she adjusted the face cradle on the table, then stopped herself.

They weren't going to use the table the normal way. Not tonight.

At 6:58, someone knocked.

Her heart jumped into her throat. She crossed to the door, unlocked it, pulled it open.

Marcus stood in the hallway, and the way he looked at her made her stomach flip. His gaze traveled down her body - she was wearing a simple black dress instead of her usual work clothes - and when his eyes met hers again, they were dark with want.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi."

They stared at each other for a beat. Then he stepped inside and she closed the door behind him, locked it again.

"I wasn't sure you'd actually show up," she admitted.

"I wasn't sure you wouldn't cancel."

"I thought about it."

"What changed your mind?"

"I couldn't stop thinking about you." The admission came out raw, honest. "About this. About what it would be like."

Marcus moved closer, not quite touching her yet. "And? What did you imagine?"

"Everything you said. Your mouth on me. Your cock inside me. Losing control."

"You've been in control for three years," he said softly. "How does it feel, knowing you're about to give that up?"

"Terrifying." She looked up at him. "And so fucking hot I can barely breathe."

He smiled - slow, predatory. "Good."

Then he kissed her.

The moment his lips touched hers, something ignited. Three sessions of tension, three sessions of wanting, three sessions of maintaining boundaries - it all combusted. Sloane kissed him back desperately, hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer.

Marcus groaned into her mouth, one hand sliding into her hair, the other gripping her hip. He kissed like he did everything else - controlled, purposeful, devastating. His tongue swept against hers and she whimpered.

"Fuck," he muttered against her lips. "You taste so good."

"Marcus—"

"Tell me what you want." He kissed down her jaw, her throat, teeth grazing her pulse point. "I need to hear you say it."

"I want you to fuck me." The words came out breathless. "I want everything you promised. Please."

He pulled back just enough to look at her, eyes dark and intense. "Get on the table."

Her pulse spiked. "What?"

"The milking table. Get on it. Face down."

"But—"

"Sloane." His voice was firm, commanding. "You've had me on this table three times. My turn. Get on the table."

Something in her stomach clenched - arousal, anticipation, a hint of anxiety. But she moved to the table, climbed onto it, positioned herself face-down the way her clients did. The face cradle cradled her head. Her body stretched out on the padded surface.

She heard Marcus move behind her. Heard the rustle of fabric - was he undressing? Then she felt his hands on her ankles.

"Spread your legs," he said.

She did, her dress riding up as she widened her stance on the table. Cool air hit the backs of her thighs.

Marcus's hands slid up her calves, her thighs, pushing her dress up to her waist. His fingers hooked into her panties.

"These are beautiful," he murmured. "But they're in my way."

He pulled them down, slid them off her completely. And then - fuck - she felt him kneel beneath the table.

Exactly where she'd been for every one of their sessions. Beneath her. Between her spread legs.

"Marcus, what are you—"

"Shh." His breath ghosted over her pussy and she shuddered. "I told you I wanted to taste you. That I'd bury my face between your thighs until you came on my tongue. Did you think I was lying?"

"I thought—oh fuck—"

His tongue dragged up her slit, slow and deliberate, and Sloane's whole body jerked. She gripped the edges of the table, trying to process the sensation. She'd imagined this, touched herself to this exact fantasy, but the reality was so much more intense.

Marcus groaned beneath the table. "Jesus Christ, Sloane. You're already so wet."

"I've been thinking about this all week," she gasped.

"Good." He licked her again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding between her folds. "You taste fucking incredible."

He went to work with single-minded focus - licking, sucking, using his tongue like he'd studied her responses the same way she'd studied his. He found her clit, circled it with the tip of his tongue, and she moaned into the face cradle.

"That's it," he murmured. "Let me hear you."

She'd never been on this side of it. Never been the one spread out and vulnerable while someone worked her from below. The power dynamic flip was dizzying - she'd spent three years being the one in control, and now Marcus had her completely at his mercy.

He slid two fingers inside her while his tongue focused on her clit, and Sloane cried out. His fingers curled, finding that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

"Fuck, Marcus, right there—"

He worked her relentlessly, tongue and fingers in perfect rhythm, and the orgasm built fast and hard. She'd been wound tight all week, touching herself but never quite satisfied, and now Marcus was taking her apart with expert precision.

"Come for me," he said against her pussy. "Come on my tongue, Sloane. Let me feel it."

The command pushed her over the edge. She came hard, shaking on the table, thighs trembling as the orgasm crashed through her. Marcus didn't let up - kept licking her through it, kept his fingers moving, drawing it out until she was oversensitive and gasping.

When he finally pulled back, she was boneless on the table, mind blank with pleasure.

"That's one," Marcus said, standing up behind her. "I told you I'd make you come until you couldn't take anymore."

"Marcus—"

"We're just getting started."

She heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of clothes being removed. Then his hands were on her hips, pulling her back slightly, positioning her at the edge of the table.

"I'm going to fuck you now," he said, and the bluntness of it made her clench. "Tell me if you want me to stop."

"Don't stop," she breathed. "Please don't stop."

She felt the head of his cock at her entrance - thick and hard, the same cock she'd had in her hands three times, memorized every inch of. But feeling it press inside her was completely different.

Marcus pushed in slowly, letting her adjust to the size of him. And fuck, he was big. She'd known that from touching him, but having him inside her was overwhelming. The stretch was intense, almost too much, and she gripped the table harder.

"Breathe," Marcus said, one hand sliding up her spine, soothing. "Relax for me."

She forced herself to breathe, to let her body adjust. He kept pushing deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully seated inside her.

"Oh my god," she gasped.

"You feel so fucking good," Marcus groaned. "So tight. So perfect."

He started moving - slow, deep thrusts that made her feel every inch of him. She moaned into the face cradle, overwhelmed by the sensation. He felt incredible inside her, filling her completely, hitting spots that made her toes curl.

"Harder," she begged.

"Yeah?" He gripped her hips tighter. "You want it harder?"

"Yes. Please. Fuck me harder."

Marcus obliged, picking up the pace, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes that rocked her whole body against the table. The obscene sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with her moans and his ragged breathing.

"This what you wanted?" he asked, voice strained. "Me fucking you on this table? Using you the way you've been using me?"

"Yes," she gasped. "God, yes."

"You've had me on edge for weeks, Sloane. Made me desperate. Made me beg. My turn."

He pulled out suddenly and she whimpered at the loss. But then his hands were on her, flipping her over onto her back. She blinked up at him - he was completely naked now, and fuck, his body was as perfect as his cock. Lean muscle, defined abs, the kind of build that came from actually taking care of himself.

He grabbed her thighs, pulled her to the very edge of the table, positioned himself between her legs.

"I want to see your face when you come on my cock," he said, and thrust back inside her.

From this angle she could watch him - could see the intensity in his dark eyes, the flex of his muscles as he fucked her, the way his jaw clenched with the effort of holding back. He was beautiful, and the way he was looking at her made her feel beautiful too.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Play with your clit while I fuck you."

She obeyed without thinking, sliding her hand between them, fingers finding her clit. The dual sensation - his cock inside her, her fingers on her clit - was almost too much.

"That's it," Marcus groaned. "Fuck, that's so hot. Make yourself come on my dick."

She worked her clit frantically, feeling the second orgasm building fast. Marcus shifted the angle slightly and hit something inside her that made her cry out.

"Right there," she gasped. "Don't stop, please don't stop—"

He didn't. He kept that exact angle, that exact pace, fucking her hard and deep while she touched herself. The orgasm built and built until it was all-consuming, until she couldn't think about anything except the pleasure coiling tight in her core.

"Marcus, I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," he said, voice rough. "Come all over my cock, Sloane. Let me feel you."

She came with a broken cry, back arching off the table, pussy clenching around him. The orgasm was even more intense than the first one, prolonged by his relentless thrusts, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through her.

Marcus fucked her through it, but she could feel him getting close too - his rhythm faltering, his breathing ragged, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Where do you want me to come?" he gritted out.

"Inside," she gasped. "Come inside me. I want to feel it."

That broke his control. He thrust deep and came hard, cock pulsing as he filled her. She felt every pulse, felt the heat of him spilling inside her, and it prolonged her own orgasm until she was shaking and oversensitive.

When he finally stilled, they were both breathing hard, covered in sweat, wrecked.

Marcus pulled out slowly and she whimpered at the sensitivity. He helped her sit up, steadied her when her legs shook.

"You okay?" he asked, genuine concern in his voice.

"More than okay." She laughed weakly. "That was... fuck. That was incredible."

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "Yeah. It was."

They cleaned up in comfortable silence, getting dressed, putting Room 3 back in order. Sloane kept stealing glances at him, still processing what had just happened. She'd crossed every professional boundary she had. Fucked a client. Let him dominate her. Came twice on a table where she'd made dozens of men come.

She should feel guilty. Should feel like she'd made a terrible mistake.

But all she felt was satisfied. And hungry for more.

"When can I see you again?" Marcus asked as they prepared to leave.

"I don't know." She looked at him. "This was... this wasn't supposed to happen."

"But it did."

"Yeah. It did."

"Do you regret it?"

She thought about lying, about putting her professional mask back on and pretending this was a one-time thing. But she couldn't.

"No," she admitted. "I don't regret it at all."

"Then see me again." He stepped closer. "Not here. Not as a client. As... whatever this is."

"Marcus, I don't date clients."

"I'm not asking you to date me. I'm asking you to fuck me again. Somewhere else. My place. Your place. Wherever you want."

She should say no. Should draw the line here, keep work and personal separate.

But she was already nodding, already pulling out her phone to give him her number. Already imagining what it would be like to have him in her own bed, in her own space, without any professional boundaries at all.

They exchanged numbers. Made tentative plans for tomorrow night. And when he kissed her goodbye - slow and deep and promising - she knew she was in serious trouble.

Sloane had spent three years keeping work and personal completely separate. Three years maintaining boundaries. Three years being professional and controlled and safe.

Marcus had destroyed all of that in three sessions and one private encounter.

And the scariest part? She wanted more.

She wanted everything.
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Saturday night, Sloane stood in her apartment bathroom, staring at her reflection.

She'd spent an hour getting ready - showered, shaved, put on the black lingerie set she'd worn yesterday but hadn't really gotten to show off. Marcus was coming over in twenty minutes and her stomach was a knot of anticipation.

This was different than yesterday. Yesterday had still had the veneer of a session, even if they'd crossed the line. Tonight was purely personal. Just two people who wanted each other. No table. No room. No professional context.

Her phone buzzed. Outside.

She buzzed him up, heart racing. When she opened her apartment door, he was standing in the hallway holding a bottle of wine.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi." He held up the wine. "Wasn't sure if I should bring something."

"You didn't have to." But she took it anyway, let him inside, tried not to think about how surreal this was. Marcus in her space. Seeing her couch, her books, the photos on her wall. All the personal things she never showed clients.

"Nice place," he said, looking around.

"Thanks. It's small, but—"

He kissed her, cutting off the nervous rambling. And just like that, the awkwardness dissolved. This was what they were good at. The physical. The raw want.

"Bedroom?" he murmured against her lips.

She nodded, taking his hand, leading him down the hall. Her bedroom was simple - queen bed, dark sheets, minimal furniture. But Marcus didn't seem to care about the decor. His focus was entirely on her.

"Take off your dress," he said.

She pulled it over her head, let it drop to the floor. Stood in front of him in just the black lingerie, watching his eyes darken as he took her in.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You're so beautiful."

No one had said that to her in a long time. Clients complimented her hands, her skill, her professionalism. But not her. Not like this.

Marcus undressed quickly, efficiently, and then he was guiding her onto the bed, settling between her thighs. Unlike yesterday's intensity, tonight he took his time. Kissed her slowly. Explored her body with his hands and mouth. Paid attention to her breasts, her nipples, the sensitive spots he was learning.

When he finally slid inside her, it was slow and deep, their eyes locked. The intimacy of it made her chest tight. This wasn't just fucking. This was something else.

"Sloane," he breathed, moving inside her. "You feel so perfect."

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Don't stop."

He didn't. He fucked her slow and thorough, taking his time, drawing it out. When she came it was softer than yesterday but just as intense, pleasure rolling through her in warm waves.

Marcus followed soon after, burying his face in her neck as he came inside her.

They lay tangled together afterwards, sweaty and satisfied.

"Stay," she said without thinking.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Stay tonight."

He did. They had sex twice more - once in the shower, once in the middle of the night when they woke up already reaching for each other. By the time Sunday morning rolled around, Sloane was sore and exhausted and completely addicted.

Marcus made them breakfast - scrambled eggs, toast. They ate in her small kitchen, and it felt disturbingly domestic.

"I should go," he said eventually. "Let you have your Sunday."

"Okay."

But neither of them moved.

"When can I see you again?" he asked.

"I work tomorrow. My schedule's pretty full this week."

"What about evenings? After work?"

She hesitated. "Marcus... what are we doing here?"

"What do you want to be doing?"

"I don't know." She ran a hand through her hair. "This is complicated. You're technically still my client."

"So I'll stop booking sessions."

"That's not the point."

"Then what is the point?"

"The point is..." She trailed off, trying to articulate what she was feeling. "I've spent three years keeping work separate. Not getting emotionally involved. Not crossing boundaries. And now..."

"Now you've crossed them with me."

"Yeah."

Marcus reached across the table, took her hand. "Sloane. I'm not asking you to upend your whole life. I'm just asking to keep seeing you. No labels. No pressure. Just... this."

It should have been an easy decision. Casual. Simple. Two adults who were good together.

But it didn't feel simple. It felt like the beginning of something that was going to completely change her.

"Okay," she said anyway. "Let's keep seeing each other."

He smiled, brought her hand to his lips. "Good."
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Over the next two weeks, Sloane fell into a routine.

Work during the day - her regular clients, her sessions beneath the table, maintaining all her professional boundaries with everyone except Marcus. He'd stopped booking sessions like he'd promised, but sometimes he'd text her during the day anyway. Thinking about you. About last night. About the sounds you make when you come.

It drove her crazy. She'd be in the middle of a session with another client, hands working mechanically, mind replaying what Marcus had done to her the night before. How he'd bent her over her kitchen counter. How he'd made her ride him until her thighs burned. How he'd eaten her out until she was sobbing with oversensitivity.

Evenings were for him. He'd come over, or she'd go to his place. They'd have dinner, talk, fuck for hours. She was learning him outside of just the physical - learned he was a consultant for tech companies, that he traveled a lot for work, that he had an ex-wife and no kids and a complicated relationship with his parents.

And he was learning her too. Learning that she liked her coffee black, that she'd wanted to be a writer before falling into this work, that she had a strained relationship with her own family.

The sex was incredible. But the rest of it - the talking, the comfortable silences, the way he looked at her like she mattered - that was starting to scare her.

After two weeks, Mara noticed.

"You're glowing," she said one afternoon in the break room.

Sloane looked up from her phone. "What?"

"You. You've been glowing for like two weeks. What's going on?"

"Nothing."

"Bullshit. You're seeing someone."

Sloane hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah. Kind of."

"Kind of?" Mara grinned. "Who is he?"

"Just... someone. It's casual."

"Casual doesn't make you look like that."

"Like what?"

"Like you're happy. Genuinely happy. I haven't seen you like this since you started here."

Was she happy? Sloane thought about it. Yeah. She was. Happier than she'd been in years.

Which meant she was in serious trouble.

Because Marcus wasn't supposed to be more than a client. Wasn't supposed to be more than good sex. Wasn't supposed to matter.

But he did. He mattered so much it was starting to terrify her.

That night, when he came over, she tried to talk about it.

"We should probably slow down," she said, sitting on her couch while he poured them wine.

Marcus looked up. "Why?"

"Because this is getting... intense."

"Is that a bad thing?"

"I don't know. Maybe."

He brought her wine, sat next to her. "Sloane. Talk to me. What are you afraid of?"

"I'm afraid I'm going to fuck this up," she admitted. "I'm afraid I'm going to lose the boundaries that kept me safe for three years. I'm afraid..."

"You're afraid you're falling for me."

She looked at him, startled. "I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to." He set his wine down, turned to face her fully. "For what it's worth, I'm falling for you too."

Her heart stuttered. "Marcus—"

"I know. It's fast. It's complicated. But I can't help it." He touched her face, gentle. "You're amazing, Sloane. The way you work, the way you think, the way you are with me. I've never met anyone like you."

She should pull back. Should protect herself. Should remember that mixing personal and professional was dangerous.

But instead she kissed him. Hard and desperate and honest.

They made love on her couch - slower than usual, more tender. And when she came, she felt tears prick her eyes from the intensity of it all.

Marcus held her afterward, and Sloane realized she was in too deep to turn back now.

She'd broken all her rules for him.

And she had no idea how this was going to end.


Chapter 4: Surrender

Three weeks into whatever this thing with Marcus was, Sloane realized she was fucked.

Not in the fun way - though there was plenty of that. No, she was fucked in the "completely losing control of her carefully constructed life" way.

She'd spent Monday through Friday working at Elysian Touch, hands on dozens of different cocks, maintaining perfect professional boundaries with everyone. Gerald still came twice a week. Daniel still told her about his construction projects. She had new clients, regulars, first-timers. She was still excellent at her job.

But the moment she left work, she was Marcus's.

Every evening. Every night. Sometimes he'd come to her place, sometimes she'd go to his. They'd fuck on every available surface - his kitchen counter, her shower, his balcony at two in the morning when he couldn't keep his hands off her. She was covered in fading bruises from his mouth, his fingers. She wore them like secrets under her work clothes.

And the sex kept getting more intense.

Marcus had figured out something about her that she'd barely admitted to herself: after three years of being in complete control at work, she craved giving it up in bed. Craved being the one at someone else's mercy. Craved being the one who begged.

Tonight was Thursday. She'd finished her last client at five, texted Marcus that she was heading home. He'd responded immediately: My place. I have plans for you.

Her pussy clenched just reading it.

She showered at work, changed into a simple dress, drove to his apartment building downtown. He buzzed her up, and when she walked through his door, he was waiting.

"Bedroom," he said. No preamble. No small talk.

Her heart raced as she walked down his hallway. His bedroom was dark except for a few candles, casting flickering shadows. The bed was already turned down.

"Strip," Marcus said from behind her. "Everything."

She obeyed, pulling her dress over her head, unhooking her bra, sliding her panties down. When she was completely naked, she heard him move closer.

"Hands behind your back."

She did. She felt silk against her wrists - he was tying her hands together with something soft. Not tight enough to hurt, but secure enough that she couldn't pull free.

"Marcus, what—"

"Shh." His hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, cupping her breasts. "You trust me?"

"Yes."

"Then let me have you. Completely."

He guided her to the bed, positioned her on her knees facing the headboard. Her bound hands rested against the small of her back. She was completely exposed like this - breasts thrust forward, unable to cover herself, unable to touch him.

Vulnerable.

She heard him undress behind her. Heard the sound of a drawer opening. Then his hands were on her hips, pulling her back slightly so her ass was elevated.

"You're already wet," he murmured, sliding two fingers between her folds. "You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?"

"Yes," she gasped.

"Thinking about me fucking you? Using you?"

"Yes."

He pushed his fingers inside her and she moaned. "You know what I love about you, Sloane? At work, you're in complete control. You make men desperate. Make them beg. But here, with me..." He curled his fingers, found that spot that made her whimper. "Here, you're the one who begs."

"Please," she breathed.

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me. I need it. I need you."

Instead of giving her his cock, he withdrew his fingers and she felt something cold and slick press against her ass.

She tensed immediately. "Marcus—"

"Relax." His other hand slid around to her clit, circling gently. "Have you ever been fucked here?"

"No," she admitted, voice shaking.

"Do you want to try?"

She should say no. Should tell him it was too much. But her pussy was clenching at the thought, arousal flooding through her.

"Yes," she heard herself say. "Yes, I want to try."

"Good girl."

He worked her slowly - one finger, slick with lube, pressing gently against her ass while his other hand kept stroking her clit. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Strange but not painful. When she relaxed into it, he pushed deeper.

"That's it," he murmured. "You're doing so good, baby. Taking it so well."

He worked her open patiently - one finger, then two, always keeping her clit stimulated, keeping the pleasure building. By the time he withdrew his fingers, she was panting and desperate.

"I'm going to fuck your ass now," he said, and the bluntness of it made her clench. "It's going to feel intense. But I think you're going to love it. Tell me if you need me to stop."

She felt the head of his cock press against her ass - thicker than his fingers, the pressure more intense. She forced herself to breathe, to relax.

Marcus pushed in slowly, so slowly, letting her adjust to every inch. The stretch burned but in a way that made her pussy throb. When he was fully seated inside her, they both groaned.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You feel incredible. So tight."

"Move," she gasped. "Please move."

He started thrusting - shallow at first, then deeper as she adjusted. His hand slid around to her pussy, fingers finding her clit, stroking in time with his thrusts. The combination was almost too much - the fullness in her ass, the pressure on her clit, the helplessness of having her hands bound.

"You're taking my cock in your ass so perfectly," Marcus groaned. "Such a good girl for me. My perfect girl."

The praise made something in her chest crack open. She was his. Completely his. He could do anything to her and she'd let him because she trusted him in a way she'd never trusted anyone.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Fuck, Marcus, I'm so close—"

"Come for me." He fucked her harder, fingers working her clit frantically. "Come with my cock in your ass, Sloane. Let me feel you."

The orgasm hit her like a freight train - intense and overwhelming, her whole body shaking with it. She came so hard she saw stars, pleasure radiating out from her core in waves.

Marcus followed immediately, burying himself deep as he came inside her ass, groaning her name.

When he pulled out carefully, she collapsed forward onto the bed, hands still bound, completely wrecked. He untied her wrists gently, massaged feeling back into them, pulled her into his arms.

"You okay?" he asked, voice soft.

"More than okay," she managed. "That was..."

"Intense?"

"Incredible."

He kissed her forehead, her temple, her lips. "You're incredible."

They lay tangled together while her breathing steadied. After a while, Marcus got up and came back with a warm washcloth, cleaned her gently, took care of her.

"Stay tonight," he said.

"I have work early tomorrow."

"Call in sick."

"Marcus—"

"Sloane." He looked at her seriously. "Stay. Please."

She should say no. Should maintain some boundaries. Should remember that she had a life outside of this.

But she stayed.
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Friday morning, Sloane woke up in Marcus's bed and immediately checked her phone.

Six missed calls from Elysian Touch. Twelve texts from Mara.

Where are you?
Gerald's here for his 9am
Sloane seriously where are you
I covered your 9am but you have another at 11
Are you okay??

Fuck. She'd slept through her alarm. It was 10:30.

She scrambled out of bed, started pulling on her clothes. Marcus stirred behind her.

"What's wrong?"

"I missed work. I have a client in thirty minutes and I'm across town."

"Call in sick like I said."

"I can't just—" She stopped, looked at him. "This is my job, Marcus."

"I know."

"Do you?" She pulled her dress over her head. "Because lately it feels like you want all of my time. Every evening. Every night. And now mornings too."

"Is that a bad thing?"

"I don't know!" She found her shoes, shoved her feet into them. "I need to go."

She made it to Elysian Touch by 11:15, rushed and frazzled. Her 11am client - a regular named Chris - was waiting. She apologized profusely, got him settled on the table, slid beneath it to work.

But her head wasn't in it. Her body was sore from last night. She could still feel Marcus inside her, could still feel the burn of the stretch. And her client's cock in her hands felt wrong somehow - mechanical, impersonal.

She went through the motions. Made Chris come in twenty minutes. Cleaned up. Moved to her next client.

By the end of the day, she'd seen six clients and felt disconnected from all of them. For three years, this work had been satisfying. Empowering. She'd loved it.

Now all she could think about was Marcus.

Mara cornered her in the break room.

"What the fuck happened this morning?"

"I overslept. I'm sorry."

"You never oversleep. You're the most reliable person here." Mara studied her. "This guy you're seeing... it's getting serious, isn't it?"

"I don't know."

"Sloane. Talk to me. What's going on?"

She wanted to. Wanted to tell Mara everything - about Marcus being a former client, about how intense things had gotten, about how she was losing herself in this.

But she couldn't. So she just shook her head and said, "I'm fine. Just tired."

Mara didn't believe her. But she didn't push.

That night, Sloane went home alone. Texted Marcus that she needed space, needed to think. He responded with a simple Okay that somehow felt worse than if he'd argued.

She spent the evening trying to remember who she was before Marcus. Tried to remember what her life looked like when work was enough, when she didn't spend every waking moment craving someone's touch.

But she couldn't. He'd fundamentally changed something in her, and she had no idea how to change it back.
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She lasted two days.

Sunday night, she texted him: Can I come over?

His response came immediately: Please.

When she arrived at his apartment, he pulled her inside and kissed her desperately. "I missed you."

"It's been two days."

"I know. I still missed you."

They ended up on his couch, Sloane straddling his lap, grinding against him through their clothes.

"I don't know how to do this," she admitted breathlessly. "How to balance work and you. How to be myself and be yours."

"You don't have to choose." Marcus slid his hands under her shirt, palmed her breasts. "You can be both."

"Can I?"

"Sloane." He pulled back to look at her. "I'm not trying to take over your life. I'm not trying to change you. I just want to be with you. However that looks."

"What if I can't give you everything you want?"

"Then you give me what you can." He kissed her softly. "I'm not going anywhere."

Something in her chest loosened at that. She kissed him back, deeper, and they ended up in his bedroom again.

This time was different. Slower. Marcus took his time undressing her, kissing every inch of skin he revealed. When he finally slid inside her, it felt less like fucking and more like something else. Something that scared her even more.

Afterwards, lying in his arms, she said the thing she'd been too afraid to say.

"I think I'm falling in love with you."

Marcus went still. Then he tilted her chin up, made her look at him.

"Good," he said. "Because I'm already in love with you."

She should panic. Should pull away. Should protect herself.

Instead she kissed him and let herself feel it - the terrifying, overwhelming reality of being completely in love with someone.
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The next week, Marcus had to leave for a work trip.

Three days in San Francisco for a client presentation. Sloane dropped him at the airport Monday morning, kissed him goodbye, tried not to feel like she was losing a limb.

"I'll be back Thursday," he promised. "And then we have all weekend."

"Okay."

"I love you."

"I love you too."

She watched him walk through security, then drove to work feeling off-balance.

The three days without him were strange. She fell back into her work routine easily enough - hands on cocks, making men come, maintaining her professional persona. But evenings were empty. Her apartment felt too quiet. She texted Marcus constantly, needing the connection even at a distance.

How's SF?
Miss you
Wish you were here

He always responded quickly, but it wasn't the same as having him there.

Wednesday night, she was lying in bed scrolling through her phone when it rang. Marcus. She answered immediately.

"Hey."

"Hey baby." His voice was warm, familiar. "What are you wearing?"

She looked down at her oversized t-shirt. "Nothing sexy."

"Take it off."

Her pulse kicked up. "Marcus—"

"Take it off, Sloane. I want you naked."

She obeyed, pulling her shirt over her head, lying back against her pillows. "Okay."

"Good girl. Now touch yourself."

"On the phone?"

"Yes on the phone. I'm three hundred miles away and I miss you. Let me at least hear you come."

She slid her hand between her legs, already wet just from his voice. "What should I think about?"

"Think about me fucking you. Think about my cock inside you. My mouth on your pussy. My hands all over your body."

She stroked her clit slowly, closing her eyes. "I miss you so much."

"I know, baby. I miss you too. Miss the way you taste. The sounds you make when you come. The way your pussy clenches around my cock."

"Fuck," she breathed, working herself faster.

"Are you close?"

"Getting there."

"Good. When you come, I want you to say my name. Want to hear you fall apart for me even when I'm not there."

She was close now, pleasure building fast. Her fingers moved frantically over her clit, chasing the edge.

"Marcus," she gasped. "I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Come for me, Sloane. Let me hear you."

She came with his name on her lips, back arching off the bed, pleasure crashing through her. She could hear him groaning on the other end of the line, could hear the slick sound of him stroking himself.

"Fuck, that was so hot," he panted. "I'm close too. Keep talking to me."

"I love you," she breathed. "I love your cock. Love the way you fuck me. Love everything about you."

"Sloane—fuck—I'm coming—"

She heard him fall apart on the other end, heard the harsh sounds of his breathing as he came. When he finally spoke again, his voice was rough.

"I really fucking miss you."

"One more day."

"I know. But it feels like forever."

They stayed on the phone for another hour, just talking. About work, about nothing, about everything. When she finally hung up, she felt better. More settled.

She could do this. Could balance work and Marcus. Could be herself and be his.

She had to believe that.
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Thursday afternoon, Marcus texted: Landed. Coming straight to you.

Sloane was at work, in the middle of a session with a client named Robert. She read the text beneath the table, her hands still working mechanically on Robert's cock. An hour until she was done. An hour until she could see Marcus.

She made Robert come in record time, cleaned up, told Reception she was cutting out early. Mara gave her a knowing look but didn't comment.

Sloane drove home too fast, practically ran up the stairs to her apartment. Marcus was already there, leaning against her door.

"Hi," she breathed.

"Hi."

They barely made it inside before they were on each other. Clothes came off in a trail from the door to the bedroom. Marcus pushed her onto the bed and buried his face between her legs, eating her out like a man starving.

"Missed this pussy," he groaned against her. "Missed you so fucking much."

She came on his tongue, quick and intense. Then he was inside her, fucking her hard and desperate, both of them too needy for slow.

"I love you," he panted, thrusting deep. "Fuck, Sloane, I love you so much."

"I love you too," she gasped. "Don't leave again. Please don't leave again."

"I won't. I'm here. I'm right here."

They came together, clinging to each other, and afterwards they stayed wrapped up tight, neither willing to let go.

"I have something to tell you," Marcus said eventually.

She tensed. "What?"

"My company wants to send me to New York. Six month contract."

Her stomach dropped. "Six months?"

"I told them no."

"Marcus, you can't turn down work for me—"

"I'm not turning it down for you. I'm turning it down for us." He pulled back to look at her. "I don't want to be away from you for six months. I don't want to do long distance. I want to be here."

"That's your career—"

"And you're my life." He said it simply, like it was obvious. "I can find other contracts. I can't find another you."

She stared at him, overwhelmed. "You're really staying?"

"I'm really staying."

Relief flooded through her. She kissed him hard, trying to convey everything she felt. When they finally broke apart, she said, "Move in with me."

Marcus blinked. "What?"

"Move in. With me. If you're staying in Seattle anyway, if we're doing this... move in."

"Sloane, are you sure?"

"I'm sure." And she was. Terrifyingly sure. "I love you. I want you here. Every night. Every morning. All of it."

He kissed her again, slower this time. "Okay."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Let's do it."

They made love again - slower, softer, like they had all the time in the world now. And maybe they did.

Sloane had spent three years keeping her life compartmentalized. Work in one box. Personal in another. Safe. Controlled. Separate.

Marcus had blown all of that apart. Made her fall in love. Made her want more. Made her believe she could have both - her career and a relationship, her independence and intimacy.

She didn't know if it would work. Didn't know if they could actually balance everything.

But for the first time in her life, she was willing to try.


Chapter 5: Home

One month after Marcus moved in, Sloane's life looked completely different.

Her mornings started with his body pressed against hers, his cock hard against her ass, his hands already sliding between her thighs before she was fully awake. They'd fuck slow and lazy in the pre-dawn dark, then shower together, then stumble to the kitchen for coffee.

Domestic. Intimate. Hers.

But then she'd leave for Elysian Touch and spend eight hours with her hands on other men's cocks. Making them hard. Making them desperate. Making them come.

And every single session, she thought about Marcus.

It should have felt wrong - going from his bed to working beneath the milking table, touching strangers while wearing the hickeys he'd left on her thighs. But somehow it didn't. Somehow it made everything hotter. She'd stroke a client's cock and think about how much bigger Marcus was. How much better he felt inside her. How he was waiting for her at home.

The compartmentalization that used to keep her sane now just made her hungry.

Thursday afternoon, she was beneath the table with a client named Steven - regular guy, decent cock, always polite. She had him right on the edge, stroking him with practiced efficiency, when her phone buzzed in her pocket.

She ignored it. Professional.

It buzzed again. Then again.

Steven was too lost in sensation to notice, but Sloane carefully pulled her phone out and glanced at the screen.

Marcus: What time are you done?
Marcus: I'm picking you up
Marcus: Don't make other plans

Her pussy clenched. She typed one-handed, her other hand still working Steven's cock.

Sloane: Last client ends at 5
Marcus: I'll be outside at 5:01

She pocketed her phone and refocused on Steven, bringing him to completion quickly. When he came, she was already thinking about Marcus. About what he had planned. About the edge in his texts.

Her last appointment was a first-timer named Alex who was so nervous he came in under ten minutes. She cleaned up, checked herself in the mirror - hair still neat, lipstick still perfect, the professional mask firmly in place.

But underneath her clothes, she was already wet.

At 5:02, she walked out of Elysian Touch and found Marcus leaning against his car, arms crossed, eyes dark. The moment he saw her, something flickered across his face. Possession. Hunger.

"Hi," she said, walking up to him.

He didn't say hi back. Just grabbed her, pulled her flush against him, and kissed her hard enough to bruise. Right there in the parking lot where any of her coworkers could see.

When he finally pulled back, she was breathless.

"Get in the car," he said.

She obeyed, sliding into the passenger seat. He got behind the wheel but didn't start the engine. Just sat there, jaw tight, hands gripping the steering wheel.

"Marcus? What—"

"How many today?" he asked, voice rough.

"How many what?"

"How many men did you touch today? How many cocks did you have in your hands?"

Oh. So that's what this was.

"Six," she said honestly.

"Six." He laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Six different men got to feel your hands on them. Got to come for you. While I sat at home thinking about you."

"Marcus—"

"Did you think about me?" He turned to look at her finally, eyes blazing. "When you were stroking their cocks, making them desperate, did you think about me at all?"

"Yes," she breathed. "All day. Every session. I thought about you."

"Good." He started the car. "Because we're going back inside."

"What?"

"You heard me. We're going back inside. Is anyone else still there?"

She checked her phone. "Mara's doing a late session. Room 5. Everyone else is gone."

"Perfect."

He drove around to the back entrance - the one staff used - and she let them in with her key card. The hallway was empty, dimly lit. He followed her to Room 3, and the moment the door closed behind them, he was on her.

"This is where you work," he said, backing her against the milking table. "This is where you spend all day making other men come."

"Yes."

"Show me." He lifted her onto the table, pushed her legs apart. "Show me what you do to them."

Her heart was racing. "Marcus, we can't—"

"We can. We are." He pulled her dress up to her waist, hooked his fingers in her panties, dragged them down her legs. "You're going to show me exactly what you do. And then I'm going to fuck you on this table and remind you who you belong to."

She should protest. Should tell him this was her workplace, that they couldn't do this here. But she was so turned on she could barely think.

"Lie back," she said. "Face down. Like a client would."

Marcus's eyes darkened, but he obeyed. Stripped off his shirt, his jeans, positioned himself face-down on the table the way dozens of men had before him. His cock hung through the opening beneath, already hard.

Sloane slid into position below the table - her usual spot, where she'd spent thousands of hours. But this time it was Marcus above her. Marcus's cock in her hands. The man she loved.

She warmed oil between her palms and wrapped both hands around his shaft, and they both groaned.

"This is what you do?" Marcus asked, voice strained. "This is how you touch them?"

"Yes." She started stroking, slow and deliberate. "I start gentle. Build them up gradually. Learn what they respond to."

"And what do I respond to?"

"Everything." She twisted her wrists on the upstroke. "You're so sensitive here." She dragged her thumb over the head. "And here." She worked the thick base with both hands. "You love when I use both hands. Love when I talk dirty."

"Fuck, Sloane—"

"You love when I tell you how beautiful your cock is. How much I love having it in my hands. In my mouth. In my pussy."

She was stroking him faster now, working him the way she knew he liked. But instead of drawing it out like she would with a client, she was pushing him toward the edge quickly, urgently.

"How many of them fantasize about more?" Marcus groaned. "How many want your mouth? Your pussy?"

"Most of them."

"Do you ever think about it? Crossing that line with someone else?"

"Never." She stroked him harder. "Only you, Marcus. Only ever you."

"Promise me." His voice was desperate now, close to breaking. "Promise me you're mine."

"I'm yours," she breathed. "Completely yours. No one else gets this. No one else gets me."

He came hard, cock pulsing in her hands as he spilled into the basin beneath the table. She worked him through every pulse, milking him dry.

When he finally went still, she emerged from beneath the table. He was already moving, already pulling her onto the table, positioning himself between her spread thighs.

"My turn," he growled.

He entered her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out - he was so deep from this angle, hitting spots that made her see stars.

"This is mine," Marcus panted, fucking her hard against the table. "This pussy is mine. You're mine. Say it."

"I'm yours," she gasped. "Only yours, Marcus, fuck—"

He pounded into her relentlessly, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding between them to work her clit. The table creaked beneath them with every thrust.

"You come home to me," he groaned. "Every night. After touching all those other cocks, you come home and give yourself to me. Let me fuck you. Let me own you."

"Yes," she sobbed. "I'm yours. Only yours."

The orgasm built fast and brutal. She was already so worked up from the day, from the drive here, from the power play of showing him her work. When Marcus bit down on her neck and commanded "Come for me," she shattered.

She came screaming, pussy clenching around his cock, nails digging into his shoulders. He followed immediately, emptying himself inside her with a guttural groan.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both breathing hard, covered in sweat.

"We just fucked in my workplace," Sloane said eventually.

"Yeah." Marcus pulled back to look at her, a slow smile spreading across his face. "We did."

"We could have gotten caught."

"But we didn't."

She laughed despite herself. "You're insane."

"You love it."

"I do." She kissed him, soft and deep. "I really do."
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Later that night, back at their apartment, Marcus ran her a bath.

Sloane sank into the hot water gratefully, muscles aching in the best way. Marcus sat on the edge of the tub, trailing his fingers through the water.

"I'm sorry," he said after a while.

She looked up at him. "For what?"

"For the jealousy thing. For making it weird about your work."

"Marcus—"

"No, let me finish." He met her eyes. "Your job is your job. You're incredible at it. And I trust you completely. But sometimes I get in my head about it. About other men getting to touch you, even professionally. It's not rational, but it's there."

"I get it," she said softly. "If the situation were reversed, I'd probably struggle too."

"The thing is, I don't actually want you to quit. I don't want to be the guy who makes you give up something you're good at. I just... needed to work through the feeling."

"And did you? Work through it?"

He smiled. "Fucking you on that table helped."

She splashed water at him. "You're terrible."

"You love me anyway."

"I do." She reached for his hand. "And for what it's worth, it is different. The work and you. Completely different. At work, I'm performing a service. It's skilled, it's intimate in a way, but it's not personal. With you..." She squeezed his fingers. "With you, it's everything. My heart. My body. My soul. All of it."

"I know." He leaned down, kissed her forehead. "I know that. I just forget sometimes."

"Then I'll keep reminding you."

After her bath, they ended up in bed - not for sex this time, just to be close. Marcus wrapped around her from behind, his hand resting on her stomach.

"Move to Europe with me," he said suddenly.

She went still. "What?"

"I got offered a contract. London. Eighteen months. Really good money. I told them I'd think about it."

"Marcus, that's amazing—"

"Only if you come with me."

She turned in his arms to face him. "You want me to move to London?"

"I want us to move to London. Together. Have an adventure. See if we can make it work somewhere new."

"What about my job?"

"There are milking tables in London. Or you could do something else. Write that book you've always talked about. Take some time to figure out what's next." He touched her face. "I'm not saying quit forever. I'm saying take a break. Try something new. With me."

Her mind was spinning. London. Eighteen months. A completely new life.

"That's terrifying," she said.

"I know."

"I've been at Elysian Touch for three years. It's stable. Safe. I'm good at it."

"You're good at a lot of things, Sloane. You don't have to limit yourself to just this."

She thought about it. About walking away from the work she'd built her identity around. About starting over in a new country with Marcus. About trusting him - and herself - enough to take that leap.

"Okay," she said.

"Okay?"

"Okay, let's do it. Let's move to London."

Marcus kissed her hard, rolling her onto her back, settling between her thighs. "You're serious?"

"I'm serious." She wrapped her legs around his waist. "I love you. I trust you. And I want the adventure."

"I love you so fucking much," he breathed, already hard against her.

They made love slow and deep, sealing the promise with their bodies. When they came, it felt like a new beginning.
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Two months later, Sloane stood in Room 3 for the last time.

It was her final day at Elysian Touch. She'd given a month's notice, trained her replacement, said goodbye to her regulars. Gerald had actually gotten a little teary when she told him she was leaving. Daniel had brought her flowers.

Mara was the hardest goodbye.

"I can't believe you're really leaving," Mara said, hugging her tight in the break room.

"Me neither."

"London. With the mystery man who finally showed his face."

"Yeah."

"He better be worth it."

"He is." Sloane pulled back, smiling. "He really is."

"You'll visit?"

"Of course."

"And you'll text me. Tell me about London. About everything."

"I promise."

When Mara finally left, Sloane walked through the facility one last time. Past all the rooms where she'd spent three years perfecting her craft. Where she'd learned about power and control and pleasure. Where she'd met Marcus and fallen in love and changed her entire life.

She didn't regret any of it.

Marcus was waiting outside, leaning against his car the same way he had that first day she fell for him completely.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Ready."

They drove home together - to the apartment they'd already started packing up. In a week, they'd be on a plane to London. Starting over. Building something new.

That night, they christened the half-empty apartment one more time.

Marcus pushed her up against the bare wall, lifted her leg around his waist, and slid inside her.

"Last time in this place," he murmured against her neck.

"First time of everything else," she breathed back.

They fucked against the wall, on the floor, in the shower. Made love in their bed one final time surrounded by boxes and suitcases and the evidence of their shared life.

When they finally collapsed, exhausted and sated, Marcus pulled her close.

"No regrets?" he asked.

"None." She kissed his shoulder. "This is the best decision I've ever made."

"Leaving your job?"

"No. You. Choosing you. Choosing us."

"I chose you first," he reminded her. "That day I walked into Elysian Touch. I saw you and knew."

"Knew what?"

"That you were going to change my life." He tilted her chin up, made her look at him. "And you did. You changed everything, Sloane. Made me believe in this. In us. In the kind of love that's worth building a life around."

She felt tears prick her eyes. "Stop making me emotional."

"Never." He kissed her softly. "I'm going to spend the rest of my life making you emotional. Making you happy. Making you come so hard you forget your own name."

She laughed through the tears. "That's a good life plan."

"I think so."

They fell asleep tangled together, and Sloane dreamed of London. Of new beginnings. Of a future she couldn't quite imagine yet but knew would be incredible because Marcus would be in it.
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Eighteen months later, Sloane sat in a café in Notting Hill, laptop open, typing the final chapter of her novel.

It was about a woman who worked in the sex industry. Who thought she had everything figured out until she met someone who made her question everything. Who chose love over safety and found herself in the process.

Fiction. But also not.

She'd been writing for a year now - ever since they'd settled in London and she'd decided to take Marcus's advice and try something new. The words had poured out of her, three years of experience and emotion and insight translated into story.

Her phone buzzed. Marcus.

Marcus: Done with my meeting. Come home?
Sloane: Just finishing this chapter. Be there in an hour.
Marcus: I'll be waiting. Naked.
Sloane: You're going to distract me from my word count
Marcus: That's the plan

She smiled, closed her laptop, paid for her coffee. The walk back to their flat in Kensington took twenty minutes, and when she let herself in, Marcus was indeed naked on their couch.

"You're shameless," she said.

"And you're overdressed." He stood, crossed to her, started unbuttoning her shirt. "How was the writing?"

"Good. I think I'm almost done with the first draft."

"And then?"

"Then I edit. Find an agent. See if anyone wants to publish it."

"They will." He slid her shirt off, unhooked her bra. "It's brilliant. You're brilliant."

"You haven't even read it yet."

"Don't need to. I know you." He kissed her neck, her collarbone, between her breasts. "Everything you touch becomes art."

She laughed, running her fingers through his hair. "That's definitely not true. Remember when I tried to cook that roast?"

"Okay, everything you touch except British ovens becomes art."

He walked her backwards to the couch, stripped off the rest of her clothes, positioned himself between her thighs. When he slid inside her, they both sighed.

This. This was home.

Not the flat in London. Not Seattle. Not any specific place.

This connection. This person. This love.

They made love on the couch as afternoon light streamed through the windows, unhurried and intimate. When she came, it was soft and deep, spreading through her like warmth.

"I love you," she breathed.

"I love you too." Marcus kissed her deeply. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For taking the risk. For moving here with me. For building this life."

"Best decision I ever made," she said, meaning it completely.

Later, wrapped in blankets on the couch, she told him about the novel's ending. About how the protagonist chooses love. Chooses vulnerability. Chooses the uncertain path because the certain one doesn't include the person who matters most.

"Is that how you see it?" Marcus asked. "Uncertain?"

"No." She looked at him. "I used to. But not anymore. You're the most certain thing in my life."

"Good." He pulled her closer. "Because I'm planning on keeping you around forever."

"Forever's a long time."

"Not long enough."

Six months later, he proposed on the London Eye. She said yes before he even finished asking.

They got married in a small ceremony in Seattle - just family and close friends, including Mara who flew in and cried through the entire thing. Spent their honeymoon in Italy. Came back to London and kept building.

Sloane's novel sold to a publisher. Then another. Then another country. It became a bestseller - a frank, honest, sexy exploration of intimacy and power and what it means to truly know someone.

She did press. Did interviews. Talked about her time working in the sex industry without shame. Became a voice for workers' rights, for destigmatization, for the complexity of sex work that most people never understood.

And through it all, Marcus was there. Supporting her. Loving her. Reminding her where she came from and celebrating where she was going.

Five years after that first session where he'd lasted fifty-two minutes and made her break her own rules, Sloane looked at her life and couldn't believe how far she'd come.

From the woman beneath the table, always in control, always performing.

To this. A writer. A wife. A whole person who didn't have to hide any part of herself.

She'd traded one kind of power for another. Given up control to find freedom.

And she'd never been happier.
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