
        
            
                
            
        

    
Milking Table Obsession: Edging Into Surrender

Chapter 1: The Search

Marcus Chen had been staring at the same webpage for twenty minutes, his cursor hovering over the booking button like it might electrocute him through the mouse.

Serenity Spa - Specialist Milking Table Services

The website was surprisingly professional. Clean design, soft neutral tones, tasteful lighting in the gallery photos. Nothing sleazy about it. No pop-up ads promising "hot singles in your area," no garish neon color schemes. Just calm, clinical professionalism offering a service that made his cock twitch every time he thought about it.

He'd first stumbled onto milking tables three weeks ago during one of those 2 AM internet rabbit holes that start innocently enough—"unusual massage techniques"—and end with you questioning everything you thought you knew about your own sexuality. The concept itself was deceptively simple: a specially designed massage table with a strategically placed circular opening, client positioned face-down with his cock hanging through the hole, attendant working from below with complete access while the client remained essentially blind and immobilized.

But the execution? The psychology of it? That's what had Marcus's heart hammering against his ribs right now, his palm sweaty on the mouse.

He was thirty-two years old, worked as a senior developer at a mid-sized tech company, had a decent one-bedroom apartment in a gentrifying neighborhood and a gym membership he actually used three times a week. He wasn't some desperate virgin. He'd had relationships, casual hookups, a six-month FWB situation with a woman from his climbing gym that ended amicably when she moved to Portland. His sex life wasn't extraordinary, but it wasn't non-existent either.

But something about the clinical efficiency of the milking table concept had burrowed into his brain and refused to let go.

The surrender of it. The complete and total loss of control. Lying face-down, unable to see, unable to move effectively, while someone else—a professional, a specialist—controlled every aspect of his pleasure. Decided when he got close. Decided when he was allowed to come. Decided everything while he just... felt.

Marcus shifted in his desk chair, his cock half-hard in his jeans just from thinking about it. He'd jerked off to milking table videos so many times over the past three weeks that his browser history was probably flagged by every algorithm on the planet. Amateur stuff mostly, shaky phone cameras and questionable lighting, but enough to give him the basic idea. Enough to make him want the real thing with an intensity that actually scared him a little.

He clicked through the Serenity Spa gallery again, studying each image like he was preparing for an exam. The tables themselves looked deceptively simple—padded massage tables with adjustable heights and that distinctive circular opening positioned exactly where the client's hips would rest. The rooms were private, individually decorated with mood lighting and clean white linens. Some had mirrors on the ceiling. Others had what looked like ambient sound systems built into the walls.

Everything about the presentation screamed "legitimate therapeutic service" rather than "sketchy massage parlor." There were business licenses displayed on the website, certifications from bodywork associations, even a Google Reviews page with four and a half stars and over two hundred testimonials.

"Best money I ever spent. Sienna is an absolute professional and the experience was transcendent."

"I was nervous as hell for my first session but the staff made me feel completely comfortable. Left feeling like a new man."

"The edging session literally changed my life. I didn't know my body was capable of feeling like that."

Marcus scrolled down to the attendant profiles, even though he'd already memorized every word of them over the past week.

There were six specialists listed. All women, all with professional headshots and brief bios highlighting their areas of expertise. Jana specialized in first-timers and anxiety reduction. Michaela focused on tantric techniques and extended sessions. Priya's specialty was sensory play and temperature work.

But it was Sienna who made Marcus's breath catch every single time he looked at her profile.

Sienna - Senior Milking Specialist, 5 years experience

Her photo showed a woman in her early thirties with dark hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail, sharp cheekbones, and eyes that managed to look both professional and absolutely filthy at the same time. She wore the spa's signature black uniform—simple, fitted, nothing overtly sexual about it—but something in her slight smile suggested she knew exactly what happened on those tables and enjoyed every second of her work.

The bio was brief but loaded: "Sienna specializes in extended edging sessions and psychological dominance techniques. Known for her verbal coaching ability and intuitive reading of client physical responses. Particularly skilled with first-time milking table clients who need guidance surrendering control. Sessions with Sienna are intense, explicit, and transformative."

Verbal coaching. Marcus's cock went from half-hard to fully erect in about three seconds.

He imagined it with painful clarity: lying face-down on that table, his cock hanging through the hole into empty air, completely exposed and vulnerable while he stared down at the floor through the face cradle. Unable to see what she was doing. Only able to feel her hands—her mouth?—working his shaft with expert precision while she talked to him from below.

What would she say? Would she tell him how hard he was? How much his cock was leaking? Would she describe in explicit detail exactly what she was doing to him while he groaned into the padding?

"Fuck," Marcus muttered to his empty apartment, his hand dropping to his lap to squeeze his erection through his jeans.

He'd been alone for six months now since the thing with Rebecca ended. Six months of his own hand and increasingly specific porn searches. Six months of wondering if maybe he was getting bored with conventional sex, if maybe he needed something more intense to really get him going anymore.

The milking table seemed to answer a question he hadn't quite known how to ask.

Marcus clicked over to the pricing page, even though he'd looked at it approximately forty times already. The rates were listed clearly and professionally. No "call for details" bullshit, no hidden fees.

Standard Session (60 minutes): $200 Extended Session with Edging (90 minutes): $350
Premium Experience with Senior Specialist (120 minutes): $500

Two hours. Five hundred dollars. That was more than his monthly gym membership, his Netflix and Spotify subscriptions combined, the amount he'd normally spend on groceries across two weeks. All for the privilege of lying on a table with his cock hanging through a hole while Sienna worked him over until he literally couldn't think straight.

His hand was stroking his cock properly now, slow firm pressure through the denim. He thought about those two hours. How many times could she edge him in two hours? How desperate would he be by the end? Would he beg? He'd never begged for anything sexual in his life, but he had a feeling Sienna could make him beg.

The FAQ section had become his nightly reading material.

Q: What should I expect during my first milking table session?

A: First-time clients often experience nervousness, which is completely natural and expected. Your attendant will guide you through the process step-by-step, including proper positioning on the table and explanation of what will occur during your session. We begin with light, relaxing touch to help you acclimate to the sensation of the table and the exposure. The session gradually builds in intensity based on your individual physical responses and stated preferences. Communication is strongly encouraged—your attendant wants and needs to know what feels good, what you'd like more of, and where your boundaries are.

Q: Is this legal?

A: Absolutely. Our services are fully licensed therapeutic bodywork focusing on male sexual wellness and release. All attendants are certified massage therapists with additional specialized training in male anatomy and response. Sessions occur in a professional spa environment with strict privacy protocols.

Q: What's the difference between standard and extended sessions?

A: Standard sessions focus on relaxation, stress relief, and ultimately release. Extended sessions incorporate advanced edging techniques—bringing clients close to orgasm multiple times before allowing final release. This process intensifies the ultimate orgasm significantly and helps clients experience heightened whole-body sensitivity. Our specialists are extensively trained in reading subtle physical cues to maximize pleasure while maintaining precise control of the experience.

That last line made Marcus groan out loud. Maintaining precise control. That's what this was really about. He'd spent his entire adult life being the one in control—in bed, at work, in every relationship. He was the reliable one, the responsible one, the guy who made decisions and followed through.

The idea of surrendering all of that, of being completely helpless and at someone else's mercy while they controlled every aspect of his pleasure, made him so hard it actually hurt.

Marcus unzipped his jeans, pulling his cock out and stroking it properly now. Pre-cum was already leaking from the tip. He was this turned on just from reading a fucking FAQ page.

He clicked through to the booking form with his free hand, still jerking himself slowly. The form was straightforward: name, email, phone number, preferred date and time, attendant selection, session type. There was a larger text box at the bottom labeled "Special Requests or Information."

His finger hovered over the attendant dropdown menu. He could select "No Preference" and let them assign someone. Play it safe, act like this wasn't the culmination of three weeks of obsessive research and midnight masturbation sessions.

Or he could select Sienna specifically and own what he wanted.

Marcus clicked her name before he could second-guess himself. Friday afternoon, 2 PM. Far enough away that he wouldn't chicken out completely, close enough that the anticipation wouldn't actually kill him.

Session type: Premium Extended Experience (120 minutes)

His cock was fully hard in his fist now, the head dark and swollen. He stroked faster, imagining Sienna's hands instead of his own. Imagining her voice from below the table, filthy and confident, telling him exactly how hard his cock was, how much he was leaking for her, how she was going to edge him until he forgot his own name.

The Special Requests box cursor blinked at him expectantly.

What could he even say? That he'd never done this before but couldn't stop thinking about it? That the idea of surrendering control made him harder than anything else he could imagine? That he wanted her to talk to him, to tell him what she was doing, to make him beg?

First time with milking table, he typed with one hand while stroking with the other. Interested in extended edging and verbal guidance. Want to be pushed.

He hesitated, then added: I want to experience complete surrender. I want to stop thinking and just feel everything.

His orgasm was building, his balls drawing up tight. He thought about Friday. About walking into that spa. About stripping down and positioning himself on that table. About his cock hanging through the hole while Sienna settled herself below him, her hands reaching up to touch him for the first time.

Marcus came hard, spurting across his stomach and chest, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he worked himself through it. The orgasm was intense but not quite satisfying. It never was anymore, not since he'd discovered milking tables. His own hand couldn't compare to what he imagined that table would feel like.

He cleaned himself up with tissues from his desk, suddenly feeling the familiar post-orgasm combination of satisfaction and mild embarrassment. Five hundred dollars. Was he really going to do this?

His cursor was still hovering over the submit button on the booking form.

"Fuck it," Marcus said to the empty room, and clicked.

The confirmation email arrived within thirty seconds, which was somehow both reassuring and terrifying. Professional letterhead, detailed information, a link to a client intake form that needed to be completed at least 24 hours before his appointment.

Marcus clicked through to the form, reading each question carefully. Medical history—no injuries, no medications that would interfere. Sexual health screening questions—all negative, last tested three months ago. Preference indicators—yes to edging, yes to extended stimulation, yes to verbal coaching, yes to dirty talk.

There was a section on boundaries and limits. Hard nos, soft maybes, enthusiastic yesses. Marcus filled it out honestly, surprised by how clinical it all felt. This wasn't some back-alley handjob situation. This was professional, therapeutic, carefully structured.

The final question made him pause: Is there anything specific you would like your attendant to know about you, your body, or your desires for this session?

Marcus stared at the text box for a long time. His cock was starting to stir again just thinking about Sienna reading whatever he wrote here. Learning about him before they even met. Preparing for their session based on his specific confession.

I've never felt comfortable completely surrendering control in sexual situations, he typed slowly. I'm always the one managing things, checking in, making sure everything's good. The idea of being on that table, unable to see or control anything while you work on me, is the hottest thing I can imagine. I want to stop thinking. I want you to take complete control and push me further than I've ever gone. I trust the process and I want the full experience.

He read it over three times, his face hot. It felt vulnerable in a way that actually going to the spa and getting naked wouldn't. This was admitting something real about himself, something he'd never even fully articulated before.

Marcus hit submit before he could delete it and write something safer.

Another confirmation email. His appointment was locked in. Friday, March 15th, 2:00 PM. Arrive fifteen minutes early for check-in. Bring a valid ID. Payment due at time of service. Cancellations required 48 hours in advance.

It was really happening.

The next four days were going to be absolute torture.
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Wednesday morning, Marcus woke up hard, his cock pressing insistently against his boxer briefs. He'd dreamed about the table again. In the dream, he'd already been positioned on it, face-down, his cock hanging through the hole. He couldn't see Sienna but he could feel her hands, slick with oil, stroking his shaft with agonizing slowness. In the dream she'd been talking to him, her voice low and filthy, telling him how much he was leaking, how desperate his cock looked, how she was going to keep him on the edge for hours.

He'd woken up right before the dream-orgasm hit, his real cock throbbing with need.

"Two more days," Marcus muttered, stumbling toward the shower.

Work was a distraction at least. He had a major code review meeting and a sprint planning session that required enough focus that he couldn't obsess about Friday every single second. But during his lunch break, he found himself back on the Serenity Spa website, reading Sienna's bio for probably the hundredth time.

Known for her verbal coaching ability and intuitive reading of client physical responses.

What did that mean exactly? Would she narrate what she was doing? Or would she talk about him—his responses, his desperation, how hard he was getting, how close he was to coming?

Marcus adjusted himself under his desk. He was going to be walking around half-hard for the next 48 hours at this rate.

Thursday evening, he got a reminder email from the spa. His appointment was confirmed for tomorrow at 2 PM. There were detailed arrival instructions—park in the private lot behind the building, enter through the side door marked "Wellness Services," check in at the discrete reception desk.

There was also a brief note at the bottom: Your specialist Sienna has reviewed your intake form and is looking forward to your session. She asks that you refrain from any sexual release for 24 hours prior to your appointment to ensure maximum sensitivity and response.

Marcus read that line three times, his cock hardening immediately.

She'd read his form. Read his confession about wanting to surrender control. And now she was giving him instructions, setting rules for him even before they met.

No orgasms for 24 hours. He could do that. It would make him more desperate, more sensitive, more responsive to whatever she did to him on that table.

He thought about jerking off one last time, getting it out of his system before the imposed waiting period. But something about following Sienna's instructions, even now, felt important. Like he was already beginning to surrender.

Marcus went to bed early Thursday night, his cock hard and untouched, his mind spinning through scenarios of what tomorrow would bring.
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Friday morning arrived with crystalline clarity. Marcus woke up at 6 AM without an alarm, his body apparently deciding that today was too important for sleeping in. His cock was rock hard, pressing against his stomach, and he had to actively resist the urge to stroke it.

24 hours. No release.

He showered carefully, taking extra time to clean himself thoroughly. Trimmed his pubic hair shorter than usual—not shaved, but neat. He wanted to look good when he was on that table. Wanted Sienna to see a cock worth working on.

Work was impossible. He'd requested the afternoon off weeks ago, citing a doctor's appointment, and now every minute of the morning crawled by with excruciating slowness. He sat through a team standup meeting without absorbing a single word. Stared at his code editor without typing anything productive. Finally gave up at 11:30 and told his manager he was heading out early for his appointment.

Marcus drove home, changed into clean clothes—just jeans and a t-shirt, nothing fancy—and then sat on his couch staring at the clock. 1:15 PM. Too early to leave yet. The spa was only twenty minutes away and he'd been told to arrive fifteen minutes before his 2 PM appointment time.

His phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

This is Sienna from Serenity Spa. Looking forward to our session today. Remember to breathe and trust the process. See you soon.

Marcus's hands were actually shaking as he typed back a response. Thank you. I'll be there.

Professional. Simple. Not betraying the fact that his heart was trying to jackhammer its way out of his chest.

At 1:30, he couldn't sit still anymore. Marcus grabbed his wallet and keys and headed out, figuring he could sit in the parking lot if he arrived too early. Better than pacing circles around his apartment.

The drive felt surreal. Friday afternoon traffic, NPR playing on the radio, the sun bright and normal while Marcus drove toward something that felt both completely ordinary and utterly transformative.

The spa was located in a renovated brick building that had probably been a warehouse in a previous life. Tasteful signage, professional landscaping, completely unremarkable from the outside. Marcus pulled into the private lot as instructed and sat in his car for a moment, his palms sweaty on the steering wheel.

This was it. He could still bail. Could text that he was sick, reschedule for another time, chicken out completely.

But his cock was hard in his jeans and his hands were already opening the car door before his brain finished the thought.

The side entrance led to a small, elegantly appointed reception area. Soft music, comfortable seating, a reception desk where a professional-looking woman in her forties smiled at him warmly.

The receptionist's smile was warm but professional, her voice low and soothing. She had the kind of energy that probably put nervous clients at ease within seconds. Marcus needed that right now because his heart was beating so hard he was surprised she couldn't hear it.

"Yeah, I'm Marcus. I have a 2 PM appointment with—"

"With Sienna, yes." She typed something on her computer. "You're actually a few minutes early, which is perfect. We just need to handle some quick paperwork and payment, then Sienna will come get you when she's ready."

Marcus pulled out his wallet, trying not to think too hard about the fact that he was about to hand over his credit card for what was essentially the most expensive sexual experience of his life. Five hundred dollars. The receptionist ran his card with the same casual efficiency as a dentist's office, handing him a receipt that simply read "Wellness Services - 120 min session."

"Perfect. Now if you could just initial here and here—" She slid a form across the desk. Standard liability waiver, privacy agreement, consent acknowledgment. Marcus skimmed it quickly. The language was careful, professional. Client acknowledges services are therapeutic bodywork focused on sexual wellness and release. Client consents to intimate touch and manual stimulation as part of session.

He initialed and signed, his hand only shaking a little.

"Excellent. You can have a seat and Sienna will be right out. There's water and tea on the side table if you'd like."

Marcus nodded and sank into one of the plush chairs, his legs suddenly feeling unreliable. The waiting area was quiet except for the ambient music—something instrumental and soothing that was probably scientifically designed to lower blood pressure. His blood pressure was doing the opposite.

He checked his phone. 1:47 PM. Thirteen minutes until his appointment time, but who knew how long he'd actually wait. He'd read online that some places ran late, that you might sit for twenty or thirty minutes while they finished with the previous client.

The thought made his cock twitch. There was someone else in this building right now, probably on one of those tables, experiencing exactly what Marcus was about to experience.

He shifted in his seat, trying to adjust himself discretely. His jeans felt too tight. Everything felt too tight. His chest, his throat, his skin.

At 1:52 PM, a door opened.

Marcus looked up and his breath stopped.

Sienna was even more striking in person than her photo suggested. She moved with the kind of confidence that came from knowing exactly what she was doing and being very, very good at it. Her dark hair was pulled back in the same sleek ponytail from her profile picture, and she wore black fitted pants and a matching black top that was professional but did nothing to hide her curves. She had the body of someone who probably did yoga or pilates—toned, flexible, strong.

But it was her eyes that locked onto Marcus and made his stomach drop. Dark, intelligent, with a hint of something that wasn't quite a smile but suggested she knew exactly why he was here and exactly what she was going to do to him.

"Marcus?" Her voice was lower than he'd expected, with a slight rasp that went straight to his cock. "I'm Sienna. It's nice to finally meet you."

He stood, probably too quickly, and shook her extended hand. Her grip was firm, her skin warm. She held the handshake just a beat longer than necessary, her thumb brushing across his palm in a way that felt deliberate.

"Come on back. We'll get you settled and go over everything before we start."

Marcus followed her down a hallway, trying not to stare at the way her hips moved as she walked. The building was larger than it looked from outside, with multiple doors branching off the main corridor. All closed, all silent. How many other clients were here right now, lying on tables, experiencing what he was about to experience?

Sienna stopped at a door near the end of the hall and opened it, gesturing for him to enter first.

The room was exactly like the photos but somehow more intimate in person. Soft lighting from recessed fixtures, a massage table in the center with that distinctive circular opening, clean white linens, a small side table with oils and lotions, a chair in the corner. There was a hook on the wall for clothes and a small cabinet that probably held supplies.

And mirrors. There were mirrors on the ceiling above the table.

"First time with a milking table?" Sienna asked, closing the door behind them. The click of the latch felt significant, final. They were alone now, soundproofed, private.

"Yeah," Marcus managed. His mouth was dry. "First time."

"I read your intake form." She moved to the side table, checking the supplies there with practiced efficiency. "You said you wanted to experience complete surrender. Stop thinking and just feel."

The fact that she was quoting his own words back to him made his face hot. "Yeah. That's... yeah."

Sienna turned to face him fully, leaning against the table. Her expression was kind but direct. "That's what we're going to do. But first I need to make sure we're on the same page about some things. Communication is really important, especially for first-timers. Okay?"

Marcus nodded.

"The session is two hours. We're going to spend the first fifteen or twenty minutes just helping you relax and get comfortable with the table. Then we'll build from there. I read that you're interested in edging and verbal guidance—is that still accurate?"

"Yes." His voice came out rougher than intended.

"Good. That's my specialty." She smiled slightly, and it was the first genuinely filthy expression he'd seen on her face. "I'm going to edge you multiple times, Marcus. I'm going to bring you right to the brink, over and over, until you're desperate. Until you're begging. And I'm going to talk to you the whole time. Tell you exactly what I'm doing, how your body is responding, how close you are. Is that what you want?"

His cock was fully hard now, pressing painfully against his zipper. "Yes."

"I need you to understand that once we start, I'm in control. You can safeword out at any time—we'll establish that in a second—but otherwise, I decide when you get close and when you're allowed to come. You surrender that control to me completely. Can you do that?"

Marcus swallowed hard. "Yes."

"Your safeword is 'red.' If anything becomes too much, if you need to stop for any reason, you say red and we stop immediately. No questions, no judgment. We can take a break, we can adjust what we're doing, or we can end the session. Your comfort and consent are paramount. Understand?"

"I understand."

"Good." Sienna straightened, all business now. "I'm going to step outside for two minutes. I want you to strip completely—everything off. You can hang your clothes on that hook. Then position yourself on the table face-down with your cock through the opening. The face cradle adjusts if you need it to. Get comfortable. I'll knock before I come back in."

She left without waiting for a response, the door clicking shut behind her.

Marcus stood frozen for approximately three seconds, then his hands were moving almost on their own, pulling his shirt over his head, toeing off his shoes, unzipping his jeans. His cock sprang free when he shoved his boxer briefs down, already hard and leaking slightly at the tip.

He was really doing this.

He folded his clothes neatly on the chair—some habits died hard—and approached the table. It was positioned at about hip height, padded and comfortable-looking. The circular opening was maybe six inches in diameter, positioned exactly where his pelvis would rest if he laid face-down.

Marcus climbed onto the table, settling his weight carefully. The padding was firm but comfortable, supporting his body. He adjusted the face cradle until it felt natural, his face cradled in the cushioned opening so he could breathe easily while looking straight down at the floor.

Then he positioned his hips over the opening and let his cock drop through.

The sensation was immediate and surreal. His cock hung in open air, completely exposed and accessible from below while the rest of his body was supported by the table. He couldn't see it. Couldn't see anything except the floor beneath him. He was completely blind to what was happening to his own cock.

The vulnerability of it hit him like a physical thing. His heart hammered. His cock throbbed, already harder than it had been standing up.

A knock at the door. "Ready?"

"Yeah," Marcus called, his voice muffled slightly by the face cradle.

The door opened and closed. He heard Sienna's footsteps moving around the room, the sound of her adjusting something on the side table. Then silence.

"How does the table feel?" Her voice came from somewhere behind him, then moved to his side.

"Good. Comfortable."

"And exposed?" There was knowing amusement in her tone.

"Very."

"Perfect." Her hand touched his lower back, warm through the sheet she must have just draped over him. "That's exactly how you should feel. I'm going to start with your back and shoulders, help you relax before we move to the main event. Just focus on breathing. Let me do all the work."

Her hands moved across his back, firm and skilled. She clearly had actual massage training because the pressure was perfect, finding knots in his shoulders he hadn't even known were there. Marcus tried to focus on the massage, on relaxing like she'd told him to, but his cock was hanging through that hole and his entire awareness kept circling back to it.

"I can feel how tense you are," Sienna murmured. Her hands worked down his spine, thumbs pressing along his muscles. "You're thinking too much. Worrying about what's going to happen. Stop thinking, Marcus. We have two hours. Nothing to worry about except how good I'm going to make you feel."

Her hands moved lower, to his lower back, his hips. The sheet shifted, sliding lower. Then her hands were on his ass, kneading the muscles there with the same firm pressure she'd used on his shoulders.

"You have a nice body," she said conversationally. "Good muscle tone. And your cock—" Her voice dropped lower, more intimate. "I got a good look at it when I came in. Nice and hard already, hanging there waiting for me. You're leaking too. I can see it from here."

Marcus groaned into the face cradle. She was describing his own cock to him, telling him what he couldn't see.

"That's good," Sienna continued. Her hands moved to his thighs now, working the muscles there. "I like when clients are already turned on when I start. Means you're ready for this. Ready to surrender and let me take you apart."

Her hands moved higher, to his inner thighs, so close to his balls that he could feel the heat of her palms. His cock jumped, twitching in empty air.

"Sensitive," she observed. "That's going to make this very fun."

Then her hands left his body entirely. He heard her moving, the sound of a bottle opening. When her hands returned to his ass, they were slick with oil, sliding across his skin with no friction.

"I'm going to oil you up," Sienna explained. "Make sure my hands glide perfectly when I start working on your cock. But first..."

Her oiled hands slid between his ass cheeks, not penetrating but getting very, very close. Marcus's breath caught.

"You didn't list anal play as a hard no on your form," Sienna said. "Just wanted to let you know that I sometimes incorporate prostate stimulation during extended edging sessions. Intensifies everything. If you're interested, we can explore that. If not, I'll stay focused on your cock. Your choice."

Marcus's brain was short-circuiting. "I... I've never..."

"That's okay. We don't have to. Just wanted you to know it's an option." Her hands moved away from that dangerous territory, sliding down to his thighs again. "For now, let's focus on what you came here for."

He heard her moving again, then her voice came from directly below the table.

She was underneath him now. Positioned below the opening where his cock hung.

"I'm going to touch you now," Sienna said, her voice coming from between his legs. "Just light contact at first. Getting you used to the sensation."

Then her fingers brushed the underside of his shaft.

Marcus inhaled sharply. The touch was feather-light, barely there, but the fact that he couldn't see it happening made it feel like electricity.

"You're very hard," Sienna observed. Her fingers traced up his shaft slowly, exploring. "And leaking a lot already. I've barely touched you and you're dripping pre-cum."

Her finger collected the moisture from his tip, spreading it around his head in slow circles. Marcus's hips twitched involuntarily.

"Stay still," she instructed. "I know it's hard when you can't see what I'm doing, but I need you to stay still and let me work. Can you do that?"

"I'll try," Marcus managed.

"Good boy."

Those two words went straight to his cock. He'd never been called a good boy in a sexual context before, but hearing it from Sienna while his cock was in her hands made him twitch hard.

She laughed, low and pleased. "Oh, you liked that. Noted."

Then both of her hands were on his shaft, slick with oil, stroking him with long slow pulls from base to tip.

The sensation was overwhelming. The oil made her hands glide perfectly, no friction, just slick perfect pressure. And because he couldn't see it happening, couldn't anticipate the next touch, every stroke felt like a surprise. His body didn't know how to prepare.

"This is what you fantasized about, isn't it?" Sienna's voice was low, intimate, filthy. "Being on this table, blind and helpless, while I stroke your cock exactly how I want. You're not in control here, Marcus. I am. I decide how fast, how slow, how much pressure. I decide when you get close and when I pull back. You just lie there and take it."

Her hands moved faster, her grip firmer. Marcus could feel his orgasm building embarrassingly quickly. He'd followed her instructions not to come for 24 hours, and now his body was desperate for release.

"Already getting close," Sienna observed. "I can feel it. Your cock is getting harder, your balls are drawing up. You want to come so badly already, don't you?"

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

"Too bad." Her hands slowed immediately, the pressure backing off to almost nothing. "We have two hours, remember? I'm going to edge you at least six times before I let you come. Maybe more if you can handle it."

"Fuck," Marcus breathed.

"That's one," Sienna said cheerfully. "Five more to go."


Chapter 2: Surrender

The first edge had been almost embarrassing in how quickly it arrived. Marcus had barely been on the table for fifteen minutes—including the massage—before Sienna's slick hands on his cock had him racing toward orgasm like a teenager. The 24-hour denial had clearly done its job, leaving him primed and desperate.

Now, as she stroked him with agonizing slowness, keeping him firmly away from that edge, Marcus was beginning to understand exactly what he'd signed up for.

"Your cock is beautiful like this," Sienna said from below the table. Her hands maintained that torturous light touch, fingertips tracing patterns along his shaft that kept him hard but nowhere near close. "All swollen and desperate. You're still leaking constantly—I'm using your own pre-cum as lube now. You're making such a mess for me."

Marcus groaned into the face cradle, his fingers gripping the sides of the table. He couldn't see what she was doing, could only feel her hands moving in unpredictable patterns. Sometimes she'd grip him firmly, making him think she was about to stroke him properly. Then she'd back off to the lightest touch, barely making contact.

"How are you doing up there?" Sienna asked. "Talk to me."

"Good," Marcus managed. "Really good. But I—"

"But you want to come," she finished for him. "I know. I can feel it in how your cock throbs every time I grip you properly. But we're just getting started. Your body needs to learn that it doesn't get to come just because it wants to. It comes when I allow it."

Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost clinical, which somehow made it hotter. This wasn't dirty talk for the sake of dirty talk. This was her explaining the reality of their power dynamic.

"I'm going to build you up again now," Sienna continued. "This time I want you to tell me when you're getting close. Don't wait until the last second—I need warning so I can control it properly. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

Marcus's brain stuttered. "Yes... Sienna?"

"That works." He could hear the smile in her voice. "Or you could call me Miss if you wanted to. Some clients like that. But Sienna is fine."

Both of her hands wrapped around his shaft now, that perfect slick pressure he'd felt before. She started stroking him with long, steady pulls, her grip firm and confident.

"Oh god," Marcus breathed.

"That's it. Just feel it. Don't think about anything except my hands on your cock."

The pleasure built quickly, his body still primed from the first edge. Sienna's hands worked him with expert precision, her rhythm steady and unrelenting. Marcus could feel the orgasm gathering in his balls, that familiar tightening sensation.

"Getting close," he warned, his voice strained.

"Already? It's barely been a minute." Her hands didn't slow. "How close? Scale of one to ten."

"Seven," Marcus estimated. "Maybe eight."

"Perfect. Tell me when you hit nine."

She kept stroking him, her pace unwavering. The pleasure ratcheted up, his cock throbbing in her grip. He was definitely at eight now, maybe eight-and-a-half.

"Nine," he gasped.

Her hands released him immediately, pulling away completely. His cock twitched in empty air, so close to coming that he could feel his balls trying to pulse. But without stimulation, the orgasm stalled, hovering right on the edge before slowly, agonizingly receding.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, his entire body tense.

"Breathe," Sienna instructed. "Deep breath in... and out. That's it. Let it back down."

She didn't touch him while he recovered, letting him hang there in desperation. Marcus focused on breathing, feeling his heartbeat gradually slow. His cock remained rock-hard, still leaking, still desperate, but no longer quite so close to exploding.

"That's two," Sienna said. "You're doing great. Most first-timers can barely handle three edges, but I think you can give me more than that. Want to try for four?"

"Yes," Marcus said without thinking.

"Good boy." There was that phrase again, making his cock jump. "But first, let's talk about what's happening in your head. You're still thinking too much. I can tell from how your body is tensing. What are you thinking about?"

Marcus hesitated. Admitting what was actually running through his head felt vulnerable in a different way than the physical exposure.

"I'm thinking about... how this looks," he admitted. "Me on this table. How exposed I am. How I can't see anything but you can see everything."

"And how does that make you feel?"

"Turned on," he confessed. "Really fucking turned on. And kind of... humiliated? But in a good way?"

"Mmm." Sienna's hand touched his cock again, just her fingertips ghosting along the underside. "The vulnerability is part of the appeal, isn't it? You're completely at my mercy. Can't see what I'm doing. Can't control when I touch you or how. Can't do anything except lie there and take whatever I decide to give you."

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"I like clients who understand that," Sienna said. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft again, gripping firmly. "The table is designed to strip away all your control. You think you want an orgasm? That's cute. But your orgasm belongs to me now. Your pleasure belongs to me. Your desperate, leaking cock belongs to me. All you get to do is feel."

She started stroking him again, both hands working his shaft in alternating rhythm. The sensation was incredible—one hand pulling up as the other pushed down, creating a continuous rolling wave of pleasure.

"Oh fuck," Marcus moaned.

"Tell me how it feels," Sienna demanded. "I want to hear you describe it."

"It feels—" Marcus struggled to form words. "Overwhelming. Your hands are so slick and warm and I can't—I can't predict when you're going to grip harder or change the rhythm and it's making everything more intense."

"Good. That's exactly right. Anticipation and unpredictability make everything better." Her hands twisted on the upstroke, adding a new sensation that made him gasp. "This is why the table works so well. Your brain can't prepare for what's coming, so every touch hits harder."

She was right. Every variation in her grip, every change in speed or pressure, felt like a new discovery. His cock was so sensitive now that he could feel the distinct pressure of each of her fingers, could track exactly how her hands moved even though he couldn't see them.

The pleasure climbed again, faster this time. His body knew what was coming, knew that building tension would lead to another denied edge, but it was chasing the orgasm anyway.

"Getting close again," Marcus warned. His voice was strained, desperate.

"How close?"

"Eight. Maybe nine already."

"Already?" Sienna sounded pleased. "You're getting more sensitive with each edge. That's perfect. Means we're doing this right. Tell me when you hit nine-point-five."

Her hands kept moving, that perfect rhythm pushing him higher. Marcus felt the orgasm building like a wave, unstoppable and massive. Nine. Nine-point-five.

"Now," he gasped. "I'm—"

Her hands released him, pulling away completely. But this time, instead of leaving him hanging in empty air, she did something different. Her mouth closed around the head of his cock, just briefly, her tongue swirling around his tip before pulling away.

"Fuck!" Marcus nearly shouted. The sudden wet heat of her mouth after the cool air was almost enough to trigger his orgasm anyway, his cock pulsing desperately in the aftermath of that brief contact.

"Just wanted to taste you," Sienna said, sounding amused. "You're leaking so much pre-cum, I was curious. Wanted to see if I could make you lose control with just my mouth."

"You almost did," Marcus panted.

"I know. I could feel it." There was definite satisfaction in her voice. "That's three edges. Halfway there. How are you holding up?"

"I don't know," Marcus admitted honestly. "I've never... I've never been kept on edge like this. I don't know how much more I can take."

"You can take more than you think," Sienna assured him. "Your body is strong. And I'm very, very good at reading when someone is actually at their limit versus when they just think they are. Trust me?"

"Yes."

"Then let's keep going."

Her hands returned to his cock, but this time the touch was different. Gentler, more exploratory. She traced the veins along his shaft, circled his head with one finger, cupped his balls in her palm and rolled them gently.

"You're so swollen," she murmured. "Your balls are heavy and full. They want to empty so badly, don't they?"

"Please," Marcus heard himself say.

"Please what?"

"I don't know. Just please."

Sienna laughed, low and warm. "Already begging and we're only at three edges. This is going to be fun."

She started building him again, her hands moving with purpose now. Firm strokes, steady rhythm, the kind of touch that was clearly designed to push him toward edge number four. Marcus's entire body was humming with tension, every nerve ending focused on his cock and what she was doing to it.

The mirrors on the ceiling caught his attention. He could see his own back, the curve of his ass, the table beneath him. But he couldn't see Sienna at all—she was hidden below the table, completely out of view even in the reflection. The visual reminder of his helplessness made his cock throb harder.

"I can feel you getting close again," Sienna said. "Your cock gets harder right before you hit the edge. The head swells up even more. And you start leaking heavier. Your body tells me everything, even when you're not talking."

"Seven," Marcus reported, following her earlier instructions.

"Good. Keep reporting. I want to know every step of the way this time."

Her hands kept that steady rhythm, pushing him higher. "Eight."

"Mmm. Doing so well."

The pleasure intensified, his balls drawing up tight. "Nine."

"How badly do you want to come right now, Marcus? Tell me the truth."

"So fucking badly," he groaned. "I feel like I'll die if you don't let me come."

"You won't die. But you will suffer." Her hands twisted on the upstroke, adding extra stimulation to his head. "And that suffering is going to make your eventual orgasm absolutely explosive. Trust the process. What's your number?"

"Nine-point-five. Fuck, Sienna, I'm—"

Her hands released him again, but this time she didn't stop there. Her mouth returned to his cock, but instead of just teasing the head, she took him deeper, her lips sliding down his shaft while her tongue worked against the underside.

Marcus shouted something incoherent into the face cradle, his hips jerking involuntarily. The wet heat of her mouth was incredible, overwhelming, too much after being kept on edge for so long.

Then she pulled off, leaving him gasping and desperate once more.

"That's four," Sienna announced. "And you're doing amazing. Most men would have lost control by now, but you're holding it together beautifully. I'm impressed."

Marcus couldn't form words. His entire body was shaking, every muscle tense, his cock so hard it actually hurt. He'd never been this aroused in his entire life, never experienced this level of desperate need.

"I'm going to give you a break," Sienna said. Her hands didn't touch him, but he could hear her moving around below the table. "Just a few minutes to let you come down a bit. We still have over an hour left and I don't want to break you too soon."

"Too soon?" Marcus managed.

"You're going to break eventually," Sienna said matter-of-factly. "Everyone does. The question is just when and how. Some clients break at five edges. Some can make it to eight or nine before they completely lose control. I want to see how far you can go."

The casual way she talked about breaking him should probably have bothered him. Instead, it made his already-desperate cock somehow even harder.

"While you're catching your breath," Sienna continued, "I want you to think about something. You came here wanting to surrender control, wanting to stop thinking and just feel. But you're still holding on to some control, aren't you? Still trying to manage your responses, stay in your head. I need you to let that go completely. Give me everything, Marcus. Stop trying to control anything."

"I don't know how," he admitted.

"Yes, you do. You're just scared of it. Scared of how vulnerable it will make you." Her hand touched his lower back, warm and grounding. "But that's the whole point. The breakthrough happens when you finally let go of that fear. When you surrender so completely that you're not even trying to hold back anymore."

Marcus lay there, face-down on the table, his cock hanging hard and desperate through the opening, and tried to process what she was telling him. Every edge had stripped away more of his composure, more of his control. He could feel himself approaching some kind of threshold, some point of no return.

Was he ready for that?

"I'm going to start again," Sienna warned. "And this time, I'm not going to be gentle. I'm going to push you harder than before. Five edges, Marcus. Then six. And however many more you can give me after that. Can you handle it?"

"I'll try."

"That's not good enough." Her voice was firm. "I need commitment. Can you handle it? Yes or no?"

"Yes," Marcus said, and meant it.

"Good boy."

Both of her hands gripped his cock firmly, and she started stroking him with aggressive intent. The pace was faster than before, her grip tighter, the stimulation overwhelming. There was no gentle build this time—she was pushing him toward the edge as quickly as possible.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Marcus gasped.

"That's it. Stop thinking. Just feel my hands on your cock. Feel how desperate you are. Feel how good it is to surrender."

The orgasm approached like a freight train, massive and unstoppable. Marcus hit nine almost immediately, then nine-point-five just seconds later.

"Please," he begged without meaning to.

"Not yet," Sienna said firmly. "Hold on. Just a little longer. I want to feel you right at the absolute edge."

She kept stroking him, keeping him pinned at nine-point-five, right on the knife's edge of orgasm without tipping over. Marcus had never experienced anything like it—his entire body locked in that pre-orgasmic tension, every muscle rigid, his cock throbbing desperately in her hands.

"Perfect," Sienna murmured. "Look at you. Completely at my mercy. This is what total surrender feels like."

Then she released him.

The denial this time was almost painful. Marcus's cock pulsed in empty air, his balls trying to empty themselves with nothing to come into. His body was so desperate for release that it was still trying to orgasm even without stimulation.

"Breathe," Sienna commanded. "Deep breaths. I've got you."

Marcus struggled to obey, dragging air into his lungs. His hands were gripping the table so hard his fingers ached. His entire body was trembling.

"That's five," Sienna said. "And you were perfect. So obedient, holding on for me even when your body wanted to let go. I'm very proud of you."

Those words shouldn't have affected him the way they did. But hearing Sienna say she was proud of him, in that moment, while his cock hung desperate and denied through the table, made something crack open in his chest.

He was starting to understand what she meant about surrender.

"One more minute of rest," Sienna said. "Then we're going for six."

Marcus didn't know if he could survive six. But he also didn't want to stop. The edges were torture, yes, but they were also the most intense pleasure he'd ever experienced. His body was discovering new levels of sensitivity, new heights of arousal he hadn't known were possible.

"Sienna?" His voice was rough.

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

He could hear the smile in her response. "You're very welcome. Now let's see how much further we can push you."

Sienna's hands returned to Marcus's cock with renewed purpose. She wasn't building slowly this time—she was attacking the edge head-on, her slick fingers working his shaft with aggressive precision.

"This is six," she announced. "And I want you to really feel it. Pay attention to every sensation. The way my hands grip you. The oil making everything slick. How your cock throbs in my hands. How desperate your body is for release."

Marcus couldn't have ignored those sensations if he'd tried. His entire existence had narrowed to his cock and what Sienna was doing to it. The oil made obscene wet sounds as her hands moved, and he could feel every finger, every point of pressure, every twist and pull.

"Eight already," he gasped. The edges were coming faster now, his body so primed that it took almost nothing to push him close.

"Good. Don't hold back—I want to feel you race toward it."

Her hands moved faster, her grip tighter. The stimulation was overwhelming, relentless. Marcus felt the orgasm building like a tidal wave, massive and unstoppable.

"Nine—fuck, nine-point-five—Sienna I can't—"

"Yes you can," she said firmly, but her hands didn't slow. "Hold it. Just a few more seconds. I want to feel you right at the absolute breaking point."

She kept stroking him, keeping him pinned at that unbearable edge. Marcus's vision went white even though his eyes were already closed, his entire body locked in pre-orgasmic tension. He was going to come. He couldn't stop it. His body was taking over, ready to empty itself regardless of permission.

Then Sienna's hands released him and her mouth engulfed his cock completely.

The sudden wet heat almost destroyed him. Her tongue worked against the underside of his shaft while her lips created suction, and Marcus literally screamed into the face cradle, his hips jerking involuntarily. His cock pulsed desperately in her mouth, so close to coming that he could feel the orgasm trying to start.

But Sienna pulled off at the last possible second, leaving him gasping and shaking.

"That's six," she said, sounding pleased with herself. "You almost lost it that time. I could feel your cock trying to pulse in my mouth. But you held on. Such a good boy."

Marcus couldn't speak. His entire body was trembling, sweat coating his skin. He'd never experienced anything like this level of desperation. His balls ached, his cock throbbed, every nerve ending was on fire.

"I think you're ready," Sienna said quietly.

"Ready for what?" Marcus managed.

"To break completely. To surrender everything." Her hand touched his lower back again, that grounding warmth. "You've been holding on to the last threads of control. I can feel it. But you don't need control anymore, Marcus. That's the whole point of this table. Give it all to me. Everything."

"I don't know if I can," he admitted.

"You can. And you will." Her voice was absolute certainty. "I'm going to push you to seven edges. Then eight. However many it takes until you finally let go completely. Until there's nothing left except sensation and surrender. Trust me?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Then let's continue."

This time when her hands gripped his cock, something shifted. Maybe it was exhaustion. Maybe it was the cumulative effect of six denied edges. Maybe it was Sienna's command to surrender finally sinking in.

But Marcus felt something inside him release.

He stopped trying to control his breathing. Stopped trying to manage his responses. Stopped trying to maintain any shred of composure. He just... let go.

Sienna felt it immediately. "There it is," she breathed. "I can feel the difference. You're finally surrendering. God, your cock just got even harder."

She started building him toward edge seven, and this time Marcus didn't try to report his numbers or hold back his responses. He moaned openly into the face cradle, his hips twitching with every stroke, completely lost in sensation.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged. "Let me hear you. Let me feel how desperate you are."

The edge arrived fast and Marcus didn't even try to warn her. His body just raced toward it, chasing that release with single-minded desperation. Sienna read his responses perfectly, bringing him right to the brink before pulling back.

But this time, instead of stopping completely, she kept one hand lightly stroking his shaft while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

"Seven," she counted. "But I'm not giving you a full break this time. We're going straight to eight."

Before Marcus could process that, her hands were working him again, building him back up with ruthless efficiency. His body responded immediately, too sensitized to need any warm-up. Within seconds he was climbing toward the edge again, his cock throbbing desperately in her grip.

"Please," Marcus begged, not even sure what he was begging for anymore.

"Please what, baby? Please let you come? Please stop? Please more?"

"I don't know," he gasped. "Just please."

"That's perfect," Sienna said. "You're not thinking anymore. Just feeling. Just begging. This is exactly where I want you."

She brought him to edge eight with brutal precision, then denied him again. Marcus's entire body convulsed, his cock pulsing uselessly in empty air. He was making sounds he'd never made before—desperate, broken, completely uninhibited.

"Beautiful," Sienna murmured. "You're absolutely beautiful like this. Completely undone. Do you want to keep going? Or do you need to come now?"

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. His brain had stopped working properly. "Whatever you want."

"Wrong answer," Sienna said firmly. "I want to know what you want. This is your session, Marcus. Your pleasure. Tell me what you need."

Marcus tried to think through the haze of desperation. What did he want? To come, obviously—his body was screaming for release. But also... he didn't want this to end. Didn't want to lose this feeling of complete surrender. Once he came, the session would be over, and he'd have to go back to being regular Marcus who controlled everything.

"More," he heard himself say. "I want more edges. I want you to break me completely."

Sienna was quiet for a moment, and Marcus wondered if he'd said the wrong thing. Then he heard her low laugh.

"Fuck, you're perfect. Okay. We're going to ten edges, then. Can you handle two more?"

"Yes."

"We'll see."

Her hands gripped his cock again, and Marcus surrendered to it completely. Edge nine arrived and was denied. Edge ten built and was stolen away. By the time she finally released him from the tenth edge, Marcus was sobbing into the face cradle—not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of sensation and emotion.

"That's ten," Sienna said softly. "You did it. You gave me everything I asked for and more. I'm so proud of you, Marcus. So fucking proud."

Those words broke something open in his chest. Marcus lay there, trembling and desperate and completely surrendered, and felt tears running down his face.

"Are you okay?" Sienna asked, her professional concern bleeding through.

"Yes," Marcus managed. "I'm good. I'm so good."

"Do you want to come now? Or do you want to see if you can give me more?"

Marcus should have said he wanted to come. His body was desperate for it, had been for what felt like hours. But something perverse in him wanted to see how far he could go. How completely he could surrender.

"One more," he heard himself say. "Give me one more edge, then let me come."

"Jesus Christ," Sienna breathed. "You're incredible. Okay. Eleven edges, then release. Ready?"

"Yes."

Her hands worked his cock with renewed purpose, building him toward that final edge. Marcus let himself feel everything—the oil-slick slide of her palms, the pressure of her fingers, the way his cock throbbed and pulsed in her grip. He wasn't trying to control anything anymore. He was just... experiencing.

The edge arrived and Sienna brought him right to the absolute brink, closer than she'd allowed for any of the previous edges. She kept him there, suspended in that pre-orgasmic space, for what felt like forever.

"This is it," she said. "Eleven edges. You've surrendered everything. Given me complete control. Trusted me with your pleasure. Now I'm going to give it back to you. Are you ready?"

"Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me come."

"Then come for me," Sienna commanded, and her hands started stroking him with aggressive intent, her grip tight and her rhythm perfect. "Let go. Stop holding back. Give me everything."

The orgasm built fast, massive, unstoppable. Marcus felt it gathering in his balls, racing up his shaft, and there was nothing stopping it this time. No denial, no edge, no pulling back. Just release.

"I'm coming," he gasped. "Sienna I'm—"

He came harder than he'd ever come in his entire life.

The orgasm exploded through him in waves, his cock pulsing in Sienna's grip as he emptied himself. She kept stroking him through it, milking every drop, while Marcus shouted and shook and surrendered completely to the sensation.

It went on forever. Wave after wave of pleasure, each one stronger than anything he'd experienced before. Eleven edges had built the pressure to an almost unbearable level, and now it was all releasing at once.

When it finally ended, Marcus collapsed completely on the table, his entire body limp and boneless. He could hear himself panting, could feel tears still running down his face, could feel his cock still twitching with aftershocks.

Sienna's hands gentled on his shaft, stroking him lightly through the sensitivity. "That's it," she murmured. "You did so well. So perfect. Just breathe."

Marcus couldn't speak. His brain had completely shut down. He just lay there, surrendered and spent, while Sienna cleaned him gently with warm towels.

"We still have twenty minutes left in your session," she said eventually. "Do you want to stay on the table and rest? Or are you ready to get up?"

"Stay," Marcus managed. "Just... stay like this."

"Okay. I've got you."

She kept one hand on his lower back, grounding and warm, while Marcus slowly came back to himself. The post-orgasmic haze was unlike anything he'd experienced before—deep and peaceful and completely sated.

Eventually, Sienna helped him off the table. His legs were shaky, his entire body feeling loose and relaxed. She handed him his clothes and gave him privacy to dress, though he could barely manage the simple task of putting on his jeans.

When he finally emerged from the room, somewhat dressed and definitely dazed, Sienna was waiting in the hallway with a bottle of water.

"Drink this," she instructed. "You need to rehydrate."

Marcus drank obediently, the cool water helping him feel slightly more human.

"How are you feeling?" Sienna asked.

"I don't even know," Marcus admitted. "That was... I've never..."

"I know." She smiled, that knowing expression that had first caught his attention on her profile. "First time on a milking table is always intense. But eleven edges? That's exceptional. Most first-timers tap out at three or four."

"I didn't want it to end," Marcus said honestly.

"I could tell." Sienna walked him toward the lobby. "You're welcome back anytime. I have the feeling you're going to want another session soon."

She was right. Marcus was already thinking about it—about lying on that table again, surrendering completely, being edged until he broke. He was addicted after just one session.

At the door, Sienna handed him a card with her direct booking information. "Next time, we can go even further," she said. "Explore some of those other techniques I mentioned. If you're interested."

"I'm interested," Marcus said immediately.

Her smile widened. "I thought you might be. I'll see you soon, Marcus."


Chapter 3: Addiction

Marcus made it exactly four days before booking his second session.

Four days of walking around in a daze, his body remembering what it felt like to be on that table. Four days of getting hard at random moments—during meetings, while coding, in the middle of the grocery store—because his brain would flash back to Sienna's hands on his cock, her voice telling him he couldn't come yet.

Four days of the best masturbation sessions of his life, because now when he jerked off he could recreate the mental space of the table. Face-down, surrendered, being controlled. He'd come so hard remembering those eleven edges that he'd actually seen stars.

But his own hand wasn't enough anymore. Not even close.

On Tuesday evening, Marcus pulled up the Serenity Spa website again, his cock already hardening just from looking at the booking page. He selected Sienna from the dropdown menu without hesitation. Friday afternoon, 2 PM again. Same time, same specialist.

Session type: Premium Extended Experience (120 minutes)

But this time, when he got to the special requests field, he hesitated. Sienna had said they could "go further" next time. Explore other techniques. She'd mentioned prostate stimulation during the first session—something Marcus had never tried but couldn't stop thinking about.

Interested in exploring anal/prostate play, he typed. Want to be pushed even harder than last session. However many edges you think I can handle.

He submitted the form before he could second-guess himself.

The confirmation email arrived immediately, along with the standard intake form link. Marcus filled it out, updating his answers based on what he'd learned about himself during that first session. Yes to anal play now. Yes to more intense edging. Yes to whatever Sienna wanted to do to him.

The final question: Is there anything specific you would like your attendant to know?

Last session was the most intense sexual experience of my life, Marcus wrote. I've been thinking about it constantly. I want to surrender even more completely this time. I trust you to take me as far as I can go.

He hit submit and spent the rest of the evening half-hard, imagining what Friday would bring.
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Wednesday morning, Marcus got a text from the same unknown number that had messaged him before his first session. Sienna.

Read your intake form. Glad you're ready to go deeper. I have some specific plans for our session. Make sure you follow the 24-hour denial rule again—no orgasms after Thursday 2 PM. Also, use an enema Thursday night to clean yourself out properly. Trust me on this.

Marcus stared at the text, his cock going instantly hard. She was giving him instructions again, preparing him for their session. The clinical directness of "use an enema" should probably have been embarrassing, but instead it made him throb with anticipation.

I'll do exactly what you say, he texted back.

Good boy. See you Friday.

Those two words again. Marcus adjusted himself in his jeans and tried to focus on work. He failed completely.
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Thursday evening, Marcus followed Sienna's instructions precisely. He bought an enema kit from the drugstore, feeling his face flush even though the cashier couldn't have cared less. Back home, he cleaned himself out thoroughly in the shower, making sure he'd done it properly.

The physical preparation was practical, necessary. But mentally, it felt like another step in surrender. He was preparing his body for Sienna to use however she wanted. Cleaning himself out so she could access him completely.

Marcus went to bed early Thursday night, his cock hard and untouched, his mind spinning through possibilities of what tomorrow would bring.
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Friday arrived with the same crystalline intensity as last time. Marcus woke up at 6 AM, his cock rigid and demanding attention. He ignored it, following Sienna's 24-hour denial rule religiously.

Work was impossible again. He requested the afternoon off, citing another "appointment," and left at noon. Too early, but he couldn't sit still anymore.

At home, Marcus showered again, making sure he was perfectly clean. Trimmed his pubic hair even shorter than last time. Put on clean clothes. Sat on his couch staring at the clock.

At 1:30, he couldn't wait any longer. Marcus drove to the spa, arriving at 1:40—twenty minutes early instead of the requested fifteen. He didn't care.

The same receptionist greeted him with the same warm smile. "Back so soon," she said knowingly. "Sienna will be pleased. Have a seat—she'll be ready for you in just a few minutes."

Marcus sat, his leg bouncing with nervous energy. His cock was already half-hard, anticipation making him almost painfully aroused.

At 1:55, the door opened and Sienna appeared.

She looked exactly the same as last time—sleek ponytail, fitted black uniform, that knowing smile. But when her eyes met Marcus's, there was something different. A spark of recognition. She remembered him. Remembered what he'd given her last session.

"Marcus," she said warmly. "Welcome back. Ready for round two?"

"Yes," he said immediately.

"Good. Come on back."

He followed her down the familiar hallway to the same room as before. When the door closed behind them, Sienna turned to face him with a more serious expression.

"I read your forms," she said. "You want to explore anal play and be pushed harder than last time. That's a big step from your first session. Are you sure you're ready?"

"Yes," Marcus said without hesitation.

"Have you ever experimented with anal stimulation before? Even on your own?"

"No. Never."

"Okay." Sienna nodded, processing that. "Then we're going to take it slow. I'll introduce prostate play gradually, let your body adjust. The combination of cock edging and prostate stimulation is extremely intense—it can push men to edges they didn't know existed. But it can also be overwhelming if we rush it. You need to promise me you'll use your safeword if anything becomes too much."

"I promise."

"Good." She gestured to the table. "You remember the drill. Strip completely, get on the table face-down. I'm going to grab some supplies and I'll be back in a few minutes."

Sienna left and Marcus undressed quickly, folding his clothes on the chair. His cock was fully hard now, already leaking slightly. The anticipation was incredible.

He climbed onto the table, settling himself into the familiar position. Face in the cradle, looking down at the floor. His cock hanging through the opening into empty air. The vulnerability hit him just as hard as the first time, making his heart race.

A knock. "Ready?"

"Yes."

The door opened and closed. Marcus heard Sienna moving around the room, setting things up on the side table. Then her footsteps approached the table.

"Before we start," she said, "I want to establish something. Last time, you gave me eleven edges. That was exceptional. Today, I'm going to push you even further. I'm thinking fifteen edges minimum, possibly more depending on how you respond. And we're going to incorporate prostate stimulation for at least half of them. Can you handle that?"

Marcus's cock jumped at the thought. Fifteen edges. Plus anal play. His brain was already short-circuiting and they hadn't even started.

"Yes," he managed.

"Remember your safeword is red. Use it if you need it. No judgment." Her hand touched his lower back. "Now let's begin."

She started the same way as last time—with a back massage, helping him relax into the table. But this time, Marcus's body remembered what was coming. He was already trembling with anticipation, his cock rock-hard and leaking.

"You're more worked up than last time," Sienna observed. Her hands worked his shoulders, finding tension and releasing it. "Has it been on your mind? That first session?"

"Constantly," Marcus admitted.

"Good. That means it affected you the way it should have." Her hands moved lower, to his lower back, his hips. "The table gets into your head, doesn't it? You can't stop thinking about surrendering. About giving up all control. About being edged until you break."

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"That's what you're here for today. To break even more completely than last time. To discover just how far your body can go." Her oiled hands slid across his ass, kneading the muscles there. "I'm going to make you beg, Marcus. I'm going to edge you so many times that you forget your own name. And then I'm going to slide my fingers inside you and find that spot that makes men lose their fucking minds."

Her casual filthiness made his cock throb. Last time, Sienna had been professional but dirty. This time, she was skipping straight to filthy. She knew what he could handle now. Knew he wanted it.

"Please," Marcus said.

"Already begging and I haven't even touched your cock yet." Her hands slid between his ass cheeks, not penetrating but getting very close. "I like this. You're eager this time. Less nervous, more desperate. That's going to make this so much fun."

Then her hands left his body completely. He heard her moving, the sound of a bottle opening. When she spoke again, her voice came from below the table.

"I'm going to start with your cock," Sienna announced. "Build you to a few edges the traditional way. Get you nice and desperate. Then we'll introduce the prostate play. Sound good?"

"Yes."

Her fingers brushed his shaft, making him gasp. "Still so responsive," she murmured. "Your cock is already leaking everywhere. Missed me, didn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

Both of her hands wrapped around his shaft, slick with oil, and started stroking him with firm purpose. The pleasure hit immediately, his body remembering exactly what this felt like. But this time, his cock was even more sensitive from the 24-hour denial, and he raced toward the edge alarmingly fast.

"Already close," he gasped.

"I can tell. Your cock is throbbing like crazy. But you're not going to come yet. Not for a long time." Her hands kept that steady rhythm, pushing him right to the brink. "Tell me when you hit nine-point-five."

The edge approached fast. "Now," Marcus warned.

Sienna's hands released him immediately, leaving him pulsing in empty air. But this time, instead of letting him hang there, her mouth closed around his cock and took him deep, her tongue working magic on his shaft.

"Fuck!" Marcus shouted, his hips jerking.

She pulled off just before he came, leaving him gasping. "That's one. Fourteen more to go."

She built him to edge two even faster, her hands working his cock with aggressive precision. This time when she denied him, she didn't use her mouth—just left him hanging there, desperate and denied.

"Two edges in less than five minutes," Sienna observed. "You're primed today. Good. That means we can really push you."

Edge three came and went. Then four. Sienna cycled through different techniques—sometimes her hands, sometimes her mouth, sometimes a combination of both. Each edge was unique, each denial left Marcus more desperate.

By edge five, he was already begging incoherently.

"Perfect," Sienna said. "Now you're ready for the next level."

He heard her moving, adjusting her position. Then he felt something cool and slick pressing against his asshole—her finger, coated in lube.

"I'm going to slide one finger inside you," Sienna explained. "Just one for now. Let your body adjust. Focus on breathing and try to relax. This might feel weird at first, but I promise it's going to feel incredible once I find your prostate."

Marcus tried to relax as she'd instructed, but his entire body was tense with anticipation. He'd never been penetrated before, never even considered it until Sienna mentioned it.

Her finger pressed forward slowly, carefully. There was pressure, resistance, then—

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned as her finger slid inside him.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged. "You're doing great. Just breathe. I'm not going to move yet—just letting you adjust."

The sensation was strange, definitely, but not unpleasant. Marcus focused on breathing, feeling his body slowly accept the intrusion. Sienna kept her finger still, giving him time.

"How are you doing?" she asked.

"Good. Weird, but good."

"Okay. I'm going to start moving now. Looking for your prostate. When I find it, you're going to feel... well, you'll know."

Her finger started moving inside him, exploring. Marcus breathed through the strangeness of the sensation, trying to relax and—

"FUCK!" he shouted as her finger pressed against something inside him that sent lightning through his entire body.

"There it is," Sienna said with satisfaction. "Found your prostate. Feels good?"

"Yes—oh my god yes—"

She stroked that spot lightly, and Marcus's cock jumped hard, leaking a stream of pre-cum. The pleasure was different from anything he'd experienced before—deeper, more intense, almost overwhelming.

"Now imagine," Sienna said, her finger still pressing against his prostate, "what it's going to feel like when I stroke this spot while also stroking your cock. When I edge you with both at the same time."

Marcus whimpered.

Her other hand wrapped around his shaft and started stroking while her finger worked his prostate. The combination was immediate and devastating. Pleasure exploded through him from two different sources, combining into something almost unbearable.

"Six," Sienna counted as she brought him to the edge in less than thirty seconds. She released both his cock and his prostate simultaneously, leaving him pulsing and desperate.

"Holy shit," Marcus gasped.

"That's just one finger," Sienna said. "Once your body adjusts, I'm going to add a second. And the edges are going to get even more intense."

She built him to edge seven, then eight, using the combination of cock and prostate stimulation. Each edge was faster than the last, each denial more agonizing. By edge nine, Marcus was sobbing into the face cradle, completely overwhelmed by sensation.

"You're doing so well," Sienna praised. "So perfect. Your body is responding beautifully to the prostate play. I think you're ready for two fingers now."

"I don't know if I can—"

"Yes you can." Her voice was firm but kind. "Trust me. Trust your body. You can take more than you think."

She removed her finger completely, and Marcus felt the loss immediately. Then she was pressing back inside him with two fingers, the stretch more intense but not painful. She worked them in slowly, carefully, until they were fully seated.

"Fuck that's tight," Sienna muttered. "You feel incredible. So hot inside."

Then she found his prostate again with both fingers, pressing against it with more pressure than before.

Marcus shouted, his cock spurting pre-cum without being touched.

"Jesus Christ," Sienna breathed. "Look at you. Your cock is leaking like crazy just from prostate stimulation. I haven't even touched your shaft and you're desperate."

She started working his prostate with her fingers while her other hand gripped his cock, stroking him with aggressive purpose. The dual stimulation was absolutely overwhelming, pleasure crashing through him in waves.

Edge ten arrived in seconds, and Sienna denied him brutally. Marcus's entire body convulsed, his cock pulsing uselessly while her fingers stayed buried in his ass, still pressing against his prostate.

"That's ten," she counted. "Five more minimum. Can you make it?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped, though he had no idea if it was true.

She built him to edge eleven with the same devastating combination. This time when she denied him, she didn't remove her fingers from his ass—just kept them pressed against his prostate while his cock throbbed in empty air, creating a sensation that was almost like coming but not quite.

"Oh my god," Marcus moaned. "What are you doing to me?"

"Milking your prostate," Sienna explained. "If I keep pressure on it while denying your cock, it creates this weird limbo state where your body thinks it's coming but isn't. Intense, right?"

"Yes—fuck yes—"

Edge twelve. Then thirteen. Sienna was relentless, pushing him faster and harder than the first session. The combination of cock and prostate stimulation had unlocked a new level of intensity, and Marcus was completely lost in it.

By edge fourteen, he couldn't form coherent words anymore. Just broken sounds and desperate pleas.

"One more," Sienna said. "Give me edge fifteen, then we'll talk about whether you can handle more."

She worked him toward it with brutal efficiency, her fingers fucking his prostate while her hand stroked his cock. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, every nerve ending on fire.

"Please," Marcus begged. "Sienna please I can't—"

"Yes you can. One more edge. Give it to me."

He came right up to the brink, his entire body locked in that pre-orgasmic tension. Sienna held him there for what felt like forever, her fingers pressing relentlessly against his prostate while her hand kept his cock right on the edge.

Then she released everything at once.

Marcus's body tried to come anyway, his cock pulsing desperately while her fingers milked his prostate. The sensation was so intense that he actually saw white, his vision blanking out completely.

"Fifteen," Sienna announced. "Holy fuck, Marcus. That was beautiful. The way your body just tried to come without permission? Perfect."

She kept her fingers buried in his ass but stopped moving them, letting him catch his breath. Marcus lay there gasping, trembling, completely destroyed.

"Do you want to come now?" Sienna asked. "Or do you want to see if you can give me more?"

This was where last time he'd asked for one more edge. This time, completely overwhelmed and barely coherent, Marcus heard himself say: "More. Whatever you think I can handle."

Sienna was quiet for a moment. Then: "Okay. We're going for twenty total. Five more edges. But I'm going to make them count."

She adjusted her fingers inside him, finding a slightly different angle on his prostate. When she pressed against it, Marcus's entire body jerked.

"Found the perfect spot," Sienna said with satisfaction. "This is going to destroy you in the best way."

Edge sixteen arrived fast and brutal. Seventeen was even worse. By eighteen, Marcus was past coherent thought, past words, past everything except pure sensation.

"Two more," Sienna said. "You're doing so fucking well. So perfect. Just two more edges and then I'm going to let you come so hard you forget your own name."

Edge nineteen pushed him past any limit he'd thought he had. When Sienna denied him this time, his body actually tried to come anyway, his cock pulsing and his prostate contracting around her fingers. But she held him right at the edge without tipping over, creating the most agonizing denial yet.

"One more," she said. "Edge twenty. Then release. Ready?"

Marcus couldn't speak. He just made a broken sound of assent.

Sienna built him to the final edge with everything she had—fingers fucking his prostate hard, hand stroking his cock with aggressive purpose, her voice in his ear telling him how perfect he was, how well he was doing, how proud she was of him.

The edge arrived massive and unstoppable, and this time when Marcus hit it, Sienna didn't deny him.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Let go. Give me everything."

Marcus came harder than he'd thought physically possible.

The orgasm ripped through him like a bomb, his cock pulsing violently in Sienna's grip while his prostate contracted around her fingers. She kept stroking both, milking every drop, while Marcus shouted and shook and completely fell apart.

It went on forever, wave after wave of pleasure so intense it almost hurt. His cock kept pulsing, kept emptying, kept coming long past the point where he thought he had nothing left.

When it finally ended, Marcus collapsed completely on the table, barely conscious. He could feel tears running down his face again, could hear himself making broken sounds, could feel Sienna gently removing her fingers from his ass.

"That's it," she murmured. "You did it. Twenty edges. Fucking incredible, Marcus. You're amazing."

She cleaned him gently with warm towels while he slowly came back to himself. His entire body felt boneless, completely spent. He couldn't move even if he wanted to.

Eventually, Sienna helped him off the table. His legs barely held him. She handed him his clothes but he could only stare at them, his brain not quite remembering how clothes worked.

"Take your time," she said gently. "There's no rush."

Marcus managed to get dressed eventually, though he was pretty sure his shirt was on backwards. When he finally emerged from the room, Sienna was waiting with water and a knowing smile.

"Same time next week?" she asked.

"Yes," Marcus said immediately.

Her smile widened. "I thought so. I already have ideas for session three. We're going to go even deeper."

Marcus didn't know how that was possible, but he trusted her completely.

He was thoroughly, completely addicted.


Chapter 4: Breaking Point

Marcus didn't make it a week this time.

Three days after his second session—after those twenty devastating edges, after Sienna's fingers had found his prostate and rewired his entire understanding of pleasure—he was back on the Serenity Spa website at 11 PM on a Monday night, his cock hard in his hand, booking session number three.

This was becoming a problem. Not the money, though five hundred dollars a week was definitely noticeable in his bank account. Not the time, though taking Friday afternoons off was starting to raise eyebrows at work. The problem was that nothing else satisfied him anymore.

Sex with actual people felt empty and performative. He'd gone on a date Saturday night with a woman from a dating app, and when she'd invited him back to her place, Marcus had made an excuse and left. The idea of vanilla sex, of being in control, of having to perform and manage someone else's pleasure—it felt exhausting. Pointless.

All he wanted was that table. Sienna's hands. The complete surrender of lying face-down while she controlled every aspect of his pleasure.

He was addicted. Completely, thoroughly addicted.

The booking confirmation arrived and Marcus stared at it. Friday, 2 PM. Three days away. Seventy-two hours of walking around half-hard, his body remembering what it felt like to be edged twenty times in two hours.

His phone buzzed. A text from Sienna's number.

Three days between sessions this time. You're hooked, aren't you?

Marcus's face flushed. She could read him even through booking patterns.

Yes, he texted back honestly. I can't stop thinking about it.

Good. That's exactly how it should be. I've been thinking about our next session too. How far do you think you can go, Marcus? What's your breaking point?

His cock throbbed in his hand. I don't know. Further than last time.

We'll find out together. I have some ideas. Things we haven't explored yet. Are you willing to trust me completely? To let me push you past any limit you think you have?

Marcus should probably have been nervous. Should have asked what she meant, what she was planning. But two years of fantasizing about complete surrender, two sessions that had already shattered every preconception he'd had about his own sexuality—he was past the point of caution.

Yes. I trust you completely. Do whatever you want to me.

There was a long pause. Then: Fuck, you're perfect. Okay. New rule for this session: You don't come. Not during the session, not for 48 hours after. I'm going to edge you until you're mindless, then send you home desperate. Think you can handle that?

Marcus stared at the text, his cock jumping hard. She wasn't going to let him come at all? After however many edges she planned?

That sounds like torture, he typed.

It is. That's the point. Delayed gratification intensifies everything. The next time you finally come—whether it's when I allow it in a future session or when you break down and jerk off—it's going to be the most intense orgasm of your life. So... can you handle it?

Yes.

Good boy. Same preparation as last time: 24-hour denial starting Thursday 2 PM, enema Thursday night. Also, I want you to buy a small butt plug and wear it for an hour Thursday night. Get your ass used to being filled. That's going to be important.

Marcus was stroking his cock properly now, Sienna's instructions making him almost painfully hard. She was preparing him, training him, getting him ready for whatever she had planned.

I'll do exactly what you say, he texted with his free hand.

I know you will. See you Friday. Don't come between now and then—that includes right now. Put your cock away.

Marcus groaned but obeyed, releasing his shaft reluctantly. His cock stood rigid and leaking, desperately unsatisfied.

Good boy. Now go to bed frustrated. Start getting used to it.
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The next three days were absolute torture.

Marcus went to work in a haze, barely able to focus on code reviews and sprint planning. Every time his mind wandered—which was constantly—it went straight to the table. To Sienna's hands on his cock, her fingers inside him, her voice telling him he couldn't come.

Tuesday night he jerked off in the shower without meaning to, his hand moving almost on autopilot. He came hard, spurting against the tile, and immediately felt guilty. Sienna had told him not to come. He'd disobeyed.

He texted her: I'm sorry. I came without permission. It won't happen again.

Her response came immediately: Did I give you permission to apologize?

Marcus stared at his phone, unsure how to respond.

Since you can't follow simple instructions, new rule: No touching your cock at all until our session. Not to wash, not to adjust yourself, nothing. You want to come without permission? Fine. Now you get zero stimulation until Friday.

I'm sorry, Marcus texted again, then realized his mistake. I mean—

Too late. The rule stands. And when you get to the session Friday, I'm adding five extra edges as punishment for your disobedience. We'll see if you can follow instructions when you're desperate enough.

Marcus's cock was already hardening again despite having just come. The idea of Sienna punishing him, adding extra edges, making the denial even worse—it shouldn't have turned him on this much.

Yes ma'am, he texted.

Better.

[image: ]

Thursday evening, Marcus followed Sienna's instructions to the letter. He cleaned himself out with the enema, making sure he was perfectly prepared. Then he went to the sex shop he'd found online and bought a small beginner butt plug, his face burning as the cashier rang it up with a knowing smile.

Back home, he lubed up the plug and worked it inside himself carefully. The stretch was intense but not painful, his body remembering Sienna's fingers from the last session. Once it was fully seated, Marcus stood up and walked around his apartment, getting used to the sensation of being filled.

It was strange. Constant pressure against his prostate, a persistent reminder of what was coming tomorrow. Every movement made him aware of the plug, made his cock try to harden despite the strict no-touching rule.

Marcus wore it for exactly one hour like Sienna had instructed, then removed it and went to bed early. His cock was hard and untouched, his body wound tight with anticipation.

One more day.
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Friday morning, Marcus woke up at 6 AM to his phone buzzing. A text from Sienna.

Morning. How are you feeling?

Desperate, Marcus typed honestly. I haven't touched my cock since Tuesday. I've been hard almost constantly.

Perfect. That's exactly where I want you. Today's session is going to break you in ways the first two didn't even touch. I'm going to find your absolute limit and then push you past it. Still willing?

Yes.

Good. One more thing: Bring the plug you bought. We're going to need it.

Marcus's stomach flipped. Okay.

See you at 2. Don't be late.
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Work was impossible. Marcus requested PTO for the afternoon and left at noon, unable to sit still any longer. He drove home, showered for the third time that day, made sure he was perfectly clean and groomed.

At 1:30, he grabbed the butt plug—freshly cleaned and packed in a discrete bag—and drove to the spa.

He arrived at 1:45, fifteen minutes early as instructed. The familiar receptionist smiled when she saw him.

"Third time this month," she observed warmly. "Sienna must be doing something right."

"She is," Marcus said, his face hot.

"She's ready for you now, actually. Go ahead back—you know the room."

Marcus walked down the hallway on shaking legs, the plug in his bag feeling like it weighed a thousand pounds. When he reached the familiar door, he knocked.

"Come in," Sienna called.

Marcus entered and his breath caught.

The room was set up differently this time. The milking table was still there, but positioned next to it was a padded bench at a different height. On the side table were more supplies than usual—bottles of lube, what looked like larger toys, some items Marcus couldn't immediately identify.

Sienna stood near the table, wearing her usual black uniform. But her expression was different today. Hungrier. More intense.

"Close the door," she said.

Marcus obeyed, the click of the latch sounding final.

"Did you bring the plug?"

He held up the bag mutely.

"Good. Set it on the table." She waited until he complied, then continued. "We need to talk about today's session before we start. It's going to be different from the first two. More intense. More psychological. I'm going to push you harder than I've ever pushed a client, and I need to make sure you're actually ready for it."

"I am," Marcus said immediately.

"Let me explain what's going to happen first, then you can decide." Sienna moved closer to him, her dark eyes locked on his. "Today I'm not going to let you come. I'm going to edge you at least twenty-five times—maybe more—and then I'm going to send you home desperate and denied. You won't be allowed to come for forty-eight hours after the session ends. That's the deal."

Marcus's cock was already hardening just from her describing it.

"But that's not all," Sienna continued. "I'm also going to incorporate more intense anal play. Larger plugs, different positions. I'm going to make you beg and cry and completely fall apart. And through all of it, I'm going to tell you exactly what a desperate, obedient slut you're being. I'm going to degrade you and praise you and mindfuck you until you don't know which way is up. Is that what you want?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Say it properly. Tell me what you want."

"I want you to edge me until I break. I want you to fuck my ass and make me beg. I want you to control me completely." The words came out in a rush, raw and honest.

Sienna smiled, and it was absolutely filthy. "Good boy. Strip. Get on the table."

Marcus undressed quickly, his hands shaking. His cock sprang free, already hard and leaking despite not having been touched in days. He climbed onto the table, settling into that familiar face-down position, his cock hanging through the opening.

He heard Sienna moving around the room. Then her hands touched his back.

"We're going to start slow," she said, her voice taking on that professional-but-filthy tone he remembered. "Build you up gradually. But Marcus? By the end of this session, you're going to be begging me to let you come. And I'm going to say no every single time. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Better."

Her hands worked his back and shoulders, but this time there was no gentle build-up. She moved quickly to his ass, kneading the muscles there with firm purpose. Her oiled hands slid between his cheeks, getting very close to his hole.

"You wore the plug last night like I told you?"

"Yes ma'am."

"For how long?"

"An hour. Exactly like you said."

"Good boy. That's going to make this easier." Her finger pressed against his asshole, circling but not penetrating. "Your body remembers being filled now. Remembers what it feels like to have something inside you while you're desperate and denied."

Marcus groaned into the face cradle.

"I'm going to slide two fingers in right away," Sienna announced. "We're skipping the gentle warm-up. You can take it."

She pressed both lubed fingers against his hole and pushed forward firmly. The stretch was intense and immediate, his body resisting for just a moment before accepting the intrusion. Then her fingers were fully inside him, pressing against his prostate with unerring accuracy.

"Fuck!" Marcus gasped.

"That's it. You feel that? That's me owning your ass. Owning your pleasure." Her fingers stroked his prostate while her other hand wrapped around his cock and started stroking. "Now let's see how fast I can make you hit the first edge."

The answer was very fast. With both his cock and prostate being stimulated simultaneously, Marcus raced toward orgasm in less than thirty seconds.

"Already?" Sienna laughed. "You're so desperate. Three days of denial has you wound so tight. This is going to be fun."

She brought him right to the brink and denied him brutally, releasing both his cock and his prostate at once. Marcus's body tried to come anyway, his cock pulsing uselessly.

"That's one," Sienna counted. "Twenty-four more to go. At least."

She built him to edge two even faster, her fingers fucking his prostate while her hand worked his shaft. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure crashing through him in waves. When she denied him the second time, Marcus actually shouted into the face cradle.

"Two. You're doing so well already. Such an obedient little slut for me."

The degrading praise made his cock jump. Sienna noticed immediately.

"Oh, you liked that. Liked me calling you a slut." Her fingers pressed harder against his prostate. "Is that what you are, Marcus? My desperate cock slut who can't even go three days without begging to be on this table?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned.

"Yes what?"

"Yes ma'am, I'm your slut."

"Fuck, that's hot. Okay. New rule: Every time I edge you, you have to tell me what you are. Say 'I'm your desperate slut' right before I deny you. Understand?"

"Yes ma'am."

Edge three approached fast. Sienna kept that relentless rhythm on both his cock and prostate, driving him toward the brink.

"Say it," she commanded when he got close.

"I'm your desperate slut," Marcus gasped.

She denied him immediately, and the words combined with the denial created something intensely humiliating and arousing at once.

"Good boy. Again. Edge four."

They fell into a brutal rhythm. Sienna would build him up fast, make him confess what he was, then deny him mercilessly. By edge seven, Marcus was already crying, tears running down his face into the face cradle.

"Look at you," Sienna murmured. "Crying already and we're not even a third of the way through. You're so beautiful like this. So completely broken down and desperate."

At edge ten, she removed her fingers from his ass completely. Marcus felt the loss immediately, his hole clenching around nothing.

"I'm going to insert the plug you brought," Sienna announced. "The small one. You're going to wear it while I edge you a few more times. Get used to being constantly filled while you're denied."

She worked the plug inside him slowly, letting him feel every inch of the stretch. Once it was fully seated, she gave it a little twist that made him gasp.

"Perfect. Now you're plugged and desperate. Every time you clench around it, you're going to feel it pressing on your prostate. Constant stimulation that you can't escape." Her hand returned to his cock. "Let's see how that affects your edges."

The answer was: dramatically. With the plug creating constant pressure on his prostate, every stroke of Sienna's hand on his cock felt twice as intense. Edge eleven arrived in record time.

"I'm your desperate slut," Marcus sobbed.

"Yes you are," Sienna agreed, denying him once again.

By edge fifteen, Marcus was completely incoherent. He was babbling, begging, crying, his entire body shaking. The plug kept shifting inside him with every movement, pressing against his prostate relentlessly.

"Halfway there," Sienna announced cheerfully. "You're doing amazing. Ten more edges, then we'll see if you can handle extras beyond that."

"Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me come."

"No." Her voice was firm. "You don't get to come today. I told you that before we started. All you get is edges and denial and the plug in your ass. That's it."

She was true to her word. Edge sixteen, seventeen, eighteen—each one more devastating than the last. At edge twenty, Sienna removed the small plug and Marcus felt a moment of relief.

Then she pressed something larger against his asshole.

"This is a medium plug," she explained. "Bigger than what you wore last night. It's going to stretch you more. But you're going to take it like a good slut, aren't you?"

"Yes ma'am," Marcus whimpered.

She worked the larger plug inside him slowly, the stretch intense and overwhelming. Marcus breathed through it, his body gradually accepting the intrusion. When it was fully seated, he felt impossibly full, the pressure on his prostate constant and maddening.

"There we go," Sienna said with satisfaction. "Now you're really plugged. Let's do five more edges like this."

Those five edges were absolutely brutal. The larger plug meant more pressure, more stimulation, more desperation. By edge twenty-five, Marcus was literally begging her to either let him come or stop edging him entirely—he couldn't take anymore.

"You can take more," Sienna said calmly. "You just think you can't. But your body is strong and I'm very good at reading your limits. We're going to thirty."

"I can't—"

"Yes you can. Five more edges. Then I'll stop. Can you give me five more?"

Marcus sobbed but nodded.

Edges twenty-six through thirty were the most intense sexual experiences of his life. Sienna pushed him right to the absolute breaking point every single time, holding him at the edge longer than before, making him feel every second of the denial. The large plug in his ass made everything more intense, his prostate constantly stimulated.

When she finally denied him for the thirtieth time, Marcus completely fell apart. He was crying openly, his entire body shaking, his cock leaking steadily without being touched.

"That's thirty," Sienna said softly. "You did it. Fuck, Marcus, you were incredible. Most men would have safeworda out at twenty. You gave me thirty while wearing a large plug. I'm so fucking proud of you."

She kept the plug inside him but stopped touching his cock, giving him time to recover. Marcus lay there gasping, completely destroyed, his body wound so tight with denied pleasure that he felt like he might vibrate apart.

"I'm going to remove the plug now," Sienna said eventually. "Then we're going to talk about aftercare and your forty-eight hour denial period."

She removed the plug carefully and Marcus felt strange without it—empty and exposed. She cleaned him gently with warm towels, taking care of him with the same expertise she'd used to destroy him.

When he finally got off the table, his legs barely held him. Sienna handed him his clothes but Marcus just stared at them, his brain not quite working.

"Let me help you," she said gently, and helped him get dressed like he was a child. The tenderness after such intense degradation made something crack open in his chest.

"How do you feel?" Sienna asked once he was dressed.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. His cock was still half-hard, his body still desperate despite the thirty edges. "Empty? Frustrated? Completely fucked up?"

"That's normal," Sienna assured him. "Denial sessions are psychologically intense. Your body wanted release and didn't get it. That frustration is going to stay with you for the next two days."

"I don't know if I can handle two days like this," Marcus said honestly.

"Yes you can. And when you finally come—whether it's in our next session or when you break down and jerk off Sunday—it's going to be the most intense orgasm of your life. Trust the process." She handed him a bottle of water. "Drink this. You need to rehydrate."

Marcus drank obediently, his hands shaking.

"Same time next week?" Sienna asked.

Marcus should have said no. Should have told her he needed a break, needed time to process what had just happened. But he was already addicted, already thinking about the next session.

"Yes," he said.

Sienna smiled. "I'll have something special planned. After thirty edges today, I think you're ready for the really intense stuff."

Marcus couldn't imagine what could be more intense than what he'd just experienced. But he trusted her completely.

He drove home in a daze, his cock still half-hard, the memory of those thirty edges playing on repeat in his mind. When he got home, he collapsed on his couch and stared at the ceiling.

Two days of denial. Forty-eight hours of walking around desperate and denied, his body remembering what it felt like to be edged thirty times without release.

Marcus grabbed his phone and opened his banking app. He needed to look at his finances, figure out if he could sustain five-hundred-dollar-a-week sessions indefinitely. Because he wasn't stopping. Not now. Not ever.

He was completely, thoroughly, irrevocably addicted to that table. To Sienna's control. To the absolute surrender of being edged until he broke.

His cock throbbed in his jeans and Marcus squeezed it through the fabric, then remembered Sienna's rule. No touching. Forty-eight hours.

"Fuck," he whispered to his empty apartment.

This was going to be the longest two days of his life.


Chapter 5: Transcendence

The forty-eight hours after session three were the most sexually torturous of Marcus's entire life.

Saturday morning, he woke up with his cock so hard it actually hurt, pressing against his stomach like iron. The sheets rubbing against his shaft as he shifted in bed sent sparks through his nervous system. He'd been edged thirty times yesterday—thirty fucking times—with that progressively larger plug in his ass, and his body was absolutely screaming for release.

Marcus lay there staring at the ceiling, his hand hovering over his cock. Sienna had said forty-eight hours. That meant he couldn't come until 2 PM on Sunday. It was barely 7 AM Saturday. He had over thirty hours to go.

"Fuck," he whispered.

He got up carefully, his cock bobbing with every movement. Even walking to the bathroom was torture—the friction of his thighs, the brush of air, everything was too much. In the shower, he had to be incredibly careful not to touch himself while washing, because even the spray of water against his shaft made him gasp.

This was insane. He'd never been this desperate in his entire life.

Marcus spent Saturday in a fog of arousal. He tried to distract himself with Netflix, with work emails, with literally anything that might take his mind off his aching cock. Nothing worked. His brain kept replaying those thirty edges—Sienna's hands on his shaft, her fingers in his ass, her voice calling him a desperate slut while he begged and cried.

By Saturday evening, he was pacing his apartment like a caged animal, his cock semi-hard and leaking steadily. He'd gone through three pairs of underwear because they kept getting soaked with pre-cum. This was torture. Actual, genuine torture.

His phone buzzed around 8 PM. Sienna.

How are you holding up?

Marcus stared at the text, his cock going immediately fully hard just from seeing her name.

Barely, he typed back. I'm so fucking desperate I can barely think straight.

Good. That's exactly where you should be. The desperation is part of the process. By the time you finally come, your body is going to be so primed that the orgasm will be transcendent.

I don't know if I can make it to Sunday, Marcus admitted.

Yes you can. You're stronger than you think. And if you break down and jerk off before the time limit, I'll add another ten edges to your next session as punishment. So think carefully before you touch that desperate cock.

Marcus groaned out loud. The threat of more edges should have made him want to avoid breaking the rules. Instead, it made his cock throb harder.

I won't touch it, he promised.

Good boy. Get some sleep. Tomorrow's going to be interesting.

Marcus tried to sleep but his cock had other ideas. He lay in bed, achingly hard, his body practically vibrating with need. Every time he started to drift off, his cock would throb and wake him back up. It was going to be a long night.
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Sunday morning arrived after maybe three total hours of sleep. Marcus woke up at 6 AM, his cock already leaking onto his stomach. Thirty hours. He had thirty more hours until the denial period ended.

Except... Sienna hadn't actually said he had to wait the full forty-eight hours on his own. She'd said no coming for forty-eight hours after the session. That could mean she was planning another session today. That maybe she was going to be the one to finally give him release.

His phone buzzed at 9 AM, confirming his suspicion.

Special session today. 2 PM sharp. This one's going to be different from the others. Bring your plug again—the large one. And Marcus? Today I'm going to make you come. But you're going to have to earn it.

Marcus's hands were shaking as he typed back: I'll be there.

I know you will. You're addicted now. Can't stay away even if you wanted to. See you soon.

She was right. He was completely addicted. Four sessions in two weeks, and he couldn't imagine his life without that table anymore.

Marcus spent the morning in anxious anticipation, his cock refusing to go soft. At 1 PM he showered again, cleaned himself out thoroughly with the enema, made sure he was perfectly groomed. He grabbed the large plug—the one Sienna had used during session three—and packed it carefully.

At 1:30 he was in his car, driving to the spa twenty minutes too early because he couldn't sit still anymore.

He arrived at 1:45 and the receptionist smiled knowingly when she saw him.

"Fourth session in two weeks," she observed. "You're one of Sienna's most dedicated clients now. She's already prepped the room for you—go ahead back."

Marcus walked down the familiar hallway, his heart hammering. When he reached the door, he didn't even knock—just opened it and stepped inside.

The room was set up completely differently this time.

The milking table was still there, but positioned next to it was what looked like a fucking machine—a mechanical device with a dildo attachment mounted on an adjustable arm. On the side table were more toys than he'd ever seen in one place: plugs of various sizes, vibrators, what looked like a prostate massager, bottles of lube, restraints.

Sienna stood near the table wearing her usual black uniform, but her expression was absolutely feral.

"Close the door," she said.

Marcus obeyed, his cock already fully hard and straining against his jeans.

"Forty-eight hours," Sienna said. "You made it. I'm impressed. Most men would have broken down and jerked off by now. But you followed my rules perfectly, didn't you?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Such a good, obedient slut." She moved closer to him, her eyes raking over his body. "Your cock is hard already. I can see it through your jeans. You've been desperate all weekend, haven't you? Walking around with a constant erection, leaking everywhere, thinking about my hands on you?"

"Yes ma'am," Marcus breathed.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want to come," he said immediately. "I want you to edge me and fuck me and make me beg and then finally let me come so hard I black out."

Sienna's smile was absolutely wicked. "Close. But not quite. See, today isn't just about making you come. Today is about breaking you so completely that you transcend. I'm going to push you further than any session before. I'm going to edge you more times, use bigger toys, fuck your ass with that machine over there while I edge your cock. I'm going to make you cry and scream and beg. And only when you're completely shattered, when there's nothing left of regular Marcus except pure sensation and surrender—only then will I let you come. Understand?"

"Yes ma'am."

"This session might last three hours instead of two. It might be the most intense experience of your life. You might safeword out. Are you ready for that?"

Marcus didn't hesitate. "Yes."

"Then strip. Get on the table. We're starting now."

Marcus undressed faster than he ever had, his clothes hitting the floor in a heap. His cock sprang free, fully erect and already leaking steadily. He climbed onto the table, settling into that familiar face-down position, his cock hanging through the opening.

"Before we start," Sienna said, "I want you to know that I'm proud of you. Four sessions in two weeks. Eleven edges, then twenty, then thirty. Most men never make it past their first session. But you've surrendered so completely, trusted me so deeply. Today is your reward. Your transcendence. Ready?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Then let's begin."

Her hands touched his back, but there was no warm-up massage this time. She moved immediately to his ass, her lubed fingers pressing against his hole. Two fingers slid inside without preamble, finding his prostate with practiced ease.

"Fuck!" Marcus gasped.

"No warm-up today," Sienna explained, her fingers already stroking his prostate. "You've been prepared for forty-eight hours. Your body is ready. And we have a lot to accomplish."

Her other hand wrapped around his cock and started stroking, and Marcus raced toward the first edge in approximately twenty seconds.

"I'm your desperate slut," he gasped as he hit the brink.

Sienna denied him immediately, and Marcus's entire body convulsed. After forty-eight hours of denial, that first edge hit like a truck.

"One," she counted. "I'm thinking we're going for forty total today. Maybe fifty if you can handle it. Think you can give me fifty edges, Marcus?"

"I don't know," he admitted honestly.

"Let's find out."

She built him to edge two, three, four in rapid succession. Her fingers fucked his prostate while her hand worked his cock, and Marcus was already crying by edge five.

"So sensitive," Sienna observed. "The denial did its job perfectly. You're more responsive than you've ever been. This is going to be fun."

At edge ten, she removed her fingers and pressed the large plug against his asshole. Marcus took it easier than last time, his body accepting the intrusion with practiced ease. Once it was seated, Sienna gave it a few twists that made him gasp and moan.

"There we go. Now you're plugged. Let's do another ten edges like this."

Those ten edges were brutal. The large plug created constant pressure on his prostate, and every time Marcus clenched around it—which was constantly—it sent sparks through his nervous system. By edge fifteen, he was begging incoherently.

"Please, Sienna, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come. I can't take anymore."

"Yes you can. We're not even halfway. And you're not coming until I say so." Her hand kept that relentless rhythm on his cock. "Say it. What are you?"

"I'm your desperate slut," Marcus sobbed.

At edge twenty, Sienna removed the large plug and Marcus felt momentarily empty. Then he heard mechanical sounds—the fucking machine being moved into position.

"You see that dildo attachment?" Sienna asked. "It's slightly bigger than the large plug. And it's going to fuck your ass at whatever speed and depth I set while I edge your cock. You're going to be stimulated from both ends constantly. Think you can handle it?"

"I'll try," Marcus managed.

"Not good enough. Say yes."

"Yes ma'am."

"Better."

She positioned the machine carefully, the lubed dildo pressing against his hole. Then she turned it on at the lowest setting, and Marcus felt the mechanical cock slide inside him slowly, filling him completely before withdrawing and thrusting again.

"Oh my god," he moaned.

"That's just the slowest setting," Sienna said cheerfully. "We'll work our way up. Now let's see how you handle being edged while getting fucked."

She gripped his cock and started stroking while the machine fucked his ass with mechanical precision. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, and Marcus hit edge twenty-one almost immediately.

"I'm your desperate slut," he gasped.

"Yes you are. Such a good slut, taking that mechanical cock in your ass while I edge you."

She denied him and immediately built him again. Edge twenty-two. Twenty-three. Each time the machine kept fucking him, kept stimulating his prostate, kept pushing him higher and higher.

At edge twenty-five, Sienna increased the speed of the machine. The dildo started fucking him faster, harder, and Marcus literally screamed into the face cradle.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged. "Let me hear you. No one can hear us in here. Scream as loud as you want."

Edge thirty came and went. Then thirty-five. Somewhere around edge forty, Marcus completely lost coherence. He wasn't Marcus anymore. He was just sensation, just desperate need, just a body being edged and fucked and controlled.

"Forty edges," Sienna announced. "You're doing so fucking well. Ten more. Can you give me ten more?"

Marcus made a sound that might have been agreement.

She increased the machine to maximum speed. The dildo pounded his ass relentlessly, hitting his prostate with every thrust, while her hand worked his cock with aggressive purpose. Marcus was being fucked and stroked simultaneously, his entire existence narrowed to those two points of stimulation.

Edges forty-one through forty-five blurred together in a haze of overwhelming sensation. Marcus was crying openly, drool running from his mouth into the face cradle, his entire body shaking.

"Five more," Sienna said. "Then we're going to do something special. Five more edges, Marcus. Give them to me."

He gave her forty-six. Forty-seven. Forty-eight. By forty-nine, he was literally convulsing on the table, his cock throbbing desperately with every denied edge.

"Last one," Sienna said. "Edge fifty. Then I'm going to make you come. Ready?"

Marcus couldn't speak. He just made a broken sound of assent.

She built him to edge fifty with everything she had—the machine fucking his ass at maximum speed, her hand stroking his cock with perfect rhythm, her voice in his ear telling him what a perfect slut he was, how well he'd done, how proud she was of him.

"I'm your desperate slut," Marcus sobbed as he hit the edge.

But this time, Sienna didn't deny him.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Let go. Give me everything. Come right now."

The orgasm that had been building through fifty edges, through forty-eight hours of denial, through four sessions of progressive surrender, finally released.

Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his entire life—harder than he'd thought physically possible.

His cock exploded in Sienna's hand, cum spurting in massive ropes while the machine kept pounding his ass, kept stimulating his prostate. The orgasm went on and on, wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. His vision whited out completely. His hearing cut out. Every sense except the overwhelming pleasure disappeared.

He was coming and coming and coming, his cock pulsing violently, his ass clenching around the dildo, his entire body locked in orgasmic convulsion.

It lasted forever. Thirty seconds, a minute, five minutes—Marcus had no idea. Time stopped meaning anything. There was only the release, the transcendence, the complete and total surrender to pleasure.

When it finally ended, Marcus collapsed completely on the table, barely conscious. He could vaguely hear Sienna turning off the machine, removing the dildo carefully, cleaning him gently with warm towels. But it all felt distant, happening to someone else's body.

"Marcus," Sienna's voice came from far away. "You with me?"

He made a sound that might have been yes.

"You did it. Fifty edges. Forty-eight hours of denial. Complete surrender. That was the most incredible session I've ever facilitated. You were absolutely beautiful."

Marcus lay there, unable to move, unable to think, unable to do anything except exist in the aftermath of that transcendent orgasm. Tears were still running down his face, but he didn't know if they were from the intensity of the release or from something emotional breaking open in his chest.

Eventually—it might have been five minutes or thirty—Sienna helped him off the table. His legs wouldn't hold him at all, and she had to support most of his weight as she guided him to the chair.

"Take your time," she said gently. "There's no rush. You just went through something intense."

Marcus sat there, naked and boneless, while Sienna brought him water and made sure he drank. His cock was finally, blessedly soft for the first time in days, hanging between his legs completely spent.

"How do you feel?" Sienna asked eventually.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. His voice was hoarse from screaming. "Like something broke. In a good way?"

"That's normal after an experience like that. You went deep today. Deeper than most people ever go. You transcended." She handed him his clothes. "Can you get dressed or do you need help?"

"I'll try."

It took him several minutes, his hands shaking and uncoordinated. But eventually he managed to get his clothes on. When he stood, Sienna was watching him with an expression he'd never seen before—something almost tender.

"I want you to take a week off," she said. "No sessions next week. Your body and mind need time to integrate what just happened."

"What?" Marcus felt panic spike through the post-orgasmic haze. "But I—"

"Marcus." Her voice was firm but kind. "You've had four intense sessions in two weeks. Today you gave me fifty edges after forty-eight hours of denial. You need rest. Recovery. Time to process. Trust me on this."

He wanted to argue, wanted to tell her he couldn't go a week without seeing her, without being on that table. But something in her expression told him this wasn't negotiable.

"Okay," he said quietly.

"Good. In the meantime, I want you to journal about your experiences. Write down what you've discovered about yourself, what the table has taught you, what surrender means to you now. We'll talk about it when you come back."

She walked him to the lobby and gave him a card with her email address.

"Send me your journal entries if you want. I'd like to read them. And Marcus?" She smiled. "You're one of the most extraordinary clients I've ever worked with. Thank you for trusting me with your surrender."

Marcus drove home in a daze, his body completely exhausted, his mind struggling to process everything that had happened. When he got home, he collapsed on his couch and stared at the ceiling.

Fifty edges. A transcendent orgasm. Complete and total surrender.

He'd found something on that table that he hadn't even known he was looking for. Some deep need for submission, for control to be taken from him, for pleasure to be managed and denied and ultimately granted by someone who understood exactly what he needed.

Marcus grabbed his laptop and opened a new document. Sienna had told him to journal. He might as well start now while everything was still fresh.

Day One: Discovery

I booked my first milking table session out of curiosity. Thought it would be a one-time thing, a weird sexual experience to check off some bucket list. I didn't expect it to completely rewire my understanding of pleasure, control, and surrender.

Eleven edges that first session. I'd never been edged before—didn't know my body was capable of that kind of sustained arousal without release. When Sienna finally let me come, I felt something crack open. Not just physically. Something deeper.

He wrote for hours, documenting everything. The second session with twenty edges and prostate play. The third session with thirty edges and progressive plugs and the denial that followed. Today's session—fifty edges and the fucking machine and the most intense orgasm of his life.

But more than the physical details, Marcus wrote about what he'd discovered about himself. That he'd spent his whole life being in control, managing everything, never allowing himself to be vulnerable. That the table had given him permission to let go of all that. To surrender completely. To trust someone else with his pleasure, his body, his limits.

I don't know who I was before the table, he wrote. Or maybe I do, and I just don't want to be that person anymore. The table showed me what it feels like to stop thinking, stop managing, stop controlling. To just... feel. To trust. To surrender.

I'm addicted. I know that. Four sessions in two weeks isn't normal. Spending two thousand dollars in two weeks on sexual services isn't normal. But I've never felt more alive, more present in my body, more connected to my own pleasure than I do on that table.

Sienna says I need a week to recover and integrate. She's probably right. My body needs the rest. But more than that, I think my mind needs time to catch up with what's happened. To understand that this isn't just about sex. It's about transformation. About discovering parts of myself I'd kept locked away.

I found transcendence on that table. I found surrender. I found myself.

And next week, when I go back, I'm going to go even deeper.

Marcus saved the document and sent it to Sienna's email. Then he went to bed early, his body completely exhausted but his mind strangely peaceful.

He had a week to rest. A week to process. A week to prepare for whatever came next.

But one thing was certain: he was never going back to the way things were before the table. That version of Marcus—always in control, always managing, always holding back—was gone.

The milking table had broken him down and rebuilt him into something new.

Something better.

Something free.
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EPILOGUE: Six Months Later

Marcus sat in Sienna's office—a small, professionally decorated space separate from the session rooms—with a cup of tea in his hands. They'd started doing these informal check-ins between sessions, talking about his progress, his experiences, his ongoing journey with surrender.

"So," Sienna said, looking at him with warm familiarity. "Six months. Twenty-four sessions. How are you feeling about everything?"

Marcus thought about it. Six months ago, he'd been a guy who'd never experienced edging, never tried anal play, never surrendered control to anyone. Now he was someone who came to this spa every week, who'd explored kinks he hadn't known existed, who'd learned to cry and beg and completely let go.

"I feel like I found myself," he said honestly. "Like the table showed me who I actually am underneath all the control and management."

"And who is that?"

"Someone who needs to surrender sometimes. Who craves that loss of control. Who can only fully relax when someone else is managing my pleasure." He paused. "Is that weird?"

"Not even a little bit," Sienna assured him. "Most people have aspects of themselves they keep hidden, needs they don't acknowledge. You just happened to find a safe space to explore yours."

"Thanks to you."

"Thanks to you being brave enough to try." She smiled. "So what's next? We've explored pretty much every variation of milking table sessions. Where do you want to go from here?"

Marcus had been thinking about that. "I don't know if I want to change anything. The sessions we do now—they're perfect. Intense but sustainable. Challenging but not overwhelming. I think I just want to... keep doing this. Keep exploring. Keep surrendering."

"That works for me." Sienna stood, signaling the end of their check-in. "Same time Friday?"

"Wouldn't miss it."

Marcus left the spa and drove home, already thinking about Friday's session. Sienna had hinted that she wanted to try incorporating temperature play with the edging—ice and heat combined with the usual prostate stimulation. It was going to be intense.

He couldn't wait.

That evening, Marcus had a date—actual date—with a guy he'd met at a coffee shop. His first attempt at dating since discovering the table. He was nervous about it in a way that felt unfamiliar. What if the guy wanted vanilla sex? What if Marcus couldn't perform without the specific dynamic he'd grown addicted to?

But as he got ready, Marcus realized something important: the table hadn't ruined him for regular relationships. It had taught him what he needed. And now he could communicate that. Could tell potential partners that he had specific kinks, specific needs for submission and edging and controlled pleasure.

The right person would understand. Would want to explore that with him, either by joining him for couples sessions at the spa or by incorporating those dynamics into their bedroom.

The wrong person would judge him, and that was okay too. Because Marcus knew himself now in a way he never had before.

The milking table had given him that gift.

Complete and total self-knowledge.

And for that, he would be forever grateful.


The Milking Table Club: Surrender

Chapter 1: The Invitation

Marcus Chen had received strange business correspondence before—vague networking invitations masquerading as career opportunities, pyramid scheme pitches disguised as entrepreneurial ventures, the occasional cryptic LinkedIn message from someone claiming they'd gone to school together when he'd never seen their face in his life—but nothing quite like the black envelope that arrived at his apartment on a Tuesday afternoon in late September.

The envelope itself was extraordinary. Heavy cardstock, the kind you could tell was expensive just from the weight in your hand. No return address, no postage stamp—hand-delivered, apparently, though his building's front desk had no record of who'd dropped it off. His name was printed in silver foil across the front: Marcus Chen. Not Mr. Chen, not Marcus A. Chen with his middle initial like junk mail always used. Just his name, elegant and simple, catching the light when he turned it over in his hands.

Marcus stood in his apartment kitchen, still wearing his work clothes—dress shirt untucked, tie loosened—and stared at the envelope for a full minute before opening it. Something about it felt significant. Important. Like whatever was inside would matter.

Inside was a single card, thick as a business card but larger, with embossed lettering that his fingers could trace:

You have been selected for membership consideration at The Table. Your discretion is assumed. Your attendance is anticipated.

Below that, an address in the warehouse district downtown, a date two days away, and a time: 9 PM.

No phone number. No website. No explanation of what "The Table" actually was or why he'd been "selected" or who had selected him. No RSVP instructions. Just that absolute confidence—your attendance is anticipated, not requested or hoped for. Anticipated. Like they knew he'd come.

Marcus should have thrown it away immediately. He had a good job in finance, pulling down six figures analyzing market trends for a mid-sized investment firm. He had a decent social life, a nice apartment in a safe neighborhood, a gym membership he actually used. He didn't need whatever this was—some cult recruiting effort, or an overpriced cigar lounge trying to seem exclusive, or worse, some kind of pyramid scheme with delusions of grandeur.

But something about the weight of that card, the quality of the printing, the sheer confidence of those three sentences, made him slip it into his wallet instead of the recycling bin.

For two days, he thought about it constantly. Pulled the card out during boring meetings, running his thumb over the embossed letters. Googled the address and found nothing—just a building, no business listings, no reviews, no trace of what might be inside. He even drove past it during lunch one day, slowing down as he passed the red brick facade, trying to see anything through the tall windows. Nothing. Just darkness.

Thursday night arrived. Marcus changed clothes three times, unsure what one wore to a mysterious invitation from "The Table." Too formal seemed try-hard. Too casual seemed disrespectful. He settled on dark jeans and a button-down, the kind of outfit that could work for anything from a first date to a gallery opening.

At 8:45, he was in his car, driving through industrial streets as the sun set, second-guessing everything. This was stupid. This was how people got kidnapped, or recruited into cults, or scammed out of their savings. He should turn around. Go home. Forget the whole thing.

He kept driving.

The warehouse district at night was eerily quiet. During the day, this area buzzed with activity—artisanal coffee roasters, tech startups, boutique marketing agencies, all the businesses that thrived on exposed brick and high ceilings. But at night, everything shut down. The streets were empty except for a few parked cars and the occasional pedestrian hurrying somewhere else.

The address led to a building that looked like every other converted warehouse on the block. Red brick, tall windows with the original industrial frames, the kind of place that probably had a craft brewery on the first floor and overpriced lofts above. But there was no signage. No business name. No indication that anyone worked or lived here. Just a plain black door with a small brass plate mounted beside it: The Table.

Marcus parked across the street and sat in his car, engine running, heat blasting against the autumn chill. He watched the building for five minutes. No one came or went. The windows were dark, or maybe just tinted—he couldn't tell. No sounds. No signs of life.

This was insane.

His phone buzzed in his lap, making him jump. Unknown number. The text was brief:

Your appointment is in four minutes. Use the door.

Marcus stared at the message. They knew he was here. They were watching. Camera, probably, though he couldn't see one. Which meant this was real, whatever it was. Real enough to have security. Real enough to track arrivals.

Fuck it.

He killed the engine and got out of the car. The black door looked even more imposing up close, solid and heavy with no visible handle—just a flat surface with that brass plate. Marcus stood there for a moment, feeling ridiculous, then reached out and pushed.

The door swung open silently on well-oiled hinges.

Inside was a small vestibule, maybe six feet by six feet, with another door ahead. This inner door was different—modern, with a sleek keycard reader mounted beside it. No other exits. No windows. Just two doors with Marcus trapped between them.

He was just starting to feel the first real flutter of panic when the inner door clicked and swung inward. A woman stood in the doorway, and Marcus's breath caught.

She was stunning. Early thirties, he guessed, with dark hair pulled back in a severe style that somehow made her more beautiful rather than less. She wore a simple black dress that probably cost more than his monthly rent, cut perfectly to her body—professional, elegant, but with an undercurrent of something else. Her eyes were dark and intelligent, assessing him in a single glance.

"Mr. Chen," she said. Not a question. Her voice was warm but controlled, like a good scotch. "Welcome to The Table. I'm Victoria. Please, follow me."

Marcus followed because he couldn't think of anything else to do. The interior was nothing like he'd expected. No industrial chic, no exposed ductwork or concrete floors. Instead: warm lighting from elegant fixtures, dark wood paneling that looked antique, the kind of understated luxury that whispered old money and older secrets. Thick carpet absorbed their footsteps. The air smelled faintly of something expensive—cedar, maybe, or sandalwood.

They walked down a long corridor lined with closed doors, each with a small number on a brass plate. Three. Seven. Eleven. Fifteen. The numbers weren't sequential, which seemed deliberately cryptic.

"I should explain," Victoria said as they walked, her heels clicking with a rhythm that Marcus found oddly hypnotic, "that The Table is a private club offering a very specific service. We cater to a select clientele who appreciate... particular pleasures. What you're about to see may surprise you, but I assure you, everything here is entirely consensual, professional, and discreet."

She stopped at a door marked with a simple "V" and produced a key from somewhere—Marcus hadn't seen a pocket in that dress.

"This is a consultation room. Inside, you'll find information about our services and membership options. Take your time. Read everything carefully. If you're interested in membership, press the call button on the table. If not, you're free to leave through the same door you entered, no questions asked, no judgment rendered. Your discretion, of course, is expected regardless of your decision."

She opened the door and gestured him inside with a slight smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.

"Welcome to The Table, Mr. Chen."

The door clicked shut behind him, and Marcus was alone.

The room was small but beautifully appointed. A leather armchair that probably cost more than his couch sat beside a polished side table. On the table: a crystal decanter filled with amber liquid that caught the light beautifully, two heavy tumblers, and a leather portfolio about the size of a hardcover book. The lighting was warm and indirect, making everything feel intimate without being claustrophobic.

Marcus approached the table slowly, half-expecting something to jump out at him. Nothing did. He poured himself two fingers of the scotch—it poured thick and smelled incredible—and sat down in the armchair. It was absurdly comfortable.

Then he opened the portfolio.

The first page was simple text on heavy cream paper:

The Table offers exclusive access to professional sensual services in a discreet, luxurious environment. Our attendants are highly trained specialists in the art of male pleasure. Each session is tailored to your preferences and comfort level. All interactions are consensual, all attendants are independent contractors compensated well above industry standards, and absolute discretion is guaranteed.

Marcus turned the page.

What he saw made his cock twitch immediately.

Photographs. Professional, well-lit, unmistakable in their content. The images showed what looked like massage tables, but with a crucial difference that Marcus's brain struggled to process at first. Each table had a circular opening in the padded surface, maybe eight or nine inches in diameter. And beneath each table, visible in the carefully composed photographs, were women.

Beautiful women. Stunning women. Women in various states of undress—some topless, some in lingerie, some completely naked—positioned beneath the tables on what looked like cushioned platforms. Their faces were visible through the openings, looking up at where a client would be positioned.

Milking tables.

Marcus had seen porn, obviously. He wasn't a virgin to the internet. He'd stumbled across milking table videos years ago during one of those late-night rabbit holes you fall down when you're horny and curious, and he'd filed them away in the mental category of "incredibly hot fantasy that will never, ever happen in real life." Porn fantasy. Not reality.

But these weren't amateur setups filmed in someone's garage with shaky cameras and bad lighting. These were professional installations. Custom-built tables in dedicated rooms with proper lighting and what looked like fucking interior design. This was real. This was a business.

The next page had text explaining it with clinical precision:

Members of The Table receive personalized sessions with trained attendants. You lie face-down on our custom tables, positioned with your genitals accessible through the central opening. Your attendant works from below, providing complete stimulation and release. You cannot see your attendant during the session, which many clients find enhances the experience—allowing total focus on sensation without visual distraction.

Sessions are available in various formats:

Standard (60 minutes): Manual and oral stimulation, single release Extended (90 minutes): Multi-orgasmic focus, edging techniques Tantric (120 minutes): Energy work, extended pleasure, spiritual connection Edging Protocol (90 minutes): Extended denial, multiple edges, controlled release Multiple-Attendant (90 minutes): Two or more attendants working in rotation Custom Arrangements: Discuss specific desires with your attendant coordinator

Marcus's hand shook slightly as he turned to the next page.

Pricing. And it made his eyes widen—but not impossibly so. A standard session was $400. Extended ran $600. The custom arrangements were "price upon consultation," which probably meant expensive as fuck, but the basic sessions? That was expensive, sure, but not insane. Not "rich people only" expensive. More like... luxury gym membership expensive. Country club expensive. High-end massage expensive.

He could afford this. Easily.

The next section showed the attendants. Professional headshots—gorgeous faces, first names only, brief descriptions.

Sophia: Specializes in slow-build sessions with extended edging techniques. Patient, intuitive, excellent with first-time members. Known for thorough, gradual intensity.

Jasmine: High-intensity specialist. Multi-orgasmic focus, rapid-fire stimulation, aggressive technique. Best for clients who enjoy overwhelming sensation.

Keiko: Tantric practitioner with training in energy work and meditation. Focuses on full-body pleasure and spiritual connection. Sessions often include breathing exercises and delayed gratification.

Amber: Playful, enthusiastic approach. Verbal communication, dirty talk, interactive sessions. Ideal for clients who enjoy psychological arousal alongside physical.

Valentina: Dominant energy. Teasing, denial, control-focused sessions. Excellent for clients interested in power exchange dynamics.

There were more—eight attendants total—but Marcus found his eyes returning to Sophia's photo. She was beautiful in an understated way—dark blonde hair, soft features, warm eyes that seemed genuinely kind. The description appealed to him too. Patient. Good with first-timers.

Because holy fuck, he was actually considering this.

Marcus drained his scotch and poured another, his mind racing. This was insane. This was the kind of thing you saw in movies or read about in fiction. Rich people shit. Secret society shit. Not real life.

Except it was real. He was sitting in it. Holding the proof in his hands.

And his cock was rock hard in his jeans just thinking about it.

The fantasy of it—lying face-down on that table, completely vulnerable, unable to see while some beautiful skilled woman worked his cock from below. No pressure to perform, no need to worry about her pleasure or whether he was doing it right. Just... receiving. Being serviced. Having someone whose entire focus was making him come.

When was the last time sex had been like that? When was the last time Marcus had been able to just lie back and take pleasure without worrying about reciprocation, about timing, about whether his partner was enjoying it? Even good sex required coordination, communication, mutual effort.

This was different. This was permission to be completely selfish. To take without giving. To be worshipped.

The call button sat on the table beside the portfolio. Red, glossy, somehow both inviting and intimidating.

Marcus pressed it before he could talk himself out of it.

Victoria returned within thirty seconds—she must have been waiting nearby. If she was surprised by his decision, nothing in her expression showed it. She simply smiled, warm and professional.

"Wonderful," she said smoothly. "New members typically begin with a standard session to familiarize themselves with our services and protocol. Do you have a preference for an attendant, or would you like me to make a recommendation based on your profile?"

"My profile?"

"The information that brought you to our attention. Professional, mid-twenties, no previous experience with our particular service model. Based on that, I'd suggest Sophia for your first session. She's exceptionally skilled with new members—very intuitive, patient, builds intensity gradually. Her technique is quite... thorough."

Marcus swallowed hard. "Sophia. Yes. That sounds good."

"Excellent choice. Many of our long-term members started with Sophia and still request her regularly." Victoria gestured toward the door. "If you'll follow me, I'll take you to your session room."

They went deeper into the building, down the main corridor and then branching off into a secondary hallway that seemed to extend forever. The doors here had no numbers, just small plaques with symbols—geometric patterns, Celtic knots, abstract designs that probably meant something to members. Victoria stopped at one marked with an intricate knot design that hurt to look at too long.

"This is Room Seven. Sophia's primary room. The setup is straightforward: through that door, you'll find a changing area with a shower, robes, and towels. Undress completely and put on one of the robes—they're sized, so choose one that fits comfortably. When you're ready, you'll find the table in the main room beyond. Position yourself face-down with your hips centered over the opening. Make yourself comfortable—there are adjustments on the sides if you need to modify the height. Sophia will enter from her attendant entrance below and introduce herself. From that point, follow her guidance. The session lasts one hour for standard membership. Afterward, you're welcome to shower and take your time. Questions?"

Marcus shook his head, not trusting his voice. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears.

"Excellent. Enjoy your session, Mr. Chen. I think you'll find Sophia exceeds your expectations."

She left him standing in front of the door.

Marcus stood there for what felt like an eternity but was probably thirty seconds, hand on the doorknob, last chance to back out running through his mind on repeat. Then he twisted the knob and went inside.

The changing area was small but exquisitely designed—slate tile floor with radiant heating that warmed Marcus's feet the moment he stepped inside, a rainfall shower with controls that looked more complicated than his car dashboard, a heated towel rack with thick white robes hanging from brass hooks. Everything was spotless. Everything smelled clean and faintly of eucalyptus.

Marcus undressed slowly, his fingers fumbling with buttons and his belt buckle. His hands were shaking—nerves, anticipation, disbelief that this was actually happening. He folded his clothes neatly on the wooden bench, years of his mother's training kicking in even now, even here. Wallet and phone went on top. Keys in his front pocket.

The robe was incredibly soft—thick terry cloth that felt like it cost a fortune. He wrapped it around himself and tied the belt, feeling simultaneously ridiculous and excited. When was the last time he'd worn a robe? Hotel room, maybe? Years ago?

He stood in front of the mirror for a moment. Just a guy. Average-looking Asian guy in his mid-twenties, decent shape from the gym but nothing special, wearing an expensive robe in a secret sex club. The absurdity of it made him laugh, a short nervous bark that echoed off the tile.

Then he opened the door to the main room and his breath caught.

The space was larger than he'd expected—maybe fifteen feet by twenty feet—and designed with the same careful attention to luxury and comfort as everything else he'd seen. The lighting was warm and indirect, hidden in recesses along the ceiling and behind panels, casting everything in a golden glow. The walls were a deep burgundy, textured fabric that absorbed sound. The floor was the same dark wood as the hallways, covered partially by a plush area rug in rich earth tones.

But the table dominated everything.

It sat in the center of the room, custom-built and clearly expensive. The frame was dark wood—walnut, maybe, or mahogany—with clean lines and expert joinery visible in the corners. The padded surface was covered in what looked like high-end microfiber in a deep charcoal gray, soft to the touch but firm enough to provide real support. And in the center, exactly as the photographs had shown, was the opening.

Circular, about eight inches in diameter, with edges that curved smoothly into the padding. The opening dropped down into darkness—Marcus couldn't see the attendant space below from this angle, just blackness. The padding around the opening was reinforced, firmer than the rest, clearly designed to support weight without pressing uncomfortably against sensitive areas.

Marcus approached slowly, his bare feet silent on the rug. Up close, he could see small details—adjustable supports on the sides for height modification, a small control panel near the head rest (probably for the lighting), careful stitching in the upholstery. This wasn't some DIY project. This was professional craftsmanship, custom work that probably cost thousands of dollars.

Ambient music played softly from hidden speakers—something instrumental with a slow, rhythmic pulse. Not quite sexy, not quite spa-like. Something in between. The room was warm, heated to just above comfortable, making the robe feel heavy.

Marcus let the robe fall to the floor.

Standing naked in the room felt surreal. His cock was already half-hard, had been since he'd opened that portfolio, and being naked in this space—knowing what was about to happen—made it stiffen further.

He climbed onto the table carefully, testing his weight. The padding compressed slightly but held firm. He positioned himself face-down, adjusting until his hips were centered over the opening. The face rest was positioned at the perfect angle, comfortable and supportive. His arms rested naturally on padded supports on either side.

And his cock hung down through the opening into empty space below.

The vulnerability hit him immediately. Face-down, completely exposed, his most sensitive parts dangling through a hole where someone he couldn't see would have complete access. He couldn't watch what was happening. Couldn't see who was touching him. Could only feel.

His heart hammered in his chest. This was insane. This was the most exposed he'd ever been in his life. What if—

"Hello, Marcus."

The voice came from below—soft, warm, with a hint of amusement that made his stomach flip.

"I'm Sophia. I'm going to take care of you today."

Her voice was younger than he'd expected—late twenties, maybe early thirties. There was a smile in it, genuine warmth that put him slightly more at ease.

"Just relax and let me work," she continued. "If anything's uncomfortable, just say so—we can adjust position, pressure, speed, anything you need. Otherwise, you don't need to say anything at all. Don't worry about performing or impressing me. This hour is entirely about your pleasure. Just breathe and feel. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes," Marcus managed, his voice muffled against the padded face rest. "I can do that."

"Good boy."

The praise sent an unexpected thrill through him. Something about her tone—approving, warm, slightly dominant—made his cock twitch in the empty air.

"First time at The Table?" Sophia asked.

"Yes."

"Mmm. I love first-timers. You're going to feel things you've never felt before. I promise you that." A pause. "You're already hard. That's good. That's very good. But we're going to make you much, much harder before we're done."

Marcus heard movement below—fabric rustling, something being moved into position. Then he felt it.

The first touch almost made him jump off the table.

Fingertips. Soft, warm, barely there. Trailing up the inside of his left thigh, feather-light, just exploring. Not his cock yet—just getting him used to being touched, letting his body adjust to having someone else's hands on him in this position.

"You're nervous," Sophia observed. "I can feel it in your muscles. All tense. That's normal, sweetheart. Everyone's nervous their first time. But I need you to try to relax for me. This works best when you let go. When you trust me to take care of you."

Her hands moved to his other thigh, the same gentle exploration. Up, down, learning the terrain of his body. Her touch was confident but patient, like she had all the time in the world.

"That's better," she murmured as Marcus consciously tried to release the tension in his legs. "Good. Just like that. Let me do all the work. You just lie there and feel."

Her hands moved higher, closer to where his cock hung through the opening. She traced the crease where his thigh met his groin, her fingernails dragging lightly across sensitive skin. Marcus bit back a groan.

"Sensitive there," Sophia noted, pleased. "I'll remember that."

Then her hand cupped his balls, gentle and exploratory, and Marcus genuinely did groan.

"There we go," she cooed. "Let me hear you. Don't hold back. I love hearing how you respond."

Her hand rolled his balls carefully, testing their weight, learning how sensitive he was. Her touch was perfect—firm enough to feel good, gentle enough not to hurt. She massaged slowly, her palm warm against sensitive skin, her fingers exploring every inch.

"Nice and full," she murmured appreciatively. "Bet you've been thinking about this all day. Bet you've been half-hard since you got that invitation."

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"Mmm. Building up a good load for me. I like that. I like a man who comes to me ready."

Her other hand wrapped around his shaft and Marcus's hips jerked involuntarily.

Her grip was perfect. Firm but not tight, her palm soft and warm, her fingers wrapping around his thickness with expert pressure. She didn't stroke yet—just held him, feeling his pulse, learning the shape and size of his cock.

"Very nice," Sophia said, genuine appreciation in her voice. "Thick. Good length. Responds well to touch—I felt you throb just from me gripping you. Uncut, which I love. And already leaking."

Marcus could feel it—precum beading at his tip, dripping slightly. He was so turned on it was almost embarrassing.

"Don't be embarrassed," Sophia said, like she could read his mind. "Leaking is good. It means you're excited. It means your body wants this. And I'm going to make you leak so much more before we're done."

She started stroking then. Slow, deliberate movements from base to tip, her hand gliding over his skin. No lube yet—just her dry palm creating delicious friction. Up, twist slightly at the head, down. Up, twist, down. A rhythm that was maddeningly steady and slow, designed to build rather than finish.

"How does that feel?" Sophia asked.

"Good. Really good."

"Just good?" There was teasing in her voice. "We can do better than good, Marcus. We're going to do so much better than good."

Her other hand continued massaging his balls while she stroked, creating dual sensations that made it hard to think. She varied her grip slightly on each stroke—tighter at the base, looser at the head, then reversing it. Learning what made him respond.

"You're throbbing in my hand," she observed. "Getting harder. Your cock likes this, doesn't it? Likes being stroked by someone who knows exactly what she's doing."

"Yes—fuck—yes."

"Good. Because I'm very, very good at this, Marcus. Stroking cock is what I do. It's my specialty. I've spent years learning exactly how to touch a man, exactly how to build pleasure, exactly how to make someone come so hard they forget their own name. And I'm going to use every bit of that skill on you."

Her hand left his cock for a moment and Marcus heard the sound of a pump bottle—unmistakable, mechanical. Then her hand returned, and everything changed.

Oil. Warm, slick, incredible oil that made her hand glide like silk over his skin.

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned into the padding.

"There we go," Sophia purred. "Now I can really work this beautiful cock."

With the oil, the sensation intensified a hundredfold. Her hand moved faster, smoother, creating a wet friction that felt impossibly good. She stroked from base to tip with long, flowing movements, twisting her wrist slightly as she reached the head, stimulating the sensitive corona and frenulum with expert precision.

"Listen to that," she said, and Marcus realized he could hear it—the wet sounds of her hand on his oiled cock, slick and obscene. "Listen to how wet your cock is for me. How slippery. My hand just glides right over you."

She was right. The oil made everything different. He could feel every subtle movement, every shift in pressure, every twist of her wrist. And she varied it constantly—never letting him get used to one sensation, always keeping him off-balance.

Fast strokes, then slow. Tight grip, then loose. Focus on the head, then the shaft. Sometimes she'd stroke all the way up and off the tip, letting his cock spring back, then capture it again on the downstroke. Sometimes she'd grip tight at the base and milk upward, forcing precum to bead at his tip.

And she talked. Constant, filthy encouragement from beneath the table.

"Such a nice thick cock. I love how hard you are for me. Love how you're leaking all over my hand. You've probably never had a handjob like this, have you, Marcus? Never had someone who really knew what they were doing. Never had someone who studied this like an art."

Marcus couldn't respond. His entire world had narrowed to the sensation of her hands, the sound of her voice, the wet rhythm of her stroking.

"I can tell you're getting close," Sophia continued. "Your cock is throbbing harder. Your breathing changed. Your balls are starting to tighten up in my other hand. But we're not done yet, sweetheart. We're not even close to done. I'm going to edge you. You know what that means?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Good. Then you know I'm going to bring you right to the edge of coming, and then I'm going to stop. And we're going to do that over and over until you're desperate. Until you're begging. Until coming is all you can think about. Because when you finally do come—when I finally let you—it's going to be the hardest orgasm of your life."

She proved it immediately. Her hand sped up, stroking faster, her grip tightening, her other hand massaging his balls with more pressure. Building, building, pleasure rising like a wave—

And then she stopped completely.

"Fuck—" Marcus gasped, his hips jerking, trying to find friction that wasn't there anymore.

"Breathe," Sophia commanded gently. "Just breathe. Let it settle."

Marcus panted into the padding, his cock throbbing desperately in empty air. He'd been so close. So fucking close.

"Good," Sophia said after a long moment. "Now we do it again."

Her hand wrapped around him again, slick with oil, and started stroking. Faster this time, knowing exactly what he responded to. She twisted at the head, dragged her palm over the sensitive underside, squeezed at the base. Building him up faster than before because his body was already primed, already desperate.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Feel how good it is. Feel how much your cock wants to come for me. It's throbbing so hard. Leaking so much. Your body is begging to release."

Up, up, up—pleasure rising, balls tightening, that telltale tension—

She stopped again.

"No—please—"

"Not yet, baby. We're just getting started."

This time when she started stroking again, Marcus felt something new. Warmth. Breath. Her face was close to his cock—he could feel her breathing on the tip.

"Have you ever been edged with someone's mouth, Marcus?"

"No—"

"Then you're in for a treat."

Her tongue touched the head of his cock—just the tip, just a light lick—and Marcus's entire body jerked.

"Sensitive," Sophia observed, amused. "So sensitive. I bet I could make you come just with my tongue if I wanted to."

She proved it by licking again, this time circling the head, her tongue tracing the ridge of his corona while her hand kept stroking the shaft. The dual sensation was incredible—wet heat from her tongue, slick friction from her hand, and he couldn't see any of it, could only feel.

Then she took him into her mouth.

Just the head at first, her lips sealing around him, her tongue working the underside while she sucked gently. Her hand continued stroking the shaft in rhythm with her mouth, creating a continuous wave of sensation from base to tip.

"Oh god—Sophia—"

She hummed around his cock, the vibration adding another layer of sensation, then took him deeper. Her mouth slid down his shaft inch by inch, her lips stretched around his thickness, until he felt the back of her throat.

And she held there. Just held, her throat swallowing around him, her nose pressed against his balls, taking his entire length.

Marcus's hands gripped the sides of the table. He was going to come. He was going to come right now, couldn't stop it, couldn't—

Sophia pulled off completely.

"Breathe," she commanded, her voice slightly rough. "Deep breaths. Control it."

Marcus panted, desperate, his cock throbbing violently in the air. A strand of precum dripped from his tip—he could feel it stretching down, probably landing on her or the floor below.

"Beautiful," Sophia murmured. "You're doing so well, Marcus. Most first-timers can't handle this much edging. But you're strong. You're controlling yourself. I'm proud of you."

The praise made him throb harder.

"I'm going to suck you again," she warned. "And this time I'm going to be aggressive. I'm going to show you what I can really do with my mouth. And you're going to hold back. You're not going to come until I give you permission. Understand?"

"I—I'll try—"

"You'll do more than try. You'll succeed. Because you're a good boy, aren't you, Marcus? You follow instructions. You please me by controlling yourself."

"Yes—"

"Then prove it."

Her mouth engulfed him again, but different this time. Faster. Hungrier. She bobbed her head rapidly, taking him deep over and over, her throat opening to swallow his length each time. Her hand worked what her mouth couldn't reach, stroking and twisting. She moaned around his cock, the sound sending vibrations through him.

The wet sounds of Sophia's mouth filled the room—slurping, gagging slightly when she took him too deep, the obscene symphony of expert oral service. Her hand worked his shaft in perfect coordination with her mouth, never letting up, never giving him a moment to cool down.

Marcus was making sounds he'd never made before—desperate whimpering noises, animal grunts, his hips trying to thrust despite the table keeping him in place. He was so close. So fucking close. His balls were tight and aching, his cock throbbing with every heartbeat, precum flowing steadily.

"Please—" he gasped. "Please, Sophia, I need—"

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock.

"Need to what?" Her voice was teasing, cruel in the best way.

"Need to come. Please. I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Yes you can." Her hand kept stroking, slow and lazy now. "You're stronger than you think, Marcus. Your body wants to come so badly. It's screaming to release. But your mind is stronger. You can control it. You can wait for permission."

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can. Because you're a good boy. Because you want to please me. And you please me by holding back. By proving you can handle what I give you."

Her mouth returned, but gentler this time. She licked the head of his cock like a lollipop, her tongue swirling around the corona, lapping up the precum that leaked steadily. Her hand massaged his balls, rolling them carefully, feeling how tight and full they were.

"So much cum built up in here," she murmured. "So much. When you finally release, you're going to explode. You're going to come harder than you've ever come in your life. Every muscle in your body is going to seize. You're going to see stars. And I'm going to swallow every drop."

The promise made his cock pulse violently.

Sophia laughed, delighted. "You like that idea. Like knowing I'm going to drink your cum. Swallow your load. Take everything you give me."

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"Soon, baby. Soon. But not yet."

She edged him three more times. Each cycle took him higher, made him more desperate, pushed him closer to the point where he genuinely couldn't hold back anymore. Her mouth, her hands, her voice—all working together to break down his control, to make him nothing but need and pleasure and desperation.

By the fifth edge, Marcus was begging. Actual begging, words pouring out of him without thought.

"Please, Sophia, please, I'll do anything, please let me come, I need it so bad, please, I can't take anymore, please—"

"Shh," she soothed, her hand stroking him gently. "I know, sweetheart. I know how badly you need it. Your cock is so hard it's probably hurting. Your balls are so tight and full. You're leaking like a faucet. I know."

"Then please—"

"Okay, Marcus." Her voice changed—became decisive, commanding. "You've been such a good boy. You've held back so well. You've earned your release. So when I put my mouth on you this time, you have permission to come. You understand? This time, you let go. You give me everything. You come as hard as you possibly can. Don't hold back at all. Just explode for me."

"Oh god—"

"Give me that load, Marcus. Give me everything."

Her mouth sealed around his cock and she sucked. Hard. Aggressive. Taking him deep, her throat opening, her tongue working the underside, her hand stroking fast and tight. No teasing now. No edging. Just focused, intense stimulation designed to make him explode.

It took maybe ten seconds.

The orgasm hit Marcus like a freight train. His entire body seized, every muscle going rigid, his hands gripping the table so hard his knuckles went white. His cock pulsed violently in Sophia's mouth—once, twice, three times—thick ropes of cum erupting from him.

Sophia swallowed. He felt her throat working, felt her taking everything he gave her, her mouth never leaving his cock. And he kept coming. Wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on painful, his vision whiting out, his brain shorting out everything except the feeling of release.

It went on forever. Or maybe it was just seconds. Marcus couldn't tell. Time had stopped meaning anything. There was only the pulsing, the pleasure, the feeling of emptying himself completely into Sophia's skilled mouth.

When it finally ended, when the last weak pulse had been milked from his cock, Marcus lay there shaking. His entire body felt like jelly. His mind was blank. He couldn't form thoughts beyond simple sensations—warm, good, floating.

Sophia's tongue licked him clean gently, making him twitch with oversensitivity. Then her hand released him, and he felt her shift position below.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice warm with genuine affection. "Such a good boy. That was beautiful, Marcus. You did so well. Held back when I asked, came when I gave permission. Perfect control."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could barely breathe.

"Take your time," Sophia continued softly. "Stay there as long as you need. Let your body recover. When you're ready, there's a shower in the changing area. Fresh towels. Take all the time you want. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?" he managed weakly.

"I really hope I see you again. That was special."

He heard movement below—a door opening, footsteps, the door closing. Then silence.

Marcus lay on the table for another ten minutes, maybe longer, his mind slowly reassembling itself. Holy fuck. That had been... he didn't even have words. Life-changing felt melodramatic but wasn't wrong. He'd never experienced anything like that. Never been edged like that, never been given permission to be completely selfish, never had someone so clearly skilled just... worship his cock.

When he finally managed to slide off the table, his legs were unsteady. He had to grab the edge for balance, standing there naked in the warm room, his softening cock still slick with Sophia's saliva and his own cum.

The shower in the changing area was incredible—perfect temperature, perfect pressure, expensive body wash that smelled like cedar. Marcus stood under the spray for a long time, letting the hot water bring him back to reality.

When he finally dressed and emerged into the corridor, Victoria was waiting. She smiled knowingly.

"How was your session, Mr. Chen?"

"I—" Marcus laughed, slightly hysterical. "Incredible. That was incredible."

"Sophia is quite talented. Would you like to establish regular appointments with her?"

The answer came without hesitation. "Yes. Absolutely yes."

"Excellent. Let's return to the consultation room and discuss membership options."

They walked back through the corridors, Marcus's legs still slightly shaky. In the consultation room, Victoria produced paperwork—clean, professional, discrete. Membership tiers, payment options, scheduling preferences.

"Most members start with monthly sessions," Victoria explained. "Though we also offer bi-weekly and weekly memberships if you prefer more frequent visits. You can book directly with Sophia through our scheduling system, or try other attendants if you'd like variety."

Marcus chose monthly to start—$400 per session, booked for the same time slot two weeks from now. His hand shook slightly as he signed the paperwork and entered his payment information.

"Welcome to The Table, Mr. Chen," Victoria said warmly. "We're delighted to have you as a member. Sophia will be notified of your return appointment. Is there anything else you need tonight?"

"No. Thank you. This was..." He trailed off, unable to articulate it.

"We understand," Victoria said with a slight smile. "Enjoy your evening."

Marcus walked out into the cool night air feeling fundamentally changed. That wasn't just a sexual experience. That was something else entirely—permission to receive, to be selfish, to be serviced by someone whose entire focus was his pleasure.

And he was already counting the days until he could go back.


Chapter 2: Return

Fourteen days had never felt longer.

Marcus tried to focus on work, on his normal life, on the routines that had always filled his time. But everything felt muted now. Distant. Like he was going through the motions while his real attention was elsewhere—on the memory of that table, that room, Sophia's hands and mouth working his cock with expert precision.

He jerked off thinking about it. Multiple times. Sometimes in the shower before work, sometimes late at night in bed, always replaying the same moments. The feeling of her tongue circling his head. The way she'd edged him until he was desperate. The command in her voice when she finally gave him permission to come.

His regular porn didn't do it anymore. Everything seemed fake, performative, aimed at cameras instead of genuine pleasure. He'd been spoiled. Ruined for anything less than what The Table offered.

The morning of his second appointment, Marcus woke with his cock already hard, anticipation thrumming through his body. He went through his day in a distracted haze—meetings he barely paid attention to, lunch he didn't taste, emails he answered on autopilot.

By the time 8:30 PM rolled around, he was in his car heading downtown, his heart pounding with the same nervous excitement as his first visit. But this time he knew what to expect. This time he knew what waited for him in Room Seven.

The black door opened to his touch. Victoria greeted him in the vestibule with the same professional warmth.

"Mr. Chen. Welcome back. Sophia is ready for you in Room Seven."

No consultation this time. No explanations. Just straight to the corridor, down the hallway, to the door with the intricate knot design.

"Enjoy your session," Victoria said, and left him there.

Marcus didn't hesitate. He opened the door and stepped inside.

The changing area smelled the same—eucalyptus and clean linen. He undressed quickly this time, less nervous, more eager. The robe felt familiar now. Comfortable.

In the main room, the table waited. The lighting was slightly different than last time—warmer, more golden—but everything else was the same. Perfect.

Marcus shed the robe and climbed onto the table, positioning himself face-down with his hips over the opening. His cock hung through into the darkness below, already half-hard with anticipation.

He didn't have to wait long.

"Hello again, Marcus."

Sophia's voice sent a thrill through him. Two weeks since he'd heard it, but he'd replayed it in his head so many times it felt familiar.

"Sophia," he breathed.

"Miss me?" There was amusement in her tone.

"Yes. God, yes."

"Mmm. Good. Because I've been thinking about you too. Thinking about this beautiful cock. About how well you responded to edging. About how hard you came for me."

Her hand wrapped around his shaft—already firmer than last time, less exploratory. She knew his cock now. Knew what he responded to.

"Already getting hard," she observed, stroking slowly. "Someone's eager."

"I've been thinking about this for two weeks."

"Oh?" Her hand squeezed slightly. "Tell me. What did you think about?"

"Your mouth. Your hands. The way you edged me. The way you... took control."

"Did you jerk off thinking about it?"

The question should have embarrassed him. Instead, it made his cock throb in her hand.

"Yes."

"How many times?"

"I don't know. A lot. Maybe... ten? Fifteen?"

Sophia laughed, delighted. "Fifteen times in two weeks. That's basically every day, Marcus. You really were obsessed."

"I couldn't help it."

"Don't apologize. I love it. I love knowing you went home and jerked your cock thinking about my mouth. About how I made you feel. That's exactly what I want."

Her hand started stroking properly now—still dry, warming him up. "But here's the thing, sweetheart. Your hand? Not as good as mine. Your imagination? Not as good as the real thing. So tonight, I'm going to remind you exactly why you've been so desperate to come back."

The pump bottle sound. Then oil, warm and slick, coating his cock as her hand glided over him.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned.

"There we go. Now we're getting started."

This session was different from the first. Last time had been about introduction, about learning his responses, about showing him what The Table could offer. This time, Sophia knew exactly what she was doing. Knew his sensitive spots, knew his limits, knew how to push him.

She edged him faster—building him up quickly, backing off just before he'd tip over, then starting again. No long recoveries. Just constant cycling between intense pleasure and desperate denial.

And she talked more. Filthy, explicit commentary that made everything hotter.

"Your cock gets so hard when I edge you. So fucking hard. Like a steel rod in my hand. And it leaks so much. Precum just dripping. Your body is begging to come but your mind is holding back. Such good control, Marcus. Such a good obedient boy for me."

Her mouth joined in earlier this time—no warm-up, just straight to aggressive sucking, taking him deep and fast, her throat opening around his cock.

"Oh god—Sophia—"

She pulled off. "Not yet. You don't come until I say so."

Three edges. Five. Seven. Marcus lost count. His world narrowed to her hands, her mouth, the aching need to come that she kept stoking and denying.

"Please," he gasped finally. "Please, I need—"

"I know what you need." Her hand stroked firmly. "You need to explode. You need to come so hard you can't think. You need me to drink every drop of cum from this desperate cock."

"Yes—"

"Then ask me nicely."

"Please, Sophia. Please let me come. Please."

"Such good manners." Her mouth engulfed him. "Come for me, Marcus. Right now. Give me everything."

His orgasm ripped through him even harder than the first time—maybe because he'd been anticipating it for two weeks, maybe because Sophia knew exactly how to work him now. He came in thick pulses, his cock throbbing violently, his entire body rigid with pleasure.

Sophia swallowed every drop, her throat working, her mouth never leaving him until he was completely empty.

Afterward, as Marcus lay there shaking, Sophia's voice came soft and warm from below.

"You're hooked now, aren't you?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted without shame.

"Good. Because I love having you here. Love working this cock. You're going to be one of my regulars, Marcus. I can tell."

She was right. Over the next three months, Marcus became exactly that—a regular. Every two weeks, sometimes every week when he couldn't wait longer. Always Room Seven. Always Sophia.

But as the weeks passed, curiosity started creeping in. The Table had other rooms, other services. The portfolio had mentioned VIP upgrades, multiple attendants, special experiences.

And Marcus was starting to wonder what else was waiting for him deeper in The Table's mysteries.


Chapter 3: Elevation

Three months of regular sessions with Sophia had fundamentally changed Marcus's relationship with pleasure. Every two weeks like clockwork—sometimes more frequently when he couldn't stand the wait—he'd drive to that unmarked building in the warehouse district, strip down in the changing area of Room Seven, and position himself face-down on that table. And every time, Sophia would work magic from below, edging him until he was desperate, making him beg, then finally granting permission to explode.

He'd become one of her regulars. She'd told him that during their last session, her voice warm with genuine affection as she stroked his sensitive cock after he'd come.

"You're one of my favorites, Marcus. Did you know that? I have maybe six regulars who book consistently, and you're genuinely one of my favorites to work with. You respond so beautifully. You trust me completely. And your cock is just... perfect for edging."

The praise had made him throb even in his post-orgasm sensitivity.

But lately, Marcus had been wondering. The Table offered more than standard sessions. The original portfolio had mentioned VIP upgrades, multiple-attendant scenarios, custom experiences. And after three months of the same routine—incredible as it was—curiosity was starting to build.

What else was out there? What other rooms existed beyond Room Seven? What did a VIP session even look like?

He'd been too nervous to ask during his sessions. Sophia was perfect. Why mess with perfection? But the curiosity gnawed at him, persistent and growing.

It was Victoria who finally brought it up.

Marcus had just finished a session—his legs still shaky, his mind still floating in post-orgasm bliss—when Victoria intercepted him in the corridor instead of letting him find his own way out.

"Mr. Chen. A moment, if you don't mind?"

"Of course." Marcus straightened his shirt, trying to look more composed than he felt.

"You've been a member for three months now. Consistent attendance, excellent feedback from Sophia, no issues whatsoever. We're very pleased to have you." Victoria smiled, her dark eyes assessing him. "Given your tenure, I wanted to extend an invitation. We have VIP membership tiers that offer... enhanced experiences. I think you might be interested."

Marcus's pulse quickened. "What kind of enhanced experiences?"

"Why don't we discuss it in the consultation room? I can show you the options."

Back in the familiar leather chair, Victoria produced a different portfolio—this one bound in deep burgundy leather with gold embossing. Inside were photographs that made Marcus's breath catch.

The rooms were different. Larger. More elaborate. One showed a table that looked similar to what he was used to, but with modifications—attachment points on the sides, what looked like restraint cuffs hanging from elegant hooks. Another showed a room with mirrors on the ceiling, the table positioned beneath them so the person lying down could watch their own reflection—and presumably see the attendant working below if they wanted.

But it was the third photograph that made his cock stir despite having just come twenty minutes ago.

Two women. Both beautiful, both positioned beneath an oversized table, both looking up through the opening with expressions that managed to be both professional and hungry.

"Multiple-attendant sessions," Victoria explained, noticing where his attention had fixed. "One of our most popular VIP offerings. Two attendants working in coordination, or taking turns, or competing for your pleasure depending on your preference. The sensations are... considerably more intense than solo sessions."

"How does it work?" Marcus's voice came out rougher than intended.

"You'd be assigned a primary attendant—Sophia, in your case, if you'd like to maintain that relationship. She would then select a secondary attendant whose skills complement hers. They collaborate before your session to design an experience tailored specifically to you. During the session, they work together from below, coordinating their efforts to maximize your pleasure."

Victoria turned the page. More photographs. Different table configurations. Different room setups. Each more elaborate than the last.

"We also offer extended VIP sessions—two hours instead of one. Tantric sessions with energy work and meditation. Sensory deprivation sessions where you wear a blindfold and noise-canceling headphones, eliminating everything except physical sensation. Dominant sessions where the attendant takes complete control, including when and how you're allowed to come. And for our most established members, we have the Apex Suite."

She turned to the final page, and Marcus's jaw dropped.

The photograph showed a room that looked more like a luxury hotel suite than anything he'd seen at The Table so far. Dark wood, soft lighting, a massive table in the center that looked custom-built on an entirely different scale. And beneath it, visible in the photograph, three women positioned on what looked like a padded platform with individual workstations.

"The Apex Suite offers our ultimate experience," Victoria explained. "Three attendants, two hours, complete customization of the session flow. It's our most exclusive offering—we only book it for members who've demonstrated they can handle intense, prolonged stimulation without losing control. The goal is to push you beyond what you thought possible."

Marcus swallowed hard. "How much?"

"Standard VIP double-attendant session is eight hundred for ninety minutes. The Apex Suite is two thousand for two hours."

Two thousand dollars. For two hours. That was insane. That was—

"I want to try it," Marcus heard himself say.

Victoria's smile widened slightly. "The double-attendant session or the Apex Suite?"

"Start with double-attendant. Build up to Apex."

"Wise choice. Let me check availability with Sophia and coordinate with potential secondary attendants. Are there any particular preferences? Body type, ethnicity, specific skills?"

Marcus thought about it. "I trust Sophia's judgment. She knows what I respond to."

"Excellent. I'll reach out to her and we'll coordinate a session. How does two weeks from now sound? That gives us time to properly prepare."

"Perfect."

The next two weeks were torture. Knowing what was coming, imagining what two women working together might feel like, wondering how Sophia would coordinate with someone else—it all consumed his thoughts. He jerked off even more than usual, sometimes twice a day, fantasizing about scenarios that probably bore no resemblance to reality.

Finally, the day arrived.

Marcus showed up thirty minutes early, too nervous and excited to wait at home any longer. Victoria greeted him with her usual professional warmth.

"Mr. Chen. Your session is in the Venus Suite tonight—that's our premier VIP room. Sophia selected Jasmine as her partner for your session. You may remember Jasmine from the original portfolio—she specializes in high-intensity stimulation. Together, they've designed what they're calling an 'intensity progression' session. Sophia will start you off with her usual slow-build approach, then Jasmine will take over with more aggressive techniques, then they'll work together to finish you. Does that sound acceptable?"

Acceptable? It sounded fucking incredible.

"Yes. That sounds perfect."

"Wonderful. The Venus Suite is this way."

They went deeper into The Table than Marcus had ever been—down corridors he hadn't seen before, past doors with symbols he didn't recognize. Finally, Victoria stopped at a door marked with an intricate design that looked like intertwining vines.

"The Venus Suite. The changing area is larger and includes amenities—champagne, chocolates, anything you might want before or after. The session is ninety minutes, but you're welcome to stay in the suite for up to two hours total. Enjoy, Mr. Chen."

The changing area was indeed more luxurious—heated marble floors, a full wet bar, plush robes in multiple sizes. Marcus poured himself a glass of champagne with shaking hands and downed it quickly for courage, then undressed and donned a robe.

The main room took his breath away.

It was easily twice the size of Room Seven. The table in the center was larger, the padding looking even more luxurious. But the most striking difference was the mirrors—they covered the entire ceiling, angled perfectly so someone lying on the table could see their own reflection and, presumably, the space below.

Marcus approached the table slowly. Unlike Room Seven's simple opening, this one had subtle modifications—the edges were slightly raised, creating a more defined channel, and there were small controls embedded in the padding near where his hands would rest.

He shed the robe and climbed on, positioning himself carefully. His cock hung through the opening into darkness below, already hardening with anticipation.

In the ceiling mirror, he could see himself—naked, face-down, vulnerable. It was intensely arousing in a way he hadn't expected.

"Hello, Marcus."

Sophia's voice, familiar and warm. But then a second voice joined—younger, with a slight accent he couldn't place.

"And hello from me. I'm Jasmine. Sophia's told me so much about you."

"She has?" Marcus managed.

"Mmm. She says you have a beautiful cock, excellent control, and you respond incredibly well to edging and praise. She also says you taste delicious and come like a fire hose when you finally let go."

Despite everything, Marcus felt heat creep up his neck. Hearing Sophia talk about him to another attendant, describing his responses, sharing details about his cock—it was embarrassing and incredibly hot at the same time.

"I hope I live up to expectations," he said.

"Oh, I think you will." Jasmine's voice had a teasing quality. "But let's find out, shall we?"

The first touch came from Sophia—he recognized her immediately, the familiar warmth of her hands, the specific way she cupped his balls before wrapping around his shaft.

"Missed you," she murmured. "Two weeks is too long between sessions, Marcus. We should get you on a weekly schedule."

"I'd like that," he admitted.

"Mmm. Good. Because I love this cock. Love making it hard. Love making you beg."

Her hand stroked him slowly, warming him up with familiar movements. Oil appeared—warm and slick—and she worked it over his shaft with expert precision.

Then a second pair of hands joined in.

Marcus gasped. The sensation of two different people touching him simultaneously was overwhelming. Sophia's hand on his shaft, Jasmine's hands massaging his balls and inner thighs, both working together to build sensation.

"Oh fuck—"

"That's just the beginning," Jasmine purred. "We're going to make you feel things you didn't know were possible."

If Marcus had thought one skilled attendant was intense, two was exponentially more so. They coordinated perfectly—when Sophia stroked up, Jasmine squeezed his balls. When Sophia's hand twisted at the head, Jasmine's fingers traced sensitive spots on his inner thighs. Never overwhelming, always building, creating layers of sensation.

Then Sophia's mouth joined in.

She sucked his cock while Jasmine's hands kept working his balls and thighs, the dual stimulation making Marcus moan into the padded face rest. He glanced up at the ceiling mirror and could see his own body trembling, see his ass clenching with each wave of pleasure.

"You like watching?" Jasmine asked, clearly noticing where his attention had gone.

"Yes—"

"Good. Keep watching. Watch how your body responds to us. Watch yourself lose control."

Sophia edged him once, twice, backing off just before he'd tip over. Then she pulled off completely and he heard her say, "Your turn."

Jasmine's mouth was different. More aggressive, like her description had promised. She took him deep immediately, her throat opening, then pulled back and sucked hard on just the head. Fast, intense, overwhelming.

"Oh god—Jasmine—"

"That's it," Sophia encouraged from wherever she'd moved to. "Feel the difference. Feel how she works you. She's more intense than me. More aggressive. But don't come yet, Marcus. You hold back."

Jasmine edged him faster than Sophia ever had—building him up in maybe thirty seconds, backing off, then building again. Relentless. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him in place while her mouth worked.

Then both of them together.

Marcus felt two mouths on his cock simultaneously—impossible, but unmistakable. One on the head, one lower on the shaft, both sucking and licking and creating sensations he'd never experienced. They must have positioned themselves on either side, both reaching up, both working different parts of his cock.

"Fuck—oh fuck—I can't—"

"Don't come," Sophia commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

Marcus watched in the ceiling mirror as his body shook, as his fists clenched the table, as he fought desperately against the orgasm building in his balls. Two mouths. Two sets of hands. Coordinated assault on every sensitive spot.

They backed off together, leaving him gasping and throbbing in empty air.

"Good boy," Jasmine praised. "Such good control. Most men would have blown already."

"We've trained him well," Sophia added, proud. "He knows how to hold back. Don't you, Marcus?"

"Yes—" Marcus panted. "For you—I'll hold back—"

"That's our good boy."

The session continued in waves of intensity—sometimes Sophia's gentle building approach, sometimes Jasmine's aggressive assault, sometimes both together creating overwhelming sensation. They edged him over and over, bringing him to the brink and pulling back, making him desperate.

Somewhere around the hour mark, Marcus started begging.

"Please—please, I need to come—I can't take anymore—please—"

"Not yet," Sophia said firmly. "We have thirty minutes left and we're going to use every second."

"I can't—"

"You can." Jasmine's hand gripped his cock firmly. "And you will. Because we're not done playing with this beautiful cock yet."

They pushed him harder in the final thirty minutes. Faster edges, less recovery time, more aggressive stimulation. Marcus's world narrowed to sensation—the wet heat of their mouths, the slick friction of their hands, the throbbing desperate ache in his balls.

Finally—finally—Sophia's voice came soft and commanding: "Okay, Marcus. You've earned it. When Jasmine's mouth goes on your cock this time, you come. You understand? You let go completely. You give us everything."

"Yes—god yes—"

"But," Jasmine added with wicked amusement, "you have to come while both our mouths are on you. While we're both licking and sucking together. You're going to explode while feeling both of us. Can you do that?"

"Yes—please—"

"Then come for us, Marcus. Right now. Come."

Both mouths engulfed him from different angles and Marcus's orgasm detonated like a bomb. His entire body seized, every muscle locking, his cock pulsing violently as he came harder than he'd ever come in his life. He felt cum erupting from him, felt both women's mouths working to catch it, swallowing, licking, taking everything.

It went on forever—wave after wave of pleasure so intense it almost hurt, his vision whiting out completely, his mind shutting down everything except the sensation of release.

When he finally came back to himself, he was sobbing into the face rest—actual tears streaming down his face from the intensity. His entire body trembled uncontrollably.

"Shh," Sophia soothed, her hand stroking his softening cock gently. "You're okay. You did so well. That was beautiful."

"Fucking incredible," Jasmine agreed. "Best response I've seen in months."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could barely think. Could only lie there shaking while they cleaned him gently, their hands soft and caring.

"Stay as long as you need," Sophia said softly. "And Marcus? When you're ready for the Apex Suite... let us know. Because you just proved you can handle it."

Marcus spent a week in a daze after the double-attendant session. His mind kept replaying moments—the feeling of two mouths on his cock simultaneously, the coordination between Sophia and Jasmine, the way they'd built him up and torn him down over ninety minutes until he'd literally cried from the intensity of his orgasm.

Regular porn was completely ruined for him now. He'd tried watching some out of habit, scrolling through his usual sites, but everything felt flat and performative. How could amateur videos or even professional shoots compare to what he'd experienced? To being worshipped by two skilled women whose only focus was maximizing his pleasure?

He jerked off to the memory instead. Multiple times. Sometimes in the shower, hot water cascading over him while he stroked his cock and imagined Sophia's patient edging combined with Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Sometimes late at night in bed, his hand moving faster as he remembered the moment they'd both sucked him together, bringing him to an orgasm so powerful he'd sobbed.

But even his memories were starting to feel insufficient. He wanted more. Wanted to experience it again. Wanted to push further.

The Apex Suite.

Sophia's words echoed in his mind: When you're ready for the Apex Suite... let us know. Because you just proved you can handle it.

Three attendants. Two hours. The ultimate experience that The Table offered.

Was he ready? Could he handle something even more intense than what he'd just experienced?

There was only one way to find out.

Marcus called The Table's private scheduling line—a number Victoria had given him after his VIP session. A professional voice answered, warm but efficient.

"The Table, how may I assist you?"

"This is Marcus Chen, member number 2847. I'd like to inquire about booking the Apex Suite."

A brief pause, the sound of typing. "Mr. Chen, yes. I see you recently completed a double-attendant VIP session with excellent feedback. The Apex Suite is available, though we do require consultation before booking to ensure the experience is tailored properly. When would you be available for a planning session?"

"Planning session?"

"Yes. The Apex Suite experience is completely customized. You'll meet with your primary attendant—Sophia, I believe?—along with Victoria to discuss your preferences, limits, and goals for the session. This allows us to design an experience specifically for you."

The idea of sitting down and discussing his sexual preferences in detail made Marcus's stomach flip with nervous excitement. "When's the soonest you can schedule that?"

"How about tomorrow evening? Six PM?"

"Perfect."

The next day crawled by. Marcus tried to focus on work—there was a presentation he needed to prepare, market analysis that required his attention—but his mind kept wandering. What would they ask him? What did he even want from the Apex experience beyond "more intense"?

At 5:45 PM, he was parking outside The Table, fifteen minutes early because sitting at home had become unbearable.

Victoria greeted him in a consultation room he hadn't seen before—larger than the first one, with a conference table and comfortable chairs. Sophia was already there, and seeing her in person rather than just hearing her voice from below the table was surreal.

She was beautiful. Mid-thirties, with warm brown eyes and dark blonde hair pulled back in a loose bun. She wore a simple black dress, professional but with an edge of sensuality. When she smiled at him, Marcus felt his cock stir.

"Marcus," she said warmly, standing to greet him. "It's good to finally meet you face-to-face. Well, fully face-to-face."

He laughed nervously. "You too. This is... different."

"Good different, I hope." She gestured to a chair. "Please, sit. Let's talk about the Apex Suite."

Victoria poured him a scotch—the good stuff, he'd learned to recognize—and took her own seat. "The Apex Suite is our pinnacle offering, Mr. Chen. Three attendants, two hours, complete customization. To design the experience properly, we need to understand what you're seeking. What you want to feel. What boundaries you have, if any."

"I..." Marcus took a sip of scotch for courage. "I don't really know what I'm seeking beyond... more. More intensity. More of what I felt during the double session."

Sophia leaned forward. "Let me ask you some questions, and you answer honestly. No judgment, no wrong answers. First: during our regular sessions and the VIP session, what moments were the most intense for you? What made you feel the best?"

Marcus thought about it. "The edging. When you brought me right to the edge and then stopped. The desperation of needing to come but not being allowed to. And then... the permission. When you finally told me I could let go. That moment of release after all that denial."

Sophia nodded, taking notes. "So you respond to denial and control. To being told when you can and can't come. What else?"

"The praise. When you called me a good boy. When you told me I was doing well. That I was pleasing you by holding back."

"Praise and approval. You like knowing you're performing well for us." More notes. "What about the physical sensations? What felt best?"

"Your mouth," Marcus said immediately, then felt heat creep up his neck. "Both your mouths. The combination of hand and mouth. And the oil. The slickness. The way you could just... glide over my cock endlessly."

"Multiple simultaneous sensations. Oral and manual combined. Good." Sophia exchanged a glance with Victoria. "Now, harder question: are there things you've fantasized about but haven't experienced yet? Things that seem too intense or too weird or too... much?"

Marcus swallowed hard. This was it. The moment to be completely honest about his desires.

"I've thought about... being restrained. Not being able to move at all. Being completely helpless while you work on me. And I've thought about... multiple orgasms. Being forced to come more than once. Being milked until there's nothing left."

Sophia's eyes lit up. "Oh, we can absolutely do both of those things. The Apex Suite table has integrated restraint points. And forced multiple orgasms with three attendants? That's literally what we specialize in."

"There's more," Marcus continued, emboldened by her enthusiasm. "I've thought about being blindfolded. Not being able to see anything. Just sensation. And I've thought about... edging for longer than usual. Like, extended denial. Bringing me close over and over for the full two hours before finally letting me come."

Victoria made notes on her tablet. "Extended edging with ultimate denial, multiple forced orgasms, sensory deprivation, full restraint, praise and control dynamics. This is an excellent framework."

"Let's talk about attendant selection," Sophia said. "You've experienced me and Jasmine. For the Apex Suite, we need a third. Based on what you've told me, I'm thinking Valentina. She specializes in dominant energy and control. She's excellent at psychological play—building anticipation, giving commands, making you feel truly owned during a session. Does that appeal to you?"

The idea of being controlled by three women simultaneously made Marcus's cock harden visibly in his pants. From Sophia's knowing smile, she noticed.

"I think that's a yes," she said with amusement. "Here's what I'm proposing for your Apex experience: full restraint from the start. Blindfold optional but recommended—it intensifies everything. Three phases over two hours. Phase one: extended edging with all three of us taking turns, building you up slowly, denying you repeatedly. Phase two: first forced orgasm—we make you come, but we don't stop stimulating you afterward. We keep going through your sensitivity until you're hard again. Phase three: final extended edging leading to the most intense orgasm we can possibly give you. Throughout everything, praise and control, telling you what a good boy you are, commanding your responses, owning your pleasure completely."

Marcus could barely breathe. "That sounds... perfect."

"We'll use specialized equipment for the Apex Suite," Victoria added. "Medical-grade restraints that won't chafe. Multiple types of lubricant optimized for extended sessions. Cock rings if needed to maintain your erection between orgasms. We'll also have a safe word—something simple you can say at any point if you need to slow down or stop."

"What safe word do you recommend?"

"Red is standard. Yellow for 'slow down,' red for 'stop completely.' Simple, clear, no ambiguity."

"That works."

Sophia stood and walked over to where he sat, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Marcus, I want to be very clear about something. The Apex Suite is intense. It will push you beyond anything you've experienced. You may cry, you may beg, you may feel things that overwhelm you. That's normal and expected. But we're professionals. We know how to read your body, how to push without breaking, how to give you exactly what you need even when it feels like too much. Do you trust me?"

Marcus looked up at her. "Yes. Completely."

"Good boy." She squeezed his shoulder. "Then let's schedule your session. When do you want to do this?"

"As soon as possible."

Victoria checked her tablet. "The Apex Suite has an opening in ten days. Saturday evening, eight PM to ten PM."

"Book it."
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The next ten days were the longest of Marcus's life. He couldn't think about anything else. Work suffered—he missed deadlines, zoned out in meetings, gave presentations that were barely coherent. His friends noticed something was different but he couldn't explain. How could he tell them he was counting down to a two-hour session where three beautiful women would edge him, force multiple orgasms from him, and essentially break him down and rebuild him through pure sexual intensity?

He jerked off constantly, trying to take the edge off the anticipation. It didn't help. If anything, it made it worse—every orgasm left him wanting the real thing, wanting Sophia's skilled hands and mouth, wanting the intensity only The Table could provide.

Finally, Saturday arrived.

Marcus spent the day in a haze of nervous energy. He showered three times, unsure why—they'd seen his body before, knew every inch of his cock, had swallowed his cum multiple times. But this felt different. More significant. Like he was preparing for something transformative.

At 7:30 PM, he was in his car, driving downtown through Saturday evening traffic. The warehouse district was quieter on weekends—most of the businesses closed, the streets empty except for the occasional pedestrian. The Table's unmarked building stood dark and mysterious as always.

Victoria greeted him at the door, but this time she led him in a different direction—not to the consultation room or Room Seven, but down a corridor he'd never seen before, past doors marked with symbols that seemed more elaborate and ornate than the standard rooms.

At the end of the hallway was a door unlike any other in The Table. No simple symbol or number—this one had an intricate design that looked like it had been hand-carved into the dark wood: three intertwined circles forming a complex pattern.

"The Apex Suite," Victoria said, producing a key. "Everything you requested has been prepared. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina are waiting for you below. The safe words are yellow and red. The session is two hours, but you're welcome to stay in the suite for up to three hours total to recover. Are you ready?"

Marcus took a deep breath. "Yes."

"Then enjoy your experience, Mr. Chen. I'll see you on the other side."

She unlocked the door and gestured him inside.

The changing area of the Apex Suite was more like a luxury hotel bathroom than anything Marcus had seen at The Table before. Marble everything—floors, counters, shower enclosure. A full wet bar with premium liquor. A plush sofa for relaxing. Heated towel racks with multiple robes. And on the counter, laid out like medical instruments, were items that made his pulse race: a soft leather blindfold, what looked like professional restraint cuffs, and several bottles of specialized lubricant.

Marcus undressed slowly, folding his clothes with trembling hands. He poured himself two fingers of whiskey and downed it for courage, feeling the burn settle in his stomach. Then he donned a robe and approached the door to the main suite.

The room beyond took his breath away.

It was massive—easily thirty feet by thirty feet—with vaulted ceilings and indirect lighting that could be adjusted to different colors and intensities. The walls were covered in sound-dampening fabric in deep burgundy. The floor was dark hardwood partially covered by an enormous plush rug.

But the table dominated everything.

It was larger than any he'd seen—custom-built on a scale that seemed almost excessive. The padding was thick and luxurious, covered in charcoal microfiber that looked incredibly soft. The opening in the center was standard size, but the table had visible modifications: restraint points integrated into the frame at strategic locations, adjustable supports that could modify the height and angle, and controls embedded near the head rest that probably adjusted lighting and other environmental factors.

And mirrors. The entire ceiling was mirrored, offering a complete view of the table and anyone on it from above.

Marcus shed the robe and approached the table, his cock already hardening with anticipation. He climbed onto the padding carefully, positioning himself face-down with his hips over the opening. The padding compressed perfectly, supporting his weight while remaining soft against his skin.

Below, through the opening, he could hear movement. Voices murmuring—three distinct voices, though he couldn't make out words. They were down there. Waiting. Preparing.

"Hello, Marcus."

Sophia's voice, familiar and warm.

"Hello from me as well." Jasmine's voice, younger and playful.

"And from me." A third voice—deeper, richer, with an unmistakable tone of command. Valentina.

"Three of you," Marcus breathed.

"Three of us," Valentina confirmed. "All focused entirely on you. On this beautiful cock hanging through our table. On making you feel pleasure beyond anything you've experienced. Are you ready for us, Marcus?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?" Valentina's voice held a sharp edge.

Marcus understood immediately. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. You learn fast. Sophia tells me you respond well to control and commands. To being told what to do, when to come, when to hold back. Is that true?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Excellent. Then here are the rules for the next two hours: You do not come without permission. You do not move without permission. You address all three of us as Mistress. You communicate clearly—if something is too much, you say yellow. If you need to stop, you say red. Everything else, you endure. You trust us to push you, to break you down, to rebuild you. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Perfect. Sophia, would you do the honors?"

Hands touched his ankles—firm, professional. Marcus felt restraints being attached, soft leather cuffs that buckled securely but didn't cut off circulation. His ankles were secured to attachment points on the table, spreading his legs slightly, making him even more vulnerable.

More hands worked on his wrists, securing them to points near his shoulders. He tested the restraints experimentally—they held firm. He couldn't move his arms or legs more than an inch or two. He was completely immobilized.

"And now the blindfold," Sophia said softly. "This is going to intensify everything, Marcus. Without sight, every touch will feel stronger. Every sensation will overwhelm you. Trust us to guide you."

Soft leather pressed over his eyes, blocking out all light. Buckled behind his head. Adjusted until it was snug but comfortable.

Marcus lay there in complete darkness, unable to move, unable to see, his cock hanging through the opening into space occupied by three women whose faces he couldn't see and bodies he couldn't touch.

The vulnerability was total. The submission complete.

And his cock was rock hard.

"Look at that," Valentina purred. "Already hard and we haven't even touched him yet. Such an eager boy. Such a responsive cock. We're going to have so much fun with you, Marcus."

The first touch came without warning—a hand wrapping around his shaft, gripping firmly. He couldn't tell whose hand it was. Couldn't see, couldn't anticipate.

"Do you know who's touching you?" Jasmine's voice asked.

"No, Mistress."

"Good. You don't need to know. You just need to feel."

The hand stroked slowly, up and down, learning his length. Then a second hand joined—cupping his balls, massaging gently. Two people touching him, but he had no idea who.

Then a third hand—fingers trailing up his inner thigh, teasing sensitive skin.

All three. All touching him simultaneously. Three different sensations from three different directions, and he couldn't see any of it, could only feel.

"Your cock is beautiful, Marcus," Sophia's voice said. "Thick and hard and leaking already. We're going to worship this cock for two hours. We're going to make it feel things it's never felt before. Are you ready for that?"

"Yes, Mistress."

The pump bottle sound—unmistakable even in darkness. Then oil, warm and slick, being worked over his shaft by multiple hands. They all stroked him together, their hands gliding over his slick skin in a coordinated rhythm that made him groan.

"That's it," Valentina encouraged. "Let us hear you. Don't hold back your sounds. We want to hear every moan, every gasp, every desperate noise you make."

They built him up slowly, methodically. Three sets of hands taking turns—sometimes all stroking together, sometimes passing his cock between them like a relay, sometimes focusing on different parts simultaneously. Shaft, head, balls, sensitive spots he didn't even know he had. All while he lay there in darkness, unable to see, unable to move, completely at their mercy.

Then one of them took him in her mouth—deep and sudden, making him cry out.

"Oh fuck—"

Whoever it was sucked hard, taking him to the root, her throat opening. Another hand massaged his balls while the third set of fingers traced patterns on his inner thighs. Three women working him, coordinated, overwhelming.

The mouth pulled off. A second mouth took its place—different technique, more aggressive, bobbing fast. Then a third mouth—teasing, licking just the head while hands stroked the shaft.

They rotated. Back and forth. Each woman taking turns sucking his cock while the others used their hands. Marcus couldn't track who was who. Couldn't anticipate. Could only feel sensation building, pleasure mounting, his orgasm approaching.

"Getting close, aren't you?" Valentina asked.

"Yes, Mistress—"

"Too bad. You don't have permission to come yet."

All stimulation stopped instantly. Marcus groaned in frustration, his cock throbbing desperately in empty air.

"We're going to edge you for the next hour," Valentina continued, her voice calm and commanding. "Over and over. Bringing you right to the brink and stopping. Building that pressure in your balls until you feel like you'll explode. Making you desperate. Making you beg. And you will not come. You will hold back. Because you're a good boy who obeys his Mistresses. Aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then let's begin."

For the next sixty minutes, they destroyed him.

There was no other word for it. Three skilled professionals working in perfect coordination to systematically break down Marcus's control, his composure, his ability to think about anything except the desperate need to come.

They edged him in cycles. Sometimes all three mouths on him at once—impossible geometry that his blindfolded mind couldn't parse, just wet heat and suction from multiple angles. Sometimes one mouth while six hands worked the rest of his body. Sometimes just hands, three different grips and techniques creating sensations that built on each other exponentially.

And they talked. Constant filthy encouragement, praise, commands, psychological warfare designed to heighten every physical sensation.

"Such a good boy," Sophia murmured, her hand stroking his slick shaft. "Holding back so well for us. Your cock is throbbing so hard—I can feel your pulse. You want to come so badly but you're controlling yourself. Making us proud."

"Look at how much he's leaking," Jasmine added, her tongue licking precum from his tip. "Dripping like a faucet. His body is begging to release but his mind is strong. Such beautiful control."

"But we're going to break that control," Valentina promised, her voice dark with promise. "We're going to edge you until you can't think. Until coming is the only thought in your head. Until you'd do anything, promise anything, beg for anything just to be allowed to release."

She was right.

By the twentieth edge—or maybe it was the thirtieth, Marcus had lost count—he was making sounds he'd never made before. Animalistic whimpering, desperate groaning, his hips trying uselessly to thrust against restraints that held him perfectly still.

"Please," he gasped into the darkness. "Please, Mistresses, I need—"

"Need what?" Valentina asked, her hand gripping his cock firmly at the base.

"Need to come—please—I can't take anymore—"

"Yes you can. Your body is stronger than you think. And we're not done playing with this beautiful cock yet."

A mouth engulfed him—Sophia's, he thought, based on the slow deliberate technique—taking him deep and holding there. Her throat swallowed around his shaft while other hands massaged his balls, stroked his thighs, touched everywhere except where he needed it most.

The edge built fast—too fast. He was so primed, so desperate, that even gentle stimulation threatened to tip him over.

"Don't come," Valentina commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

Marcus panted, fighting his own body, fighting the orgasm that wanted to explode from him. Sweat dripped down his face. His muscles trembled. His cock throbbed violently.

The mouth pulled off just in time.

"Good boy!" Sophia praised. "You held it. You controlled it even when it seemed impossible. We're so proud of you."

The praise made him throb harder, made precum leak in steady streams.

"He loves being praised," Jasmine observed. "Watch—every time we call him a good boy, his cock pulses. It's adorable."

"Such a good boy," Valentina repeated, and Marcus felt his cock jump in response. "So obedient. So desperate to please us. To prove he can handle what we give him."

They edged him faster now, building him up in thirty seconds, backing off, building again. No recovery time. Just constant cycling between overwhelming pleasure and desperate denial.

Marcus started crying. Actual tears soaking into the blindfold, his voice cracking as he begged.

"Please—Mistresses—please let me come—I'll do anything—please—I need it so bad—"

"Anything?" Valentina's voice was sharp with interest. "You'd do anything to come right now?"

"Yes—anything—please—"

"Would you let us milk you dry? Force orgasm after orgasm from this cock until you have nothing left? Even when it hurts? Even when you're oversensitive and begging us to stop?"

"Yes—yes, please—"

"Good. Because that's exactly what Phase Two is. But first, you've earned your first release. When Jasmine's mouth goes on you this time, you have permission to come. You understand? This time, you let go. You give us everything. You come as hard as you possibly can."

"Thank you—thank you, Mistresses—"

"But Marcus?" Valentina's voice held a warning. "After you come, we don't stop. We keep stimulating you. Through your orgasm, through your sensitivity, until you're hard again. That's when the real test begins. Can you handle that?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then come for us. Now."

Jasmine's mouth sealed around his cock and sucked with aggressive intensity while multiple hands worked his shaft and balls. The stimulation was overwhelming, coordinated, designed specifically to make him explode.

Marcus's orgasm detonated after sixty minutes of denial. His entire body went rigid against the restraints, every muscle locking, his cock pulsing violently as cum erupted from him in thick ropes. He screamed—actual screaming—the pleasure so intense it was almost pain.

And true to Valentina's warning, they didn't stop.

Jasmine kept sucking, her mouth working him through his orgasm, swallowing his cum while her hands kept stroking. The sensitivity hit immediately—his cock so oversensitive that every touch bordered on painful. But the restraints held him in place. He couldn't pull away, couldn't escape the continued stimulation.

"Oh god—oh fuck—stop—too much—"

"No stopping," Valentina said firmly. "This is what you agreed to. This is Phase Two. We're going to keep touching you, keep sucking you, until you're hard again. And then we're going to make you come again."

"I can't—I can't get hard again—not this soon—"

"Yes you can. Your body is capable of so much more than you think. Trust us."

They proved it. Despite the oversensitivity, despite his protests, they kept working him. Softer touches now, understanding the sensitivity, but never stopping. Sophia's gentle stroking, Jasmine's careful licking, Valentina's massaging of his balls and perineum.

And impossibly, incredibly, Marcus felt himself hardening again.

"There we go," Sophia praised. "Look at that. Your cock is responding already. Such a good, obedient cock. Getting hard for us even when your mind says it's impossible."

Within five minutes, he was fully erect again, his cock standing hard despite having just come. The sensitivity had faded to a deep, throbbing arousal that was almost more intense than before.

"Perfect," Valentina purred. "Now we're going to make you come again. But this time, we're going to make it last. We're going to build you up slowly, edge you a few more times, then force another orgasm from you. And you're going to take it. You're going to be our good boy and give us another load. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus whimpered.

The second round of edging was somehow more intense than the first. His cock was hypersensitive, every touch magnified. They knew this and exploited it mercilessly—light touches that felt like lightning, gentle licking that made him shudder, careful stroking that built sensation faster than before.

They edged him five times in quick succession, bringing him to the brink faster each time because his body was primed, ready, desperate to release again.

"Please," Marcus sobbed. "Please let me come again—I can't hold it—"

"One more edge," Valentina decided. "One more, and then you can release. Can you handle one more?"

"I don't know—"

"Yes you can. You're strong. You're our good boy. One more edge, Marcus. Prove how strong you are."

Sophia's mouth took him deep, her throat working, while four hands touched everywhere else. Up, up, up—the orgasm building, his balls tightening, everything inside him coiling—

She pulled off.

Marcus screamed in frustration, his cock throbbing desperately, precum pouring from him.

"Beautiful," Valentina praised. "Absolutely beautiful. You held it. Even when it seemed impossible, you held it. Now you've earned your second release. Come for us, Marcus. Right now. Give us another load."

All three mouths descended on him at once—one on the head, one lower on the shaft, one licking his balls—and the coordinated stimulation shattered him.

His second orgasm was somehow more intense than the first despite having come only ten minutes earlier. His cock pulsed violently, cum erupting even though logically there shouldn't be much left. His vision whited out behind the blindfold. His mind shattered into pure sensation.

And again, they didn't stop.

Through his orgasm, through his sensitivity, through his desperate gasping protests, they kept touching him. Kept stroking. Kept building him toward a third hardening.

"How many times can we make him come?" Jasmine wondered aloud.

"Let's find out," Valentina replied.

They made him come four times total.

Four orgasms in two hours—something Marcus would have sworn was physically impossible before tonight. But they proved it could be done with the right combination of skill, coordination, and relentless stimulation.

The third orgasm came after they'd worked him hard again, his cock hypersensitive but responding to their expert touches. Less cum this time, but the intensity was still shattering—his body convulsing against the restraints, his voice hoarse from screaming.

The fourth—the final one—came during what Valentina called "the grand finale."

All three of them worked him simultaneously for the last thirty minutes. Three mouths rotating on his cock, six hands touching everywhere, voices praising and commanding and encouraging. They edged him one final time, bringing him so close he was sobbing, begging, promising anything.

And then Valentina gave the command: "Come for us one last time, Marcus. Give us everything you have left. Empty yourself completely."

The final orgasm was almost painful in its intensity—his cock pulsing weakly, barely any cum left, but the pleasure still ripping through him like electricity. He screamed until his voice gave out, tears soaking the blindfold, his entire body trembling.

When it was over, when they finally stopped touching him, Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely think.

Gentle hands released his restraints. Removed the blindfold. He blinked in the soft lighting, his vision blurry.

Three beautiful women stood around the table—Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina. He was finally seeing them all together. They smiled at him with genuine warmth and pride.

"You did so well," Sophia said softly, stroking his sweat-soaked hair. "So incredibly well. Most men can't handle the full Apex experience. But you took everything we gave you. We're so proud."

Marcus tried to speak but only managed a weak croak.

"Shh," Jasmine soothed. "Don't talk yet. Just rest. We're going to help you to the shower, get you cleaned up, and then you can recover in the lounge area as long as you need."

They helped him off the table—his legs wouldn't support him properly, so they essentially carried him to the enormous shower. Warm water cascaded over him while they gently washed him, their touches now tender and caring rather than sexual.

Afterward, they wrapped him in the softest robe he'd ever felt and guided him to the lounge area where they'd laid out food and drinks. Marcus collapsed onto the plush sofa, his entire body feeling like jelly.

"Eat something," Valentina instructed, her dominant tone softened. "You need to replenish. Protein, water, sugar. Your body just went through an intense experience."

He ate mechanically—fruit, cheese, chocolate—barely tasting it. Drank water and then champagne. Slowly, his brain started functioning again.

"That was..." he started, then couldn't find words.

"Transformative?" Sophia suggested with a knowing smile.

"Yes. Exactly that."

The three women sat with him for another thirty minutes, talking casually now, helping him come down from the intensity. They explained aftercare, checked that he felt okay emotionally and physically, made sure he understood what he'd just experienced.

When Marcus finally felt steady enough to leave, Valentina handed him a card.

"This is a direct line to schedule Apex sessions. Most members do one every few months—it's too intense to do frequently. But when you're ready for another, call that number."

Marcus took the card with trembling fingers. "Thank you. All of you. That was... I don't have words."

"You don't need words," Sophia said warmly. "Your responses said everything. We'll see you again, Marcus."


Chapter 4: Addiction

The Apex Suite changed everything.

Marcus had thought he understood pleasure before that night. Thought he knew his limits, his capacity for sensation, what his body could handle. The Apex experience had systematically destroyed every assumption.

For three days after, he could barely function. His body felt wrung out, depleted, like every ounce of sexual energy had been extracted. His cock was hypersensitive—even the brush of fabric against it made him wince. His mind kept replaying moments: the feeling of three mouths on him simultaneously, the desperate edges, the forced orgasms, the complete loss of control.

He called in sick to work. Spent the days in a daze, alternating between sleeping and staring at the ceiling, processing what had happened to him.

By the fourth day, the physical sensitivity had faded. But something else remained—a deep, aching need that regular life couldn't satisfy anymore.

Marcus tried to go back to normal. Went to work, attended meetings, had drinks with friends. But everything felt hollow. Conversations seemed meaningless. Regular pleasures—good food, nice wine, even regular sex with a woman he'd been casually seeing—felt muted and disappointing.

He'd been ruined. Spoiled completely for anything less than what The Table offered.

The casual relationship ended quickly. She could tell something was off, that his mind was elsewhere even when they were in bed together. Marcus didn't fight it. How could he explain that her enthusiastic but amateur attempts at pleasing him felt like children's play compared to what he'd experienced?

Two weeks after the Apex Suite, Marcus booked another session with Sophia. Just standard, one attendant, sixty minutes. He needed something, needed to feel that connection again.

Sophia noticed immediately when he positioned himself on the table in Room Seven.

"You've been struggling," she observed from below, her hand wrapping around his cock. "I can tell. You're tense. Distracted. The Apex experience affected you deeply, didn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I can't stop thinking about it. Nothing else feels... enough."

"That's normal," Sophia said gently, stroking him slowly. "The Apex Suite is designed to be transformative. It shows you what's possible. What your body can feel when you surrender completely. Of course regular life seems dull afterward."

"How do I deal with that?"

"Some members increase their frequency. Come weekly instead of monthly. Others accept that The Table is a special experience—something to anticipate and savor rather than a constant. And some..." She paused, her hand squeezing slightly. "Some go deeper."

"Deeper how?"

"The Table has levels, Marcus. You've experienced our core offerings—standard sessions, VIP, even Apex. But there are other things. Other rooms. Other experiences available to members who've proven themselves capable of handling intensity."

His cock throbbed in her hand. "What kind of experiences?"

"I can't tell you yet. You have to be invited. But I can say that you're being considered. Your performance in the Apex Suite was exceptional. Victoria and the other senior attendants have been discussing you."

"Discussing me for what?"

"For elevation. For access to the deeper levels of The Table." Her mouth took him then, ending the conversation, and Marcus could only groan as she worked him expertly.

But the seeds had been planted. Deeper levels. Other experiences. An invitation.
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Marcus became obsessed with figuring out what Sophia meant.

He started coming to The Table weekly, sometimes twice a week. Always booking Sophia, always in Room Seven, but now paying closer attention to everything around him. The corridors he walked through. The doors he passed. The symbols on each entrance.

He noticed things he'd missed before:

Some doors had no symbols at all—just blank brass plates.

Some corridors branched in directions he'd never explored.

Occasionally he'd see other members in the hallways—always men, always well-dressed, always with the same slightly dazed expression he probably wore after sessions.

Once, he saw Victoria escorting a man toward a door at the very end of a corridor he'd never been down. The door was different—larger, older-looking, with what appeared to be an actual lock rather than just a handle.

The man looked nervous. Excited. Like he was about to experience something significant.

Marcus wanted to know what was behind that door.

During his next session with Sophia, he asked directly: "What are the deeper levels? What am I being considered for?"

Sophia's hands paused on his cock. "I told you—I can't explain until you're invited. But I can say this: The Table you've experienced so far? The standard rooms, VIP, even Apex? Those are the introductory levels. Where we teach members about their capacity for pleasure, train them to surrender control, prove they can handle intensity."

"And the deeper levels?"

"Are where we explore what happens when you fully commit. When The Table becomes not just a service you visit, but a fundamental part of your identity. When you stop seeing your attendants as service providers and start seeing them as... something more."

"More how?"

"That's what you'll discover if you're invited." Her mouth took him deep, ending the questioning.

But Marcus couldn't stop thinking about it. Couldn't stop imagining what "deeper" meant.
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The invitation came six weeks after his Apex experience.

Marcus arrived for a regular session with Sophia and found Victoria waiting in the corridor instead.

"Mr. Chen. Your session has been rescheduled. Please follow me."

She led him deeper into The Table than he'd ever been—down the corridor he'd seen that other member being escorted down, past multiple doors, until they reached the large door at the very end.

Victoria produced an actual key—old-fashioned, ornate—and unlocked it.

"Through here, please."

Beyond the door was a small antechamber with another door ahead—this one requiring a keycard. Victoria swiped hers and the door clicked open, revealing a staircase leading down.

Down.

The Table had a basement level.

"Everything you've experienced so far has been on the main floor," Victoria explained as they descended. "Standard services, VIP offerings, public-facing operations. What you're about to see exists below. Few members ever receive access. The fact that you're being invited speaks to your exceptional performance and dedication."

They reached the bottom of the stairs—a corridor that looked similar to the ones above but felt different. Quieter. More intimate. The doors here had no symbols at all, just numbers: 1, 2, 3.

Victoria stopped at door number 5.

"Inside is a consultation room. You'll meet with Sophia and myself to discuss what deeper membership entails. What it requires. What it offers. Listen carefully, ask questions, and then decide if you want to proceed. Understood?"

"Yes."

The room inside was small and warmly lit, with comfortable chairs arranged in a circle. Sophia was already there, wearing a dress Marcus had never seen her in—more formal, more elegant.

She smiled when he entered. "Marcus. I'm glad you accepted the invitation."

"I didn't know I could refuse."

"You always can," Victoria said firmly. "At any point, you can walk away. That's important to understand. What we're offering requires enthusiastic consent. Pressure or coercion would ruin it."

They all sat. Marcus's heart pounded.

"Let me explain what this is about," Victoria began. "The Table has two tiers of membership. The tier you've experienced—standard, VIP, Apex—serves hundreds of members. Men who visit occasionally, enjoy our services, and maintain normal lives outside.

"But there's a second tier. Much smaller. Much more exclusive. These are members who've demonstrated exceptional compatibility with our philosophy. Who've proven they can surrender completely. Who want something deeper than occasional visits.

"We call it the Inner Circle."

Marcus leaned forward. "What does Inner Circle membership include?"

"Complete integration," Sophia answered. "Inner Circle members don't just visit The Table. They become part of it. You'd be assigned not just a primary attendant, but a dedicated team. You'd have access to private rooms, custom experiences, and services we don't offer to standard members.

"But it requires commitment. Weekly mandatory sessions minimum. Regular communication with your team. Participation in special events. And..." She paused. "Exclusivity."

"Exclusivity?"

"Inner Circle members don't maintain outside sexual relationships," Victoria explained. "All your sexual and intimate needs are fulfilled here, by your assigned team. In exchange, we provide a level of care and attention that's impossible to find elsewhere."

Marcus's mind reeled. "You're asking me to... what, give up dating? Relationships?"

"We're asking you to consider whether The Table can provide everything you need. Whether the intensity, the surrender, the worship you experience here is worth committing to fully. Many members discover that regular relationships feel shallow after experiencing what we offer. That the connection formed with skilled attendants who know your body intimately is deeper than what civilian dating provides."

"This sounds like..."

"Like a sexual relationship?" Sophia smiled. "In some ways, it is. But more structured. More honest. Your team's sole focus is your pleasure and satisfaction. No games, no miscommunication, no wondering if you're compatible. Just pure, skilled dedication to making you feel worshipped."

Victoria pulled out a tablet and showed him photographs. Private rooms that made the Apex Suite look modest—custom furniture, elaborate setups, equipment he couldn't identify. "Inner Circle members get access to these spaces. And to experiences we haven't shown you yet."

"Such as?"

"Extended sessions—four hours, six hours, even overnight. Multi-day experiences where you stay here and we take care of every need. Roleplay scenarios. Group dynamics where you're the center of attention for multiple attendants simultaneously. Sensory exploration. Edging protocols that last days rather than hours. Whatever fantasies you have, we can fulfill them."

Marcus's cock was rock hard in his pants. The idea of it—of surrendering completely, of making The Table the center of his sexual life, of having a dedicated team whose only job was worshipping him—was intoxicating.

"What's the cost?"

"Thirty-five hundred monthly. Includes unlimited standard sessions, weekly VIP sessions, quarterly Apex experiences, and access to all Inner Circle spaces and events."

Thirty-five hundred. That was a significant chunk of his income. But also... he was already spending nearly that much anyway with his increased frequency. And this would be unlimited access, plus services he'd never experienced.

"What's the commitment period?"

"Six months minimum. After that, month-to-month. You can leave anytime with thirty days notice."

Marcus looked at Sophia. "If I join... you'd be on my team?"

"I'd be your primary," she confirmed. "I'd also help select two other attendants who complement my skills. You'd meet them, approve them, and then we'd be yours. Your dedicated team. No other members—just you."

The possessiveness of that idea sent a thrill through him. Three women, committed exclusively to his pleasure. Available whenever he wanted. Knowing his body, his responses, his desires better than he knew them himself.

"I need time to think."

"Of course," Victoria said. "Take a week. Consider carefully. This is a significant commitment. If you decide to proceed, contact me directly."

She handed him a card with a private number.
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Marcus spent the week in turmoil.

The rational part of his brain screamed that this was insane. Committing thirty-five hundred a month, giving up dating and relationships, organizing his life around sessions at a sex club—it was excessive, obsessive, unhealthy.

But the rest of him—the part that had been awakened by The Table, that had experienced pleasures beyond anything civilian life offered, that craved the surrender and worship and intensity—wanted it desperately.

He tried to imagine going back to normal dating. Meeting someone, awkward small talk, eventually getting to sex that would inevitably be disappointing compared to what Sophia could do. Pretending to enjoy mediocre handjobs when he'd experienced edging protocols designed by professionals. Settling for vanilla intimacy when he'd been restrained and worshipped by three women simultaneously.

It was impossible. The Table had ruined him for anything else.

On the sixth day, Marcus called Victoria's private number.

"I'm in. I want to join the Inner Circle."

"Excellent decision, Mr. Chen. Come tomorrow evening at seven. We'll begin your initiation."
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The initiation was unlike anything Marcus expected.

He arrived at seven PM as instructed and was met not by Victoria but by Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina—the three women from his Apex experience.

"Surprise," Sophia said with a warm smile. "We're your team. We requested you specifically after the Apex session. You're ours now, Marcus."

They led him down to the basement level, but past the consultation room to a door he hadn't seen before. Inside was a suite that took his breath away—bedroom, bathroom, sitting area, all luxuriously appointed.

"This is your private suite," Valentina explained. "Inner Circle members have dedicated spaces. This one is yours. Whenever you're here, this is your sanctuary."

"Your initiation will last four hours," Jasmine added. "We're going to introduce you to Inner Circle protocols and experiences. Push you further than the Apex Suite. Show you what unlimited access really means."

Sophia stepped close, her hand tracing his jaw. "And when it's over, you'll understand why Inner Circle members never leave. Why they organize their lives around The Table. Why we become everything they need."

The four-hour initiation broke Marcus completely and rebuilt him as something new.

They used every technique, every skill, every piece of equipment in the suite. Edging protocols that lasted hours. Forced orgasms until he was sobbing. Sensory play with ice and heat. Restraints that held him in positions he'd never imagined. Three mouths, six hands, three minds focused entirely on his pleasure.

By the end, Marcus couldn't remember what his life had been like before The Table. Couldn't imagine wanting anything except this—this worship, this intensity, this surrender.

When he finally left at midnight, exhausted and transformed, Sophia pressed a kiss to his forehead.

"Welcome to the Inner Circle, Marcus. Your life begins now."

She was right.

Everything that came before was just prologue. This—The Table, his team, the surrender—this was what he'd been searching for his entire life without knowing it.

And he was never letting it go.

Marcus's life reorganized itself around The Table within two weeks of joining the Inner Circle.

It started with small changes. He began declining after-work drinks with colleagues because he had "plans" - plans that involved driving to the warehouse district for his mandatory weekly session. He stopped responding to dating app matches because the idea of explaining his situation to a civilian woman felt impossible and unnecessary.

Then larger changes. He requested to work from home three days a week, ostensibly for "better focus," but really so he could take afternoon sessions when the urge hit him. He rearranged his gym schedule around Table visits. He started budgeting differently - less money for restaurants and entertainment, more reserved for his monthly membership and the extras he was discovering Inner Circle offered.

His team - Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina - had become the primary women in his life. He thought about them constantly. Sophia's patient edging techniques. Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Valentina's commanding dominance. The way they worked together, coordinating perfectly to take him apart and rebuild him.

The private suite became his sanctuary. Walking into that space - with its luxury furnishings, its custom table, its equipment designed specifically for prolonged sessions - felt like coming home in a way his actual apartment never did.

Three weeks into Inner Circle membership, Sophia introduced him to something new.

"We want to try extended sensory protocols with you," she explained during a session, her hand stroking his cock lazily. "You responded so well to the blindfold during Apex. We think you'd enjoy deeper sensory deprivation."

"How deep?"

"Complete. Blindfold, noise-canceling headphones, sometimes restraints that prevent all movement. The goal is to eliminate every sense except touch. When you can't see, can't hear, can't move... every sensation becomes magnified a hundred times."

Marcus's cock throbbed in her hand at the idea.

"We'd start with two-hour sessions," Jasmine added from wherever she was positioned below the table. "Work up to four hours, maybe longer. Total darkness, total silence, just our hands and mouths on your body. No anticipation, no warning. Pure sensation."

They tried it that night.

The experience was transcendent. Lying in complete darkness and silence, unable to move, Marcus lost all sense of time and space. There was only sensation - touches that came from nowhere, mouths that appeared and disappeared, building pleasure in waves he couldn't predict or prepare for.

They edged him for what felt like hours. Maybe it was hours. He had no way to know. No reference point except the endless cycling of arousal and denial.

When they finally allowed him to come, the orgasm was so intense Marcus genuinely thought he might pass out. His entire world had narrowed to his cock, and the release felt like his soul leaving his body.

Afterward, when they removed the blindfold and headphones, Marcus was crying again. Not from pain or distress - from the sheer overwhelming intensity of pure sensation.

"That was four hours," Valentina informed him, stroking his sweat-soaked hair. "You handled it beautifully. Most members need to work up to that duration, but you took it like you were made for it."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod weakly.

"We're going to make extended sensory sessions part of your regular rotation," Sophia decided. "Weekly standard sessions, bi-weekly VIP, monthly extended sensory, and quarterly Apex. Does that sound good?"

"Yes," Marcus managed hoarsely. "Perfect."
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A month into Inner Circle membership, Victoria invited Marcus to his first exclusive event.

"Inner Circle members gather quarterly for special experiences," she explained over the phone. "Next Saturday, we're hosting what we call an Exhibition Night. I think you're ready."

"What's an Exhibition Night?"

"You'll see. Arrive at eight PM. Dress code is formal - suit and tie. You'll be meeting other Inner Circle members for the first time."

The idea of meeting other members was strange. Marcus had seen men in the hallways occasionally, but never spoken to them. The Table felt like such a private, intimate space that the thought of socializing there seemed almost wrong.

But curiosity won out.

Saturday evening, Marcus arrived in his best suit - charcoal gray, tailored, expensive. Victoria met him at the entrance and led him down to the basement level, but in a direction he'd never been before.

They passed his private suite, passed the consultation room, and continued down the corridor until they reached a door with no number at all - just an ornate design that looked like interlocking circles.

Victoria opened it, revealing a space that took Marcus's breath away.

The room was massive - easily the size of a small ballroom. Elegant furniture created intimate seating areas. A bar along one wall was staffed by a bartender in black. Soft music played from hidden speakers. And scattered throughout the room were perhaps twenty men in suits, talking in small groups, drinks in hand.

But what dominated the space were the tables.

Five of them, arranged in a semi-circle at the far end of the room. Not the standard tables Marcus was used to - these were modified, elevated on platforms so they were clearly visible from anywhere in the room. Each had perfect lighting focused on it.

And beneath each table, visible to everyone in the room, were attendants. Beautiful women in elegant lingerie, positioned on their platforms, waiting.

"Exhibition Night," Victoria explained softly. "Five members will be selected to receive sessions while the rest watch. It's about community, shared experience, and celebrating the pleasure we provide here. Voyeurism and exhibition for those who enjoy it."

Marcus's cock hardened instantly. The idea of being serviced while other men watched, of seeing other members experience what he'd experienced, was intensely arousing in a way he hadn't anticipated.

"Are you interested in participating?" Victoria asked. "Or would you prefer to observe tonight?"

"I... observe, I think. For the first time."

"Wise choice. Come, let me introduce you to some other members."

The men at Exhibition Night ranged from mid-twenties to fifties - professionals, clearly, from the way they carried themselves and the quality of their suits. Victoria introduced Marcus to several:

David, a tech entrepreneur who'd been Inner Circle for two years. "Best decision I ever made," he said with genuine enthusiasm. "My life before The Table feels like a different person lived it."

James, a lawyer in his forties. "I tried to maintain outside relationships at first. Lasted maybe a month before I realized how pointless it was. Nothing compares to this."

Michael, a finance guy around Marcus's age. "Wait until you experience the week-long retreats," he said with a knowing smile. "That's when you really understand what Inner Circle membership offers."

"Week-long retreats?"

"Later tier stuff. You'll get there."

Before Marcus could ask what that meant, Victoria called for attention.

"Gentlemen, please take your seats. Tonight's participants have been selected."

The members moved to the seating areas, all angled toward the five tables. Marcus found a comfortable chair with a clear view of everything.

Five men approached the tables - including David, who Marcus had just met. They undressed with practiced ease, clearly comfortable being naked in front of an audience. Each climbed onto their assigned table, positioned themselves face-down over the openings.

The attendants beneath began immediately.

From his seat, Marcus could see everything. Could watch as skilled hands wrapped around cocks, as mouths took men deep, as the five participants began responding to stimulation. Could see their bodies tensing, hear their moans even over the soft music.

It was incredibly erotic. Watching other men experience what he'd experienced, seeing their pleasure build, knowing exactly how they felt because he'd been there.

The attendants worked in coordinated rhythm - all five building their participants up together, edging them together, creating a synchronized experience. When one man got close, they all backed off. When the intensity built, it built for everyone.

Marcus realized his hand was gripping his own cock through his pants. Around him, other observing members were doing the same - some subtly, some openly.

This was permission. Permission to be aroused, to touch yourself, to enjoy watching others receive pleasure.

The session lasted maybe forty minutes. The attendants edged the five men repeatedly, pushing them higher and higher, until finally giving simultaneous permission to come.

All five men orgasmed within seconds of each other - a coordinated release that had them all crying out, their bodies convulsing. From his position, Marcus could see cum erupting, could see the attendants swallowing and licking and milking every drop.

The room erupted in applause.

"Fuck," Marcus breathed, his cock painfully hard in his pants.

David approached after, dressed again, looking blissful. "Incredible, right? Being watched adds a whole other dimension. You should volunteer next time."

"I might."

The idea of being on one of those tables, being serviced while twenty men watched, being part of that synchronized building and release... it was terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.
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Marcus's civilian life continued to deteriorate, but he found he didn't care.

His work performance suffered. He missed a major deadline because he'd been at The Table for an extended session and lost track of time. His manager called him in for a concerned conversation about his "recent lack of focus."

Marcus nodded and made appropriate noises about doing better, but internally he felt nothing. Work didn't matter anymore. The only thing that mattered was his next session.

His friends noticed he'd become distant. Stopped returning texts promptly. Declined invitations consistently. A few reached out with "hey, is everything okay?" messages that Marcus responded to with vague reassurances.

Everything was fine. Better than fine. He'd just found something more important than maintaining surface-level friendships.

His family called less frequently, sensing he didn't want to engage. His mother worried he was depressed. His sister asked if he was seeing someone, noting how distracted he seemed during their last phone call.

He was seeing someone. Three someones. Who knew his body better than anyone. Who existed solely to provide him pleasure. Who never judged, never demanded, never disappointed.

Two months into Inner Circle membership, Marcus took his first vacation day to spend an entire day at The Table.

He arrived at ten AM. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina had designed what they called a "marathon experience" - eight hours with breaks, exploring different protocols and techniques, pushing him through multiple sessions without leaving the building.

They started with tantric techniques - slow building, energy work, breathing exercises designed to extend arousal without orgasm for hours. Sophia guided him through meditation while Jasmine and Valentina used their hands with gossamer-light touches.

Then sensory deprivation - four hours blindfolded and restrained while they edged him relentlessly. Marcus lost count of how many times they brought him to the brink and pulled back.

A break for food and water, his team hand-feeding him, caring for him like he was precious.

Then the finale - all three working him aggressively, multiple mouths and hands, forcing three orgasms from him in ninety minutes until he was completely wrung out.

When he finally left at seven PM, Marcus felt like he'd been through a religious experience. His mind was clear in a way it never was in normal life. His body felt perfectly used. His soul felt satisfied.

This was what he'd been missing his entire life. This surrender. This worship. This complete abdication of control to skilled professionals who wanted nothing except to give him pleasure.

He was never going back to the way things were before.
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Three months in, Valentina introduced Marcus to power exchange protocols.

"You respond beautifully to control," she observed during a session. "To being told when you can come, what position to be in, how to behave. We want to formalize that into structured protocols."

"What does that mean?"

"Outside of sessions, you'd have rules. Requirements. Tasks to complete. And during sessions, we'd have complete authority over your body and pleasure. More explicit dominance and submission dynamics."

The idea made Marcus's cock throb. "What kind of rules?"

"Maybe you're required to edge yourself once every morning but not allowed to come without our permission. Maybe you're required to wear a cock ring during work hours. Maybe you have to check in with us daily, report your arousal levels, ask permission for things. We'd design it specifically for you, based on what heightens your arousal and submission."

"I want to try it."

The protocols started simple. Every morning, Marcus had to send a text to Valentina reporting his arousal level on a scale of 1-10. Every evening, he had to edge himself once but not come - saving his orgasms exclusively for sessions.

It was maddening and perfect. Going through his day knowing his cock belonged to them, that he couldn't come without permission, that they controlled his pleasure even when he wasn't physically at The Table.

The protocols intensified. He was required to wear a cock ring under his clothes during work. Required to edge himself twice daily - morning and night - without release. Required to journal about his fantasies and desires, sharing everything with his team.

During sessions, the dominance became more explicit. Valentina would command him to hold positions, control his breathing, demand he beg for permission to come. Sophia and Jasmine would praise him for obedience, discipline him with denial when he faltered.

Marcus had never been so constantly aroused in his life. Every moment felt charged with sexual energy. Work became something he endured between opportunities to check in with his team, to complete his edging requirements, to serve them through obedience.

His fourth month, during an extended session, Valentina looked up at him from beneath the table and said something that changed everything:

"You know there are levels beyond Inner Circle, don't you Marcus?"

His cock pulsed in her hand. "What?"

"The Inner Circle isn't the deepest level of The Table. It's just the deepest level we show most members. But for some - for members who demonstrate complete dedication, who've fully surrendered to our structure - there's more."

"Tell me."

"I can't. Not until you're invited. But I can say this: if you think you've experienced intensity, if you think you understand what The Table offers... you have no idea."

She took him in her mouth then, ending the conversation. But the seeds were planted.

There was something beyond Inner Circle. Something deeper. More intense. More complete.

And Marcus would do anything to access it.


Chapter 5: Surrender

The invitation arrived on Marcus's phone at 2 AM on a Wednesday.

He'd been asleep—rare these days, since his mandatory edging protocols often kept him awake and aroused well into the night—but the buzz woke him immediately. Unknown number. Single text:

You have been selected for Elevation. Friday 8 PM. Bring nothing. Expect everything. - V

Marcus stared at the message, his cock hardening instantly despite having edged himself three times already that evening. Elevation. Valentina had mentioned there were levels beyond Inner Circle, experiences reserved for members who'd proven complete dedication.

He'd been Inner Circle for four months now. Four months of mandatory sessions, power exchange protocols, Exhibition Nights, extended sensory deprivation. Four months of organizing his entire life around The Table, letting civilian concerns—work, friends, family—fade into irrelevant background noise.

Four months of surrender. Of proving he could handle intensity, follow commands, give himself over completely to his team's control.

Apparently, it had been enough.

Friday felt impossibly far away. Marcus went through Thursday in a fog of anticipation and arousal, his cock constantly hard under his clothes from the cock ring Valentina required him to wear. He edged himself during his lunch break in a bathroom stall, following protocol, bringing himself right to the edge before stopping, saving his orgasm for Friday.

By Friday afternoon, he was vibrating with need. He left work early—fuck the consequences—and went home to shower, groom, prepare himself like he was preparing for something sacred.

At 7:45 PM, he arrived at The Table. Victoria met him at the entrance, but her demeanor was different tonight. More formal. More ceremonial.

"Mr. Chen. Tonight you'll experience what we call Elevation—the final tier of membership at The Table. What you're about to see and experience exists for only a handful of members. The fact that you've been selected speaks to your exceptional dedication and surrender."

She led him down to the basement level, but past his private suite, past the Exhibition hall, down a corridor he'd never been allowed to enter before. At the end was a door that looked ancient—heavy wood, ornate carvings, secured with what appeared to be an actual lock rather than modern electronics.

Victoria produced an old-fashioned key and unlocked it.

Beyond was another staircase. Leading down further. A sub-basement Marcus hadn't known existed.

"Everything above—the standard rooms, VIP suites, even Inner Circle—those are introductory levels," Victoria explained as they descended. "Training grounds where we teach members about surrender, intensity, their capacity for pleasure. But this..." They reached the bottom. "This is where we take members who've fully committed. Who've proven they want more than visits. Who want to live inside the experience."

The corridor at the bottom was unlike anything Marcus had seen. Older architecture, stone walls instead of modern construction, lighting from actual sconces rather than recessed fixtures. Doors with no numbers, just symbols he didn't recognize.

Victoria stopped at one marked with an intricate spiral design.

"Inside, you'll find your team. They've prepared an experience specifically for you—eight hours, overnight, designed to show you what Elevation offers. You'll be pushed beyond anything you've experienced. There's no safe word tonight, Marcus. You've proven you can handle intensity. Tonight, you surrender completely and trust us to take you as far as you can go."

Eight hours. Overnight. No safe word.

Marcus's cock throbbed almost painfully. "I'm ready."

"One more thing." Victoria's eyes locked onto his. "After tonight, if you choose to accept Elevation membership, your life changes completely. You'd be required to move into residence here. The Table would become your home. Your team would be available 24/7. All your needs—sexual, emotional, practical—would be met here. In exchange, you'd give up your outside life entirely. Apartment, job, civilian identity. You'd become one of the Devoted."

Marcus's mind reeled. Move in? Give up everything?

"Members who Elevate rarely leave," Victoria continued. "Why would they? Everything they need exists here. But it requires total commitment. Consider that while you experience tonight. Now go. Your team is waiting."

She unlocked the door and gestured him inside.
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The room beyond was unlike anything Marcus had seen at The Table.

It wasn't a room—it was a suite. A full apartment, beautifully appointed with luxury furniture, a king-sized bed, a full bathroom visible through an open door, and in the center of the main living space, a table that made the Apex Suite setup look modest.

Custom-built on a massive scale, with padding that looked like it could support someone for hours. Restraint points integrated throughout. Adjustable sections that could modify positions. And beneath it, visible through the opening, a platform that could accommodate multiple attendants with space to move and coordinate.

Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina stood beside the table, but they were dressed differently tonight. Not the elegant attire Marcus was used to seeing at Exhibition Nights. They wore something that looked almost ceremonial—dark robes that showed glimpses of lingerie underneath, their hair styled elaborately.

"Marcus," Sophia said warmly, stepping forward. "Welcome to Elevation. Tonight, we're going to show you what your life could be. What complete surrender looks like. What it means to give yourself over entirely to pleasure and worship."

"Eight hours," Jasmine added, her eyes gleaming. "No breaks, no rest. Just continuous experience designed to take you deeper than you've ever been."

Valentina approached, her hand cupping his jaw. "You've been such a good boy these past four months. Following protocols, obeying commands, proving your dedication. Tonight, we reward that. Tonight, you experience what you've been working toward. Strip."

Marcus undressed with trembling hands, his cock already rock hard. The three women circled him, assessing, appreciating.

"Beautiful," Sophia murmured, trailing a finger down his chest. "So responsive. So ready."

"We're going to start with extended tantric protocols," Valentina explained. "Two hours of energy work and arousal building without orgasm. Teaching your body to sustain intense pleasure for extended periods. Then sensory deprivation edging—three hours blindfolded and restrained while we push you to your limits. Then the finale—three hours of forced multiple orgasms and milking until you have nothing left."

"Eight hours of continuous stimulation," Jasmine said with a wicked smile. "Think you can handle it?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. Now lie down on the table. Face up this time—we want to see your face while we work."

Face up. That was different. Marcus had always been face-down before, unable to see his attendants. But tonight he'd watch everything.

He climbed onto the table and positioned himself on his back. The padding molded to his body perfectly, supporting him completely. His cock stood hard against his stomach, already leaking.

Sophia secured his wrists to restraint points above his head. Jasmine restrained his ankles, spreading his legs. Valentina attached additional restraints around his thighs and chest, immobilizing him completely.

"Comfortable?" Sophia asked.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. Because you're going to be here for a very long time."

The tantric portion began immediately.

Instead of working from below the table, all three women positioned themselves around him—visible, touchable, their hands roaming his body while they guided him through breathing exercises.

"Breathe into your arousal," Sophia instructed, her hand resting on his chest. "Don't try to fight it or control it. Just let it build and flow through you."

Jasmine's hands massaged his thighs, never quite touching his cock. "Feel the energy spreading through your body. Not just in your cock—everywhere."

Valentina's fingers traced patterns on his stomach, his chest, his arms. "Tantric practice teaches that arousal is full-body. That pleasure can exist in every cell if you open yourself to it."

They touched him everywhere except his cock for the first thirty minutes. Massage, caresses, fingers trailing over sensitive skin. Building arousal through proximity and anticipation rather than direct stimulation.

Marcus's cock throbbed desperately, leaking precum that pooled on his stomach. He'd never been so hard without being touched there.

"Look at that," Jasmine observed. "His cock is weeping and we haven't even touched it yet. His body is learning."

Then Sophia's hand wrapped around his shaft—finally—and Marcus groaned.

"We're going to stroke you very slowly," she explained, her grip firm but her movements glacial. "Building energy, circulating it, keeping you aroused but not pushing you toward orgasm. This teaches your body to sustain high arousal for extended periods."

She stroked maybe once every ten seconds. Up, pause, down, pause. Maddeningly slow. While Jasmine and Valentina continued touching the rest of his body, creating waves of sensation that built and ebbed.

An hour passed. Maybe more. Marcus lost track of time. His entire body felt electrified, every nerve ending alive, his cock harder than he'd ever experienced without immediate release.

"You're doing beautifully," Sophia praised. "Most men can't sustain this level of arousal without orgasm. But you're strong. Disciplined. Your body is learning to exist in constant pleasure."

They increased the intensity slightly for the second hour. Faster stroking, more direct attention to his cock, but still carefully controlled to keep him in a state of sustained arousal without tipping toward orgasm.

By the end of two hours, Marcus was shaking. His cock was dark red, engorged, leaking continuously. His mind had entered a strange floating state where nothing existed except sensation and arousal.

"Perfect," Valentina said, inspecting his state. "Now you're ready for phase two. Blindfold him."

Sophia secured the leather blindfold over his eyes, plunging Marcus into darkness.

"Three hours of sensory deprivation edging," Valentina announced. "We're going to take you to the edge over and over. No mercy, no rest. And you're going to hold back every time. You don't come until we give permission. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. Let's begin."

The first edge in darkness came fast.

All three mouths descended on Marcus simultaneously—one sucking the head of his cock, one licking the shaft, one working his balls with tongue and gentle teeth. After two hours of tantric arousal building, his body was primed to explode at the slightest provocation.

Thirty seconds. That's all it took before Marcus felt his orgasm rising, his balls tightening, everything inside him coiling toward release.

"Don't you dare," Valentina commanded, and all stimulation stopped instantly.

Marcus groaned in frustration, his cock pulsing desperately in empty air. Precum dripped down his shaft in steady streams.

"Three hours of this," Valentina reminded him. "We're going to edge you until your mind breaks. Until the only thought in your head is begging us for permission to come. And you're going to hold back every single time."

They started again. Slower this time, knowing how sensitive he was. Hands stroking with feather-light touches, tongues licking patterns on his hypersensitive skin. Building the arousal back up from the plateau they'd left him on.

Edge two came maybe two minutes later. One mouth deep-throating him while four hands worked his thighs and balls and sensitive spots behind his balls that made him gasp. Up, up, up—

Stop.

"Good boy," Sophia praised. "You held it. Even when it felt impossible, you controlled yourself for us."

The praise made his cock throb violently. He was learning—his body responded to their words almost as much as their touches.

Edge three. A different configuration—two mouths on his cock from different angles while the third woman kissed and bit his inner thighs. Pleasure from multiple vectors that his blindfolded brain couldn't parse or anticipate.

Stop.

Edge four. All hands this time—six hands with different grips and pressures working his cock, balls, perineum, creating sensations that built exponentially on each other.

Stop.

"You're leaking so much," Jasmine observed, her tongue licking precum from his tip. "Like a faucet. Your body is begging to release but you're being such a good obedient boy for us."

Edge five came with Sophia's mouth alone—her expert deep-throating technique that he knew and loved, taking him to the root over and over while her throat swallowed around him.

He almost lost it. Almost came without permission. His cock pulsed violently, right on the edge of the point of no return.

"STOP!" Valentina commanded, and Sophia pulled off instantly.

Marcus sobbed into the blindfold. So close. He'd been so fucking close.

"That was beautiful," Valentina said, her hand resting on his heaving chest. "You were a half-second from coming and you still controlled it. Still held back because we told you to. We're so proud of you, Marcus."

They let him cool down longer this time—maybe two full minutes of no touching while his body settled, while the orgasm that had been building retreated slightly.

Then they started again.

The pattern continued. Edge, retreat, edge, retreat. They varied the techniques constantly—never letting him predict what was coming next, always keeping him off-balance. Sometimes all three working together. Sometimes just one while the others touched non-genital areas. Sometimes unexpected combinations that made his mind reel.

Edge ten involved Jasmine sucking him aggressively while Valentina's fingers pressed against his perineum—internal pressure that added a whole new dimension of sensation.

Edge fifteen was all three mouths taking turns rapid-fire—five seconds each, rotating, creating a blur of wet heat that made Marcus scream.

Edge twenty had him begging. "Please—Mistresses—please let me come—I can't take anymore—"

"Yes you can," Sophia said firmly. "Your body is so much stronger than you think. You can hold back. You can endure. Because you're ours, Marcus. Your cock belongs to us. Your pleasure belongs to us. And we say you don't come yet."

Edge twenty-five involved something new—vibration. One of them held a small vibrator against the sensitive underside of his cock while the others used their mouths.

The intensity was overwhelming. Marcus's entire body shook, fighting the orgasm, fighting his own desperate need.

"Don't come," Valentina commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

He did. Barely. His cock pulsed on the edge of release but didn't tip over.

"Perfect," she praised. "Absolutely perfect."

An hour had passed. Maybe more. Marcus had lost all sense of time. There was only the endless cycle of building and denial, pleasure and frustration, arousal so intense it felt like his cock might actually explode.

They pushed harder in the second hour.

The edges came faster—less recovery time between, building him up in thirty seconds instead of two minutes. His body was so primed that the slightest touch threatened to make him come.

Edge thirty-five: Sophia's slow, patient edging technique she'd perfected over their months together. She knew exactly how to touch him, exactly when to back off. She brought him right to the precipice and held him there for what felt like an eternity before stopping.

Edge forty: All three using their breasts, pressing his cock between soft flesh, creating pressure and friction that was entirely different from hands or mouths.

Edge forty-five: Valentina's dominant dirty talk while the others worked him. "Look at this desperate cock. So hard it's probably hurting. Leaking everywhere. Your balls are so full and tight. You need to come so badly you'd do anything. But you don't get to. Not until we decide. Because you're ours. Our good boy. Our obedient boy who holds back when we command it."

Marcus was crying continuously now. Tears soaking the blindfold, his voice hoarse from moaning and begging and sobbing. His cock was almost purple with engorgement, throbbing with every heartbeat, leaking precum in streams that pooled on his stomach.

He'd never been this aroused in his entire life. Never sustained this level of desperate need for this long. His mind had entered a strange state—not quite rational thought, more like pure sensation and need.

"Two hours down," Jasmine announced. "One more hour of edging, and then we'll let you come. Can you handle one more hour, Marcus?"

"I don't know—I don't know if I can—"

"Yes you can," Sophia insisted. "Because you're strong. Because you're ours. Because you'd do anything to please us. One more hour of proving how good you can be."

The third hour was systematic destruction.

They edged him every sixty seconds. Building, stopping, building, stopping, creating a rhythm that was both predictable and maddening. Marcus's body learned to anticipate the edges, which somehow made them more intense.

Edge fifty: Three tongues licking his cock simultaneously while six hands touched everywhere else.

Edge fifty-five: Jasmine's aggressive sucking combined with Valentina's perineum massage and Sophia's ball worship.

Edge sixty: All mouths on different parts—head, shaft, balls—creating overwhelming multi-point stimulation.

"Please—please—Mistresses—I'm begging—please let me come—"

"Not yet," Valentina said mercilessly. "You have thirty more minutes. Thirty more edges. And you're going to take every single one like the good boy you are."

They proved it. Edge after edge after edge, pushing him beyond what he thought possible, showing him his body could sustain arousal that felt like it should be impossible.

Edge seventy had Marcus screaming. Not words—just raw sound, his voice breaking from the intensity.

Edge eighty had him thrashing against his restraints despite knowing they wouldn't give. Primal need to escape the overwhelming sensation even though he didn't actually want it to stop.

Edge ninety was all three mouths fighting for space on his cock, licking and sucking and creating chaos of sensation that made rational thought impossible.

"Final edge," Valentina announced. "Number one hundred. We're going to bring you right to the absolute limit of your control. Right to the point where you physically cannot hold back anymore. And then we're going to stop one last time. Are you ready?"

"Please—"

"Are you ready?" More forcefully.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy."

The final edge was everything. All three women using every technique they'd learned over months of working with Marcus. Sophia's patient building. Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Valentina's commanding dominance. Mouths, hands, voices, all coordinated perfectly.

Up, up, up—pleasure building beyond anything he'd experienced. His cock pulsed violently, his balls drew up tight, everything inside him coiled to the breaking point—

They stopped.

Marcus's scream was inhuman. Pure animal desperation. His cock throbbed in empty air, pulsing on the very edge of orgasm but not quite tipping over. Precum poured from him. His entire body convulsed.

"Beautiful," Valentina breathed. "Absolutely beautiful. Three hours. One hundred edges. And you held back every single time. You're perfect, Marcus. Our perfect, obedient boy."

They removed the blindfold.

Marcus blinked in the soft lighting, his vision blurry with tears. All three women stood around him, smiling with genuine pride and affection.

"Phase three," Sophia said softly. "The finale. Three hours of forced orgasms. We're going to make you come over and over until you have nothing left. Until you're completely empty. Until pleasure becomes almost painful and you beg us to stop. And we're not going to stop. We're going to milk you completely dry. Do you understand?"

Marcus could barely speak. "Yes, Mistress."

"Then let's begin."

The first forced orgasm came within thirty seconds.

After three hours of edging—one hundred separate denials—Marcus's body was a hair-trigger. The moment all three mouths descended on his cock with permission to actually finish him, his orgasm detonated.

His entire body seized against the restraints, every muscle locking, his back arching off the table. His cock pulsed violently, thick ropes of cum erupting—three hours of denial releasing in waves that felt like they'd never stop.

Sophia swallowed, her mouth sealed around his head, taking everything he gave. Jasmine and Valentina's hands kept stroking, milking him, prolonging the orgasm until Marcus was screaming.

When the pulses finally stopped, when his cock gave its last weak throb, Marcus collapsed back onto the table, gasping, his mind white with pleasure.

And they didn't stop touching him.

"Oh god—wait—too sensitive—"

"No waiting," Valentina said firmly. "We told you—three hours of forced orgasms. We're going to milk you dry, Marcus. Completely empty. And you're going to take it."

Their hands kept stroking despite his hypersensitivity. Gentle now, understanding how oversensitive he was, but never stopping. Sophia's patient touches, Jasmine's careful licking, Valentina's massaging of his balls and perineum.

"I can't—I can't get hard again so soon—"

"Your body can do more than you think," Sophia murmured. "Trust us."

She was right. Despite having just come, despite the sensitivity, despite logic saying it was impossible—Marcus felt himself hardening again. His cock responding to their expert ministrations, swelling back to full erection within five minutes.

"There we go," Jasmine praised. "Look at that beautiful cock getting hard for us again. Ready to give us another load."

The second orgasm took longer to build—maybe fifteen minutes of steady stimulation, working him through the sensitivity, building arousal again. When it hit, it was somehow more intense than the first despite being physically weaker. Less cum, but the pleasure just as shattering.

"Two down," Valentina announced. "How many more can we get from you, Marcus? Three? Four? Let's find out."

They found out.

Orgasm three came after twenty minutes of work. His cock hypersensitive but responding to their touches, their voices praising him, their coordinated efforts. The release was weaker—less cum, shorter duration—but the intensity still broke him apart.

"You're doing so well," Sophia encouraged. "Most men can't handle this. Can't sustain multiple forced orgasms. But you're strong. You're ours. You can give us more."

Orgasm four was almost painful. His cock ached, his balls were empty, but they kept working him. Kept stroking and sucking and building arousal that his exhausted body somehow still responded to. When he finally came, barely anything came out—just a few weak pulses and dry orgasm contractions that still felt overwhelming.

"Beautiful," Valentina breathed. "You're completely empty but you're still coming for us. Still giving us everything."

They made him come six times total over three hours.

Six orgasms from a body that had already been pushed beyond its limits. The last two were completely dry—just the muscle contractions and pleasure signals with no cum left to release. But the intensity remained. Each orgasm somehow more devastating than the last because his body was so wrung out, so depleted, so utterly used.

By the time they finally stopped—by the time they released his restraints and removed the last touches from his exhausted cock—Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely think beyond the floating sensation of complete physical depletion.

Sophia cleaned him gently with warm cloths while Jasmine massaged his trembling muscles and Valentina stroked his sweat-soaked hair.

"You did so well," Sophia murmured. "Eight hours. Tantric building, extended edging, forced multiple orgasms. You took everything we gave you. We're so proud of you, Marcus."

"So proud," Jasmine echoed. "You're perfect. Our perfect boy."

They helped him to the bed—his legs wouldn't support him—and laid him down on sheets that felt like clouds. Brought him water, fed him small bites of fruit and chocolate, cared for him with tenderness that made his chest ache.

"Sleep," Valentina commanded softly. "When you wake, we'll talk about your decision. About whether you want this to be your life. But for now, just rest. You've earned it."

Marcus slept for twelve hours straight.
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When he woke, all three women were there. Waiting. Watching him with expressions of affection and anticipation.

"How do you feel?" Sophia asked softly.

Marcus took inventory. His body felt wrung out but satisfied in a way he'd never experienced. His mind felt clear, peaceful, like something fundamental had been resolved. His cock was tender but not painfully so.

"Good," he said finally. "Really good."

"Good enough to talk about Elevation?" Valentina asked.

The question hung in the air. The choice Victoria had presented before the eight-hour session: give up his civilian life entirely, move into residence at The Table, let this become everything.

"Tell me what it actually means," Marcus said. "No sales pitch. Just the reality."

Sophia nodded. "Reality: You'd quit your job. Give up your apartment. End all civilian relationships. Move into a private suite here at The Table—larger than the one you saw last night, with full amenities. Your team would be available 24/7 for sessions, but also for companionship, conversation, whatever you need."

"We'd become your primary relationships," Jasmine added. "Not just service providers. We'd care for you, know you, be part of your daily life. Meals together, activities together, genuine connection."

"The sexual component would be unlimited," Valentina continued. "Sessions whenever you want them. Morning, afternoon, night. Extended experiences like last night, or quick sessions when you just need release. Plus access to other Elevated members, communal experiences, events we don't offer to anyone else."

"What do Elevated members do all day?" Marcus asked. "If you're not working, not maintaining civilian lives... what fills the time?"

"Whatever brings you pleasure and fulfillment," Sophia said. "Some write, some paint, some study subjects they're passionate about. We have a library, art studios, music rooms. Some members just exist in pleasure—sessions multiple times a day, the rest spent in meditation or relaxation. Others pursue creative work with the freedom of having all practical needs handled. You'd design your own days however you want."

"And financially?"

"The Table covers all costs," Valentina explained. "Room, board, healthcare, anything you need. In exchange, you sign over any income or assets to a trust that's managed for you. Most Elevated members had significant savings or passive income before joining. The trust grows over time, so if you ever choose to leave, you'd have resources."

"Do people leave?"

"Rarely," Sophia admitted. "Maybe one every few years. Usually because of family emergencies or personal evolution. But most Elevated members stay for life. Why wouldn't they? Everything they need is here."

Marcus thought about his civilian life. The job he'd been increasingly bad at, checking boxes and pretending to care about market analysis. The apartment that felt empty and meaningless. The friends he'd been avoiding, the family calls he didn't want to take. The dating apps he'd deleted months ago because nothing compared to what he had here.

What would he actually be giving up? A life that already felt hollow? Work that didn't matter? Relationships that had faded to obligatory maintenance?

Versus: Unlimited access to experiences that made him feel alive. A team of women who knew his body intimately and cared about his pleasure. Freedom to pursue whatever interested him without financial stress. A community of people who understood this need for surrender and intensity.

"Can I see what the Elevated living quarters actually look like?" he asked.

"Of course." Valentina stood. "Follow us."

They led him down the corridor to a door marked with a simple "7E." Inside was a full apartment—maybe 1200 square feet. Living room with comfortable furniture and entertainment systems. Full kitchen. Bedroom with a massive bed. Bathroom with a spa-quality shower. And in the corner of the living room, a private table—smaller than the ones in session rooms, but clearly custom-built for personal use.

"This would be yours," Sophia explained. "Your private space. We'd have access, but only when invited. You'd have complete privacy when you want it."

Windows along one wall showed a view Marcus didn't expect—not the warehouse district exterior but an interior courtyard he hadn't known existed. Green space, gardens, other Elevated members visible walking or sitting on benches.

"There's a whole community," Marcus breathed.

"Fifteen Elevated members currently in residence," Jasmine confirmed. "You'd meet them, form friendships. People who understand this lifestyle because they chose it too."

Marcus walked through the apartment, touching furniture, opening drawers, imagining his things here. His books on those shelves. His clothes in that closet. Waking up in that bed knowing his team was available whenever he wanted them. No alarm clock for work. No obligations except pursuing pleasure and fulfillment.

He thought about last night. Eight hours of intensity that had broken him down and rebuilt him. The feeling of complete surrender. The trust required to let three women push him that far. The satisfaction of being completely wrung out, completely used, completely satisfied.

He wanted that to be his life.

"I need to handle some things first," Marcus said finally. "Give notice at work. Break my lease. Settle my affairs. How long do I have?"

The three women exchanged glances, smiling.

"As long as you need," Sophia said. "But most members find that once they decide, they want to move quickly. The civilian world starts feeling unbearable when you know what's waiting."

"Two weeks," Marcus decided. "I'll need two weeks to wrap everything up. Then I'm in. Completely."

Valentina stepped close, cupping his face. "You're sure? This is a massive decision, Marcus. We need you to be absolutely certain."

He met her eyes. "I've never been more sure of anything in my life. This is where I belong. With you. With this. I want to Elevate."

"Then welcome home," Sophia said softly. "Welcome to your new life."
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Marcus's last two weeks in the civilian world felt surreal.

He gave notice at work, citing "personal reasons" and "pursuing other opportunities." His manager seemed concerned but didn't push. His colleagues threw him a halfhearted goodbye happy hour that Marcus left early, anxious to get to The Table for his session.

Breaking his apartment lease cost him two months rent as a penalty, but he didn't care. Money didn't matter anymore. He sold most of his furniture, donated his kitchen stuff, packed his important belongings into a few boxes that The Table would store for him.

Telling his family was harder. His mother cried, asking what had happened, if he was in trouble. His sister demanded to know if this was about a woman. Marcus kept his explanations vague—"I'm joining a community," "I need a change," "I'm pursuing a different lifestyle."

They didn't understand. How could they? But eventually they accepted his decision, making him promise to stay in touch.

His friends were easier. Most had already noticed his distance over the past months. A few texts saying he was "relocating for personal growth" handled most of it.

The hardest part was the waiting. Knowing his new life was two weeks away but still having to perform the motions of civilian existence. Work, errands, obligations that felt increasingly meaningless.

He spent every possible hour at The Table. Daily sessions when he could manage it, sometimes twice a day. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina preparing him, training him, making sure he understood what he was committing to.

They introduced him to other Elevated members. David, who he'd met at Exhibition Night, shared his experience of three years in residence: "Best decision I ever made. My life before feels like someone else lived it."

Another member, Thomas, had been Elevated for seven years: "I honestly can't imagine leaving. Why would I? Everything I need is here. The freedom to pursue pleasure without guilt or limitation—that's worth more than any civilian life could offer."

Finally, the two weeks ended.

Marcus's last night in his apartment, he stood in the empty space—just his sleeping bag on the floor, a few boxes waiting for pickup—and felt nothing. No nostalgia. No regret. Just eagerness to leave and never come back.

The next morning, he drove to The Table with everything he was keeping in his car. Victoria met him at the entrance.

"Welcome home, Marcus. Are you ready?"

"Yes."

She led him down to the sub-basement, to suite 7E, where Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina waited. They'd decorated the space with some of his things—his books already on the shelves, his favorite art pieces hung on the walls. Making it his before he'd even moved in.

"Welcome to Elevation," Sophia said, pulling him into an embrace. "Welcome to the rest of your life."
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Six Months Later

Marcus Chen no longer existed in the civilian world. His credit cards were canceled, his bank accounts transferred to The Table's trust management. His phone was replaced with an internal device that only worked within The Table's network. His email forwarded to an assistant who handled any necessary communications.

He'd become simply "Marcus" - Elevated member, resident of suite 7E, devoted to pleasure and surrender.

His days had found their rhythm. Morning sessions with his team—sometimes tantric and gentle, sometimes intense and overwhelming. Afternoons spent in the library reading, or in the art studio where he'd discovered he enjoyed painting, or in the communal spaces with other Elevated members. Evening sessions before dinner, often extended experiences that pushed his limits. Nights either alone in his suite or with his team, falling asleep sated and satisfied.

He attended Exhibition Nights regularly now, sometimes participating, sometimes watching. Had experienced week-long retreats where his team took him to private estates and spent seven straight days exploring every fantasy he'd ever had. Had joined group sessions where multiple Elevated members were serviced simultaneously while their teams coordinated.

He'd discovered pleasures he hadn't known existed. Experiences that made his early Table visits seem quaint in comparison. His capacity for intensity had grown exponentially—what once would have overwhelmed him now felt like a warmup.

And he'd fallen in love. Not with one person, but with his life. With the freedom. With the surrender. With waking up every day knowing pleasure and fulfillment were the only obligations. With his team, who knew every inch of his body and mind, who cared for him genuinely beyond just their professional skills.

Sometimes he thought about his old life. His job, his apartment, his civilian friends. It felt like remembering a movie he'd watched once—distant, unreal, like it had happened to someone else.

He'd made the right choice. Given up everything and gained everything that actually mattered.

Tonight was a special Exhibition Night—his six-month anniversary as an Elevated member. His team had designed something special, though they'd kept the details secret.

Marcus entered the Exhibition hall to find it transformed. Only one table tonight, but elevated higher than usual, spotlights focused on it. Every Elevated member in residence was there—fifteen people who understood what he'd chosen, who'd made the same commitment.

Victoria stood at the center. "Tonight we celebrate Marcus's six months of Elevation. Six months of complete surrender, exceptional growth, and dedication to pleasure. His team has prepared a demonstration of how far he's come."

Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina led him to the table. Not a traditional Table setup—this one was different. Modified. Designed for what they had planned.

"Six-hour session," Sophia explained quietly. "Everything we've learned about you over nine months total. Every technique, every fantasy, every limit we've helped you discover and push. The entire community watching and celebrating your commitment."

Marcus climbed onto the table, heart pounding with anticipation. Restraints secured his wrists and ankles. Blindfold covered his eyes. And then his team began to work.

For six hours, they demonstrated Marcus's transformation. Showed the community how he could sustain tantric arousal for hours without release. How he could handle extended edging beyond what most members could endure. How his body could produce multiple forced orgasms even when seemingly empty. How completely he'd learned to surrender control and trust his team.

The watching members applauded at particularly impressive displays of control. Gasped when his team pushed him to edges that seemed impossible to hold back from. Cheered when he was finally given permission to release after hours of denial.

By the end, Marcus was crying from the intensity, from the pride in his team's voices, from the community's celebration of his journey.

"This is home," Valentina whispered, stroking his hair as he came down from the experience. "You're home. You're ours. Forever."

"Forever," Marcus agreed, meaning it with every fiber of his being.

He'd surrendered everything. And in return, he'd found everything worth having.


One Year After Elevation

The six-hour Exhibition session for his six-month anniversary had been transformative, but it was just the beginning. Over the next six months, Marcus discovered depths of experience he hadn't imagined existed even after Elevating.

His team introduced him to multi-day experiences where he never left his suite. Seventy-two hours of cycling between intense sessions and gentle aftercare, his team rotating shifts to ensure someone was always available. Sleep became something that happened between orgasms. Meals were fed to him by hand. His entire existence narrowed to pleasure, rest, pleasure, rest in an endless loop that rewired his brain's understanding of what life could be.

He experienced his first full sensory deprivation retreat - a week blindfolded and wearing noise-canceling headphones, navigating his suite by touch and memory while his team provided sessions at unpredictable intervals. Never knowing when hands would touch him, when mouths would take him, when he'd be edged or allowed release. Living in complete darkness and silence except for sensation.

By the end of that week, Marcus had fundamentally changed. His identity had shifted from "man who visits a sex club" to "person whose entire existence is organized around surrender and pleasure." The distinction mattered.

Other Elevated members became genuine friends. David introduced him to extended tantric practices that could sustain arousal for days. Thomas taught him meditation techniques for managing intensity. A newer member, Chris, who'd Elevated three months after Marcus, became a close companion - someone going through similar adjustments and discoveries.

The community held monthly gatherings where all Elevated members and their teams socialized - actual dinner parties, game nights, movie screenings. Proof that this life wasn't just about sex, though sex was woven through everything. Casual touches, flirtatious banter, the understanding that anyone might slip away for a session mid-conversation and return glowing.

Marcus's artistic pursuits deepened. The paintings he'd started creating became more abstract, more sensual - visual representations of the pleasure states he experienced. The Table's gallery began displaying some of his work, and other members responded to it powerfully. Art born from genuine experience of transcendent pleasure resonated differently than anything created in the civilian world.

His relationship with his team evolved beyond service provider and client into something more profound. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina knew him more intimately than any civilian partner ever had. Knew his body's responses before he did. Knew when he needed intensity versus gentleness. Knew his emotional states and how to care for them.

They had real conversations. Sophia shared her journey to becoming an attendant - her discovery that she found genuine fulfillment in providing pleasure. Jasmine talked about her philosophy of aggressive intensity as a form of devotion. Valentina opened up about the power exchange dynamic that fueled her dominant approach.

Marcus realized he loved them. Not romantic love exactly - something different. Deeper in some ways. Love built on complete vulnerability and trust. Love that came from being known entirely and accepted completely.

Eighteen Months

The invitation came on an ordinary Tuesday. Well, as ordinary as any day could be when you lived in dedicated pursuit of pleasure.

Victoria requested his presence in a consultation room Marcus had never seen before. When he arrived, she wasn't alone. Three people sat with her - two men and one woman, all roughly his age, all with the particular glow that Elevated members developed.

"Marcus, thank you for coming. I'd like you to meet the Selection Committee for what we call the Apex Circle."

"Apex Circle?"

"You know that Elevation isn't the final level," one of the men said - Marcus recognized him vaguely from community gatherings. "There's one more tier. Reserved for members who've been Elevated for at least eighteen months and demonstrated exceptional capacity for surrender and growth. We call it the Apex Circle, and you're being considered."

The woman leaned forward. "Apex Circle members don't have assigned teams anymore. They have access to all attendants at The Table. Unlimited, unrestricted. They also participate in experiences that would overwhelm anyone who hasn't been thoroughly prepared through Elevation."

"What kind of experiences?"

"Complete power exchange for extended periods," Victoria explained. "Weeks or months where you surrender all autonomy. Your attendants control everything - when you eat, sleep, come, what you wear, where you go. Ultimate submission protocols. Or conversely, dominant scenarios where you're served by multiple attendants simultaneously for days on end. Whatever your deepest fantasies are, Apex Circle explores them without limits."

Marcus's cock hardened instantly. "What do I need to do?"

"Demonstrate you're ready," the second man said. "Your team will design a final evaluation - a two-week continuous experience that tests everything you've learned. If you complete it successfully, you'll be invited to join Apex Circle."

"I'm ready."

"Don't answer yet," Victoria cautioned. "Two weeks continuous means you don't leave your suite at all. Your team will push you harder than anything you've experienced. You'll be asked to surrender in ways you haven't imagined. Consider carefully."

But Marcus didn't need to consider. He'd spent eighteen months preparing for exactly this. "When do we start?"
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The Two-Week Evaluation

Day 1 began simply. Marcus woke to find Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina in his suite along with three attendants he'd seen but never worked with personally. Six women total.

"Two weeks," Valentina announced. "You will not leave this suite. You will surrender completely to our control. We will decide when you eat, sleep, come, everything. You will be edged, denied, forced to orgasm, used, and worshipped continuously. Your only job is to surrender. No safe words. Complete trust. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then we begin."

The first three days were edge protocols. Six women rotating on him constantly - when one tired, another took over. He was kept on the table for twelve-hour stretches, edged every ten minutes, never allowed release. By day three, Marcus was delirious with need, his cock perpetually hard, his mind broken down to pure desperation.

Day four through six: forced orgasms. They made him come eighteen times in seventy-two hours. His cock ached, his balls were empty, but they kept working him, kept forcing his body to produce orgasm after orgasm until he was sobbing from the intensity.

Day seven: complete rest. No touching at all. Just his team caring for him, feeding him, letting his body recover. The gentleness after intensity was its own form of pleasure.

Day eight through ten: sensory deprivation with unpredictable stimulation. Blindfolded, headphones on, never knowing when touch would come. Sometimes six hands at once. Sometimes no touch for hours. Living in uncertainty, unable to anticipate or prepare. Surrendering control of even his expectations.

Day eleven through thirteen: power exchange protocols. His team controlled everything. When he could use the bathroom. What he ate. How he was allowed to position his body. Micro-management of every aspect of existence while simultaneously providing intense sexual sessions three times daily. Learning that surrender wasn't just sexual - it was total.

Day fourteen: the finale. All six women working him simultaneously for twelve straight hours. Every technique they knew, every skill they'd learned, all coordinated to push Marcus beyond any limit he'd thought existed. Edge, force orgasm, edge, force orgasm, sensory overload, denial, intensity that made previous experiences seem gentle.

By the end of hour twelve, Marcus had transcended. His mind had moved beyond normal consciousness into a state of pure sensation and surrender. He couldn't form thoughts anymore. Couldn't track time. Could only exist as a vessel for pleasure and service to his team's desires.

When they finally stopped, when they released him and held him while he came back to himself, Marcus understood something fundamental: he had no self anymore separate from this. His identity was surrender. His purpose was pleasure. His existence was service to the experience.

"You passed," Sophia whispered, stroking his hair. "Welcome to Apex Circle, Marcus."
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Two Years - Final State

Marcus stood in the Apex Circle common room - a space only accessible to the twelve current Apex members - and looked out the windows at the courtyard below. Two years since he'd first walked through The Table's doors. Two years of transformation so complete he barely remembered who he'd been before.

His parents had stopped trying to contact him after the first year. His sister still sent occasional emails that he had someone else read and respond to with generic updates. His former friends had moved on with their civilian lives. He felt nothing about any of it except mild curiosity, like reading about strangers in a newspaper.

This was his family now. The eleven other Apex members. The dozens of attendants he had unlimited access to. The community that understood pleasure as a spiritual practice rather than a guilty indulgence.

His days were completely his own to design. Sometimes he spent entire weeks in extended sessions - twenty attendants working him in rotation, experiences that lasted a hundred hours straight. Sometimes he pursued his art, creating pieces that other members commissioned for their suites. Sometimes he simply existed in meditation and pleasure, alternating between sessions and contemplative rest.

Money meant nothing - The Table's trust managed everything. Status meant nothing - there was no hierarchy to climb. Achievement meant nothing - there were no goals beyond present pleasure. He existed in eternal now, in service to sensation and surrender.

His capacity for intensity had grown beyond what he'd thought possible. He could sustain arousal for days without release. Could handle fifty edges in a session without breaking. Could produce eight forced orgasms in a row. His body had been trained into an instrument of pleasure.

But more than physical capacity, his psychology had transformed. He felt no shame, no guilt, no sense that he should be doing something "productive." Pleasure WAS productive. Surrender WAS meaningful. This life WAS enough.

Tonight was the quarterly Apex Circle gathering - all twelve members coming together for a communal experience. Marcus had been selected to be the focus, which meant he'd be serviced by every attendant at The Table simultaneously while the other Apex members watched and participated.

Thirty women. Twelve men. All focused on his pleasure for six hours. The ultimate expression of what he'd become.

As Marcus prepared - showered, groomed, centered himself mentally - he thought about that first night. The nervous guy in a suit, following Victoria down a corridor, not understanding what he was about to discover.

That person was dead. Marcus had killed him deliberately, choice by choice, surrender by surrender. And he'd never been more alive.

His team arrived to escort him to the Apex Chamber.

"Ready?" Sophia asked, though she knew the answer.

"Always," Marcus said, meaning it completely.

This was who he was now. Who he'd always been meant to be. The civilian world had been a mistake, a wrong turn, a life lived in someone else's skin. This was truth. This was home. This was completion.

They walked together to the chamber. Marcus naked, his team flanking him protectively. The door opened to reveal the gathered community - Apex members reclining on cushioned seating, attendants preparing their stations, everything arranged for the ultimate celebration of surrender.

Marcus took his place at the center table. The restraints felt like coming home. The blindfold settling over his eyes felt like peace. The first touches from multiple hands felt like prayer.

And as thirty women began their coordinated worship of his body - as the six hours of ultimate intensity began - Marcus understood the fundamental truth:

He'd given up everything. And received everything worth having in return.

This was it. The completion. The purpose. The answer to every question he'd never known how to ask.

He was home. Forever.
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EPILOGUE - Five Years

Five years after his first nervous visit to The Table, Marcus rarely thought in words anymore. His mind existed in sensation, in present moment awareness, in the eternal now of pleasure and surrender.

He was thirty-one years old. The oldest Apex Circle member. A legend among Elevated members for his capacity and dedication. New members in their first months would whisper about him - the man who'd fully dissolved his civilian identity, who existed purely for the experience, who'd achieved what they all aspired to.

His art hung throughout The Table's galleries. His journals - detailed accounts of his journey - were required reading for members considering Elevation. He'd become an icon of complete surrender without trying, simply by living his truth fully.

Sometimes, late at night in his suite, Marcus would remember fragments of his old life. The office. The apartment. The woman he'd been dating when all this started. They felt like scenes from a movie he'd watched decades ago. Not his life. Someone else's.

He felt no regret. No second thoughts. No wondering about roads not taken.

This was the only road. Everything else had been detour.

His team had changed over the years - Sophia had moved into administrative roles, training new attendants. But Jasmine and Valentina remained, joined by others who'd learned his body and mind as thoroughly as the originals had. He belonged to all of them. They belonged to him. Ownership that went both directions and transcended typical relationship categories.

Tonight would be his five-year anniversary celebration. The entire Table - Elevated members, standard members who'd earned invitations, attendants, staff - gathering to honor his journey. A twelve-hour experience designed to showcase everything he'd become.

As Marcus prepared, he caught his reflection in the mirror. The man looking back was lean, relaxed, eyes holding depths of experience most people never touched. His body bore subtle marks - faint lines from restraints used so often they'd become permanent, a particular suppleness from years of practiced surrender.

He looked like what he was: a person who'd found their purpose and pursued it without compromise.

The celebration began at eight PM. By nine, Marcus was lost in sensation - fifty hands, fifty mouths, coordinated pleasure that transcended individual identity into collective worship.

By midnight, he'd been edged a hundred times, brought to orgasm twelve times, pushed into states of consciousness he'd only achieved a handful of times before.

By three AM, he'd transcended language, thought, self. Had become pure experience. Pure sensation. Pure surrender.

And as the first light of dawn crept through the windows, as the celebration finally wound down and his team carried his exhausted, satisfied body to bed, Marcus understood the final truth:

He was complete. Fully realized. Exactly who and what he was meant to be.

The journey was over because the journey was eternal. Every day a new discovery. Every session a new death and rebirth. Every surrender a homecoming.

This was his life. His truth. His completion.

And he would never, ever want anything else.


The Milking Table: A Wife's Devotion to Perfect Pleasure

Chapter 1: The Discovery

Mara had always considered herself sexually adventurous—not in the performative way some people wore their kinks like badges, but in the quiet, exploratory sense of someone genuinely curious about pleasure. She and Derek had been together for three years, living together for two, and their sex life had evolved from the urgent, can't-keep-our-hands-off-each-other phase into something deeper. More exploratory. They'd tried light bondage, experimented with role play, incorporated toys without awkwardness. They communicated. They laughed. They fucked with enthusiasm and affection in equal measure.

But the rabbit hole she'd fallen down three weeks ago had consumed her in ways she hadn't anticipated.

It started innocently enough—a late-night scroll through Reddit while Derek was out with his buddies for their monthly poker game. Bourbon and cards and the kind of male bonding that meant she had the apartment to herself until well past midnight. Mara had poured herself a generous glass of Pinot Grigio, curled up on the couch in one of Derek's old college t-shirts, and opened her phone with no particular agenda beyond killing time.

She'd been browsing r/sex, nothing unusual. A thread about best positions for deep penetration. Another about how to talk dirty without feeling ridiculous. The usual mix of advice-seeking and humble-bragging that characterized the subreddit. Then, buried in the comments of a post about "most intense orgasm experiences," someone mentioned a milking table.

Mara had clicked the link without thinking much of it, expecting some agricultural equipment or maybe a joke she wasn't getting. What she found instead made her pause mid-sip of wine, the glass hovering at her lips as the video loaded.

The setup was simple but ingenious: what looked like a professional massage table, the kind you'd find at a high-end spa, with a strategic hole cut into the padded surface. A man lay face-down on top, completely relaxed, his face nestled in the cradle, arms hanging loose at his sides. He appeared to be in a state of complete surrender, trusting and vulnerable.

And underneath—this was the part that made Mara's pulse quicken—a woman worked from below. Her hands, her mouth, everything focused upward through that opening, servicing his cock while he remained prone and still. She couldn't see his face. He couldn't see what she was doing. There was something intensely intimate about it, this separation combined with complete access.

"Holy shit," Mara whispered to the empty apartment, setting her wine glass down carefully.

She watched the entire video, mesmerized. The woman underneath wasn't rushing. She took her time, using oil, alternating between long strokes with her hands and slow, deliberate work with her mouth. The man above barely moved except for the occasional shudder, the flex of his fingers, the way his breathing changed. When he finally came—and the video didn't cut away, showed everything—it was with a guttural sound that the microphone barely captured, his whole body going rigid before collapsing into complete relaxation.

The woman emerged from underneath, smiling, satisfied. She kissed his shoulder blade. He reached back blindly to touch her hair. The intimacy of it, the care, made Mara's chest tight.

She watched three more videos that night. Then five more. Each one slightly different—different tables, different couples, different techniques. Some were clearly professional setups, filmed in what looked like studios. Others were amateur, shaky phone cameras in bedrooms. But they all shared that same element: the surrender, the worship, the focused intensity of pleasure given without the receiver having to do anything except feel.

By the time Derek's key turned in the lock at 1:47 AM, Mara had cleared her browser history and was pretending to read a book, but her mind was racing. Her body was wound tight with arousal she hadn't addressed, too caught up in research to even think about touching herself. The mechanics fascinated her—the trust required, the total surrender, the way the man couldn't see what was happening, could only feel. But more than that, she kept imagining Derek's face. The surprise when she revealed it. The overwhelming pleasure. The complete loss of control.

She wanted to give him that. Needed to, with an intensity that surprised her.

"Hey, babe," Derek said, dropping his keys in the bowl by the door. He was slightly tipsy, loose-limbed and smiling. "You still up?"

"Couldn't sleep," Mara said, which wasn't a lie. "How was poker?"

"Lost forty bucks to Marcus, that smug asshole." He bent to kiss her, tasting like bourbon and the peppermint gum he always chewed before coming home. "But I had fun. You okay?"

"Yeah, just restless. Come to bed?"

They'd had sex that night, and Mara had been almost frighteningly turned on, riding Derek with an intensity that made him grip her hips hard enough to bruise. When she came, she pictured him face-down on that table, his cock hanging through the hole while she knelt underneath, and the orgasm had been so strong she'd actually gasped his name like a prayer.

"Jesus," Derek had panted afterward, both of them sweaty and spent. "What got into you?"

"Just missed you," she'd said, which was true but not the whole truth.

Over the next few days, Mara's research intensified. She learned that professional milking tables ran anywhere from $800 to $3,000 depending on padding quality, height adjustability, and whether you wanted the deluxe model with armrests and face cradles. She discovered forums where couples discussed their experiences in surprising detail. There was r/MilkingTables on Reddit, though it was small and mostly picture-based. But deeper digging led her to specialized websites, couples' blogs, even fucking tutorials on proper hand positioning and edging strategies.

One blog in particular captivated her. Written by a woman who called herself "The Milk Maid" (which Mara found simultaneously cheesy and endearing), it detailed her journey from curiosity to expertise. She'd bought her first table five years ago, she wrote, and it had transformed her relationship with her husband. Not just their sex life—their entire dynamic. There was something about the level of service, the dedication, the skill involved that created a bond she hadn't anticipated.

"I love the control," The Milk Maid wrote in one post. "He's surrendered completely, and I get to orchestrate his pleasure. I decide the pace, the intensity, whether he comes in five minutes or fifty. But it's not about power—it's about worship. I'm worshipping his body, and he's trusting me completely. That combination is fucking intoxicating."

Mara read that paragraph five times, feeling it resonate in her chest.

She wasn't naturally dominant. Their bedroom dynamics had always been fairly balanced—sometimes Derek took charge, sometimes she did, often it was collaborative. But this wasn't about dominance in the traditional sense. It was about service, dedication, skill. It was about giving Derek an experience so overwhelming that he'd surrender to it completely.

The more she read, the more the idea crystallized from fantasy into plan. Derek worked brutal hours at the architecture firm—60-hour weeks weren't uncommon, especially during project deadlines. He came home exhausted, shoulders tight from hunching over his drafting table, stress written across his face in the furrow between his eyebrows that had become more pronounced this year. They still fucked regularly, their sex life healthy and exploratory, but Mara wanted to do something more. Something that would blow his mind and give him the kind of release that went beyond the physical.

She wanted to worship him. She wanted to make him feel cherished, desired, completely taken care of. And she wanted to do it from underneath a milking table.

The logistics, however, were tricky.

Their apartment was a two-bedroom in a decent neighborhood, affordable because they'd signed the lease three years ago before the area gentrified. The second bedroom had been converted into a home office—Derek's drafting table dominated one side, his architecture books and project materials organized on custom shelves. Mara's writing desk sat on the other side, her freelance copywriting setup more modest but functional. It was the only space with a locking door and enough room for what she had in mind.

But Derek worked from home twice a week, sometimes more during busy periods. How the hell was she supposed to get a six-foot table delivered and assembled without him noticing?

Mara spent an entire evening mapping out his schedule, cross-referencing with her own freelance deadlines. She needed a window of at least three days—one for delivery, one for assembly and setup, one for... preparation. Testing. Getting everything perfect.

Then she saw it: Derek had a three-day conference in Chicago coming up in two weeks. Some architecture symposium his firm was sponsoring. He'd mentioned it weeks ago, complaining about the timing but admitting it would be good for networking. Thursday morning through Saturday afternoon. That gave her roughly 60 hours of complete privacy.

Perfect.

The purchase was its own adventure. Mara sat at her laptop one Wednesday afternoon, Derek safely at the office, comparing models with the intensity of someone researching a car purchase. She had multiple browser tabs open—manufacturer websites, review sites, YouTube assembly videos, forum discussions about durability and comfort.

The options were overwhelming. The basic models started around $800 but looked flimsy, the padding thin, the hole diameter questionable. Mid-range options hovered around $1,200-$1,500, with better construction and adjustability. The high-end models pushed past $2,000 but offered features that made Mara's pulse quicken: premium memory foam, infinite height adjustment, removable face cradles that could be positioned at different angles, even optional attachments for wrist restraints.

She spent three hours reading reviews, watching comparison videos, even joining a private Facebook group called "Milking Table Enthusiasts" that had over 4,000 members. The group was surprisingly wholesome—couples sharing their setups, offering advice, posting before-and-after photos of their converted spaces. There was a pinned post from an admin reminding everyone to be respectful and that this was a space for education and community, not just porn.

Mara dove into the discussions. One thread was all about optimal hole diameter (apparently 6-7 inches was standard, but some people preferred smaller for a "snugger fit" and others preferred larger for "freedom of movement"). Another discussed the merits of leather versus fabric padding (leather wiped clean easily but could get cold; fabric felt more luxurious but required more maintenance).

She took actual notes. Created a spreadsheet comparing features and prices. This was perhaps the most organized she'd ever been about a purchase that wasn't a car or furniture.

Finally, she settled on the Deluxe Serenity Pro. It hit every mark on her checklist: adjustable height from 24 to 36 inches (allowing her to kneel comfortably underneath while Derek would be fully supported above), extra-thick memory foam padding in charcoal gray (neutral enough to pass as a regular massage table if anyone somehow saw it before the reveal), removable face cradle with three angle settings, and a hole diameter of 6.5 inches that, according to the specs—and she'd actually measured Derek one night while he slept, using a tailor's measuring tape with a delicacy that would've been comical if she weren't so determined—would provide "optimal access and maneuverability without excess gap."

The reviews were glowing. One woman wrote: "This table changed my marriage. My husband literally cried after the first session." Another: "The height adjustment is CRUCIAL—don't cheap out on a fixed-height model. Being able to customize means you can work comfortably for as long as you want."

The price tag made Mara wince—$1,850, plus $127 for expedited shipping and white glove delivery. She stared at the total: $1,977.

She had the money. A particularly lucrative copywriting project last month—a full website rewrite for a boutique hotel chain—had paid nearly $4,000. She'd been saving it, vaguely thinking about a vacation or maybe finally replacing their aging couch. This definitely qualified as special.

Her cursor hovered over the "Purchase" button for a full minute. This was real money. Real commitment. There was no going back from this—you couldn't exactly return a milking table with a "changed my mind" note.

But then she pictured Derek's face. The surprise. The trust. The moment when he'd lower himself onto the table and feel her hands for the first time from below. The sound he'd make when he realized what she was capable of from that position.

She clicked "Purchase" before she could second-guess herself.

The confirmation email sent a thrill straight through her core. Order #MT-487392. Estimated delivery: Thursday, November 10th, between 9 AM and 1 PM. She'd actually done it.

But buying the table was just the beginning. Mara's research had made one thing abundantly clear: technique mattered. This wasn't just about giving Derek a blow job from an unusual angle. The milking table experience, done properly, was a journey. Building tension, reading body language, knowing when to push and when to pull back, when to use hands versus mouth versus both, how to edge someone for extended periods without crossing the line into frustration.

The forums were full of stories about partners who'd made the experience transcendent and others who'd fumbled it, turning what should have been incredible into awkward and uncomfortable. One man wrote: "My wife surprised me with a milking table and I was so excited, but she just went at it like regular oral. It lasted maybe 10 minutes and felt rushed. We haven't used it since." Another: "The first time was rough—she didn't realize the angle meant she needed different technique. Lots of teeth accidentally. We laugh about it now, but it took a few sessions to figure it out."

Mara refused to be in either category. If she was doing this, she was doing it right.

She ordered books. Actual physical books, delivered to the apartment when Derek was at work. "The Art of Sensual Massage" by Dr. Gordon Inkeles. "Advanced Oral Sex Techniques for Women" by Violet Blue. Something called "The Multi-Orgasmic Man" by Mantak Chia that promised techniques for extending and intensifying male pleasure. And a slim volume she'd found recommended in the Facebook group: "Milking Table Mastery: A Guide for Dedicated Partners" by someone who used the pseudonym Jade Phoenix.

When the discreet brown Amazon packages arrived, she hid them in her side of the closet, behind the shoe rack Derek never touched. Late at night, after Derek fell asleep, Mara would sneak into the bathroom with her phone and read, taking notes in a password-protected document on her laptop.

She learned about using high-quality massage oil for extended sessions—not the cheap stuff that dried out quickly, but actual professional-grade oil that would last. She discovered that the angle from below required different tongue positioning than traditional fellatio; you were working against gravity, which meant certain techniques that worked horizontally wouldn't work vertically. She took actual notes on edging strategies, timing patterns, recognizing the physical cues that someone was close even when you couldn't see their face.

One forum post stuck with her, written by a woman who'd been practicing milking table sessions for years:

"The biggest mind-shift was realizing it's not about speed or intensity. It's about sustainability. You're orchestrating a 30, 40, sometimes 60-minute experience. That means pacing yourself physically, yes, but also reading your partner's body like a book. The clench of his thighs, the flex in his calves, the way his breathing changes, how his cock responds to different pressures. You become fluent in his pleasure to a degree that regular sex doesn't require. And that knowledge—that mastery—is deeply intimate."

Mara copied that passage into her notes, highlighting it.

She started paying more attention to Derek's body during sex, cataloging his responses. The way his breath hitched when she used her tongue a certain way. How his hands would grip whatever he was holding—her hips, the sheets, the headboard—when he was getting close. The particular groan he made right before coming, different from all his other sounds. She filed it all away, building a mental map.

"You're being really observant lately," Derek mentioned one night after sex, both of them catching their breath. "Not complaining, just... you're paying attention to details."

"Just want to make sure you're enjoying yourself," Mara said, trailing her fingers down his chest.

"Always do." He caught her hand, kissed her knuckles. "But yeah, lately it's been... I don't know. More intense? In a good way."

She smiled against his shoulder. If only he knew this was just the warm-up.

The week before Derek's conference, Mara's anxiety spiked. The table was ordered, scheduled to arrive. The research was done. But doubt crept in during quiet moments. What if he hated it? What if the whole thing was too weird, too much? They'd explored plenty together, but this felt different. This was a commitment. A piece of furniture. A statement about their sex life that couldn't be taken back or laughed off.

She almost canceled the order three times. Her finger hovered over the "Cancel Order" button in her email, imagining the relief of stepping back from the edge. They could just continue with their perfectly good sex life. No risks. No potential awkwardness.

But then Derek came home one night particularly wrecked. It was Wednesday, peak of his work hell-week before the Chicago conference. He'd been at the office until 9 PM, surviving on coffee and vending machine snacks, dealing with a client who'd demanded eleventh-hour changes to a design that was already perfect. He dropped his messenger bag by the door like it weighed fifty pounds and collapsed on the couch, shoulders hunched, the stress written across his face in harsh lines.

"Rough day?" Mara asked, though the answer was obvious.

"Fucking brutal," Derek muttered. "I swear to God, if Henderson asks for one more revision to the facade treatment, I'm quitting and becoming a barista."

Mara moved behind the couch and started massaging his shoulders, working out the knots she could feel under his shirt. Derek groaned in relief, his head dropping forward.

"God, what would I do without you?" he muttered.

"You'll never have to find out," Mara promised, digging her thumbs into a particularly tight spot.

He relaxed under her hands, the tension slowly releasing, his breathing evening out. The trust in how completely he surrendered to her touch—eyes closed, guard down, letting her take care of him—made her chest ache with affection.

This. This was why she was doing this. Because Derek worked himself to exhaustion and deserved someone dedicated to his pleasure and relaxation. Because he trusted her completely. Because she wanted to give him something he didn't even know he needed.

She didn't cancel the order.

Thursday morning arrived. Derek's Uber to the airport was scheduled for 8:30 AM. Mara had been awake since 6:00, anxiety and excitement mixing into a jittery energy that made coffee unnecessary. She helped him pack, double-checked that he had his conference badge and hotel confirmation, kissed him goodbye at the door.

"Three days," Derek said, holding her close. "I'll text you when I land."

"Have fun. Network. Don't let the keynote speakers bore you to death."

"I'll try." He kissed her once more, then hefted his carry-on and left.

Mara watched from the window until his Uber disappeared around the corner. Then she checked the tracking number for the table delivery: Out for Delivery. Estimated arrival: 11:47 AM.

She spent the next three hours cleaning the office, creating space. She measured the room three times, making sure the table would fit with adequate clearance. She moved Derek's drafting supplies to boxes in the closet, rearranged the furniture, created what would become her secret workspace.

When the delivery notification pinged at 11:34 AM, Mara practically sprinted downstairs. The delivery truck was huge, the kind used for furniture. Two guys in company uniforms were already unloading a massive box wrapped in brown paper and shipping tape.

"Serenity Pro delivery for Garcia?" the older one asked, checking his tablet.

"That's me," Mara said, hoping her voice sounded normal.

The box was enormous—eight feet long, four feet wide, flat like a coffin. The delivery guys helped her wrestle it into the freight elevator, both of them clearly trying not to ask what was inside. The younger one smiled knowingly when they got to her floor.

"Massage table?" he asked.

"Anniversary present," Mara lied, cheeks burning. "For my husband. He's been stressed."

"Lucky guy," the older delivery man said. They helped her get it inside the apartment door, tipped their caps politely, and left.

Mara stood in the hallway, staring at the massive box now blocking half her living room. Inside that cardboard was $1,850 worth of specialized furniture designed for one purpose: milking Derek's cock until he lost his mind with pleasure.

"Okay," she said aloud to the empty apartment. "Okay. Let's do this."

Assembly took four hours. The instructions were clear enough, well-illustrated with diagrams that actually made sense. But the table was heavy—the base alone must have weighed seventy pounds, solid hardwood construction designed for stability. Mara had to drag each piece into the office, her arms aching, sweat dampening her shirt despite the November chill.

She started with the base, bolting the legs together according to the numbered diagram. Then the height adjustment mechanism, which involved more bolts and washers than seemed necessary but clicked into place with satisfying precision. The padding came next, the memory foam wrapped in that charcoal fabric, secured with heavy-duty velcro and elastic straps.

The face cradle was last—a separate piece that attached at one end, adjustable to three different angles. Mara tested each setting, imagining Derek's comfort level. Too steep and his neck would hurt. Too flat and he wouldn't be able to breathe comfortably. The middle setting felt right.

By the time she'd bolted the final piece into place and tested the stability—sitting on it, bouncing gently, making sure nothing wobbled—her hands ached and she'd drunk three bottles of water. But God, it was beautiful.

The Serenity Pro stood in the center of the office, looking exactly like a high-end massage table you'd find at an expensive spa. The charcoal padding was pristine, professional. The face cradle was properly positioned. And in the center of the table, that strategic, perfect fucking hole that made Mara's imagination run wild.

She tested the height adjustment mechanism, lowering the table until she could comfortably kneel underneath on the floor, then raising it back up. The hydraulics moved smoothly, nearly silent. At the lowest setting, she'd have plenty of headroom. At the highest setting, Derek would be perfectly supported, his body parallel to the ground.

She lay face-down on it herself, positioning her hips over the opening, testing the comfort level. The memory foam was luxurious, cradling her body. The face cradle supported her perfectly. Complete relaxation wasn't just possible—it was inevitable. She understood immediately why the reviews had raved about the padding quality. You could lie here for an hour and not get sore.

And from below?

Mara slid underneath, her heart racing. She looked up through the hole at where Derek's hips would be, and felt heat pool between her legs. The access was perfect. She could use her hands, her mouth, her whole body if she wanted. The angle gave her a full view of his reactions while maintaining that element of mystery and surrender he wouldn't have from above.

"Fuck," she breathed, already imagining his cock hard and heavy, hanging through that opening while she worked him over with oil-slicked hands and eager lips.

Her hand drifted between her legs almost unconsciously, finding herself wet through her jeans just from the visualization. She caught herself, pulled back. Not yet. She had more work to do.

The next day was Friday. Mara spent it shopping with the focus of someone on a mission.

First stop: Victoria's Secret. She spent an hour trying on lingerie, looking for the perfect combination of sexy and functional. It needed to look incredible but also be easy to strip out of when things got messy. She settled on a black lace set—demi-cup bra that made her tits look phenomenal, matching boy-short panties that hugged her ass just right. The kind of thing that said "I dressed up for this" without being costume-y.

Next: Sephora. She spent forty minutes talking to a bemused sales associate about massage oils, explaining she needed something that wouldn't dry out during "extended use" and was safe for "all skin types." She left with a $68 bottle of premium coconut-based oil that the associate promised would "last as long as you need it to."

Then the specialty candle shop downtown, where she bought four expensive jar candles in a warm vanilla scent—enough to create ambiance without overwhelming perfume.

Her final stop was a boutique lingerie shop she'd passed dozens of times but never entered. The window display featured silk robes and delicate nightgowns that screamed expensive. Inside, she was greeted by a woman in her fifties with an elegant French accent who asked, "What's the occasion?"

"Anniversary," Mara said, the lie coming easier now. "I want something special. A robe, maybe? Short, but classy."

The woman's smile was knowing. "I have exactly the thing."

She emerged with a dark red silk robe, short enough to hit mid-thigh, with a tie belt and bell sleeves. It was absurdly expensive—$215—but when Mara tried it on in the dressing room, she understood why. The silk felt liquid against her skin. The color was rich, almost burgundy. The cut was perfect, hinting at what was underneath without revealing everything.

"You look devastating," the French woman said when Mara emerged.

Mara bought it without hesitation.

Saturday afternoon, Derek texted: Conference is brutal but productive. Keynote this morning was actually interesting. Miss you. Can't wait to be home tomorrow.

Mara was sitting cross-legged underneath the milking table, testing sight lines and positions, when the text came through. She smiled at the screen.

Miss you too. Can't wait to see you. I've got a surprise.

His response was almost immediate: Yeah? What kind of surprise?

The kind you have to wait for. She added a winking emoji, feeling bold. She'd never been good at teasing, but the table had made her confident in ways she didn't fully understand yet.

You're going to kill me.

In the best way, she promised. Trust me?

Always.

That word—always—made her chest tight. She looked up through the hole in the table at the ceiling, imagining Derek above her, and felt absolutely certain she was doing the right thing.

Saturday night, Mara did a full dress rehearsal. She waited until after dark, even though Derek was 800 miles away and couldn't possibly walk in. Something about the darkness made it feel more real.

She started with the lighting. Turned off the overhead fixture and lit all four candles, placing them strategically around the room. The warm vanilla scent filled the space without being cloying. The flickering light turned the office into something else—not a workspace anymore, but a sanctuary.

Next, the outfit. She showered first, taking her time, shaving carefully. Then the black lace lingerie, which fit perfectly. The red silk robe over it, tied loosely at the waist. She looked at herself in the mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. She looked like someone who knew exactly what she wanted and how to take it.

She arranged the massage oil and a stack of clean towels within easy reach of the table. Queued up a playlist on her phone—instrumental, mostly ambient electronic music with a slow, sensual pulse. Nothing too distracting, just enough to fill the silence.

Then she turned off the lights except for the candles and approached the table.

The memory foam gave slightly under her palm when she touched it. She walked around the table slowly, trailing her fingers over the padding, the face cradle, finally over the hole itself. Her pulse was racing.

She lay on the table face-down, positioning herself carefully. The padding supported her perfectly. The face cradle meant she could breathe easily, see the floor below. And between her legs, the opening that would grant her perfect access.

This was Derek's position. This was where he'd lie while she worked underneath.

Mara slid off the table and knelt on the floor, positioning herself beneath. She looked up through the hole, picturing it clearly now: Derek's body above her, his cock hanging down, heavy and hard. Her hands slick with oil, starting slow—just stroking his thighs, his ass, building anticipation. Then finally touching him, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, feeling him pulse in her grip.

Her hand slipped between her legs almost unconsciously, finding herself wet through the lace. She was so turned on just from the visualization, from the preparation, from knowing this was all for Derek.

She pictured the whole scene in detail: Derek's breathing going ragged as she stroked him. The way his thighs would tense when she took him in her mouth. How his hips would try not to thrust, trying to stay still and surrender to the sensation. She'd edge him for as long as she could stand it, reading his body, knowing exactly when to pull back and when to push forward.

Mara's fingers worked her clit through the lace, her other hand braced against the table leg above her. She was so close already, her imagination vivid enough to feel real.

When she came, it was with Derek's name on her lips, her body arching underneath the table like she was already in position. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, intense and prolonged, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out even though the apartment was empty.

Afterward, she lay there on the floor beneath the table, catching her breath, feeling the cool air on her flushed skin. Through the hole above, candlelight flickered. Everything was perfect. Ready.

All that remained was Derek's return tomorrow and the moment of truth.

She stood, smoothed her robe, and took one last look at the transformed office. The candles cast dancing shadows on the walls. The table stood in the center, solid and purposeful. The oil and towels were arranged precisely. It looked professional and intimate at the same time, like a private spa designed for two.

Mara's phone buzzed: Flight lands at 2 PM. Be home by 3ish depending on traffic. Can we order in? I'm exhausted.

She typed her response carefully: Already planned on it. Just come straight home when you land. I'll take care of everything.

You're the best. Love you.

Love you too. She paused, then added: Trust me?

With my life.

Mara smiled, looking at the milking table one more time, her pulse already quickening with anticipation for tomorrow. She reached out and touched the padding, letting her fingers trail over where Derek would soon be lying.

"Tomorrow," she whispered to the empty room, to the table, to herself. "Tomorrow I'm going to blow your fucking mind."

She blew out the candles one by one, watching the smoke curl upward in the darkness, and went to bed with her body still humming with the echo of her orgasm and the promise of what was coming.


Chapter 2: The Reveal

Sunday afternoon arrived with the weight of inevitability. Mara had been awake since dawn, her body humming with nervous energy that made sitting still impossible. She'd already showered twice, changed outfits three times, and rearranged the candles in the office for the fourth time before forcing herself to stop and just breathe.

Derek's flight was landing at 2:00 PM. He'd texted from O'Hare during his layover: Boarding soon. See you in a few hours. I missed your face.

Missed yours too, she'd replied, her hands shaking slightly as she typed. Drive safe from the airport.

Now it was 2:47 PM. He could be home any minute. Everything was ready—the office transformed, the candles unlit but positioned, the massage oil and towels arranged, her outfit laid out on the bed. But Mara found herself pacing the living room, second-guessing everything.

What if he thought this was too much? What if the table freaked him out instead of turning him on? What if she'd misread their entire dynamic and he didn't want this kind of service, this level of dedication? What if—

Her phone buzzed: 10 minutes out. Traffic wasn't bad.

Mara's heart kicked into overdrive. Ten minutes. She had ten minutes to get into position, to transform from anxious girlfriend into the confident woman who'd planned this entire seduction.

She moved quickly, muscle memory taking over. Into the bedroom, stripping out of her jeans and t-shirt. The black lace lingerie first—the bra that made her tits look incredible, the boy-short panties that hugged her curves. Then the red silk robe, the fabric whispering against her skin as she tied the belt loosely at her waist. A quick check in the mirror: hair down and slightly tousled, makeup minimal but present, lips glossed. She looked sexy and deliberate, like someone who knew exactly what she wanted.

Into the office. She lit the candles quickly, their warm vanilla scent filling the room as the flames caught and held. Turned off the overhead light. The space transformed instantly—no longer a workspace but something intimate and purposeful, the milking table centered like an altar.

Mara heard the apartment door open.

"Babe?" Derek's voice carried from the entryway. "I'm home!"

"In here!" she called, her voice steadier than she felt. "Come to the office!"

She heard him drop his bags, his footsteps approaching down the hallway. Her pulse hammered in her throat. This was it. No going back now.

Derek appeared in the doorway and stopped dead.

His eyes went wide, taking in the transformed room—the candlelight, the rearranged furniture, Mara standing there in silk and lace, and in the center of it all, the table. That professional, purposeful table with its charcoal padding and strategic opening that couldn't be mistaken for anything ordinary once you really looked at it.

"Holy shit," Derek breathed. "What is this?"

Mara's nervousness crystallized into focus. She'd prepared for this moment, rehearsed what she'd say. "It's a milking table," she said simply, watching his face. "For you. For us."

Derek stepped into the room slowly, his messenger bag sliding off his shoulder and hitting the floor with a soft thud he didn't seem to notice. His eyes were locked on the table, then on her, then back to the table. "A milking table," he repeated, his voice slightly hoarse. "You... you bought a milking table."

"I did." Mara moved closer to him, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. "I've been planning this for weeks. Since you left for Chicago, actually. I wanted to surprise you."

"Surprise me," Derek said, still staring at the table. She could see his mind working, processing. He wasn't stupid—he knew what a milking table was for, what it meant. "Jesus, Mara. This is..."

"Too much?" she asked, vulnerability creeping into her voice despite her best efforts.

"No." He looked at her then, really looked, his gaze traveling over the red silk, the black lace underneath, the way she was standing there offering him something he hadn't known he wanted. "Not too much. I just... I don't know what to say."

Mara stepped closer, close enough to touch him. She could smell his travel scent—airport coffee, recycled air, the cologne he'd put on that morning that had faded to just a hint. "You don't have to say anything," she said softly. "I just want to take care of you. That's all this is. Me taking care of you in a way I've never been able to before."

Derek's hand came up to cup her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone. "You always take care of me."

"Not like this." She turned her head to kiss his palm. "This is different. This is... dedicated. Focused. It's me worshipping you for as long as you can stand it."

She watched his throat work as he swallowed. "Show me," he said quietly. "Show me how it works."

Relief and arousal flooded through her in equal measure. Mara took his hand and led him to the table, circling it slowly so he could see every detail. "You lie face-down," she explained, gesturing to the padding. "Your face goes in the cradle here—it's adjustable, so it'll be comfortable. Your arms can hang loose at your sides or rest on these supports. And your hips..." She touched the area directly over the hole. "This is where you'll be positioned."

Derek stared at the opening, understanding dawning fully. "So you'd be..."

"Underneath," Mara finished. "Working from below. You won't be able to see what I'm doing. You just have to feel it and trust me."

"Trust you," Derek repeated, his voice rough with something that sounded like arousal mixed with awe. "Christ, Mara. How long have you been planning this?"

"Three weeks of research. One week of setup." She met his eyes. "I wanted it to be perfect for you."

He pulled her close then, kissing her with an intensity that stole her breath. When he pulled back, his pupils were dilated, his breathing uneven. "I can't believe you did this," he said against her mouth. "I can't believe you're this fucking perfect."

"I'm not perfect," Mara said, but she was smiling. "I just love you. And I want to make you feel good in ways you've never felt before."

Derek's hands slid down her back, over the silk, coming to rest on her hips. She could feel him hardening against her through his jeans, his body responding even as his mind was still catching up. "How does this work?" he asked. "What do I... what do you want me to do?"

Mara stepped back, taking control now that she knew he was on board. "Strip," she said simply. "Everything. Then lie face-down on the table and let me take care of the rest."

She watched Derek's face shift—surprise giving way to trust giving way to arousal. He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the lean muscle of his chest and stomach, the sparse dark hair that trailed down from his navel. His jeans came next, unbuttoned and shoved down along with his boxers in one motion. His cock was already half-hard, thickening as she watched.

"On the table," Mara said, her voice dropping into a register she barely recognized. Commanding but affectionate. "Face-down, baby. Get comfortable."

Derek climbed onto the table, the padding giving slightly under his weight. He positioned himself carefully, his face settling into the cradle, his arms hanging loose. His body stretched out long and vulnerable, and between his legs, through that strategic opening, his cock hung heavy.

From her position standing beside the table, Mara could see his profile—the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers flexed, the rise and fall of his breathing. "How does it feel?" she asked, trailing her fingers down his spine.

"Weird," Derek admitted, his voice slightly muffled by the face cradle. "But good weird. I can't see anything."

"That's the point." Mara leaned down to kiss his shoulder blade. "You don't need to see. You just need to feel. Can you do that for me?"

"Yeah," Derek breathed. "Yeah, I can do that."

"Good boy," Mara murmured, and she felt him shudder at the praise.

She circled the table once more, observing him from every angle, letting the anticipation build. Then she knelt on the floor and slid underneath, positioning herself directly below his hips.

The view from underneath was everything she'd imagined and more. Derek's cock hung down through the opening, not fully hard yet but getting there, thick and ready. She could see the underside of his balls, the way his thighs tensed slightly on either side of the hole. Above her, his body was completely supported by the table, relaxed and surrendered.

This was her workspace now. Her domain.

Mara reached for the massage oil, warming it between her palms. "I'm going to start slow," she said, her voice floating up to him. "Just touch at first. Getting you ready. Tell me if anything doesn't feel good, okay?"

"Okay," Derek said, his voice already strained.

She started with his thighs, her oiled hands gliding over his skin, working the muscles. Long, slow strokes, firm pressure, professional and purposeful. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing further into the table. She worked methodically—inner thighs, outer thighs, up toward his ass and then back down toward his knees. Building tension without touching where he wanted it most.

"Fuck, that feels good," Derek muttered. "When did you learn to do this?"

"I've been practicing," Mara said, truthfully. She'd spent hours watching videos, reading guides, learning the proper techniques. "I wanted to be good at this for you."

Her hands moved higher, kneading his ass cheeks, spreading him slightly. Derek made a choked sound. "Jesus Christ, Mara."

"Just relax," she soothed, even as her own arousal built watching him respond. "Let me take care of you."

She added more oil to her hands and finally—finally—wrapped her fingers around his cock.

Derek's whole body went rigid for a second before forcing himself to relax. "Oh fuck," he groaned. "Fuck, that's—"

"Good?" Mara asked, stroking him slowly from root to tip, feeling him harden completely in her grip.

"So fucking good," Derek panted.

Mara established a rhythm—long, slow strokes with both hands, one following the other, keeping him slick and worked. She wasn't rushing toward anything. This was about the journey, not the destination. She wanted to make this last, to show him exactly how dedicated she could be.

"You have no idea how long I've been thinking about this," she said, her voice low and intimate from below. "How many times I pictured you on this table with your cock in my hands. How badly I wanted to worship you like this."

"Mara," Derek groaned, his hips twitching despite his best efforts to stay still. "You're going to kill me."

"Not yet," she promised. "We're just getting started, baby."

She changed her technique—one hand wrapping around the base of his cock, holding him steady, while the other focused on the head. Her thumb circled the crown, spreading pre-cum and oil together, finding the sensitive spot on the underside and working it deliberately.

Derek's breathing went ragged. "Holy shit. Holy shit, that's—Mara, I'm not going to last if you—"

She backed off immediately, switching to long, slow strokes again. This was the art of it, the skill she'd studied for weeks. Reading his body, knowing when to push and when to pull back, keeping him on the edge without letting him fall over.

"Not yet," she murmured. "I want you to feel this for a long time before you come."

"You're evil," Derek panted, but there was a smile in his voice.

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected. She leaned up on her knees, bringing her mouth closer. "And I haven't even used my mouth yet."

She heard Derek swear above her, his fingers gripping the sides of the table. "You're seriously going to—"

"Going to suck your cock from underneath while you lie there and take it?" Mara finished. "That's exactly what I'm going to do."

She licked him first—a long, slow stroke from base to tip with the flat of her tongue, tasting salt and oil and him. Derek made a sound she'd never heard before, somewhere between a groan and a whimper. Encouraged, Mara did it again, then took just the head into her mouth, sucking gently while her hands continued their steady rhythm on his shaft.

The angle was different from this position, exactly like the guides had warned. She had to adjust her technique, using more tongue and less suction at first, finding the right approach. But watching Derek's thighs tremble, hearing the increasingly desperate sounds he was making, she knew she was doing something right.

"Fuck, Mara," Derek gasped. "Your mouth feels so fucking good. I can't—I don't even know what you're doing down there but it's—fuck—"

She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, letting him slide in until her nose pressed against his balls. Then she pulled back slowly, using her tongue on the underside, before taking him deep again. The rhythm was meditative—in and out, hands and mouth working together, oil making everything slick and smooth.

Derek was losing his composure above her. She could hear it in his breathing, feel it in the way his hips kept trying to thrust despite being supported by the table. "Mara, baby, I'm getting close. I'm—fuck, I'm really close."

She pulled off completely, switching back to just her hands with long, slow strokes. Derek groaned in frustration and relief. "You're torturing me," he accused.

"I'm edging you," Mara corrected, adding more oil. "Making it better. Trust me."

"I trust you," Derek said, and the vulnerability in his voice made her chest ache. "I trust you completely."

Mara worked him for another ten minutes—alternating between hands and mouth, building him up and bringing him back down, learning the exact signals that meant he was getting too close. She discovered he was most sensitive when she focused on the head while massaging his balls with her other hand. That combining a tight grip at the base with rapid tongue work on the tip made him literally shake. That whispering dirty things to him from below—telling him how hard his cock was, how good he tasted, how much she loved worshipping him like this—made him somehow even harder.

"Mara," Derek finally gasped, his voice desperate. "Please. Please, I need to come. I can't—I need—"

"I know, baby," she soothed. "I know. You've been so good for me. You want to come?"

"Yes," he practically sobbed. "Please, yes."

"Then come for me," Mara said, and she took him fully into her mouth while her hand worked his shaft in tight, fast strokes. "Come in my mouth, baby. Give it to me."

It took maybe thirty seconds. Derek's whole body went rigid, his thighs clamping around the table, and then he was coming with a guttural shout that echoed in the office. Mara felt the first pulse hit the back of her throat and swallowed, continuing to work him through it as he emptied himself into her mouth. He came hard—harder than she'd ever felt from him before—pulse after pulse until he was finally spent and shaking.

She pulled off gently, licking him clean, placing soft kisses on his still-twitching cock before finally sliding out from underneath the table.

Derek was boneless on the padding, his breathing rough and uneven. Mara climbed onto the table beside him, running her hands over his back in soothing strokes. "You okay?" she asked softly.

"Okay?" Derek's laugh was breathless and slightly hysterical. "Mara, I just—that was—I've never come that hard in my entire life. What the fuck did you just do to me?"

She kissed his shoulder, smiling. "Exactly what I planned to do. Worship you. Make you feel amazing."

Derek turned his head in the face cradle to look at her, his eyes glazed and satisfied. "You're incredible. Seriously. That was... I don't even have words."

"Good," Mara said, pleased. "That was the goal."

They stayed like that for a while, Derek gradually coming back to himself while Mara touched him with gentle affection. Finally, he shifted, pulling himself up to sitting, his legs hanging off the side of the table. He looked down at her with an expression she couldn't quite read.

"What?" Mara asked.

"I just realized," Derek said slowly, "that you did all that for me and didn't get anything."

"I got plenty," Mara assured him. "Watching you lose your mind was better than—"

Derek pulled her between his legs, kissing her hard enough to steal her breath. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with intent. "Get on the table," he said. "Face-down. It's your turn."

Mara's eyes widened. "Derek, the table isn't really designed for—"

"I don't give a fuck," Derek said, already untying her robe, pushing it off her shoulders. "You just spent an hour worshipping my cock. Now I'm going to eat your pussy until you can't remember your own name. Get on the table, Mara."

The command in his voice sent heat straight to her core. She was already soaked, had been since the moment she'd wrapped her hands around him, and the idea of Derek returning the favor made her knees weak.

She climbed onto the table face-down, positioning herself the way he had. The padding felt incredible against her body. Derek moved behind her, and she felt his hands on the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her legs.

"Fuck, you're drenched," Derek said, his fingers sliding through her folds. "You got this wet just from sucking my cock?"

"Yes," Mara gasped as his fingers found her clit. "I loved it. Loved making you feel good."

"You're fucking perfect," Derek muttered, and then his mouth was on her.

He ate her pussy with the same dedication she'd shown his cock—long, slow licks followed by focused attention on her clit, his fingers sliding inside her while his tongue worked her over. The table supported her completely, letting her just feel without having to hold herself up, and the sensation was overwhelming.

"Derek," she moaned into the face cradle. "Oh fuck, Derek, right there—"

He hummed against her, the vibration sending sparks through her nervous system. His fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot, while his tongue circled her clit in tight, rapid movements.

Mara came with a cry, her whole body seizing as the orgasm crashed through her. Derek didn't stop, working her through it until she was shaking and oversensitive, and only then did he pull back.

She felt him climb onto the table behind her, felt the weight of him settling over her back, his cock—already hard again, Jesus Christ—pressing against her ass.

"Can I fuck you like this?" Derek asked, his voice rough against her ear. "On your table?"

"Yes," Mara breathed. "God, yes."

He slid into her in one smooth thrust, both of them groaning at the sensation. The angle was perfect, hitting deep, and Derek set a rhythm that was slow and deliberate, making her feel every inch.

"This table," Derek panted, his hips rolling against hers, "is the best fucking surprise anyone has ever given me."

Mara laughed breathlessly, pushing back against him. "Good. We're going to use it a lot."

"Fuck yes we are," Derek agreed, his pace increasing. "I'm going to fuck you on this table. Eat your pussy on this table. And you're going to milk my cock on this table whenever I need it."

"Whenever you need it," Mara promised, already feeling another orgasm building.

When they came this time, it was together—Derek's rhythm stuttering as he emptied himself inside her, Mara clenching around him and crying out his name. They collapsed together on the table, sweaty and satisfied and completely wrecked.

"Okay," Derek said eventually, his face buried in her hair. "I officially love the milking table."

Mara laughed, turning her head to kiss whatever part of him she could reach. "Good. Because I bought a lot of oil."

They eventually made it to the shower, then to bed, where they ordered Thai food and ate it mostly naked while Derek asked her a million questions about how she'd planned everything. Mara told him about the research, the forums, the books, the dress rehearsal. She didn't tell him about the money—that felt less romantic somehow—but she told him everything else.

"I can't believe you did all this for me," Derek kept saying, shaking his head. "Three weeks of planning. The secrecy. Learning techniques."

"I wanted it to be perfect," Mara said simply. "I wanted to give you something incredible."

"You did," Derek assured her, pulling her close. "That was hands-down the most intense sexual experience of my life."

Later, after the food was eaten and they were curled together in the dark, Derek said quietly, "Can we do it again? Soon?"

Mara smiled against his chest. "Whenever you want, baby. That's what the table is for."

"Tomorrow?" Derek asked hopefully.

"Maybe give yourself a day to recover," Mara suggested, laughing. "But definitely this week."

"Deal," Derek said, and she could hear the smile in his voice.

As she drifted off to sleep, Mara thought about the office down the hall with its candles and table and all the possibilities they'd just unlocked. This was only the beginning. She'd given Derek a taste of what she could do, but she had so much more to learn, so many techniques to master.

The milking table wasn't just a piece of furniture. It was a promise. And Mara fully intended to keep it.


Chapter 3: Refinement

The first week after the reveal, they used the milking table three times.

Monday night, Derek came home from work looking stressed, and Mara had simply taken his hand and led him to the office without a word. Tuesday, it was Derek who suggested it, practically begging after dinner. Thursday, Mara surprised him mid-afternoon when he was working from home, appearing in the doorway of the office in just the red silk robe and a smile that promised everything.

Each session taught Mara something new. She learned that Derek was most sensitive in the late evening, after he'd had time to decompress from work but before exhaustion set in. She discovered that he loved when she talked to him from underneath, her voice floating up through that gap while her hands and mouth worked him over. She figured out that using a warmed towel afterward—something she'd read about in one of the guides—made him literally melt into the table with gratitude.

But it was the little details that fascinated her most. The way Derek's left thigh always tensed first when he was getting close. How his breathing would catch and hold for exactly three seconds before he came. The particular sound he made—not quite a moan, not quite a groan, something uniquely his—when she used her tongue on the underside of his cock head while simultaneously massaging his balls.

She cataloged all of it, filing away every response, every reaction, building a comprehensive map of his pleasure.

By Friday night, Mara was confident enough in her basic technique that she started thinking about advancement. The forums had been full of posts about "leveling up"—partners who'd mastered the fundamentals and started exploring more advanced territory. Extended edging sessions. Prostate stimulation. Sensory deprivation. Even light dominance and control games.

The Milk Maid's blog had an entire series on "Advanced Milking Table Techniques" that Mara had bookmarked but not yet fully explored. Friday night, after Derek fell asleep—thoroughly wrung out from a forty-minute session that had left him barely able to walk to the bedroom—Mara pulled out her laptop and started reading.

Advanced Technique #3: The Extended Edge

Once you've mastered basic edging (bringing your partner close 2-3 times before allowing release), you can explore extended sessions. The goal is to keep them in a state of sustained arousal for 30-60+ minutes, never quite letting them tip over but never backing off enough to lose the thread. This requires incredible body awareness and communication.

Key principles: - Vary your techniques constantly. Repetition will push them over the edge. - Use the "plateau method": build to 80%, hold there for 60 seconds, drop to 50%, build again. - Communicate constantly. Ask if they're close. Tell them you're not letting them come yet. - Watch for frustration vs. enjoyment. Some partners love extended edging; others find it torture. Know your person.

Mara read the whole post twice, taking notes. Sixty minutes. She'd maxed out at forty so far, and that had pushed both of them to their limits. Could she really sustain an hour? Could Derek?

There was only one way to find out.

Advanced Technique #7: Costume and Role Evolution

Don't underestimate the psychological power of presentation. How you dress for milking sessions affects both your confidence and your partner's arousal. Consider evolving beyond basic lingerie into more specific costumes that signal your role.

Examples: - Spa/massage therapist aesthetic: white linen, professional but sensual - Dominant attendant: leather, structured pieces, visual authority - Devoted worshipper: flowing fabrics, soft colors, surrender aesthetic - Playful service: fun patterns, bright colors, lighthearted energy

The key is matching costume to the dynamic you want to create for that particular session.

Mara thought about her red silk robe and black lace, which had served her well but felt increasingly like a default rather than a choice. What dynamic did she want to create? What role was she actually playing when she knelt underneath that table?

The word that kept coming back to her was devoted. Not dominant, not submissive exactly, but... dedicated. Worshipful. Like Derek's pleasure was her singular focus and she'd become an expert at providing it.

She opened a new tab and started shopping.
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Saturday morning, Derek woke up to find Mara already gone, a note on the pillow: Running errands. Back by 2. Miss you already. -M

He texted her around noon: What kind of errands require six hours?

The good kind, she replied. Patience, baby.

Derek sent back a string of curious emojis, which Mara ignored while she paid for her purchases at the specialty boutique downtown. The sales associate—a woman in her thirties with kind eyes and zero judgment—had helped her pick out three new outfits specifically for "intimate massage sessions," understanding exactly what Mara meant without making her spell it out.

She left the boutique with two large bags and drove to the high-end cooking supply store, where she bought the kind of hand towels used in professional spas—impossibly soft, quick-drying, available in sets of twelve. Then to the adult store on the edge of town, where she spent twenty minutes debating before finally buying a small prostate massager and a bottle of specialized lube.

The woman at the register had smiled knowingly. "First time exploring prostate play?"

"That obvious?" Mara had asked, blushing.

"You've got the determined research face. Don't worry—start slow, use lots of lube, and communicate. It's intense but amazing when done right."

Mara had thanked her and left, her face burning but her resolve firm. She wanted to give Derek every possible avenue of pleasure, and the forums had been unanimous: prostate stimulation during milking table sessions was next-level.

She got home at 2:17 PM to find Derek waiting on the couch, looking adorably impatient. "Finally," he said, standing. "What did you buy?"

"Supplies," Mara said mysteriously, holding up the bags. "For the table."

Derek's eyes darkened immediately. "What kind of supplies?"

"You'll see." She kissed him quickly. "Tonight. I'm planning something special."

"It's only 2 PM," Derek protested. "That's like six hours from now."

"Then you'll have plenty of time to anticipate it," Mara said, carrying her bags to the bedroom. "Trust me, it'll be worth the wait."

She spent the afternoon preparing with the same focus she'd brought to the initial setup. The new hand towels got washed and dried, then arranged in the office. She unpacked her new outfits and tried them on, settling on the white linen set for tonight—loose pants that sat low on her hips, a matching wrap top that tied at the side, the whole thing suggesting spa professional but with enough skin showing to be undeniably sensual.

The prostate massager got thoroughly cleaned and set aside with the specialized lube. She'd watched three instructional videos during her research week—enough to understand the basics, but she knew this would require communication and patience.

At 6 PM, she started lighting candles. At 6:30, she queued up her playlist—she'd created a new one specifically for longer sessions, over ninety minutes of instrumental ambient music with a slow, pulsing rhythm. At 7:00, she changed into her white linen outfit and checked herself in the mirror.

She looked professional and sensual at once, like someone who took her craft seriously but enjoyed it immensely. Her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. Her makeup was minimal. The white fabric made her skin look luminous in the candlelight.

Perfect.

She found Derek in the living room, ostensibly reading but clearly distracted. "Hey," she said softly.

He looked up and his jaw actually dropped. "Jesus Christ, Mara. What are you wearing?"

"My uniform," she said simply. "For your session tonight."

"My session," Derek repeated, his voice already rough. "How long have you been planning this?"

"All day." She held out her hand. "Come on. I want to try some new things with you."

Derek followed her to the office like a man in a trance. The room was transformed—more candles than before, the new towels arranged perfectly, everything ready. The table waited in the center, imposing and inviting at once.

"Strip," Mara said, her voice taking on that commanding-but-affectionate tone she'd been developing. "Everything. Then on the table, face-down."

Derek obeyed without hesitation, his hands shaking slightly as he pulled off his clothes. His cock was already half-hard just from anticipation. When he climbed onto the table and settled into position, Mara heard him exhale deeply.

"Comfortable?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice muffled by the face cradle. "This never stops being weird in the best way."

"Good weird is the goal." Mara circled the table once, trailing her fingers over his back, his ass, his thighs. "Tonight's going to be different from our other sessions."

"Different how?"

"Longer," Mara said. "More intense. I'm going to edge you for a really long time before I let you come. And I might try some new techniques. If anything doesn't feel good, you tell me immediately. Okay?"

She heard Derek swallow. "Okay. How long is a really long time?"

"As long as I decide," Mara said, enjoying the small sound he made. "Your only job is to lie there and feel everything I do to you. Can you do that for me, baby?"

"Yes," Derek breathed. "Fuck, yes."

Mara smiled and knelt underneath the table, sliding into her position beneath him. His cock hung down through the opening, already fully hard now, and she could see the tension in his thighs. He was already aroused just from the buildup.

She started the way she'd learned—warming oil between her palms, beginning with his thighs and ass, working the muscles with firm, professional pressure. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing into the table. She took her time, maybe fifteen minutes of pure massage, getting him completely loose and receptive.

Only then did she finally wrap her hand around his cock.

"Fuck," Derek muttered. "Finally."

"Patience," Mara said, stroking him slowly. "We're not rushing tonight."

She established a leisurely rhythm—long, slow strokes from base to tip, her hand slick with oil, keeping him hard but not building toward anything yet. Just steady, pleasant stimulation. She wanted him to feel good without getting close, to settle into the sensation without urgency.

After ten minutes of this, she changed tactics. Both hands now, one wrapped around the base while the other focused on the head, her thumb circling the crown in deliberate patterns. Derek's breathing changed, getting slightly faster.

"You getting close?" Mara asked.

"Not yet," Derek said. "But that feels really fucking good."

"Good." She maintained the pace for another five minutes, then switched again—taking him into her mouth while one hand continued stroking his shaft. She worked him with slow, deep movements, her tongue active on the underside.

Derek's thighs tensed. "Okay, now I'm getting closer."

Mara pulled off immediately, switching back to just long, slow strokes with her hands. "Not yet," she said. "We're just getting started."

"Evil," Derek groaned, but there was a smile in his voice. "You're actually evil."

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected, the same line from their first session. It was becoming their thing.

She kept him in that space for the next twenty minutes—building him up until his thighs tensed and his breathing changed, then backing off just enough to keep him from tipping over. She varied her techniques constantly: hands and mouth, different grips, different rhythms, different pressures. The oil made everything slick and smooth, her movements effortless.

"Mara," Derek finally gasped, his voice strained. "How long has it been?"

She glanced at her phone, propped nearby. "Forty-three minutes."

"Fuck," he groaned. "I feel like I've been hard for a year."

"You're doing so well, baby," Mara praised, her hands maintaining their steady rhythm. "You're taking this so perfectly."

She felt him shudder at the praise. "Can I come soon? Please?"

"Not yet," Mara said, even as her own arousal built watching him struggle. "I want to try something new first. Something I think you'll really like."

"What—" Derek started, then cut off with a sharp inhale as Mara's lubed finger pressed gently against his asshole.

"Is this okay?" she asked immediately, holding still. "I want to try prostate massage while I work your cock. But only if you're comfortable with it."

Derek was breathing hard. "I've... I've never done that before."

"I know. That's why I'm asking." Mara kept her finger pressed there gently, not pushing, just present. "I researched it. I bought the right lube. I'll go really slow. But if you don't want to try it, we won't."

There was a long pause. Then: "Okay. Yeah. Let's try it."

"You're sure?"

"I trust you," Derek said, and Mara's chest ached with affection.

She added more specialized lube to her finger, warming it first. "Just relax," she said softly. "I'm going to go really slow. Tell me if anything hurts or feels wrong."

She pressed forward gently, feeling resistance, then slowly working past it. Derek tensed automatically, and she paused. "Breathe, baby. Just relax into it."

Derek exhaled deliberately, and she felt the resistance ease. She slid her finger in slowly, so slowly, until she was fully inside. Derek made a sound she'd never heard before—somewhere between surprise and intense sensation.

"Okay?" Mara asked.

"Weird," Derek panted. "But not bad. Just... really weird."

"I'm going to find your prostate now," Mara said. "It might feel intense."

She curled her finger forward, searching, and she knew the instant she found it because Derek's entire body jerked. "Holy fuck," he gasped. "What the—Mara, what—"

"That's it," Mara said, pleased. "That's your prostate. I'm going to massage it while I stroke your cock. Just feel it."

She established a rhythm—her finger pressing and releasing against that sensitive spot while her other hand resumed stroking his cock with oil-slick efficiency. The combination made Derek literally shake above her.

"Oh my God," he groaned. "Oh fuck, Mara, that's—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," Mara said firmly. "Just breathe and feel it, baby. Let it build."

She worked him like that for maybe two minutes before Derek was gasping. "I'm gonna come, I'm seriously gonna come, Mara I can't—"

She pulled both hands away completely. Derek made a sound of pure frustration.

"Not yet," Mara said calmly. "We're almost there. Just a little longer."

"I'm dying," Derek panted. "Seriously. You're killing me."

"But what a way to go," Mara teased. She checked her phone: sixty-eight minutes. They'd shattered their previous record, and she wasn't done yet.

She gave him two minutes to come down from the edge, then started again. This time she was relentless—her finger finding that spot inside him while her mouth worked his cock, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit, the combination of sensations overwhelming.

Derek lasted maybe ninety seconds before he was begging. "Please, Mara, please, I need to come, please let me come, I'll do anything—"

"Come for me," Mara said, finally giving permission. "Come right now, baby. Give me everything."

She pressed firmly against his prostate while taking him as deep as she could in her mouth, and Derek came with a shout that probably woke the neighbors. She felt him pulse against her tongue, the orgasm seemingly endless, his whole body rigid and shaking above her. She worked him through it—finger still massaging that spot inside him, mouth and hand still moving—until he was gasping and trying to pull away from the overstimulation.

Only then did she finally ease her finger out and pull her mouth off, placing gentle kisses on his spent cock while he shuddered above her.

"Jesus Christ," Derek slurred, his voice completely wrecked. "Mara. Fuck. I can't... I don't even..."

She emerged from underneath the table and climbed up beside him, running soothing hands over his back. "You okay?"

"Okay?" Derek's laugh was breathless and slightly hysterical. "I think I left my body. I think I'm dead. That was... fuck, I've never felt anything like that in my life."

"Good," Mara said, unreasonably pleased. "That's what I was going for."

She helped him turn over eventually, used the warmed towel to clean him gently, then pulled him into her arms on the table. They lay there together while Derek slowly returned to Earth.

"Seventy-three minutes," he said eventually, having checked the timestamp on the playlist. "You kept me on edge for over an hour."

"Did you hate it?"

"Are you kidding?" Derek tilted his head to look at her. "That was the most intense experience of my life. The prostate thing—Jesus, Mara. How did you even learn to do that?"

"Research," Mara said simply. "I wanted to give you something new."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her deeply. "You're fucking incredible. I don't tell you that enough."

Later, in bed, Derek seemed to be thinking hard about something. "Can I ask you something?" he said finally.

"Anything."

"Do you... do you like doing that to me? Like, genuinely enjoy it, not just because I enjoy it?"

Mara considered the question seriously. "I love it," she said truthfully. "I love the control, the skill, the way I can make you completely fall apart just by knowing your body. I love how much you trust me. I love watching you surrender to the pleasure. It makes me feel... powerful and dedicated at the same time. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," Derek said softly. "It makes perfect sense."

"Why do you ask?"

"Because I want to make sure this is good for both of us," Derek said. "Not just me getting pampered while you do all the work."

Mara straddled him then, taking his face in her hands. "Derek. Listen to me. Making you feel that good makes me feel amazing. Okay? This isn't one-sided. I'm getting exactly what I want from it too."

"Okay," Derek said, smiling. "But you know I'm going to return the favor obsessively now, right?"

"I'm counting on it," Mara said, and kissed him until they both forgot what they were talking about.
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The next few weeks developed a rhythm. They used the table two or three times a week, sometimes more when Derek was particularly stressed. Mara continued refining her techniques, trying new things, pushing boundaries. She introduced temperature play—ice cubes alternating with her warm mouth. She experimented with different oils and lubes, finding combinations that lasted longer or felt more intense. She bought a small vibrator specifically designed for external prostate stimulation and learned to use it in combination with oral.

Derek, true to his word, became obsessed with reciprocating. He learned to eat her pussy on the table with her face-down, the position giving him angles he'd never had before. He bought her expensive toys and spent hours learning exactly how she liked them used. Their entire sex life leveled up, everything informed by the trust and communication the milking table had necessitated.

But it was the psychological dimension that surprised Mara most. The table had become more than just a tool for physical pleasure—it was a space where they could be completely vulnerable with each other. Where Derek could surrender totally and trust that she'd take care of him. Where Mara could express her devotion in a way that felt profound.

She tried to explain it to him one night after a particularly intense session. They were lying in bed, both thoroughly satisfied, Derek's arm around her shoulders.

"The table is like..." Mara searched for the right words. "It's like a meditation on you. When I'm underneath, working on you, the whole world narrows down to just your body and your pleasure. Nothing else exists. It's the most focused I've ever been on anything."

Derek's fingers traced patterns on her shoulder. "That's how I feel up there too. Like nothing exists except what you're doing to me. My work stress disappears. All the bullshit in my head just... stops. It's just sensation and trust."

"Exactly," Mara said. "It's intimate in a way that regular sex isn't. Not better, just... different."

"Different," Derek agreed. "But fucking incredible."

They were quiet for a moment. Then Derek said, "I showed Marcus a picture of the table."

Mara sat up, shocked. "You did what?"

"Relax, relax," Derek laughed, pulling her back down. "I didn't tell him what it was for. I just showed him a picture and said you'd bought me a massage table. He was jealous as hell."

"Oh my God," Mara groaned. "What if he figured it out?"

"He didn't. He just said I was lucky to have someone who thinks about my stress levels." Derek kissed her forehead. "Which is true. I am lucky."

"I'm the lucky one," Mara said. "Not everyone gets a partner who trusts them enough to try new things."

"We're both lucky," Derek decided. "And I vote we use the table again tomorrow."

"You just had a ninety-minute session three hours ago," Mara pointed out.

"Your point being?"

Mara laughed, shoving him playfully. "Give yourself a recovery day, insatiable man."

"Fine," Derek sighed dramatically. "But I'm requesting a session for Wednesday. Extended edge, the prostate thing, and I want you to talk dirty to me the whole time."

"Wednesday," Mara agreed, already mentally planning the session. "I'll make it unforgettable."

"You always do," Derek said, and the sincerity in his voice made her chest ache with love.
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By the end of the month, Mara had filled an entire notebook with observations and techniques. She'd developed her own system for categorizing sessions: "Quick Relief" (under 30 minutes, straightforward, for when Derek just needed release), "Standard Worship" (45-60 minutes, edging, her usual repertoire), and "Extended Journey" (60+ minutes, advanced techniques, serious dedication required).

She'd also created a rating system for her own performance, critiquing herself the way a professional might. Session 14: Good technique, but lost the rhythm twice. Need to work on maintaining consistency during transitions. Derek still came hard, but could've been better. 7/10.

Derek discovered the notebook one night when he was looking for a pen. "Jesus Christ, Mara," he said, flipping through pages. "You're literally taking notes on how to get me off?"

She snatched it back, blushing. "It helps me improve."

"This is the most dedicated thing anyone has ever done," Derek said, shaking his head in wonder. "You're studying my dick like it's a fucking subject in school."

"An important subject," Mara said defensively.

Derek pulled her into his lap, kissing her until she melted. "I love you," he said against her mouth. "I love you so fucking much. You know that, right?"

"I know," Mara said. "I love you too. That's why I want to be the best at this."

"You already are the best," Derek assured her. "But I'm not complaining about the extra effort."

That night, they used the table for what Mara privately thought of as their best session yet. She'd planned it carefully based on all her notes—starting with a full massage to get him relaxed, building slowly with just hands for the first twenty minutes, introducing her mouth only after he was thoroughly worked up, then the prostate stimulation she'd been perfecting, all while talking to him constantly from below.

"Your cock is so fucking hard for me," she murmured, her hands slick with oil. "I love how it feels in my hands. How it tastes in my mouth. I could do this for hours, baby. Just worship you like this."

Derek was groaning above her, his thighs trembling. "Mara, fuck—"

"Not yet," she said firmly. "I'm not done with you yet. You're going to stay hard for me for a long time before I let you come."

She edged him six times over the course of eighty-seven minutes, bringing him to the absolute brink before backing off, reading his body perfectly, knowing exactly when to push and when to pull back. By the time she finally gave him permission to come, Derek was incoherent, babbling her name mixed with pleading and praise.

When he came, it was with such intensity that Mara felt it in her own body, a sympathetic echo of pleasure. She worked him through every pulse, every shudder, until he was completely wrung out and gasping.

"Ten," she wrote in her notebook later, after Derek had fallen asleep. "Perfect session. He trusted me completely and I delivered. This is what it's supposed to feel like."

She closed the notebook, satisfied, and curled up next to him. The milking table had become her craft, her art, her way of expressing love that she'd never been able to articulate before. And she was getting better every single time.


Chapter 4: Mastery

Three months after the reveal, Mara had become something she'd never anticipated: an expert.

Not just competent. Not just skilled. An actual fucking expert at milking Derek's cock until his brain melted out of his ears.

She could read his body like sheet music now—every twitch, every sound, every change in breathing telegraphed exactly where he was in the journey from arousal to desperate need to that final explosive release. She knew that his right thigh tensed exactly 4.7 seconds before orgasm. That the particular catch in his breathing at the back of his throat meant he was at 85% and climbing. That when his fingers curled into fists, he was trying desperately not to come and she had maybe fifteen seconds to decide whether to push him over or pull him back.

Her notebook had become a bible of technique. Forty-seven sessions documented in meticulous detail. Graphs tracking session length, number of edges, recovery time between sessions. Detailed notes on which oil combinations lasted longest (coconut-almond blend, hands down). Which prostate massage angles produced the most intense orgasms (curved slightly toward his belly button, firm steady pressure). Which dirty talk phrases made him absolutely lose his mind ("your cock belongs to me," "I'm not letting you come until I'm ready," anything involving the word "worship").

Derek had discovered the notebook again last week—she'd left it on the kitchen counter by accident—and had spent twenty minutes reading through it with an expression somewhere between arousal and disbelief.

"Session thirty-two," he'd read aloud. "Extended edge, ninety-three minutes total. Six near-orgasms before allowing release. Introduced ice cube stimulation during fourth edge—subject response: extremely positive, involuntary hip thrusting, vocalization increased. Note: combine with prostate massage next time. Rating: 9/10, would've been 10/10 if I'd maintained better rhythm during transition to oral."

He'd looked up at her. "You rated yourself a nine out of ten for a session that made me literally cry with how hard I came."

Mara had shrugged, unapologetic. "I lost the rhythm. I can do better."

"You're insane," Derek had said, but he'd pulled her into his lap and kissed her until they were both breathless. "Insane and perfect and I'm the luckiest bastard alive."

Now, standing in front of her closet on a Friday evening, Mara surveyed her growing collection of "session outfits" with the critical eye of someone taking her craft seriously.

The white linen set—her original purchase—hung freshly laundered. Professional, clean, gave off serious "dedicated spa attendant" energy. She'd worn it for probably twenty sessions now and it still worked, but it felt like a default choice rather than a deliberate one.

Next to it, the black leather set she'd bought three weeks ago on impulse. Leather vest that laced up the front, matching pants that sat low on her hips, the whole thing giving off dominant energy that made Derek's eyes go dark the second he saw it. She'd worn it twice—once for a session where she'd edged him ten times over two hours (his personal record), and once for a quickie session where she'd made him come in under fifteen minutes just to prove she could control the pace completely.

The pink silk negligee set—sheer, delicate, romantic. She'd worn it once for Valentine's Day, creating a softer dynamic where the session had been slow and worshipful rather than intense and demanding. Derek had loved it, but Mara felt like it didn't quite match her natural energy.

And the newest addition: a deep burgundy corset with matching boy-short panties and thigh-high stockings. She'd ordered it online after reading a forum post about "owning your role as pleasure provider." The corset cinched her waist, pushed her tits up dramatically, made her feel powerful and sensual simultaneously. She hadn't worn it yet—had been saving it for the right session.

Tonight felt like the right session.

Derek was at the office until 7:30, dealing with a difficult client presentation. He'd texted her around 5:00: This meeting is hell. Client keeps changing requirements. Might be home late, sorry babe.

Take your time, Mara had replied. I'll make sure you can decompress when you get home.

You're the best.

I know, she'd sent back with a winky emoji, already planning.

She wanted tonight to be special. Not just good, not just intense—transcendent. She wanted to use everything she'd learned over forty-seven sessions and create an experience that would wreck Derek so completely he'd be feeling it for days.

Mara pulled the burgundy corset from the closet and laid it on the bed alongside the matching pieces. Then she started preparing the office.

Candles first—she'd upgraded to more expensive ones that burned cleaner and lasted longer, and she arranged them strategically around the room for maximum ambiance. Then the towels, arranged within easy reach. The massage oil—she'd mixed her own blend now, coconut and almond with a hint of vanilla, in a bottle she kept warmed in a small heating device she'd bought specifically for this purpose.

The prostate massager, thoroughly cleaned and ready. A small dish of ice cubes, because she'd learned that temperature play during extended sessions added an extra dimension Derek couldn't resist. Her phone, queued up with a playlist she'd spent an hour curating—two full hours of instrumental music with a slow, pulsing rhythm that somehow perfectly matched the pace of a really good edging session.

She checked the time: 6:47 PM. Derek would be home in less than an hour.

Mara showered quickly, taking extra care. Shaved her legs until they were smooth as glass. Moisturized her skin until it gleamed. Applied minimal makeup—just enough to look polished without looking like she was trying too hard. Her hair she left down, knowing Derek loved running his fingers through it afterward when they were collapsed together in bed.

The burgundy corset took ten minutes to lace properly, but when she finally had it secured and checked herself in the mirror, the result was worth it. The boning cinched her waist dramatically, making her curves look almost obscene. Her tits were pushed up and together, creating cleavage that would make Derek forget his own name. The matching boy-shorts hugged her ass perfectly, and the thigh-highs made her legs look impossibly long.

She looked like sin personified. Like someone who knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed it immensely.

Perfect.

Mara slipped on the red silk robe over the outfit—she wanted the reveal to have impact—and went to light the candles. By the time Derek's key turned in the lock at 7:43 PM, the office was transformed into her ritual space, warm and intimate and ready.

"Babe?" Derek called from the entryway. "I'm home. That meeting was fucking brutal, I swear to God—"

"Office," Mara called. "Now."

She heard him pause, processing her tone. Then his footsteps, faster now, coming down the hallway.

Derek appeared in the doorway and stopped dead, taking in the candlelit room, the table waiting in the center, and Mara standing beside it in the red silk robe with a smile that promised absolutely everything.

"Hi," she said simply.

"Hi," Derek breathed, his eyes already dark with anticipation. "Bad day?"

"Sounds like you had a bad day," Mara corrected. "Which means you need to forget about work completely and let me take care of you for a few hours."

"A few hours?" Derek's voice was already rough.

"At least," Mara confirmed. "I'm planning something special tonight. Something I've been working up to."

She watched him swallow hard, watched the stress lines in his face already starting to soften as his body shifted into this headspace they'd created together. "What do I need to do?"

"Strip," Mara said, her voice taking on that commanding warmth she'd perfected. "Everything. Then get on the table face-down and don't move until I tell you to."

Derek's hands were shaking slightly as he unbuttoned his shirt, pulled off his undershirt, shoved down his slacks and boxers in one motion. His cock was already responding, thickening as he climbed onto the table and settled into position. Mara could see the tension draining from his shoulders the moment he lowered himself onto the padding.

"Comfortable?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice already muffled by the face cradle. "This table is the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"Better than me?" Mara teased.

"You and the table are a package deal at this point," Derek said, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "Can't separate you."

Mara circled the table slowly, letting her fingers trail over his skin—his back, his ass, his thighs. "I have a new outfit," she said. "Want to see it?"

"You know I do."

She untied the silk robe and let it fall to the floor.

From his position face-down, Derek couldn't see her directly, but he could see her reflection in the full-length mirror she'd strategically positioned for exactly this purpose—a recent addition to the office that had paid for itself in the way Derek's eyes went wide every time he caught glimpses of her working underneath him.

"Holy fuck," Derek breathed, catching sight of her in the mirror. "Mara, you look—Christ, you look fucking incredible."

"You like it?" Mara asked, doing a slow turn so he could see every angle. The corset cinching her waist, her tits practically spilling out of the top, the boy-shorts hugging her ass, the thigh-highs making her legs look endless.

"I love it," Derek groaned. "You're going to fucking kill me looking like that."

"That's the idea," Mara said, pleased. She knelt on the floor and slid underneath the table, positioning herself in her workspace beneath him. "Tonight's going to be different from our usual sessions."

"Different how?" Derek asked, his voice slightly strained. From this angle, she could see his cock already fully hard, hanging down through the opening, ready for her.

"Longer," Mara said, warming the oil between her palms. "More intense. I'm going to edge you more times than I ever have before. And I'm not going to be gentle or patient. I'm going to be demanding. I'm going to make you beg. And when I finally let you come, it's going to be so intense you might actually pass out."

She heard Derek's breathing hitch. "Jesus Christ."

"Sound good?" Mara asked, her hands starting their work on his thighs.

"Sounds terrifying and amazing," Derek admitted.

"Good," Mara said. "Now stop talking and just feel."

She started the way she always did—working his muscles first, getting him completely relaxed before she introduced any sexual stimulation. Her hands moved with professional competence over his thighs, his ass, his lower back. Firm pressure, deliberate movements, working out the stress of his day. Derek groaned above her, his body melting into the table.

After twenty minutes of this—longer than usual, because she wanted him absolutely loose and receptive—Mara finally wrapped her oiled hand around his cock.

Derek made a choked sound.

"Already this hard and I haven't even started yet," Mara observed, stroking him slowly. "You really needed this, didn't you baby?"

"Yes," Derek groaned. "Fuck, yes."

"Tell me about your day," Mara said, maintaining her leisurely pace. "The meeting. What happened."

"The client—" Derek started, then gasped as Mara's hand twisted at the head of his cock. "Fuck. The client kept changing the design requirements. We'd show them something, they'd love it, then two hours later they'd want something completely different."

"Frustrating," Mara sympathized, her hands working him steadily. "Sounds like you had no control over the situation."

"Exactly," Derek panted. "No control. Just trying to meet impossible demands."

"Well here," Mara said, her voice dropping into that intimate purr she'd developed, "you have zero control and I have all of it. And I'm going to use that control to make you feel better than you've ever felt in your life. Doesn't that sound nice?"

"Yes," Derek breathed. "Fuck, yes."

Mara increased her pace slightly, building him up. Both hands now, one stroking his shaft while the other gently massaged his balls. She could feel his thighs tensing, his breathing getting faster.

"Getting close already?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek admitted. "You're too good at this."

"I know," Mara said without false modesty. "I've practiced. I've studied. I've learned every single thing that makes your cock respond. I know you better than you know yourself at this point."

Derek groaned, his hips twitching despite his best efforts to stay still.

Mara pulled her hands away completely.

"No," Derek whined, actually whined. "Mara, come on—"

"That's one," Mara said calmly. "I'm counting tonight. I'm going to edge you at least twelve times before I let you come."

"Twelve?" Derek's voice cracked. "That's insane. I'll die."

"You won't die," Mara assured him. "You'll just think you're dying. There's a difference."

She waited exactly two minutes—she'd set a timer on her phone—before touching him again. This time she used her mouth, taking him deep without warning, her tongue active on the underside while her hands gripped his thighs.

"Oh fuck!" Derek gasped. "Fuck, Mara, your mouth—"

She worked him with deliberate skill, varying her pace and pressure, using everything she'd learned about exactly how he liked to be sucked. Within three minutes he was panting, his thighs trembling on either side of her.

"Close," he gasped. "Really close—"

She pulled off immediately.

"That's two," Mara announced. "Ten more to go."

"You're evil," Derek groaned, but there was no real complaint in his voice. This was exactly what he needed—to surrender completely, to have no control, to just feel and trust that she'd take care of him eventually.

Mara established a pattern over the next hour. Touch him, build him up, bring him to the edge, stop. Wait precisely two minutes. Repeat. She varied her techniques constantly—sometimes using just her hands, sometimes her mouth, sometimes combining them. She introduced the ice cubes during edge number five, running them over his balls while she stroked his cock, and the combination of cold and hot made Derek literally shout.

During edge number seven, she added the prostate stimulator, pressing it against him externally while her mouth worked his cock, and Derek's whole body went rigid with the intensity.

"Fuck!" he gasped. "Mara, that's—I can't—"

"You can," Mara said firmly. "You can take it. You're doing so well for me, baby. Just breathe and feel it."

By edge number nine, Derek was completely incoherent, babbling a stream of pleading and praise. "Please, Mara, please, I need to come, I need it so bad, you feel so good, your mouth is so good, please let me come, I'll do anything—"

"Not yet," Mara said, her voice steady even though her own arousal was building watching him fall apart. "Three more edges. You can handle three more for me."

"I can't," Derek sobbed. "I seriously can't, I'm going to lose my mind—"

"You can," Mara repeated. "Because I believe you can. And you trust me, don't you?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes, I trust you."

"Then trust that I know what I'm doing," Mara said. "Trust that when I finally let you come, it's going to be worth every second of this."

She brought him to edge number ten using just her hands, both of them working his cock in tight, fast strokes while she whispered filthy encouragement from below. "Your cock is so fucking hard for me. Look at you, so desperate, so needy. I love making you like this. Love watching you fall apart because of what I do to you."

Derek came so close to the edge he actually started to pulse in her hands before she pulled away at the last possible second.

"That's ten," Mara announced, checking her phone. Ninety-seven minutes so far. They'd shattered every previous record and she still had two more edges to go.

For edge number eleven, she decided to be cruel. She took him into her mouth and worked him slowly, agonizingly slowly, building him up over the course of ten full minutes. Every time he got close, she'd back off just slightly, keeping him right on the precipice without letting him tip over. Derek was begging continuously now, a stream of "please" and "Mara" and "I need it" that would've broken her heart if she wasn't so focused on perfecting this.

Finally, when his thighs were shaking so hard she could feel it, when his breathing was ragged and desperate, she pulled off completely.

"Eleven," she said.

Derek actually sobbed. "Mara, please. Please, I can't take another one. I'll literally die. Please just let me come."

"One more," Mara said, her voice gentle but firm. "Just one more edge, baby, and then I'll let you come as hard as you want. Can you do one more for me?"

"I don't know," Derek gasped. "I don't think I can."

"I think you can," Mara said. "I think you're strong enough to take one more. Show me how strong you are."

She waited three full minutes this time, letting him come down further than usual. Then she reached for the prostate massager, lubed it thoroughly, and slid her finger inside him while her other hand wrapped around his cock.

The combination made Derek arch off the table as much as the face cradle would allow. "Oh my God," he choked out. "Oh fuck, Mara, that's—"

She found his prostate and pressed firmly while stroking his cock with perfect rhythm, and Derek lasted maybe forty-five seconds before he was screaming.

"I'm coming, I'm coming, I can't stop it, Mara I'm—"

"No you're not," Mara said, pulling both hands away instantly.

Derek made a sound of pure anguish.

"That's twelve," Mara said, satisfaction flooding through her. "You did it, baby. You took all twelve edges for me. You were so fucking good."

"Please," Derek sobbed. "Please, Mara, let me come. I did what you wanted. Please."

"You did," Mara agreed. "You were perfect. And now you get your reward."

She slid her finger back inside him, found his prostate, and pressed firmly. At the same time, she took his cock fully into her mouth and started sucking with serious intent, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit, everything working in perfect coordination.

"Come for me," she said, pulling off just long enough to give the command. "Come right now, baby. Give me everything."

Derek came with a shout that probably woke up the entire building. She felt the first pulse hit the back of her throat and swallowed, continuing to work him—finger pressing his prostate, mouth sucking his cock, hand stroking his shaft—as he emptied himself with an intensity that seemed endless. He came and came and came, his whole body rigid and shaking, until finally he was gasping and trying to pull away from the overstimulation.

Mara eased off gradually, gentling her movements until she was just placing soft kisses on his spent cock, her finger slipping out of him carefully. She could hear Derek crying—actual tears—above her on the table.

She emerged from underneath and climbed up beside him, running soothing hands over his back. "You okay?" she asked softly.

Derek turned his head to look at her, tears streaming down his face, and smiled. "That was the most intense thing I've ever experienced in my life," he said, his voice wrecked. "I think I left my body for a minute there."

"Good," Mara said, unreasonably pleased. "That's exactly what I was going for."

She helped him turn over eventually, used the warm towels to clean him gently, then pulled him into her arms on the table. They lay there together while Derek slowly returned to Earth, his breathing evening out, his body gradually relaxing from the tension of the extended session.

"Two hours and fourteen minutes," Derek said eventually, having checked the time stamp on the playlist that was still playing softly. "You edged me for over two hours."

"Twelve times," Mara confirmed. "New record."

"New record for making me lose my fucking mind," Derek said. "Jesus Christ, Mara. Where did you even learn to do that?"

"Practice," Mara said simply. "Research. Dedication. Forty-seven sessions of learning exactly what makes you tick."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her with what energy he had left. "You're incredible. Seriously. I don't deserve you."

"You deserve someone who loves taking care of you," Mara corrected. "And I love taking care of you. So it works out."

They stayed on the table for another twenty minutes, just holding each other while the candles burned down and the playlist reached its end. Finally, Derek stirred.

"I should return the favor," he said, his hand sliding down to cup her through the boy-shorts. "You've been working for two hours. Your turn."

"You can barely move," Mara pointed out, but she was already wet from watching him fall apart, and the idea of him touching her was appealing.

"I can move enough," Derek assured her. He slid his hand inside the boy-shorts, finding her slick and ready. "Fuck, you're soaked. Did edging me for two hours make you this wet?"

"Yes," Mara admitted. "Watching you lose control, knowing I was the one doing it to you—fuck, Derek, it makes me so hot."

Derek worked her clit with practiced skill, his fingers finding the rhythm she liked. "You're so fucking perfect," he muttered against her neck. "So dedicated. So skilled. You study my body like it's your fucking job. Do you know how sexy that is?"

"Tell me," Mara gasped, already close from the combination of his fingers and his words.

"It's the sexiest thing I've ever seen," Derek said, sliding two fingers inside her while his thumb worked her clit. "Watching you get better and better at this. Knowing you spend hours researching how to make me feel good. That you take notes. That you care that much about perfecting your technique. It makes me feel so fucking loved."

Mara came hard around his fingers, crying out his name, her body arching against him. Derek worked her through it, not stopping until she was shaking and oversensitive.

"I do love you," she said when she could talk again. "So much. That's why I do all this."

"I know," Derek said, kissing her temple. "I love you too. More than I can even express."

Later, in bed, both of them thoroughly satisfied and drowsy, Derek said quietly, "Can I tell you something?"

"Anything."

"I think I'm addicted to the table," Derek said. "Like, not in a bad way. But I think about it constantly. At work, during meetings, even when I'm doing other stuff. I think about you underneath it, your hands on me, the way you edge me until I can barely remember my own name. It's like... I don't know. It's like you've created this space where nothing else matters except the pleasure you're giving me. And I'm addicted to that feeling."

Mara understood completely. "I think about it constantly too," she admitted. "Planning sessions, thinking about new techniques to try, imagining your reactions. The table has become this... focal point for how I express my love for you. Does that make sense?"

"Perfect sense," Derek said. "It's not just sex. It's something more."

"It's worship," Mara said simply. "Both ways. Me worshipping you, you trusting me enough to surrender completely. That's what makes it special."

They were quiet for a moment. Then Derek said, "I want to use it more. Like, way more. Is that weird?"

"Not weird," Mara assured him. "How much more are we talking?"

"I don't know. Maybe... maybe make it part of our regular routine? Like, certain nights are table nights?"

Mara felt warmth spread through her chest. "I'd love that. Which nights were you thinking?"

"All of them?" Derek suggested, only half-joking. At her look, he amended: "Okay, maybe that's excessive. But at least three or four times a week? I just... I need it now. Need what you do to me on that table."

"Three or four times a week," Mara agreed. "I can work with that."

"You're not sick of it yet?" Derek asked. "Like, it doesn't feel like a chore?"

Mara turned to face him fully. "Derek. Listen to me. Taking care of you on that table is the opposite of a chore. It's the most satisfying thing I've ever done. I love every second of it. The planning, the execution, watching you fall apart, knowing I'm the one who made you feel that good. I could do it every single day and never get bored."

"Every day might actually kill me," Derek said, laughing. "But knowing you'd be up for it is... fuck, that's hot."

"We'll find a rhythm that works," Mara said. "One that gives you what you need without wearing you out."

"Deal," Derek said, pulling her close. "And Mara?"

"Yeah?"

"Thank you. For all of this. For learning, for dedicating yourself, for making me feel more loved and desired than I've ever felt in my life."

Mara kissed him, slow and deep. "You're welcome. But really, I should be thanking you. For trusting me enough to let me do this. For surrendering so completely. For letting me become an expert at your pleasure."

"We're both lucky," Derek decided.

"We're both lucky," Mara agreed.
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The next few weeks, they established a new rhythm. Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays were table nights—blocked out on both their calendars, sacred time where Mara would plan and execute increasingly elaborate sessions. The other nights, they had regular sex, which was still great but served a different purpose.

Mara's technique continued to evolve. She introduced temperature play more systematically, alternating between ice and her warm mouth in patterns that made Derek literally shake. She experimented with different edging rhythms—sometimes bringing him close repeatedly with short breaks, sometimes building him up slowly over extended periods with longer recovery times. She bought a small vibrator specifically designed for external prostate stimulation and learned to use it in combination with oral in ways that made Derek see stars.

She also started exploring the psychological dimension more deliberately. During some sessions, she'd be demanding and controlling, telling Derek exactly what she was going to do to him and not letting him come until she decided he'd earned it. During others, she'd be soft and worshipful, murmuring praise about his body and how much she loved taking care of him. She learned that Derek responded to both—sometimes he needed the control and structure, other times he needed the affection and reassurance.

And the costumes evolved too. The burgundy corset became a regular choice for intense edging sessions. She bought a leather set for when she wanted to project dominance. A soft pink silk set for gentler sessions. She even bought a professional massage therapist outfit—actual scrubs in deep blue—for sessions where she wanted to play up the "clinical expertise" angle, which Derek found inexplicably hot.

By session sixty-three, Mara had perfected what she privately thought of as her "signature session": ninety minutes, ten edges, combining oral, prostate stimulation, ice play, and constant dirty talk. She could execute it flawlessly now, reading Derek's body perfectly, never misjudging when to push or pull back.

Derek had stopped even trying to predict what she'd do during sessions. He'd just climb onto the table, settle into position, and surrender completely, trusting that whatever Mara had planned would wreck him in the best possible way. And he was never disappointed.

"You've ruined me for regular sex," he mentioned one night after a particularly intense session. They were in bed, both thoroughly satisfied, Derek's arm around her shoulders.

"We have plenty of regular sex," Mara pointed out.

"I know, and I love it. But the table sessions are... they're on another level. Like, regular sex is great. The table is transcendent."

"Good," Mara said, pleased. "That's what I'm going for."

"I think you've achieved it," Derek assured her. "You've definitely achieved it."


Chapter 5: Devotion

Six months after Mara first surprised Derek with the milking table, it had become as fundamental to their relationship as morning coffee or goodnight kisses.

Their apartment had evolved to accommodate this new reality. The office was no longer a workspace—it was Mara's domain, her ritual space, the room where she practiced her craft. Derek's drafting table had been moved to the living room corner. Mara's writing desk migrated to the bedroom. The office belonged entirely to the table now, surrounded by her growing collection of supplies: seven different massage oils in various blends, four sets of towels in different colors, three warming devices, an entire drawer dedicated to toys and implements, and a closet full of outfits for different session dynamics.

The notebook had expanded to three volumes. Session one through forty-seven in the first. Forty-eight through ninety-six in the second. The third was still being filled—they were up to session one hundred and thirty-two now, and Mara documented each one with the same meticulous attention to detail.

Their friends had started noticing changes. Marcus had mentioned to Derek that he seemed "weirdly zen lately, like all the work stress just rolls off you." Derek's boss had commented during his performance review that his focus had improved significantly. Even Mara's freelance clients noticed—she was producing better work, more creative, more confident in her writing.

What none of them knew was that three to four nights a week, Mara spent one to three hours underneath a professional milking table, systematically dismantling Derek's sanity and rebuilding it into something transcendent.

This particular Tuesday started like most table days did—with Mara planning.

She woke before Derek, her mind already cataloging possibilities for tonight's session. They'd done an intense one on Saturday (fourteen edges over two and a half hours, Derek had literally cried with relief when she finally let him come), so tonight should be different. Maybe something playful rather than demanding. Maybe shorter, focusing on quality over duration. Maybe introducing that new flavor of lube she'd bought—warming cherry that was supposed to create interesting sensations.

Derek stirred beside her, his arm tightening around her waist. "You're awake," he mumbled, not opening his eyes.

"Planning tonight," Mara said simply.

Derek groaned, pressing his morning erection against her hip. "It's Tuesday. Of course you're planning tonight."

"Any requests?" Mara asked, turning to face him.

Derek opened his eyes, and even sleep-blurred, they were dark with anticipation. "Surprise me. You always know what I need better than I do."

"Flattery will get you everywhere," Mara teased, but she was already mentally adjusting her plans. He wanted to be surprised. That meant avoiding patterns he'd come to expect. Maybe she'd start with oral instead of her usual massage warmup. Maybe she'd edge him quickly at first, then slow down instead of her usual gradual buildup.

Derek kissed her, his hand sliding down to cup her breast through her sleep shirt. "Can I return the favor this morning before work?"

"You have a 9 AM meeting," Mara pointed out, even as she arched into his touch.

"I have forty-five minutes," Derek countered, already pushing her onto her back, his hand sliding between her legs. "I can make you come in ten."

He could. He'd gotten almost as dedicated to her pleasure as she was to his—studying her body the way she studied his, learning exactly what made her fall apart. His fingers found her clit through her underwear, circling with perfect pressure while his mouth worked her nipple through the thin fabric.

Mara came in seven minutes, gasping his name, her thighs clamping around his hand.

"Told you," Derek said smugly, kissing her while she caught her breath. "Now I'm going to spend my entire morning meeting thinking about tonight."

"Good," Mara said, an idea forming. "Keep your phone on you."

Derek paused halfway to the bathroom. "Why?"

"You'll see," Mara said mysteriously.

She waited until 10:30 AM—right in the middle of what she knew was his weekly status meeting—to send the first text.

Mara: Thinking about tonight. About kneeling underneath the table while you lie there completely helpless.

She watched the three dots appear, disappear, appear again. Finally:

Derek: I'm in a meeting

Mara: I know. Just wanted you to know I'm already wet thinking about wrapping my hands around your cock.

Derek: You're evil

Mara: You love it. Pay attention to your meeting, baby. I'll be here thinking about all the things I'm going to do to you.

She sent another text at 11:47, right before she knew he'd break for lunch:

Mara: I'm wearing the burgundy corset tonight. The one that makes my tits look incredible. You know which one.

Derek: Jesus Christ, Mara

Mara: I'm planning to edge you at least eight times. Maybe more if you're being particularly good for me.

Derek: I'm going to die before I even get home

Mara: No you won't. You're going to come home exactly on time, strip the second you walk into the office, and let me worship your cock until you forget your own name.

Derek: Fuck. I have three more meetings today.

Mara: Better bring your A-game then. I want you stressed and wound up when you get home. It makes breaking you down even more satisfying.

She sent one more text at 4:30 PM, knowing he'd be wrapping up for the day:

Mara: I'm lighting the candles now. The table is ready. I'm ready. Hurry home, baby. I need your cock in my hands.

Derek burst through the door at 5:47 PM, a full thirteen minutes earlier than usual. Mara was waiting in the office doorway, already dressed in the burgundy corset with matching boy-shorts and thigh-highs, her red silk robe hanging open to frame the outfit.

"Hi," she said, smiling.

Derek dropped his messenger bag, his eyes traveling over her hungrily. "You've been torturing me all day."

"I know," Mara said unapologetically. "How were your meetings?"

"I have no idea. I couldn't focus on a single fucking thing except your texts." He crossed to her, pulling her close, his hands sliding over the corset. "This outfit should be illegal."

"It's just for you," Mara said, reaching down to palm his erection through his slacks. "Feels like the texts did their job."

"I've been hard since 10:30," Derek admitted. "I had to keep my laptop positioned strategically during the afternoon meeting."

"Poor baby," Mara said, not sounding sympathetic at all. She squeezed him through the fabric, enjoying his sharp inhale. "Strip. Table. Now."

Derek obeyed with gratifying speed, nearly tripping over his pants in his hurry. When he climbed onto the table and settled face-down, Mara could see the tension in his shoulders, the anticipation thrumming through his body.

"Comfortable?" she asked, even though she knew the answer.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice already rough. "But I need you to touch me. Like, immediately."

"Impatient," Mara observed, circling the table slowly. "I've been building anticipation all day and now you want to rush?"

"Please," Derek said. "Mara, I'm dying here."

"Dying is dramatic," Mara said, but she knelt and slid underneath the table, positioning herself in her familiar workspace. His cock hung down through the opening, already fully hard, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

She wrapped her oiled hand around him without preamble, stroking firmly from base to tip.

Derek groaned, his whole body shuddering. "Fuck, yes."

"That's what you needed?" Mara asked, maintaining her firm rhythm. "My hand on your cock after thinking about it all day?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes, exactly that."

Mara worked him steadily, no teasing, no gentle buildup. Just skilled, purposeful strokes designed to give him the relief he'd been craving since her first text. Within three minutes, Derek's thighs were trembling.

"Already?" Mara asked, amused. "You really did spend all day wound up."

"Your fault," Derek panted. "Those texts—fuck—Mara, I'm really close—"

She pulled her hand away completely.

"No!" Derek actually whined. "Mara, come on, that's cruel—"

"That's one," Mara said calmly. "Did you think I was going to let you come right away just because you've been thinking about it all day? Baby, we're just getting started."

She heard Derek groan in frustration above her, and she smiled. This was going to be fun.

She edged him seven more times over the next ninety minutes, using every technique in her arsenal. Hands and oil, her mouth taking him deep, the ice cubes she'd prepared, the warming lube that made him gasp at the temperature change. She introduced the prostate massager during edge five, working him externally while her mouth covered his cock, and Derek nearly came from the intensity before she backed off at the last second.

By edge eight, Derek was completely incoherent, babbling a stream of pleading. "Please, Mara, please, I can't take anymore, I need to come so bad, you've been torturing me all day, please just let me—"

"One more," Mara said, her voice steady even though her own arousal was making her ache. "Just one more edge, baby, and then I'll let you come as hard as you want."

"I can't," Derek sobbed. "Seriously, I can't, I'm going to explode—"

"You can," Mara said firmly. She wrapped both hands around his cock, stroking with purpose while she talked. "You can take one more for me because you're strong and dedicated and you trust me to take care of you. Show me you can handle it."

She brought him to the absolute edge—she could feel him pulsing in her hands, could hear his breathing stop entirely—and pulled away at the last possible microsecond.

Derek actually screamed in frustration.

"Perfect," Mara praised. "That was perfect, baby. You did so well. Now you get your reward."

She took him fully into her mouth, no teasing, just immediate intense suction combined with her hand stroking his shaft and her other hand massaging his balls. Derek lasted maybe twenty seconds before he was coming with a shout that shook the room, emptying himself down her throat in pulse after pulse while she swallowed and kept working him through the intensity.

When he finally stopped shaking, Mara gently pulled off and placed soft kisses on his spent cock, then emerged from underneath to find Derek completely boneless on the table, tears streaming down his face.

"You okay?" she asked softly, climbing up beside him.

"That was insane," Derek said, his voice wrecked. "The texts all day, then coming home to this, then nine fucking edges—Mara, I think that's the hardest I've ever come in my life."

"Mission accomplished," Mara said, pleased. She ran soothing hands over his back, helping him come down from the intensity.

They lay there together for a long time, Derek gradually returning to coherence while Mara touched him with gentle affection. Finally, he turned his head to look at her.

"I love you," he said simply. "I love you so fucking much. You know that, right?"

"I know," Mara said, warmth spreading through her chest. "I love you too. That's why I do this."

"It's not just this," Derek said. "It's everything. The way you dedicate yourself. The way you've learned my body so completely. The way you torture me all day with texts then deliver on every promise. You're... you're everything to me, Mara."

Something in his tone made her pause. "Derek—"

"I've been thinking about it for a while," Derek interrupted. "About us. About the future. About making this permanent."

Mara's heart kicked into overdrive. "Permanent how?"

Derek shifted, turning to face her properly on the table. "I want to marry you," he said simply. "I don't have a ring right now—I wanted to talk to you first, make sure you'd even want that. But Mara, I can't imagine my life without you. Without this. Without everything we've built together."

Mara felt tears prick her eyes. "You want to marry me?"

"More than anything," Derek said. "You've spent six months learning how to take me apart and put me back together. You've dedicated yourself to my pleasure in ways I didn't even know were possible. You make me feel loved and desired and cherished every single day. Why wouldn't I want to marry you?"

"Yes," Mara said, not even having to think about it. "Yes, I want to marry you."

Derek kissed her, deep and thorough, and Mara tasted salt—she wasn't sure if it was her tears or his. When they finally broke apart, both of them were smiling through the emotion.

"We should probably get an actual ring," Derek said, laughing. "And maybe propose somewhere more romantic than on top of a milking table."

"I don't know," Mara said. "This table is pretty central to our relationship. Seems fitting."

"True," Derek agreed. He pulled her closer, both of them still lying on the table, surrounded by candles and the lingering scent of massage oil. "Can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"After we're married," Derek said carefully, "can we keep doing this? The table, the sessions, all of it?"

Mara laughed, the sound joyful and free. "Derek, I'm not giving up my craft just because we get married. If anything, I'm going to get even better at it."

"Fuck," Derek groaned. "How is that even possible? You're already perfect at this."

"There's always room for improvement," Mara said, channeling her perfectionist streak. "I've been reading about tantric techniques that can extend sessions even longer. And there are some advanced prostate massage methods I haven't tried yet. Plus I want to experiment more with sensory deprivation—blindfolds, maybe noise-canceling headphones so you can't hear what I'm doing, just feel it."

Derek was getting hard again just from her describing potential future sessions. "You're going to kill me," he said, but he was smiling. "Death by dedicated fiancée and her milking table."

"What a way to go," Mara teased, wrapping her hand around his returning erection. "Want me to take care of this too?"

"Always," Derek breathed.

She worked him to another orgasm right there on the table, this one slower and gentler than the first, before they finally cleaned up and moved to the bedroom. They ordered Thai food and ate it mostly naked while planning their engagement—where Derek would buy a ring, when they'd tell their families, whether they wanted a big wedding or something intimate.

"My mom is going to ask how I proposed," Derek said eventually. "What should I tell her?"

"Tell her you asked me on our anniversary," Mara suggested. "Which is in two months. We can make it official then, do it properly."

"With a ring and everything?"

"With a ring and everything," Mara confirmed. "But I'm considering tonight the real proposal. You asked, I said yes. The rest is just formality."

Derek pulled her close, kissing her temple. "I love how practical you are. And how dedicated. And how you're still looking at me like you're already planning tomorrow's session."

"I am planning tomorrow's session," Mara admitted. "It's Wednesday, so we're not scheduled for the table. But maybe a quickie in the morning? Just hands, get you off before work?"

"You're insatiable," Derek said fondly.

"You created this," Mara pointed out. "By trusting me enough to let me do this for you. Now I'm addicted to making you feel good."

"We're both addicted," Derek said. "To this, to each other, to what we've built. And I wouldn't change a single thing."
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The next three months passed in a blur of planning and sessions and deepening intimacy. Derek bought a ring—a simple platinum band with a small diamond, elegant and understated. They made their engagement official on their anniversary, telling their families and friends, posting it on social media. Everyone was thrilled, though nobody knew the full extent of what their relationship actually looked like behind closed doors.

The table sessions continued three to four times a week, Mara constantly refining and evolving her technique. She introduced blindfolds, which made Derek's other senses heighten to the point where just the feeling of oil on his skin made him gasp. She experimented with extended edging that pushed past three hours, testing both their limits. She even convinced Derek to let her restrain his hands to the table supports during one session, giving him zero control, and the resulting orgasm had been so intense he'd actually passed out for a few seconds.

Session one hundred and eighty-nine was when Mara tried something completely new.

It was a Saturday night, three weeks before their wedding. Derek climbed onto the table as usual, settling into position, but before Mara could start her usual routine, she paused.

"I want to try something different tonight," she said.

"Different how?" Derek asked, his voice slightly muffled by the face cradle.

"Role play," Mara said. "We've never really done that on the table. I want to try it."

Derek turned his head to look at her through the mirror. "What kind of role play?"

Mara had planned this carefully, researched it the same way she'd researched everything else. "You're at a high-end spa," she said, sliding into character. "The most exclusive place in the city. You booked their signature service—the extended relaxation package. And I'm your personal attendant, assigned exclusively to you for the next two hours."

She watched Derek's eyes darken with interest. "Keep going."

"My only job," Mara continued, her voice taking on a professional but sultry tone, "is to provide you with the most intense relaxation experience possible. Complete stress relief. Total release. I'm an expert at my craft—trained for years, the best in the business. And you've paid a significant amount of money for my undivided attention."

"Fuck," Derek breathed. "Yes. Let's do that."

Mara smiled, settling fully into the role. "Then let's begin, sir. Please relax completely and let me take care of everything."

She slid underneath the table, adjusting her mental framework. She wasn't his girlfriend now. She was a professional, paid to deliver an experience worth the exorbitant fee. Every touch needed to be perfectly calibrated. Every technique precisely executed. This was a service she was providing, and she was the absolute best at what she did.

"I'm going to start with a standard relaxation massage," Mara said in her professional voice. "Please let me know if the pressure is uncomfortable at any point."

She worked his muscles with clinical competence, her hands firm and knowing. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing into the table.

"You carry a lot of tension in your shoulders," Mara observed, working a particularly tight knot. "Stressful job?"

"Very," Derek said, playing along. "I work too much."

"Well, you're here now," Mara said soothingly. "For the next two hours, work doesn't exist. Just focus on the sensations and let me handle everything else."

She spent twenty minutes on pure massage before allowing her hands to drift lower, working his ass and thighs with the same professional competence. Then, finally, she wrapped her oiled hand around his cock.

"This is where the signature service differs from a standard massage," Mara said, her professional tone not changing even as she started stroking him. "We focus on complete tension release. All of it. Do you consent to this level of service, sir?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes."

"Perfect," Mara said. "I'll be bringing you close to release multiple times before allowing you to finish. This extends the relaxation benefits and ensures the most satisfying conclusion. If at any point you need me to stop, just say so."

She edged him methodically, each one precisely calibrated, maintaining her professional demeanor even as Derek fell apart above her. She narrated what she was doing in that same calm, expert voice: "I'm going to use my mouth now. The warmth and suction create a different sensation than hands alone. Just relax and feel it."

By edge seven, Derek was completely lost in the scenario, responding to her as if she really was a professional he'd hired. "Fuck, you're good at this," he panted. "Best service I've ever had."

"I'm the best in the business," Mara said matter-of-factly, and she meant it. "That's why you booked me specifically. Now let's see if we can find your prostate. This will intensify everything."

She worked him with clinical precision, hitting every point she'd learned over nearly two hundred sessions, and when she finally let him come—after ten edges and two full hours—Derek's orgasm was so intense he literally couldn't speak for five minutes afterward.

When she emerged from underneath the table, Mara broke character, kissing his shoulder blade. "How was that?"

"That was fucking incredible," Derek said, his voice wrecked. "The role play made it even hotter somehow. Like you really were a professional I'd hired."

"I kind of am a professional at this point," Mara pointed out. "I've logged probably three hundred hours underneath this table. That's more practice than most people get at their actual jobs."

"True," Derek agreed. "My fiancée, the professional cock milker."

"Put that on the wedding invitations," Mara teased.

They tried different scenarios over the next few sessions. Doctor and patient (clinical, methodical, Mara in actual scrubs explaining each "treatment"). Demanding boss and personal assistant (Mara in business casual, Derek ordered to lie there while she "provided stress relief as part of his benefits package"). Even once, at Derek's request, a sort of worshipper and deity dynamic that made them both feel slightly ridiculous but was incredibly hot nonetheless.

But underneath all the role play, the core dynamic remained the same: Mara's complete dedication to Derek's pleasure, and Derek's absolute trust in her skill.
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Their wedding was small and intimate, just close family and friends. Nobody knew that the night before, Mara had given Derek a four-hour session that had left him so thoroughly satisfied he'd slept for ten hours straight. Nobody knew that the morning of the wedding, she'd woken him with a quick hand job under the covers, bringing him to a fast, intense orgasm before they even got out of bed.

During the ceremony, when Derek promised to love and cherish her for the rest of his life, Mara thought about the table waiting at home, about the hundreds of hours they'd spent together in that office, about the profound intimacy they'd built through this practice. This wasn't just a marriage of two people—it was a marriage of two people who'd found a unique way to express their love and dedication.

Their honeymoon was in Bali, two weeks of beaches and culture and amazing food. They fucked like newlyweds in their villa, exploring each other with the joy of people who genuinely enjoyed sex together.

But on the fourth night, lying in bed after particularly enthusiastic hotel sex, Derek said quietly, "I miss the table."

Mara laughed, surprised. "We're literally on our honeymoon."

"I know, I know. And this is great. But there's something about the table..." Derek trailed off. "It's different. Special. More intimate somehow."

"I miss it too," Mara admitted. "I keep thinking about techniques I want to try when we get home."

"Of course you do," Derek said fondly. "You've probably been planning sessions in your head this entire trip."

"Maybe," Mara said, not denying it.

When they got home, tanned and relaxed and happy, the first thing they did—before even fully unpacking—was use the table. Mara gave Derek what she thought of as her "welcome home" session: extended, intense, using all her favorite techniques, showing him how much she'd missed this specific form of intimacy.

Derek came so hard he actually cried, and afterward, lying together on the table, he said, "I can't believe we get to do this for the rest of our lives."

"Til death do us part," Mara agreed. "Or until one of us physically can't anymore."

"So basically forever," Derek said.

"Basically forever," Mara confirmed.
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One year after their wedding, Mara's notebook collection had expanded to seven volumes. Session three hundred and forty-seven had been logged that morning—a quick pre-work session where she'd brought Derek off in under twenty minutes, efficient and skilled, because he'd woken up hard and needy and she was always happy to provide.

They'd settled into a comfortable rhythm. Three to four times a week for extended sessions, often two hours or more. Quick sessions before work when Derek needed it. Sometimes spontaneous sessions on weekends when they had nothing else planned and Mara just wanted to worship his cock for a few hours.

The table had become such a fundamental part of their relationship that they'd actually had to buy a second one when they moved to a bigger apartment—the first stayed in their home office, but they'd splurged on a portable version that could be set up in the bedroom for variety.

Mara's technique had evolved to the point where she could read Derek's body with impossible precision. She knew within seconds where he was in his arousal cycle. She could predict with near-certainty how many edges he could handle on any given day based on his stress levels, how much sleep he'd gotten, even what he'd eaten for dinner. She'd become, quite literally, an expert at his pleasure.

And Derek had become completely, utterly addicted to what she could do to him.

"I was thinking," Mara said one evening, both of them lying in bed after a particularly intense three-hour session, "about teaching."

Derek turned to look at her. "Teaching what?"

"Milking table techniques," Mara said. "There's a whole community of people who want to learn this stuff. I could write a guide. Maybe even do video tutorials—nothing explicit, just technique demonstrations with diagrams and explanations."

"You want to teach other people how to do what you do to me?" Derek asked, his tone unreadable.

"Not exactly what I do to you," Mara clarified. "But the fundamentals. The skills. The dedication required. There are so many people on the forums who are struggling to figure it out on their own. I could help them."

Derek was quiet for a moment. Then: "Would you use me as the demonstration model?"

"God no," Mara said immediately. "That's private. Just for us. I'd use diagrams and maybe a dildo for demonstration purposes. But I'd share the knowledge I've built up. The techniques. The psychological understanding. All of it."

"I think that's actually a great idea," Derek said. "You've become such an expert at this. Why not share it?"

"You're okay with it?" Mara asked. "It would mean I'd be public about... well, about what we do."

"Not specifically what we do," Derek corrected. "Just that you have expertise in this area. And honestly, Mara, you do. You're probably one of the most skilled people in the world at milking table techniques. That's worth sharing."

Mara felt warmth spread through her chest. "I love you."

"I love you too," Derek said. "And I fully support my wife becoming the world's foremost expert on how to systematically destroy a man's sanity using a specialized table and incredible dedication."

"Put that on my business card," Mara joked.

But she was serious about the idea. Over the next few months, she started writing—compiling all her notes and observations into a comprehensive guide. She reached out to The Milk Maid, whose blog had inspired her in the beginning, and they collaborated on creating resources for the community. Mara even started a YouTube channel (under a pseudonym) with instructional videos that became surprisingly popular.

Derek supported her completely, even helping her film and edit videos, though he remained firmly off-camera. This was Mara's thing, her expertise, and he was proud of her for sharing it.

Their sessions continued unchanged. If anything, they intensified—Mara's teaching forcing her to articulate and refine techniques, which she then brought back to Derek.

Session four hundred and two was when Mara tried a technique she'd been researching for months: extended prostate massage combined with edging, but done in a way that could theoretically allow for multiple orgasms without the usual refractory period.

"This might not work," she warned Derek as he settled onto the table. "I've read about it, but I've never actually tried it."

"I trust you," Derek said simply.

It took two and a half hours of careful, precise work—massaging his prostate while edging him, finding that perfect pressure and rhythm—but it worked. Derek came three times in the span of forty-five minutes, each orgasm somehow more intense than the last, his body shaking with the sustained pleasure.

"Holy fuck," he gasped after the third one, barely conscious. "How did you do that?"

"Research," Mara said, pleased with herself. "And about four hundred sessions worth of practice."

"You're a fucking wizard," Derek said.

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected. "There's a difference."
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Two years after they'd gotten married, three years since Mara first bought the table, they were lying in bed on a Sunday morning, Derek's arm around her shoulders, both of them drowsy and satisfied from a leisurely morning session.

"Can I tell you something?" Derek said quietly.

"Always."

"Sometimes I think about the alternate timeline," Derek said. "The one where you never discovered milking tables. Where we just had regular sex and never explored this. And it makes me so fucking grateful that we're in this timeline instead."

Mara turned to face him. "You really think it made that much difference?"

"Are you kidding?" Derek said. "Mara, this changed everything. Not just our sex life—our entire relationship. The trust we've built, the communication, the intimacy. The fact that you dedicated yourself to learning my body so completely. The fact that I learned to surrender so totally. All of it made us closer."

"I feel the same way," Mara admitted. "Sometimes I think about who I was before the table. Less confident. Less sure of myself. Learning to master this taught me I could master anything if I was willing to put in the work."

"You can," Derek said. "You're literally writing the book on milking table techniques. People in three countries are learning from your videos. You've become an actual expert at something most people don't even know exists."

"And you," Mara said, "have learned to trust someone with your pleasure so completely that you'll lie still for three hours while they systematically edge you until you can't remember your own name."

"When you put it like that, we both sound kind of obsessed," Derek said, smiling.

"We are obsessed," Mara agreed. "With each other. With this. With what we've built. And I wouldn't change a single thing."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her deeply. "Me neither. Not one single thing."

They lay there in comfortable silence for a while. Then Derek said, "Session tonight?"

"It's Sunday," Mara pointed out. "We don't usually do Sundays."

"I know. But I want one anyway. Maybe something different. Surprise me."

Mara smiled, her mind already spinning with possibilities. "Okay. I'll plan something special."

That night, she gave him what would become session four hundred and thirty-seven: a slow, worshipful experience that lasted nearly four hours, where she edged him fifteen times and talked to him constantly from below, telling him how much she loved him, how perfect his body was, how honored she felt to be the one who got to do this for him.

When Derek finally came, it was with tears streaming down his face and her name on his lips like a prayer.

Afterward, holding each other on the table while the candles burned down, Derek said, "I want to do this until we're old and gray."

"We will," Mara promised. "I'll still be kneeling under this table when we're seventy, edging you until you can barely take it."

"That's the hottest thing you've ever said," Derek said, and they both laughed.

But Mara meant it. This wasn't a phase. It wasn't something they'd grow out of. The milking table had become fundamental to who they were as a couple—the physical manifestation of their devotion to each other.

[image: ]

Five years after that first purchase, Mara had logged over eight hundred sessions. Her guide had become the definitive resource on milking table techniques, selling thousands of copies. Her YouTube channel had over 100,000 subscribers. She'd been interviewed for a podcast about sexuality and relationships, where she'd spoken eloquently about the importance of dedication and skill in maintaining long-term passion.

But none of that compared to the simple joy of kneeling underneath the table three nights a week, her hands on Derek's cock, watching him surrender completely to the pleasure she could provide.

Session eight hundred and sixteen was on a random Tuesday, nothing particularly special about it except that it was theirs. Mara had planned a standard session—ninety minutes, eight or nine edges, the usual combination of hands and mouth and prostate stimulation that she'd perfected over literally hundreds of hours of practice.

Derek climbed onto the table as he had hundreds of times before, settling into the familiar position, and said, "I love you."

"I love you too," Mara replied, warming oil between her palms. "Ready?"

"Always," Derek said.

She slid underneath the table, looking up through that familiar opening at her husband's body, and felt the same thrill she'd felt during session one. This never got old. The anticipation, the control, the absolute trust between them.

Mara wrapped her hand around Derek's cock and began to work, her movements practiced and confident. She'd done this eight hundred and fifteen times before. She knew exactly what to do, exactly how he'd respond, exactly how to build him up and tear him down and rebuild him into something transcendent.

"Your hands feel so good," Derek groaned above her. "After five years, it never stops feeling incredible."

"After five years," Mara said, "I'm still finding new ways to make you fall apart."

She proved it that night, introducing a subtle variation on her usual edging pattern that caught Derek by surprise and made him nearly come before she pulled back at the last second.

"Fuck!" he gasped. "What was that?"

"New technique," Mara said, pleased. "Still learning. Still improving."

By the time she finally let him come—after ten edges and a hundred and three minutes—Derek was completely wrecked, gasping her name, trembling with the intensity.

"Eight hundred and sixteen sessions," Mara murmured afterward, documenting it in her notebook while Derek recovered, "and you still come like it's the first time."

"Eight hundred and sixteen sessions," Derek said when he could speak again, "and you still make me feel like the most desired man on earth."

"You are," Mara said simply. "To me, you are."

They moved to the bedroom eventually, curling up together in their familiar positions. Derek's arm around her shoulders, Mara's head on his chest, both of them drowsy and satisfied and deeply connected.

"Think we'll make it to a thousand sessions?" Derek asked.

"At three or four times a week?" Mara did the math. "We'll hit a thousand in less than a year."

"Then what?" Derek asked.

"Then we keep going," Mara said. "Two thousand. Three thousand. However many sessions it takes to fill the rest of our lives."

"Til death do us part," Derek said.

"Til death do us part," Mara agreed.

She fell asleep thinking about session eight hundred and seventeen, already planning what she'd do differently, how she could improve, what new techniques she wanted to try. The table had become her craft, her art, her meditation. And Derek had become her willing canvas, trusting her completely to create experiences that transcended the physical.

This was their life now. This was their love. Expressed through oil and touch and perfect trust, underneath a professional milking table in their home office, three to four nights a week for the rest of their lives.

And neither of them would have it any other way.


The Milking Table: A Bet He'll Never Regret

Chapter 1: The Worst Bet of His Life

Jake Torres stared at his phone screen like it might spontaneously combust if he looked hard enough. The fantasy football app glowed with brutal, unforgiving finality: Championship - Final Score: 127-124.

Three points.

He'd lost the entire season—sixteen weeks of obsessive roster management, waiver wire stalking, and trash talk that would make a sailor blush—by three fucking points.

His eyes tracked to the game log, that cruel itemized list of where it all went wrong. Travis Kelce had dropped a touchdown pass in the fourth quarter. Dropped it. Just... let it bounce off his hands like he'd forgotten how to play professional football. If he'd caught that pass—one pass—Jake would be the champion right now. He'd be collecting two hundred dollars from each of his friends and talking infinite shit until next season.

Instead, he was about to get completely destroyed.

"Read it and weep, motherfucker!" Tyler's voice carried across the sports bar, loud enough that the couple two booths over looked up from their nachos with matching expressions of annoyance. "Pay up!"

Jake set his phone face-down on the scarred wooden table and reached for his beer. It was empty. Of course it was empty. This was the kind of night where even his beer abandoned him. The glass sat there, mocking him with its emptiness, a few sad drops of condensation sliding down the sides.

"I can Venmo you the two hundred," Jake said, trying to sound casual. Trying to pretend his heart wasn't doing that weird flutter thing it did when he was about to get absolutely demolished by his friends. "Seriously, just give me your—"

"Oh no no no." Tyler was grinning like a shark that had just spotted a wounded seal thrashing in the water. He pushed his glasses up his nose—the little shit always did that right before he was about to ruin someone's entire day. "We agreed. Winner picks the penalty. And I've been thinking about this since week twelve when you started talking all that shit about how my team was 'an embarrassment to the league.'"

Marcus leaned back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest, smirking like he knew exactly where this was going. "This is gonna be good."

Ben, at least, had the decency to look vaguely sympathetic. But he was also pulling out his phone, which meant he was ready to document whatever humiliation was about to unfold. That was Ben—always the documentarian of their friend group's worst moments.

Jake's stomach dropped. That flutter in his chest turned into a full-on drumbeat of dread. "Tyler. Bro. Come on—"

"Milking table."

The words landed like a bomb in the middle of their booth. For a second, nobody moved. The ambient noise of the bar—the clatter of pool balls, the drone of the basketball game on TV, the drunk guy at the bar arguing about the 49ers—all seemed to fade into static.

Jake's brain stuttered, trying to process what he'd just heard. Surely he'd misheard. Surely Tyler hadn't just said—

"I'm sorry, what?"

"A milking table," Tyler repeated, enunciating each syllable with the precision of a man who'd been rehearsing this moment in front of his bathroom mirror for weeks. "There's a place in the city. Serenity Spa and Wellness. Very professional. Very discreet. High-end establishment. You're gonna book yourself a full ninety-minute session, and we're gonna make absolutely sure you actually go through with it."

The blood drained from Jake's face. "You can't be fucking serious."

"Dead serious. You made the bet, Jake. 'Winner picks any penalty under five hundred bucks.' Those were your exact words. I have screenshots. And a milking table session at Serenity runs four hundred and fifty dollars for the standard package."

Jake looked at Marcus, desperate for backup. Any backup. Marcus was filming on his phone, angling it to get Jake's face in the frame. "For posterity," Marcus said with the solemnity of a man recording a historical event.

"Ben?" Jake's voice was climbing toward panic territory. "A little help here?"

Ben winced, at least having the grace to look uncomfortable. "I mean... you did say anything. I was there. We all agreed. No backing out."

"I thought he'd make me get a stupid tattoo! Or eat something disgusting! Or streak across campus or—" Jake's voice cracked slightly. "Not... Jesus Christ, Tyler, a fucking milking table? Are you insane?"

"Oh, I'm sorry." Tyler's grin widened into something truly diabolical. "Did you want to get a tiny dolphin tattooed on your ankle instead? Because we can absolutely arrange that too. Right after your milking table appointment. We can make it a whole day of humiliation if you'd prefer."

"Fuck you."

"Save that energy for the attendant, buddy boy. You're gonna need every ounce of it."

This could not be happening. This could not actually be happening. A milking table. Jake knew what those were—everyone who'd spent more than thirty seconds on the internet knew what those were. You lay face-down on this specialized massage table with a hole strategically cut in it, and someone underneath... worked you over. Jerked you off. Milked you dry. Edged you until you couldn't think straight. It was basically a glorified handjob with maximum humiliation, designed for people who apparently got off on being treated like livestock.

The mental image alone—him, stripped naked, face-down on a table, dick hanging through a hole while some stranger worked him over—made Jake want to crawl under this booth and die.

"I'm not doing it," Jake said flatly, trying to inject some authority into his voice.

Tyler pulled out his own phone and started scrolling with deliberate slowness. "Okay, so we can post the group chat screenshots where you said, and I quote, 'Winner picks literally anything. I'll do whatever. I'm gonna smoke you so bad it won't even matter. You could ask me to run naked through Times Square and I'd do it because I'm that confident.' Should I read more? I've got like forty messages of you talking shit."

"That was trash talk! During the season! You can't—"

"Trash talk with consequences, apparently." Tyler turned his phone around with a flourish. On the screen was the Serenity Spa website—all soft lighting and calming earth tones, with professional photos of serene treatment rooms and a navigation menu that included "Services," "Packages," and, horrifyingly, "Milking Table Sessions."

Jake grabbed the phone and scrolled, his eyes scanning text that made his stomach twist. The description was written in that careful, professional language that made everything sound vaguely medical and therapeutic:

"Our signature milking table experience provides complete relaxation and release in a private, comfortable setting. Each session is conducted by trained attendants who ensure a discrete, professional experience tailored to your specific needs and comfort level. Perfect for stress relief, exploring new sensations, or simply indulging in guilt-free pleasure."

There was a booking form. A goddamn online booking form with available time slots like this was a normal business. Which, Jake supposed with growing horror, it technically was.

"They have add-ons?" Jake's voice cracked. "Jesus Christ, they have a whole menu of add-ons?"

"Extended edge session is an extra fifty bucks," Marcus helpfully pointed out, reading over Jake's shoulder with the enthusiasm of someone watching a car crash in slow motion. "Says here it includes 'sustained arousal maintenance for maximum release intensity.' That's corporate-speak for 'we're gonna edge you until you cry.'"

"Also there's the premium package," Tyler added, scrolling down. "Includes aromatherapy, hot towel service, and what they call 'sensory enhancement techniques.' That's another hundred on top."

"I hate all of you," Jake said with feeling. "I genuinely, deeply hate every single one of you."

"Book it," Tyler said, his voice dropping into that reasonable, matter-of-fact tone that meant he was absolutely not budging on this. "Thursday night. Seven PM. They have availability—I already checked. And we're coming with you."

Jake's head snapped up. "What?"

"Not into the room, Jesus, relax. We're gonna wait in the lobby. Make sure you actually show up and go through with it. Because knowing you, you'll book the appointment and then just... not show up. You'll fake food poisoning or a family emergency or suddenly remember you have to work late."

He wasn't wrong. Jake was already mentally calculating whether he could fake appendicitis or claim his car broke down.

"This is insane," Jake said weakly, knowing he'd already lost this argument. "This is genuinely psychotic behavior."

"This is a bet you lost fair and square." Tyler plucked his phone back and started tapping with purpose. "I'm texting you the link right now. Book it tonight. Send us the confirmation email as proof. Thursday at seven. We'll pick you up at six-thirty sharp."

"Why are you like this? What did I ever do to you?"

"Because you spent the entire goddamn season talking about how you were gonna 'absolutely destroy everyone' and 'take all our money' and 'make us weep with how badly you'd beat us.' Remember that? Remember when you said Marcus's team was 'so bad it should be euthanized'? Or when you told Ben his draft strategy was 'what I'd expect from someone who learned football from a cereal box'?"

Marcus nodded seriously. "I do remember that. Very hurtful. Really damaged my self-esteem."

"So now," Tyler continued with the air of a judge delivering a sentence, "you're gonna get on that table, face-down, dick through a hole, and let some complete stranger milk you like a prize-winning dairy cow. And we're gonna know you did it. We're gonna have proof. That's your punishment for being insufferable all season."

The worst part—the absolute worst part that Jake couldn't escape—was that he had made the bet. Winner picks the penalty, no limits under five hundred bucks, no backing out. He'd been so cocky, so absolutely certain he'd win. His team had been stacked all season. He'd made the playoffs in first place. The championship was supposed to be a coronation, not... this.

"I fucking hate fantasy football," Jake muttered into his hands.

"You love fantasy football," Ben corrected gently. "You just hate losing at fantasy football. There's a difference."

Tyler's phone buzzed with a sent message confirmation. He glanced at it and grinned with pure sadistic joy. "Just sent you the booking link. Clock's ticking, Torres. Book it by midnight tonight or I'm posting the screenshots to Instagram and telling literally everyone you welched on a bet. And you know how people feel about welchers."

Jake pulled out his phone with the enthusiasm of a man checking his own execution date. The link was there, glowing accusingly in his messages. He clicked it against his better judgment.

The booking page loaded—all soothing blues and whites, professional fonts, calming imagery. Like this was a normal spa where normal people went for normal massages, not a place where men went to get systematically jerked off on specialized furniture designed to maximize their humiliation and helplessness.

Select Service: Milking Table - Standard Session (90 minutes) - $450

There were other options too. Jake's morbid curiosity made him read them:

•Milking Table - Extended Edge (120 minutes) - $500

•Milking Table - Premium Experience (90 minutes + enhancements) - $550

•Couples Milking Table - $800

Couples. There were couples who did this together. Jake's brain couldn't even process that information.

Select Date: The calendar showed dozens of available slots scattered throughout the week. Because apparently this was a thriving, successful business with repeat clientele.

Select Time: Thursday, 7:00 PM was highlighted in green. Available.

Jake's thumb hovered over the screen. His mouth was dry. His heart was doing that stupid flutter thing again, except now it was accompanied by a weird heat in his face and neck.

"Do it," Marcus started chanting. "Do it, do it, do it."

Ben joined in, quieter but still participating. "Do it, do it."

"You're all terrible people," Jake said without heat. They were terrible. They were also his best friends. And he had, in fact, made the bet.

"Yep." Tyler took a long, satisfied drink of his beer. "But we're terrible people who won our bets and are now collecting on very specific, very humiliating terms."

Jake closed his eyes, took a breath that did absolutely nothing to calm his racing heart, and tapped the booking button before he could talk himself out of it.

The form expanded. Name, email, phone number, emergency contact. He filled it out like a man walking to his own execution, each keystroke feeling surreal. The form asked about preferences—temperature of the room, music selection, scent preferences for the aromatherapy.

Who the fuck cared what music was playing while someone milked their dick?

He selected "Attendant's choice" for everything because his brain couldn't handle making decisions about this.

The final page had a disclaimer—something about privacy and discretion and health standards and professional conduct—and a checkbox acknowledging he was a consenting adult requesting adult services and understood the nature of what he was booking.

His finger shook slightly as he checked the box.

He hit Submit.

The confirmation screen loaded immediately: Booking Confirmed. Serenity Spa & Wellness. Thursday, March 13th, 7:00 PM. Standard Milking Table Session. Confirmation number: ST-47892.

A receipt appeared in his email two seconds later, professional and itemized:

Service: Milking Table Session (90 min) - $450.00

Tax: $38.25

Total: $488.25

He was paying nearly five hundred dollars to get humiliated. This was his life now.

"Screenshot it," Tyler demanded, holding out his hand expectantly.

Jake flipped him off with one hand while screenshotting the confirmation with the other. He sent it to the group chat titled "FANTASY LEAGUE CHAMPIONS (and Jake)."

Three phones chimed simultaneously.

"Beautiful," Tyler said, examining the screenshot like it was a work of art worthy of the Louvre. "Absolutely beautiful. Mark your calendars, boys. Thursday night, seven PM, we're taking Jake to get professionally milked."

"I need another beer," Jake said. "Actually, I need several beers. I need to be blackout drunk for this conversation to continue."

"Put it on my tab," Tyler said magnanimously, signaling the server. "Consider it a pre-milking celebration drink. Hell, get whatever you want. You're about to have a very interesting Thursday night."

"I'm never playing fantasy football with you assholes again."

"Sure you're not." Marcus clapped him on the shoulder hard enough to hurt. "But seriously though, Jake—you're gonna be fine. It's just a handjob. Fancy handjob with a specialized table, but still. You've had handjobs before, right? From actual humans?"

"Not from a complete stranger. While face-down on a table. With my dick hanging through a hole. While my supposed friends wait in the fucking lobby to make sure I don't chicken out."

"Character building!" Tyler announced, raising his fresh beer in a toast. "This is gonna make you a better person. More humble. Less likely to talk massive shit when you're actually on a three-game losing streak disguised by lucky matchups and your opponents' players getting injured."

Jake wanted to argue that his team had been legitimately good, but Tyler wasn't entirely wrong. He had gotten weirdly lucky in weeks seven through nine when his opponent's top three players all hit their bye weeks simultaneously.

Damn it.

The server dropped off another round. Jake grabbed his beer like it was a life preserver in a storm.

"So what do you think she's gonna be like?" Ben asked, and Jake could tell he was trying to be diplomatic about the whole thing. Trying to make it less mortifying through casual conversation. "The attendant, I mean. Do they have profiles on the website? Can you pick?"

"No picking," Marcus said, having apparently studied the website extensively. "Says it's assigned based on availability and expertise. Very mysterious. Very 'you get what you get.'"

"She's probably some bored massage therapist who does this for the tips," Tyler speculated. "Very professional. Very clinical. Gloves on, business face, in and out in ninety minutes. Probably doesn't even remember clients afterwards."

"Or," Marcus countered with a wicked grin, "she's gonna be smoking hot and think it's absolutely hilarious that his friends made him do this as a bet punishment. And she's gonna torment him about it the entire time while she's down there working his dick. Just absolutely roast him while edging him into oblivion."

Jake groaned and pressed his forehead against the table's sticky surface. "I hate this. I hate everything about this. I hate you. I hate fantasy football. I hate Travis Kelce for dropping that fucking pass."

"Embrace it, man. Lean into the humiliation." Tyler's voice was almost kind. Almost. "It's happening whether you fight it or not. Better to just accept it and try to enjoy it, right? Besides, who knows? Maybe you'll like it."

"I won't."

"You might! Lots of dudes are clearly into milking tables. That's why they exist. That's why there's a whole business model around it. You might discover a whole new kink you didn't know you had."

"I'm not into—" Jake stopped himself. Arguing would just make it worse. Tyler would file away every protest and use it against him later. Better to just... endure. Four days from now, he'd go to this stupid spa, get this stupid thing over with, and then never speak of it or think about it again.

Except he was already thinking about it.

The mental image kept forming, unbidden and unwanted: him, face-down on that specialized table, completely stripped naked, his dick hanging through a hole while some stranger—a woman he'd never seen, whose face he wouldn't even be able to see—wrapped her hands around him and just... worked him over. Stroked him. Teased him. Edged him. He wouldn't be able to control anything. Couldn't see her. Couldn't touch her. Couldn't do anything except lie there, exposed and helpless, while she did whatever she wanted until he came.

Or worse—what if he couldn't come? What if the humiliation and awkwardness made it impossible? What if he just lay there for ninety minutes, hard and frustrated, while she tried everything and he just... couldn't finish?

His face burned just thinking about it.

"You're blushing," Marcus observed with unconcealed glee. "Oh my God, you're actually blushing. Look at his face! He's thinking about it!"

"Fuck off."

"This is amazing. I almost wish I'd lost the bet. This is gonna be worth four hundred and fifty dollars of pure entertainment value. We should sell tickets."

Jake drained half his beer in one long pull. Thursday night. He had exactly four days to mentally prepare himself for what was very possibly going to be the single most humiliating experience of his adult life.

Four days to figure out how to lie on a table, face-down, completely naked, and let a professional stranger milk him dry while his friends waited in the lobby to confirm he'd actually gone through with it.

Four days to convince himself this was fine. Normal. Just paying off a bet like an honorable man.

Four days to stop his brain from circling back to the same uncomfortable, intrusive thought: what if Tyler was right? What if some small, secret part of him actually wanted to know what it felt like?

He shoved that thought down deep where it belonged and ordered another beer.

Thursday would come soon enough.

The next four days were a special kind of torture designed specifically to break Jake's sanity.

He tried desperately to act normal. Went to work at his marketing firm, sat through meetings about Q2 campaigns and Instagram engagement metrics, responded to emails from clients who wanted to know why their posts weren't going viral. The whole time, in the back of his mind, a countdown timer ticked away: Seventy-two hours until you're face-down on a milking table. Sixty hours. Forty-eight. Thirty-six.

It was impossible to focus.

Monday, he caught himself zoning out during a presentation about TikTok analytics, staring at the PowerPoint slide without processing a single word, his brain instead helpfully supplying detailed mental images of what Thursday night might entail.

His coworker Sarah had to kick his chair. "You okay? You look like you're having a stroke."

"Fine," Jake managed. "Just tired."

Tuesday was worse. The group chat wouldn't shut up.

Tyler: T-minus 48 hours, champ. You doing okay?

Marcus: Should we bring confetti to the spa? Make it festive?

Tyler: Oh that's good. Like a celebration. "Congratulations on your first milking!"

Ben: Maybe don't make it worse than it already is?

Jake: I will murder all of you.

Marcus: In 48 hours you'll be too relaxed and drained to murder anyone. That's kind of the point.

Tyler: Fun fact I learned from the website - they recommend hydrating well before your session. Improves the "overall experience quality."

Jake: I'm blocking all of you after Thursday.

Tyler: No you're not. We're your best friends. You love us.

And the terrible thing was, Tyler was right. Jake did love these assholes. They'd been friends since college, been through breakups and job losses and that one truly regrettable spring break in Cancun. They were the kind of friends who would help you move, or bail you out of jail, or apparently make sure you honored a fantasy football bet by forcing you to get professionally milked.

Tuesday night, Jake couldn't sleep. Just lay in bed, staring at his ceiling, his brain refusing to shut off. Every time he closed his eyes, his imagination helpfully supplied new scenarios, each more mortifying than the last.

What if the attendant was someone he knew? What if it was his ex-girlfriend's roommate? What if it was that girl from his gym who always smiled at him?

What if he got hard the second he got on the table and she laughed at how eager he was?

What if he couldn't get hard and she had to work on him for the full ninety minutes while he lay there, humiliated and broken?

What if she was amazing at it and he came in like two minutes and then had to just... lie there for the remaining eighty-eight minutes?

His phone buzzed at 11:47 PM.

Tyler: You awake?

Jake: Unfortunately.

Tyler: Nervous?

Jake: What do you think?

Tyler: Look man, I know I'm giving you shit, but for real - you're gonna be fine. It's just a physical thing. Nobody's judging you. The attendant does this for a living. She's not gonna think you're weird or gross or whatever you're worried about.

Jake: Easy for you to say. You're not the one who has to do it.

Tyler: True. But I would if I'd lost. That's the point of the bet.

Jake: I genuinely hate you.

Tyler: I know. See you Thursday, champ. Try to get some sleep.

Jake did not get sleep.

Wednesday morning arrived gray and miserable, matching his mood perfectly. He dragged himself to work, sat through more meetings that barely registered, and left early claiming he had a dentist appointment.

He went home and showered. Then showered again. Then stood in front of his bathroom mirror, examining himself critically.

He was twenty-seven. Decent shape—he hit the gym a few times a week, mostly to justify his beer consumption. Not ripped, but not embarrassing. Normal body. Normal dick. Nothing special but nothing shameful.

Would she judge him? Compare him to other clients?

Jake forced himself to stop thinking about it.

The confirmation email was sitting in his inbox. He'd read it approximately fifty times. It included helpful instructions:

Please arrive 15 minutes prior to your appointment time for intake paperwork and consultation. Shower facilities are available on-site if desired. Light refreshments provided. Our attendants are trained professionals committed to your comfort and satisfaction. Gratuity not included but appreciated (standard 15-20%).

Gratuity.

He was supposed to tip someone for this.

What was the etiquette for tipping someone who'd just milked you dry? Did you hand over cash while still lying face-down on the table? Did you leave it on a tray like a hotel room? Did you Venmo it?

Wednesday night, Jake tried to distract himself with video games. It didn't work. He kept dying in stupid ways because his concentration was shot.

He tried watching TV. Made it through half an episode of some cooking show before his brain wandered back to the same obsessive loop.

Twenty-four hours.

This time tomorrow, it would be over. He'd have survived it. It would be a memory, something to eventually laugh about, probably.

Assuming he survived the humiliation.

His phone buzzed. Group chat.

Tyler: Big day tomorrow. You ready?

Marcus: I still think we should bring confetti.

Ben: We're not bringing confetti. We're being supportive.

Tyler: Supportively watching him honor a bet by getting his dick milked. Very supportive.

Jake: You're all monsters.

Tyler: We're picking you up at 6:30. Sharp. Wear something comfortable. You're gonna be taking it all off anyway.

Marcus: 😂💀

Jake threw his phone across the room. It landed on his couch with a soft thump, screen still glowing with messages.

He sat there in his apartment, alone with his thoughts and his mounting dread, and tried to convince himself he could do this.

It was just a physical service. People got massages all the time. This was barely different. Okay, it was very different, but the principle was the same—paying a professional to do something to your body that felt good.

The fact that it involved his dick and a stranger's hands and a specialized table with a hole in it was just... details.

He could do this.

He had to do this.

The bet was the bet.

Thursday arrived with the inevitability of a tax deadline or a dental appointment—something you couldn't avoid no matter how much you wanted to.

Jake went through his morning routine on autopilot. Shower. Coffee. Pretending to check work emails. His hands were shaking slightly when he poured his second cup.

He called in sick to work. Couldn't face sitting through meetings while counting down the hours. His boss didn't question it—Jake never called in sick. He had like thirty vacation days banked.

The apartment felt too small. He tried going for a run, but only made it two miles before his legs felt like jelly and his brain supplied helpful reminders that in approximately nine hours, he'd be face-down on that table.

He came home. Showered again. Changed clothes three times trying to figure out what you wore to a milking table appointment.

Did it matter? Nothing mattered. This was happening.

He settled on jeans and a dark gray t-shirt. Comfortable. Unremarkable. Easy to remove when the time came.

Jesus Christ, when the time came.

At 5:00 PM, Jake stood in front of his bathroom mirror and gave himself a pep talk.

"You can do this. It's ninety minutes. Ninety minutes of your life. Then it's over. You'll have a story. It'll be fine."

His reflection didn't look convinced.

He brushed his teeth. Checked his hair. Realized he was stalling and forced himself to stop.

At 6:15, he sat on his couch and stared at his phone, watching the minutes tick by with agonizing slowness.

6:20.

6:25.

The knock on his door came at exactly 6:30.

Tyler, Marcus, and Ben stood in his doorway like the world's worst escort service, all wearing expressions that ranged from sadistic glee (Tyler) to barely-suppressed laughter (Marcus) to sympathetic concern (Ben).

"You look like you're about to throw up," Marcus observed cheerfully.

"I might."

"Please do it after," Tyler said, checking his watch with the efficiency of a man on a schedule. "We've got a twenty-minute drive, you need fifteen minutes for paperwork, that puts you right on time for your seven o'clock milking appointment."

"I really, genuinely hate you," Jake said with feeling.

"Yeah, yeah. Car's running. Let's go make sure you honor your bet like a man."

The drive into the city was quiet except for the radio playing some pop song Jake barely registered. He sat in the back seat, watching street lights blur past, trying to convince his heart to stop hammering against his ribs like it was trying to escape his chest.

His hands were sweating. When had his hands started sweating?

"You good back there?" Ben asked from the passenger seat, genuine concern in his voice.

"No."

"You gonna do it anyway?"

Jake took a breath. Let it out slowly. "Yeah."

"That's my boy." Tyler grinned at him in the rearview mirror. "We'll be right there in the lobby the whole time. Moral support."

"That doesn't make it better."

"Sure it does. Means you can't chicken out."

Serenity Spa & Wellness was tucked into a quiet street downtown, the kind of place you could walk past a hundred times without noticing. Tasteful brick exterior, frosted windows that gave privacy, a small wooden sign with elegant lettering.

Tyler pulled into the parking lot. The building looked so... normal. Professional. Like a regular spa where regular people got regular massages and facials.

Except Jake was about to walk in there and get his dick milked.

"This is it," Tyler announced, killing the engine.

Jake stared at the building. His mouth was dry. His heart was doing that stupid flutter thing again, except now it was accompanied by a weird tight feeling in his chest.

"You good?" Ben asked quietly, turning in his seat to look at Jake.

"No."

"You gonna do it anyway?"

Jake closed his eyes. Thought about backing out. Thought about the screenshots Tyler had. Thought about being known as the guy who welched on a bet.

Thought about the fact that, deep down, underneath all the terror and humiliation, there was a tiny flicker of... something. Curiosity. Maybe even anticipation.

"Yeah," Jake said finally. "Let's get this over with."

They walked in together, the four of them, and Jake felt like he was approaching a firing squad.

The lobby was exactly what the website had promised: soft lighting, earth tones, a water feature burbling peacefully in the corner. Meditation music played quietly from hidden speakers. Abstract art on the walls. A faint scent of lavender in the air.

It looked like any upscale spa. Serene. Calming. Professional.

A woman behind the reception desk looked up and smiled warmly. Mid-thirties, professional attire, the kind of smile that suggested she'd done this a thousand times and nothing fazed her.

"Welcome to Serenity. Do you have an appointment?"

Jake's voice came out rougher than intended. "Torres. Seven o'clock."

She typed something into her computer, still smiling. "Perfect. I have you down for our standard milking table session. I'll just need you to fill out some quick intake forms, and then we'll get you set up. Your friends are welcome to wait here in our lobby area."

She gestured to a sitting area with comfortable chairs, a coffee table with magazines, and—Jake noticed with mounting horror—a clear view of the hallway he'd presumably be walking down.

She handed him a clipboard with several pages of forms clipped to it. "Take your time with these. Just bring them back when you're done."

Jake took the clipboard with hands that were definitely shaking now.

Tyler, Marcus, and Ben settled into the lobby chairs like they were at a doctor's office, ready to wait.

"We'll be right here," Tyler said with a grin.

Jake found a chair slightly removed from his friends and started reading the forms, his brain barely processing the words.

Health History: Any conditions we should know about? Allergies? Medications?

He checked "No" on everything.

Liability Waiver: I understand the nature of the services I'm requesting and consent to treatment by a trained professional attendant...

He signed without reading the rest.

Service Preferences:

This was the section that made his stomach twist.

Pressure Level: Light / Moderate / Firm

He checked Moderate, because he had no idea what the difference meant and moderate seemed safe.

Communication Style: Verbal engagement (attendant may speak during session) / Silent service

Jake's finger hovered over this one. Part of him wanted silence—didn't want to have to make conversation or hear commentary. But Tyler's words echoed: Maybe talking helps. Takes your mind off things.

He checked Silent service anyway. Couldn't handle the idea of conversation while someone was literally jerking him off.

Pacing: Standard progression / Extended edging / Rapid completion

What the fuck. There were options for how they'd jerk you off.

He checked Standard progression because the thought of extended edging made him want to die.

Additional Requests or Concerns:

Jake's hand tightened on the pen. He wanted to write: This is a bet punishment. Please be gentle. I'm terrified. Don't judge me.

He left it blank.

He signed everything with shaking hands, dated it, and returned the clipboard to the receptionist.

"Excellent." Her smile never wavered. Professional. Practiced. She'd probably seen hundreds of nervous first-timers. "Mira will be your attendant today. She's one of our most experienced professionals. She'll meet you in Room 3—down the hall, last door on the left. There are shower facilities in the room if you'd like to rinse off first, and we provide robes and towels."

"Thanks," Jake managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

He looked back at his friends one last time. Tyler gave him an encouraging thumbs up. Marcus was already filming on his phone again, the bastard. Ben just nodded, his expression somewhere between supportive and apologetic.

Jake took a breath.

Turned.

And walked down the hallway toward Room 3 like a man heading to his own execution.

The hallway was quiet, decorated with more of that abstract art, soft lighting that was probably meant to be calming but just made everything feel surreal.

Room 3's door was unmarked except for a small brass number plate.

Jake's hand trembled as he reached for the handle.

He pushed it open.

Inside: dim lighting controlled by a small panel near the door, the same meditation music playing from hidden speakers, and in the center of the room—

The table.

The milking table.

It looked exactly like the pictures on the website had shown. Like a massage table, but narrower, more specialized. Padded surface in deep blue. A face cradle at one end. And about two-thirds of the way down the length—

The hole.

A circular opening maybe six inches in diameter, lined with soft padding.

Where his dick would go.

Jake's stomach did a complete flip.

There was a small attached room to the side—the shower, presumably. A chair with neatly folded towels and a robe. A small table with bottles of water.

Everything was so... professional. Clean. Carefully designed for this exact purpose.

A door on the opposite side of the room opened, and Jake's breath caught.

A woman stepped through.

Jake's brain stuttered to a complete halt.

She was... not what he'd expected. Not even close.

Mid-twenties, maybe a year or two younger than him. Dark hair pulled back into a practical high ponytail that showed off delicate features and warm brown eyes. She wore black athletic leggings that hugged her curves and a fitted slate-blue tank top that somehow managed to look professional despite showing toned arms and collarbones.

Pretty didn't cover it. She was genuinely, undeniably attractive in that effortless way that made Jake's already-frazzled nerves spike into something far more complicated.

"Jake?" Her voice was warm, friendly, with just a hint of amusement around the edges. "I'm Mira. I'll be taking care of you today."

"Hi," Jake croaked, his voice coming out strangled.

Her lips curved into a slight smile—not mocking, but definitely aware that he was nervous as hell. "First time?"

"Is it that obvious?"

"Little bit." Her smile widened just slightly, and Jake caught a glimpse of straight white teeth. "But that's totally okay. Most guys are nervous their first time on the table. It's a pretty vulnerable position. I get it."

She moved with easy confidence, closing the door behind her and gesturing to the table. "We'll go over everything before we start, and I want you to know—this is your session. You're in complete control. If you want to stop at any point, or if anything feels uncomfortable, you just say so. No judgment, no questions asked. This is supposed to feel good, not stressful. Okay?"

"Okay," Jake managed, trying very hard not to stare at her and failing.

"Great." Mira picked up a tablet from the side table and glanced at it. "So I've got your intake forms here. Standard milking table session, moderate pressure, silent service, standard pacing. That all still sound good to you?"

The fact that she said "milking table" so casually, like it was the most normal thing in the world, made Jake's face burn.

"Yeah. That's... that's good."

"Perfect. So here's how this works." She set the tablet aside and gestured to the table with the ease of someone who'd explained this a hundred times. "You'll undress completely and lie face-down on the table. You'll want to position your hips over the opening here—" she tapped the padded hole "—so you're comfortable. Use the face cradle, let your arms relax by your sides or up by your head, whatever feels natural. I'll be positioned underneath the table, and I'll handle everything from there."

Underneath.

She'd be underneath the table.

Under him.

With his dick right there.

In her hands.

Jake felt his entire body flush hot.

"The session is ninety minutes," Mira continued, her tone still perfectly professional, "but honestly, most first-timers don't last anywhere near that long. No pressure either way—if you finish in ten minutes, that's totally fine. If it takes longer, that's fine too. This is about you relaxing and enjoying yourself."

She paused, studying him with those warm brown eyes, and Jake had the distinct impression she could read exactly how terrified he was.

"You're gonna be fine, Jake," she said, her voice softening slightly. "I promise. Just relax and let it happen. That's literally all you have to do."

"Right. Okay. Cool." Jake's mouth felt like sandpaper.

Mira gestured to the attached room. "There's a shower in there if you want to rinse off first—totally optional, but some guys find it helps them relax. Fresh towels and a robe if you want them. Take your time getting ready. When you're on the table and comfortable, I'll begin."

She moved toward the door she'd entered through, giving him privacy to undress.

Then she paused, glancing back over her shoulder with a smile that was definitely amused now.

"Oh, and Jake? Your friends told me this was a bet punishment when they called to confirm the appointment. Just so you know, I think that's hilarious. Try to have fun anyway."

She disappeared through the door, leaving Jake alone with the table and his rapidly disintegrating composure.

His friends had called ahead.

Of course they had.

Jake stood there for a long moment, heart pounding, brain screaming at him to run, to fake an emergency, to do literally anything except strip naked and get on that table.

But he'd made the bet.

And deep down, underneath all the terror and humiliation and panic, there was still that tiny flicker of curiosity. Of wanting to know what this would feel like. What she would feel like.

Fuck it.

Jake stripped off his clothes with shaking hands, folding them neatly on the chair because his brain needed something to focus on. Jeans. Shirt. Socks. Boxers.

He stood there naked in the dim room, acutely aware of every inch of his exposed skin.

The table waited.

Jake approached it slowly, like it might bite.

He climbed on, positioning himself carefully face-down. The padding was comfortable, at least. The face cradle cradled his face. His arms settled naturally by his sides.

And his dick—

His dick hung through the opening, exposed to empty air, vulnerable and on display for when Mira positioned herself underneath.

Jake took a shaky breath.

Let it out.

And waited for Mira to begin.

Chapter 2: Under Her Control

The silence in the room was deafening. Jake lay face-down on the milking table, naked and exposed, his heart hammering so hard he was sure Mira could hear it from wherever she was. The padded surface was comfortable against his chest and stomach, the face cradle cradling his head at just the right angle, but comfort was relative when your dick was hanging through a hole in a table and a stranger was about to—

He heard movement. The soft sound of fabric shifting. Footsteps, quiet against the floor.

Then nothing.

Jake's entire body tensed. Where was she? What was she doing?

The answer came a moment later when he felt a subtle shift in the air beneath the table, followed by the unmistakable sense of presence below him. She was positioning herself. Getting ready.

"Just breathe," Mira's voice came from underneath, warm and close and Jesus Christ she was right there beneath him. "You're doing great."

Jake tried to breathe. His lungs didn't seem to be cooperating.

He couldn't see her. That was the worst part, or maybe the best part, or maybe both. He could only lie there, face pressed into the cradle, staring at the floor through the small opening, and wait for her to—

The first touch nearly made him jump off the table.

Fingers. Soft, warm fingers trailing up the inside of his thigh with deliberate slowness. Not grabbing, not rushing—just exploring. Learning. The touch was so light it almost tickled, sending sparks of sensation racing up his spine.

"Fuck," Jake breathed before he could stop himself.

He felt rather than heard Mira's quiet laugh. "Responsive. I like that."

Her fingers continued their path upward, tracing patterns on his inner thigh, getting closer but not quite touching where he was already—God, he was already half-hard just from the anticipation, hanging there exposed and vulnerable and completely at her mercy.

"You picked silent service on your intake form," Mira said conversationally, her fingers still doing that maddening light exploration. "But I'm thinking maybe a little talking might help you relax. You seem pretty tense up there."

"I'm fine," Jake managed, his voice strained.

"Uh-huh. That's why every muscle in your body is wound tight enough to snap." Another feather-light touch, this time along his other thigh. "I'm gonna talk to you, Jake. You don't have to respond if you don't want to, but I think it'll help. That okay?"

He should say no. Should stick with the silent service he'd requested. But something about her voice—warm, amused, completely in control—made him nod against the face cradle.

"Good." Her approval sent a weird flutter through his chest. "So here's what's gonna happen. I'm going to touch you. Take my time with it. Learn what you like. And you're gonna lie there and let me make you feel good. That's literally all you have to do."

Her hand wrapped around his ankle—warm, confident, with just enough pressure to ground him. She slid it upward slowly, over his calf, behind his knee, along his thigh.

Jake's breathing was already getting ragged.

"Your friends really did call ahead, you know," Mira continued, her tone conversational even as her hands worked their way higher. "Tyler, I think? He was very specific about making sure I knew this was a bet punishment. Said you'd been talking shit all season and this was your comeuppance."

Jake groaned, mortification flooding through him. "I'm gonna kill him."

"Don't. I think it's hilarious." Her fingers found the crease where his thigh met his hip and traced it with agonizing precision. "Big fantasy football champion, so confident, and now you're face-down on my table because you couldn't keep your mouth shut. That's beautiful. That's poetry."

"It's humiliating," Jake muttered.

"Yeah." Her hand finally—finally—wrapped around the base of his cock, and Jake's entire world narrowed to that single point of contact. "It really is."

She didn't move. Just held him, her grip warm and sure, while Jake's brain short-circuited.

"But you know what else it is?" Mira's voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Hot. The fact that you're here, that you're going through with it, that you're already getting hard for me even though you're embarrassed as hell? That's really fucking hot, Jake."

She gave him one slow stroke from base to tip, and Jake bit back a sound that was embarrassingly close to a whimper.

"Oh, you like that?" There was definite amusement in her voice now. "Yeah, I felt you twitch. You're already sensitive, aren't you?"

"I—" Jake couldn't form words. Her hand was moving now, slow steady strokes, and it felt better than it had any right to. Better than his own hand. Better than anything in recent memory.

"Silent service, huh?" Mira mused, her strokes maintaining that same maddening pace—firm enough to feel amazing, slow enough to drive him insane. "That's what you requested. But I'm thinking... you're the kind of guy who needs to hear it. Needs to know exactly what I'm doing to you. Needs the commentary to really get lost in it."

Another stroke. Her thumb swiped over his tip, gathering the wetness already gathering there, and Jake's hips jerked involuntarily.

"Yeah," Mira said, satisfaction clear in her voice. "You definitely need to hear it. So here's what I'm gonna do, Jake. I'm gonna tell you exactly what I think. Exactly what I'm doing. And you're gonna lie there and take it and get harder and harder for me until you can't think straight. Sound good?"

It sounded like torture. It sounded like the best thing that had ever happened to him.

"Yes," Jake gasped.

"Good boy."

The praise shouldn't have affected him. Definitely shouldn't have sent a spike of heat straight to his cock. But it did, and Mira knew it did because she laughed—low and pleased and absolutely in control.

"Oh, you really liked that." Her strokes picked up slightly in pace. "Noted."

Jake tried to think about something—anything—other than the sensation of her hand on him. Tried to remember that his friends were in the lobby. Tried to remember this was supposed to be humiliating.

But Mira's hand was perfect—the right grip, the right speed, the right amount of twist on the upstroke that made his toes curl. And her voice, Jesus, her voice—

"You've got a nice cock, by the way," Mira said casually, like she was commenting on the weather. "Good size. Pretty. Already so hard for me and we've barely started. Your friends said you lost by three points, right? Three points and now you're here, dick in my hand, getting jerked off because you couldn't win your stupid fantasy league."

"Please," Jake breathed, not even sure what he was asking for.

"Please what? Please stop talking about it? Please don't remind you that this is happening because you fucked up?" Her hand kept moving, relentless. "Or please keep going because it's making you even harder?"

Jake couldn't answer. Could barely think.

"I'm gonna guess option three," Mira said with clear amusement. "You're leaking already, Jake. So much precum. Makes the strokes so smooth. You feel how easy my hand glides now?"

He did. God, he did.

"I bet you thought this would be clinical," Mira continued, and there was something darker in her voice now. Something teasing and wicked. "Some bored woman just trying to get through her shift. Quick handjob, get you off, collect her tip, move on. That what you were hoping for?"

"I don't—I wasn't—" Jake's words were broken, fractured by pleasure.

"But that's not what this is." Her strokes slowed down, became torturously gentle. "This is me taking my time with you. Learning every spot that makes you gasp. Every little twitch and pulse. You're so responsive, Jake. So easy to read. I can feel exactly when I do something you like."

To prove her point, she twisted her wrist just so on the upstroke, and Jake's entire body shuddered.

"Like that," Mira said with satisfaction. "Yeah, you fucking love that."

The crude language shouldn't have worked on him. Jake generally preferred things a bit more... refined. But hearing Mira say fucking while her hand worked his cock made something primal and desperate wake up in his gut.

"How long do you think you'll last?" Mira mused, her pace picking up again. "Your intake form said standard pacing, but I'm thinking... no. I'm thinking I'm gonna edge you. Gonna keep you right on the brink until you're begging. That sound fun?"

"No," Jake gasped, even though his cock was currently voting very much yes.

"Liar." She proved it by speeding up, adding more pressure, and Jake felt that telltale tightening at the base of his spine. Heat building. Pressure coiling.

"Fuck, fuck, I'm—"

Mira's hand stopped completely.

Jake made a sound of pure frustration against the face cradle.

"Not yet," Mira said, maddeningly calm. "Way too soon, baby. We've got time."

Her hand stayed wrapped around him—not moving, just holding—while Jake's orgasm retreated like a tide pulling back from shore. His cock throbbed in her grip, desperate and denied.

"That's called edging," Mira explained, like she was teaching a class. "I'm gonna do that a lot. Build you up, bring you down. Over and over. Until you're so desperate you'd do anything for me to let you come."

"That's evil," Jake panted.

"That's my job." He could hear the smile in her voice. "And you're gonna love it by the end. Trust me."

Her hand started moving again—slow, teasing strokes that were too gentle to get him where he needed to go but enough to keep him hard and aching.

"Your friends are probably out there wondering how it's going," Mira said conversationally. "Think they can hear you?"

Jake's eyes flew open. "What?"

"The rooms are soundproofed, relax. But imagine if they could. Imagine them sitting in that lobby, knowing you're in here, naked on this table, getting your cock stroked by a stranger. What do you think they'd say?"

"Please stop talking about my friends while you're—" Jake couldn't finish the sentence.

"While I'm jerking you off?" Mira finished for him. "Why? Does it make it worse? Make you more embarrassed?" Her strokes picked up pace. "Or does it make you harder?"

Jake wanted to lie. Wanted to say it made him uncomfortable. But his cock was currently betraying him by getting impossibly harder in her grip.

"That's what I thought." Mira's laugh was pure sin. "You like it. Like the humiliation. Like knowing they're out there and you're in here and I'm the one in control of whether you come or not."

"I don't—that's not—" But his protests were weak and unconvincing.

"It's okay, Jake. You can admit it. This is a judgment-free zone, remember?" Her hand did something complicated—a twist and stroke and squeeze that made Jake see stars. "You can like being humiliated and still be a perfectly normal guy. Lots of men get off on it."

She built him up again—faster this time, with more intent. Her hand moved in a steady rhythm that had Jake's hips trying to thrust despite being pressed against the table.

"That's it," Mira encouraged. "Feel good? You getting close again?"

"Yes," Jake hissed through clenched teeth. "Yes, fuck, please—"

She stopped.

Again.

"Mira," Jake practically whined her name.

"I know, baby. I know." Her voice was soothing even as she denied him. "But not yet. We're building to something here. You'll thank me later."

Jake seriously doubted that.

His cock was achingly hard now, throbbing with need, and Mira just held it gently while he came down from the edge again. The denial was exquisite torture.

"You know what I think?" Mira said after a moment. "I think you've never had someone really take control like this. I think you're used to being the one in charge—in bed, in fantasy football, probably at work too. You like being in control. So this—" she gave him one slow stroke "—this is fucking with your head in all the best ways."

She wasn't wrong. Jake was used to being in control. It was deeply uncomfortable and intensely arousing to be this vulnerable, this helpless, this at someone else's mercy.

"Am I right?" Mira prompted. "Come on, Jake. Talk to me. You can admit it."

"Yes," Jake ground out. "Yes, okay? You're right. I fucking hate not being in control."

"But you're hard as a rock right now." Her hand started moving again, lazy and confident. "So maybe you don't hate it as much as you think."

Maybe he didn't.

"I'm gonna tell you something," Mira said, her voice dropping into something more intimate. "Something about how this works. Right now, you think you want to come. You think that's the goal. But the longer I edge you, the longer I keep you right on that knife's edge of pleasure, the better it's gonna feel when I finally let you. That orgasm you're chasing right now? It's gonna be ten times more intense after I've worked you over properly. So yeah, I'm denying you. But I'm doing it for your own good."

"That's—fuck—that's a really messed up rationalization," Jake panted.

Mira laughed—genuinely laughed—and her hand squeezed him in appreciation. "Fair point. How about this rationalization: it's fun for me. I like watching guys fall apart. I like knowing I'm the one doing it to them. I like the power."

That honesty was somehow hotter than any rationalization could have been.

"You're mean," Jake said without heat.

"You have no idea." Her strokes became firmer, faster. "But you're about to find out."

She built him up again, and this time Jake could feel it coming—that inexorable rise toward orgasm that felt inevitable. His breathing got ragged. His hands fisted in the padding beneath him. Heat coiled tight in his lower stomach.

"Please," Jake begged. "Please, I'm so close, please let me—"

Mira's hand disappeared completely.

Jake made a sound of pure anguish.

"Ooh, that one really got you," Mira said with obvious delight. "Look at you twitch. Your cock's so desperate, Jake. Leaking everywhere. Making such a mess."

Jake couldn't form words. Could only lie there, shaking, his denied orgasm leaving him aching and empty.

"Three times now," Mira mused. "Think you can handle more?"

"No," Jake gasped.

"Yes you can." Her confidence was absolute. "You can handle whatever I give you. You're doing so well, baby. So good for me."

There was that praise again, hitting him right in a place he didn't know was vulnerable.

Her hand came back, but this time she didn't stroke. Just held him, her thumb rubbing gentle circles on the underside of his shaft. Soothing. Grounding.

"Breathe," Mira instructed. "Deep breaths. Let it settle."

Jake tried. His lungs felt like they weren't working properly.

"That's it. Good." Mira's free hand—when the hell had she gotten a free hand—touched his lower back. Just resting there, warm and steady. "You're okay. I've got you."

The combination of sensations—her hand on his cock, her other hand on his back, her voice in his ear—was doing something to Jake's brain. Breaking down walls he didn't know he'd built.

"Can I tell you a secret?" Mira asked, and there was something different in her voice now. Less teasing, more genuine. "I really do think it's hot that you're going through with this. The bet thing. You could have backed out, paid the money, dealt with the shit-talking. But you didn't. You honored it. Showed up. Got on my table. That takes guts."

"Doesn't feel like guts," Jake mumbled. "Feels like stupidity."

"Bravery and stupidity look the same from the outside." Her hand started moving again—slow, easy strokes. Not trying to get him off, just maintaining his arousal. "But you're here. And you're doing great. And your cock is so fucking hard for me that I know you're not hating this as much as you think you are."

She wasn't wrong.

"How much time has passed?" Jake asked, suddenly curious.

"Maybe twenty minutes." Mira's strokes continued their steady pace. "We've got over an hour left. Plenty of time to make you come apart."

Twenty minutes. It felt like hours. It felt like seconds.

"Most guys don't last this long their first time," Mira added. "Usually they're done in ten, fifteen minutes. Too worked up, too nervous. But you..." Her hand squeezed appreciatively. "You're holding on. Fighting it. Makes it more fun for me."

"Glad I'm entertaining," Jake said dryly.

"Oh, you really are." Her strokes picked up pace. "Wanna know what I'm thinking about right now?"

"Do I have a choice?"

"Not really. I'm thinking about how pretty your cock is. How good it feels in my hand. How much I'm enjoying watching you struggle to keep it together." Her voice dropped lower. "I'm thinking about how desperate you're gonna be by the time I finally let you come. How hard you're gonna come. How much you're gonna come. Bet it's been a while, hasn't it?"

Jake's face burned. "That's—that's none of your—"

"It's been a while," Mira concluded with certainty. "I can tell. You're so pent up, Jake. So ready. Probably thought about this all week. Couldn't help yourself. Wondered what it would feel like."

She was right. Again. Jake had thought about it. More than he wanted to admit.

"Did you jerk off thinking about it?" Mira asked, her strokes becoming firmer. "Earlier this week? Imagining what this would be like?"

"No," Jake lied.

"Liar." But she didn't sound mad. Sounded pleased. "It's okay. I bet you did. Bet you couldn't help yourself. Lying in bed, thinking about some stranger's hands on you, wondering what I'd look like, what I'd feel like. Did you come thinking about it?"

Jake didn't answer. Couldn't answer.

"I'm gonna take that as a yes." Mira's laugh was warm and wicked. "That's so fucking hot. You got yourself off imagining this, and now you're actually here, and I'm the one making you feel good. Is it better than you imagined?"

"Yes," Jake admitted before he could stop himself.

"Yeah?" She sounded genuinely pleased. "What's better about it?"

"I—" Jake struggled to form thoughts through the pleasure. "Your voice. I didn't... I didn't think about you talking. And your hands. They're—fuck—they're better than I thought."

"Better than your own hand?"

"So much better."

"Damn right they are." Mira's pride was evident. "I'm a professional, baby. I know exactly how to touch a cock. Exactly where to squeeze, where to stroke, how to make it feel so good you can't think straight. And you..." Another perfect stroke that made Jake's toes curl. "You're so responsive. So easy. I barely have to work for it."

She was definitely working for it. Those strokes were calculated, precise, designed to keep him hovering right on the edge without tipping over.

"Please," Jake heard himself beg. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" Mira's hand slowed to an agonizing crawl. "Say it. Tell me what you need."

"I need to come," Jake gasped. "Please, I need to come so badly."

"Not yet." Her denial was gentle but absolute. "But soon. I promise. You're doing so well, Jake. So good for me. Just a little longer."

A little longer felt like an eternity.

Mira's hand disappeared again, and Jake bit back a curse.

"Breathe," she reminded him. "Let it settle. We're not done yet."

Jake could hear her moving beneath the table—shifting position, maybe. Reaching for something.

Then he felt wetness. Cool liquid drizzling onto his cock, and—

"That's lube," Mira explained unnecessarily as her hand came back, now slick and slippery. "Gonna make everything feel even better."

The difference was immediate and devastating. Her hand glided now, effortless and perfect, and Jake couldn't stop the groan that escaped him.

"There it is," Mira said with satisfaction. "That's what I wanted to hear. God, you sound so good when you're desperate."

Her strokes were faster now, more fluid, and Jake could feel his control slipping. The lube made everything more intense—every slide of her palm, every twist of her wrist.

"You like that?" Mira purred. "Like how smooth it feels? How easy I can stroke you now?"

"Yes," Jake hissed. "Yes, fuck yes."

"Such a good boy, telling me what you like." Another perfect stroke. "Bet your friends would be shocked if they could see you now. Big tough Jake, falling apart on a milking table, begging to come."

The mention of his friends should have killed his arousal. Instead, it somehow made everything more intense—the humiliation mixing with pleasure until Jake couldn't separate them anymore.

"They're gonna ask how it went," Mira continued, her hand working him steadily. "When you walk back out there. What are you gonna tell them?"

"I don't—I don't know," Jake panted.

"You could lie. Say it was fine. No big deal. Just got it over with." Her hand squeezed. "Or you could tell them the truth. That you loved it. That you were begging to come. That you're already thinking about booking another session."

"I'm not—" But the protest died in his throat because Mira's hand was doing something absolutely perfect and Jake's brain shut down completely.

"You're not what? Not thinking about coming back?" Her laugh was knowing. "We'll see about that."

She built him up again—higher this time, further. Jake felt the orgasm building from the base of his spine, inevitable and overwhelming, and for the first time he thought she might actually let him—

She didn't.

Her hand slowed to barely-there touches, and Jake made a sound that was half-sob, half-curse.

"I know," Mira soothed. "I know, baby. But not yet. Almost, but not yet."

"How many times," Jake gasped. "How many times are you gonna do this?"

"Until you break," Mira said simply. "Until all that control you love so much is completely gone and all you can do is feel. Until you're so desperate you'd do anything I asked just for permission to come. That's the goal."

Jake was pretty sure he was already there.

"Please," he begged again, shame completely abandoned now. "Please, Mira, I can't—I need—"

"What would you do for it?" Mira asked, her hand staying maddeningly still around him. "If I said you could come, but only if you did something for me. What would you do?"

"Anything," Jake said without thinking. "Anything, please, just—"

"Anything?" Her voice was dangerous now. "That's a big promise, Jake."

"I don't care. Please."

"Okay." Mira's hand started moving again, slow and deliberate. "Here's what you're gonna do. You're gonna go out there after this session, and you're gonna tell your friends it was amazing. Not 'fine.' Not 'whatever.' Amazing. You're gonna tell them I was great at my job and you actually enjoyed it. Can you do that?"

It should have been humiliating. Should have been impossible. But Jake was so desperate, so far gone, that he'd agree to anything.

"Yes," he gasped. "Yes, I'll do it, I'll tell them, please—"

"Good boy." Mira's strokes picked up pace, and this time—this time—she didn't stop. "Then come for me, Jake. Come right now."

Permission.

She'd given him permission.

Jake's orgasm hit him like a freight train—sudden and overwhelming and absolutely devastating. His entire body went rigid, his hands fisting in the padding, a sound tearing from his throat that he'd never made before.

And Mira's hand kept moving, kept stroking him through it, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure until Jake was shaking and empty and completely wrecked.

"There it is," Mira said, satisfaction thick in her voice. "That's what I wanted. Look at you come for me. So much, Jake. So fucking much."

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, until finally—finally—it crested and began to recede, leaving Jake trembling and gasping on the table.

Mira's hand gentled, shifted from stroking to soothing, while Jake struggled to remember how breathing worked.

"Holy shit," Jake managed eventually, his voice wrecked.

"Yeah?" Mira sounded pleased. "Good?"

"I—" Words were hard. "Yeah. Really good."

"Told you edging would make it better." He could hear the smile in her voice. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just... I don't even know." Jake's brain was complete mush. "That was..."

"Intense?"

"Understatement."

Mira's hand was still on him, gentle now, almost affectionate. "We've still got like forty-five minutes left. You good to keep going?"

Jake's eyes flew open. "What?"

"This is a ninety-minute session, baby. Most guys are done after one, but..." Her hand squeezed gently, experimentally. "You're still nice and hard for me. Think you've got another round in you?"

Jake's cock, traitorously, twitched at the suggestion.

"I think that's a yes," Mira said with a laugh. "Give yourself a minute to catch your breath. Then we'll see how desperate I can make you the second time."

Jake had no idea if he could survive a second time. But as Mira's hands continued their gentle exploration and his body started responding again, he realized he was absolutely going to find out.

The minute Mira promised him turned into several. Her hands stayed on him—one wrapped loosely around his still-hard cock, the other tracing patterns on his lower back and thighs. Soothing touches that should have calmed him down but somehow kept him hovering in this strange space between satisfied and wanting more.

"You okay up there?" Mira asked after a while. "Need water or anything?"

"I'm good," Jake managed, though his voice was still shaky.

"You did really well." There was genuine warmth in her praise. "First time on a milking table and you lasted through a solid edging session. Most guys tap out after the first denial."

Pride bloomed in Jake's chest, which was stupid—being proud of lasting long while getting jerked off—but he felt it anyway.

"Though I gotta say," Mira continued, and there was that teasing edge back in her voice, "you broke pretty quickly once I really started pushing. All that begging? 'Anything, please, I'll do anything'? That was beautiful."

Jake's face heated. "You didn't have to quote me."

"Oh, I absolutely did. You sounded so desperate, Jake. So fucking wrecked. It was perfect." Her hand on his cock started moving again—not stroking, just gentle touches. Exploring. "And you kept your promise, right? You're gonna tell your friends it was amazing?"

"I said I would."

"You did. And I'm gonna hold you to that." Her fingers traced the underside of his shaft, and Jake shivered. "Because it was amazing, wasn't it? Watching you lose control like that. Feeling you come so hard in my hand. Hearing all those pretty sounds you made."

"I don't make sounds," Jake protested weakly.

Mira laughed. "Baby, you absolutely make sounds. Whimpers, gasps, this one really sexy groan when you're about to come. You're very vocal. It's hot."

No one had ever told him that before. Then again, no one had ever edged him into oblivion before either.

"So here's what's gonna happen," Mira said, her businesslike tone at odds with the way her hands were starting to stroke him with more intent. "Round two. I'm gonna take my time again, but differently this time. Now that I know what you like, what makes you fall apart, I can really work you over properly."

Jake's cock was already responding, hardening fully in her grip. How was that even possible? He'd just come harder than he'd ever come in his life and his body was already ready for more?

"See?" Mira's approval was clear. "You've got plenty left in you. God, you recover fast. That's fun. Means I can really play with you."

"Play with me," Jake repeated flatly.

"Mmhmm. Play. Tease. Edge you until you're crying. Whatever I feel like." Her strokes were firmer now, more purposeful. "And you're gonna lie there and take it because you promised me ninety minutes and we're using every single one."

The reminder that they still had almost an hour left should have been daunting. Instead, Jake felt a thrill run through him.

"You like that idea," Mira observed. "I felt you twitch. You like knowing I'm not done with you yet. That I'm gonna keep going until I've completely wrung you out."

Jake didn't bother denying it anymore. His body was betraying him constantly anyway.

Mira's strokes settled into a rhythm—steady, firm, with that perfect twist on the upstroke that made his nerve endings sing. The lube was still slick on his skin, making every movement smooth and effortless.

"Let's try something," Mira said. "Last round was all about control. Building you up, bringing you down, making you beg. This round? I'm gonna make you come without permission. See how fast I can get you there when I'm really trying."

"That doesn't sound—" Jake's protest cut off when her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

"Doesn't sound what? Fair?" Mira's laugh was pure wickedness. "Baby, nothing about this is fair. You're naked and helpless and I can do whatever I want to you. That's kind of the whole point."

Both hands working him now—one stroking his cock with practiced precision, the other playing with his balls in a way that made his toes curl. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

"Fuck," Jake gasped.

"That's it. Let me hear you." Mira's pace increased. "No holding back this time. I want all those pretty sounds."

She found a rhythm that was absolutely devastating—fast strokes punctuated by gentle squeezes, her other hand providing constant stimulation. Jake's hips tried to thrust despite being pressed against the table, seeking more friction, more pressure, more everything.

"You're already close again, aren't you?" Mira sounded delighted. "I can feel it. Your cock gets so hard right before you come. Swells up in my hand. Starts leaking everywhere."

She was right. Jake could feel the pressure building again already, faster than before, his recently-emptied body somehow ready for round two.

"That's it," Mira encouraged. "Don't fight it. Just let it happen. Let me make you come again."

Her hands were perfect—too perfect. Every stroke hit exactly right, every squeeze sent sparks up his spine. Jake was making noises now, couldn't help it, helpless sounds of pleasure that echoed in the quiet room.

"So close," Mira observed. "So fucking close already. You gonna come for me, Jake? Gonna make another mess?"

"Yes," Jake hissed. "Yes, fuck, I'm—"

"Do it. Come for me right now."

The permission sent him over the edge. His second orgasm wasn't as intense as the first—couldn't be, not after the edging—but it still tore through him with enough force to make him shake. His cock pulsed in Mira's grip, spilling over her fingers, and she stroked him through every pulse with satisfied hums.

"Good boy," Mira praised. "That's my good boy. Look at you come again for me. So easy. So responsive."

Jake couldn't form words. Could barely form thoughts. His brain had officially turned to static.

"That's two," Mira announced, her hand still moving in gentle aftershocks. "Think you can do three?"

"No," Jake managed. "No way. I can't—there's no way—"

"We'll see." Mira's confidence was unshakable. "You said that about round two and look at you. Already came twice in..." he heard her check something, probably a watch or phone, "...thirty-eight minutes. We've got plenty of time."

"I'm done," Jake insisted, even though his cock was still hard in her grip. "I'm completely done."

"Your cock says otherwise, baby." She gave him a slow stroke to prove her point, and Jake whimpered. "Still hard. Still responsive. Still leaking for me. Your body wants more even if your brain is trying to tap out."

The post-orgasm sensitivity was intense, making every touch almost too much. But Mira's hands were gentle now, soothing rather than demanding, and slowly—so slowly—the sensitivity faded into something manageable. Something that felt good again.

"There you go," Mira murmured. "Just relax. Let your body recover. No rush."

Her hands wandered while Jake caught his breath—up his thighs, over his ass, along his lower back. Touches that were sensual without being explicitly sexual. Grounding. Connecting.

"Can I ask you something?" Mira said after a while.

"Sure," Jake mumbled.

"Have you ever done anything like this before? Not a milking table specifically, but... letting someone else be in control like this?"

"No. Never."

"How does it feel?"

Jake considered. "Weird. Good-weird. I don't know. I'm not used to not being in charge of something."

"I noticed." Her hand traced lazy patterns on his back. "You've been fighting it this whole time. Fighting the pleasure, fighting the loss of control, fighting yourself. Even when you're coming you're trying to hold back."

"I'm not—"

"You are," Mira said gently. "And that's okay. It's your first time. But I want you to try something for me. For this last round—because yes, we're doing a third round—I want you to stop fighting. Stop trying to control it or analyze it or think about what it means. Just feel. Can you do that?"

"I don't know."

"Try. For me." Her hand wrapped around his cock again, and Jake was shocked to feel interest stirring despite two orgasms. "I'm gonna touch you, and you're gonna let yourself feel good without the guilt or embarrassment or overthinking. Deal?"

"Okay," Jake agreed, mostly because he couldn't think of a reason to say no.

"Good." Mira's strokes started again—slow and easy. "Close your eyes. Focus on how this feels. Not on where you are or who I am or who's waiting in the lobby. Just this. Just my hand on your cock. Just pleasure."

Jake tried. Closed his eyes. Focused on the sensation.

Her hand felt amazing. Warm and slick and knowing exactly how to touch him. The strokes were hypnotic—steady and sure, designed for sustained pleasure rather than quick release.

"That's better," Mira murmured. "I can feel you relaxing. Letting go. Good boy."

Time became weird. Jake floated in sensation, his world narrowed to just Mira's hands and his own mounting pleasure. No thoughts. No shame. Just feeling.

"This is how it's supposed to be," Mira said softly. "You, relaxed and open and just receiving. Me, taking care of you. Nothing else matters."

Her other hand came back, cupping his balls again, and Jake melted further into the table.

"You're so fucking perfect like this," Mira continued. "All that control just... gone. Nothing left but you and me and pleasure. This is what your friends paid for, you know. Not just the orgasms. This. You, completely undone."

Jake should probably feel weird about his friends paying for this. Should feel humiliated. But in this moment, floating in pleasure, he couldn't bring himself to care.

Mira's pace increased gradually, so smoothly Jake barely noticed until he was gasping again, his third orgasm building with surprising intensity.

"Don't fight it," Mira reminded him. "Just let it come."

And Jake did. Stopped fighting, stopped thinking, just let the pleasure build and crest and break over him. His third orgasm was quieter than the first two—less intense but longer, rolling through him in waves that left him boneless and spent.

"Perfect," Mira praised, her hands still moving gently. "So perfect, Jake. You did so well."

Jake couldn't respond. Couldn't move. Could barely breathe. He was completely wrung out, empty, floating in post-orgasmic bliss.

Mira's hands disappeared, and he heard her moving beneath the table. Getting up, probably. Cleaning up. He should probably feel embarrassed about the mess he'd made, but couldn't muster the energy.

A warm towel appeared, cleaning him gently. Then she was helping him off the table—when had she come up beside him?—supporting him when his legs proved unreliable.

"Easy," Mira said, guiding him to sit on the chair. "Take your time. You did ninety minutes on that table. Give yourself a minute to recover."

She handed him a bottle of water. Jake drank it gratefully, his hands shaking slightly.

"How do you feel?" Mira asked, and when Jake looked up she was smiling—genuine and warm.

"Like I got hit by a truck," Jake admitted. "In the best way possible."

"That's the goal." She sat on the arm of the chair, completely at ease. "You did really well, Jake. Seriously. That was fun."

"Fun for you maybe," Jake said, but there was no heat in it.

"Fun for you too. Don't lie." Her eyes sparkled. "You came three times. I felt every single one. You loved it."

Jake couldn't argue with that.

"So," Mira said, her tone turning businesslike. "Remember our deal. You're gonna tell your friends it was amazing. And—" she pulled out a small card from somewhere, handing it to him, "—if you ever want to come back, my direct booking info is on there. No judgment. Lots of guys become regulars."

Jake took the card, staring at it. Her name. A phone number. A website.

"I'm not—" he started.

"You're not booking another session right now. I know." Mira stood up, giving him space. "But keep it. You know, just in case."

She left him then, disappearing through the door to give him privacy to dress.

Jake sat there for a long moment, naked and still shaking slightly, staring at the card.

Then he tucked it into his jeans pocket and started getting dressed.

Chapter 3: He Came Back

Jake told his friends it was amazing.

He'd walked back into that lobby on legs that weren't entirely steady, and Tyler had taken one look at his face and started grinning ear to ear.

"Well?"

"It was amazing," Jake said flatly, because he'd made a deal.

The drive home was a blur of ribbing and laughter. Jake sat in the back seat with Mira's card folded in his jacket pocket, fingers pressed against it through the fabric. He told himself he was keeping it as a souvenir.

He kept telling himself that for eleven days.

On day twelve he pulled up the number and typed: Hey. This is Jake Torres. Thursday session, seven PM. The bet guy.

Three minutes of silence that felt like three years.

Then: Jake! Knew you'd reach out eventually. The card in the pocket said everything lol. You coming back?

His face went hot sitting at his work desk. Saturday at seven. If you're available.

I'll make it work. See you then.

He paid for it himself. No bet, no friends, no excuse. Just Jake Torres voluntarily putting four hundred and fifty dollars on his credit card to go lie face-down on Mira's table and let her do whatever she wanted to him.

This time he arrived alone.

The receptionist smiled like she recognized him. "Mr. Torres! Room 3, Mira's already set up."

Already set up. Jesus.

He filled out the intake forms fast. Got to service preferences. Didn't hesitate before checking Verbal engagement.

Room 3 was exactly the same. Dim lighting, soft music, the table waiting in the center like it owned the place.

Mira came through the door, and something in Jake's chest did a stupid involuntary thing. Black leggings, fitted tank, hair pulled back. Completely at ease. Completely unsurprised.

"Jake." The smile on her face was warm and a little wicked. "You actually came back."

"Apparently."

"No friends."

"No friends."

Her eyes moved over him, reading something. "You checked verbal engagement this time."

"Figured I'd stop pretending."

That made her laugh—low and pleased. "Okay. Same session or do you want to try something different?"

Jake thought about the last eleven days. Thought about lying in bed every night, reaching for himself, and stopping because it didn't feel like anything anymore. Thought about how nothing he'd tried had scratched the itch that Mira had put there.

"Don't hold back this time," he said. "Last session you were careful with me. I'm not a first-timer anymore."

Mira's chin lifted. Her expression shifted—the professional warmth sharpening into something more direct. More interested.

"Then strip," she said. "And get on my table."

The possessive hit him somewhere low in his gut.

He undressed without ceremony. Climbed onto the table. Positioned his hips over the opening and settled his face into the cradle and waited, heart already going too fast.

It took Mira less than thirty seconds to get beneath him.

"Hi," she said from directly below him.

"Hi," Jake managed.

"Ready?"

"Yeah."

Her hand wrapped around his cock immediately—none of the light introductory exploration from last time. Just a sure, confident grip that said I know exactly what this is and exactly what to do with it.

Jake made a sound before she'd even started stroking.

"You're already getting hard," Mira said, and she sounded deeply satisfied about that. "What were you thinking about in the car?"

"Nothing."

Her grip tightened. "Jake."

"This," he admitted. "I was thinking about this the whole drive."

"This specifically?"

"Your hands." He exhaled through his nose. "How they felt. I couldn't—I kept thinking about how you knew exactly where—" The words got swallowed by a groan when she finally started stroking. Slow, deliberate pulls that had him swelling fast in her grip.

"How long?" Mira asked, her rhythm steady and unhurried.

"How long what?"

"How long have you been worked up." Not a question. She already knew.

"Eleven days," Jake said, because there was no point hiding it.

The stroking paused. "You didn't take care of it yourself?"

"Tried." His jaw was tight. "Felt like nothing."

Another pause. Then: "My hand ruined yours for you." She sounded unreasonably pleased about that.

"Yeah."

"God, that's hot." She resumed stroking him, faster now, and Jake's hips tried to thrust. "So you've been hard and frustrated for almost two weeks and now you're back on my table. Your cock must be absolutely desperate."

"Yes," Jake said plainly, past the point of pride.

"I can feel that." Her thumb swiped over the head and gathered the wetness already there. "Already leaking for me and we haven't even gotten started. Look at you."

She brought her slick thumb back down his shaft and his breath punched out.

"Here's what's gonna happen," Mira said, voice dropping. "I'm gonna edge you until you can't form sentences. Then I'm gonna edge you some more. And when I finally let you come it's gonna be so hard you forget your own name. Sound good?"

"Yes," Jake gasped.

"Good boy." Her grip shifted—firmer now, with a slow twisting stroke that she'd discovered last time made him completely useless. "Because I meant what I said. I'm not holding back tonight."

She built him fast. Knew exactly how to do it—that grip, that specific rhythm, her thumb working the underside of his cock on every upstroke like she'd mapped him out and memorized every spot. Jake's breathing went ragged within five minutes, his hands fisting in the table padding.

"Already?" Mira sounded delighted. "You are pent up. Eleven days with nobody touching this beautiful cock and now you're about to lose it in five minutes."

"Don't stop," Jake gritted out.

"Wasn't planning—actually, wait." Her hand slowed to barely-there strokes, and Jake made a noise he'd be embarrassed about later. "Yes I was. Look at you twitch. Your cock is so desperate it's literally pulsing in my hand."

"Mira." Her name came out rough and broken.

"I know, baby. I know." She held him—not stroking, just holding, warm and firm—while his orgasm receded like a tide pulling back. "Breathe. You're okay. I've got you."

"That's evil," Jake panted.

"That's Tuesday." Her laugh was low. "And you love it. I can feel how hard you are. You get harder every time I deny you. Did you know that? Like your cock is trying to convince me to keep going."

She let him settle for thirty seconds. Then her hand started again—smooth, slick strokes that had him climbing right back up.

"Tell me what you've been thinking about," Mira said, her pace deliberate. "These eleven days. Specifically."

Jake's brain was already going foggy. "What?"

"When you were lying in bed. Trying to get off and failing. What were you thinking about?"

"You," he said.

"What about me."

"Your voice." A groan escaped him when she twisted her wrist. "The way you talked. What you said."

"What specifically?"

"When you told me I was doing well." Jake's face was burning but he was too far gone to stop. "Good boy. When you said that. It—I don't know why, it just—"

"Got you off," Mira finished for him.

"Yeah."

"You've got a praise kink," she said conversationally, like she was noting the weather, while her hand worked him in long firm strokes. "And you're embarrassed about it. Don't be. It's incredibly common, and also—" she squeezed, perfectly timed— "incredibly useful for me to know."

She brought him to the edge again in under four minutes. Jake could feel it cresting, could feel every muscle in his body going tight—

Her hand disappeared completely.

Jake made a sound that was half curse, half whine. His cock throbbed in empty air, abandoned, furious.

"Mira," he said through his teeth.

"Mmm?"

"Please."

"Please what?" She sounded genuinely curious. Like she wanted to hear him say it.

"Please touch me. Please. I need—I'm so—"

"You're so what?"

"Desperate." The word cost him something. "I'm desperate. Please, Mira."

Her hand came back and he could hear the smile in her voice. "That's what I wanted. You sound so good when you beg, Jake. You know that? Your voice gets all wrecked and rough and it does something to me."

Both hands on him now—one working his cock in slick fast strokes, the other cupping his balls, rolling them with careful pressure. The dual sensation made Jake's toes curl and a sound tear out of him that echoed off the walls.

"There it is," Mira said, satisfaction thick and warm. "That's the sound I wanted. God, your cock feels so good right now. So hard. So swollen. Every time I stroke you all the way up you leak a little more. You're making such a mess down here."

"I don't care," Jake gasped.

"I know you don't. That's how I know you're exactly where I want you." Her grip tightened. "How do you feel?"

"Like I'm gonna die if you stop."

"And if I don't stop?"

"Like I'm gonna die when I finally come and I genuinely do not care."

Mira laughed—a real laugh, delighted, and her hands kept moving while she did it. "That's the most honest thing you've said to me. Okay. One more edge. Last one. And then I'll give you what you need."

"Promise?"

"Promise." Her voice was warm and certain. "Trust me."

She built him slow this time. Achingly, deliberately slow—long strokes that covered every inch of him, unhurried, like she had all the time in the world. Jake stopped fighting it and just felt it. Felt every slide of her palm, every press of her thumb, every deliberate squeeze.

"You're so good at taking this," Mira said softly. "So much better than last time. You're just letting it happen. Not fighting. Not overthinking. Just feeling."

"Yeah," Jake breathed.

"Good boy." She sped up incrementally. "Stay with me. Just feel. How good does this feel?"

"So good," Jake said. "So fucking good, Mira, your hands are—I can't—"

"I know." Her pace was building, purposeful now, and he could tell this time was different. She wasn't going to stop. "Tell me when you're close."

"I'm close," he said immediately.

"How close."

"Really close. I'm—Mira—"

"I've got you." Her hand tightened and the rhythm went relentless—fast, firm, perfect. "Come on. Give it to me. You've been waiting eleven days for this, Jake. Let go."

He came so hard his vision whited out.

It started at the base of his spine and detonated outward. His whole body went rigid, his hands gripping the table padding hard enough to hurt, sounds he couldn't control ripping out of him as Mira's hand worked him through every single pulse without slowing. His cock jerked in her grip again and again and she kept going, stroking everything out of him, her voice low and warm saying that's it and god yes and so good, Jake, you're so good until the words stopped making individual sense and just washed over him in waves.

He came for a long time. Longer than he thought was physically possible.

When it finally ended he was shaking. Genuinely shaking. His legs were useless. His brain was offline. There was nothing left in him.

"Holy shit," he managed eventually.

"Yeah," Mira agreed from below him, and she sounded slightly breathless herself.

"That was—"

"I know."

"That was not like last time."

"No," she said simply. "That was not like last time."

A warm towel appeared. Careful hands cleaning him up. Then she was beside him—sitting at the edge of the chair, watching him collect himself, slightly flushed in a way that made Jake feel something warm and complicated.

"You okay?" she asked.

"I can't feel my legs."

"That's normal. Drink this." She handed him water. He drank.

The room was quiet for a moment. Not uncomfortable—just still. The kind of still that settles after something significant.

"I meant what I said," Jake said eventually, when his brain had come back online enough to form full sentences. "My hand doesn't work anymore. Since last time. Nothing works."

Mira tilted her head. "Nothing?"

"Nothing," he confirmed. "I've tried. It's like—" He searched for the words. "It's like trying to see something with the lights off. My body just keeps waiting for you."

She looked at him for a long moment. Something moved across her expression that she didn't quite hide. "That's—"

"Inconvenient," Jake offered.

"I was going to say something else." She handed him his water again. "Same time next week?"

"Can we make it sooner?" The question came out before he could stop it.

Mira held his gaze for a beat. Then smiled—slow and warm and knowing.

"Thursday," she said. "Seven o'clock."

Jake was already pulling out his phone.

Chapter 4: Thursday. Seven O'Clock. Don't Be Late.

Jake was early.

He pulled into Serenity's parking lot at six forty-three, which meant he sat in his car for eleven minutes talking himself out of going in immediately like some kind of desperate person, which he absolutely was not.

He was a grown man who had made a reasonable adult decision to return to a professional establishment that provided a service he enjoyed. That was all this was. Normal. Rational.

He went in at six fifty-one because nine minutes of self-deception was his limit.

The receptionist — her name was Dana, he'd learned that last visit — looked up and smiled without a trace of surprise. "Mr. Torres. You're a little early. Room 3 is ready though, Mira's already set up."

Already set up.

Jake had been thinking about that phrase all week. Mira, down there below the table. Waiting. Ready. The image had been living rent-free in his head since Saturday night and had made Monday through Thursday a special kind of productive hell.

He filled out the intake forms at the little side table in the lobby. Faster each time now — muscle memory. Health history, liability waiver, preferences.

He didn't hesitate at a single option.

Verbal engagement: yes.

Pressure: firm.

Pacing: attendant's discretion.

That last one was new. He stared at it for a second — attendant's discretion — and felt his pulse tick up, and checked it anyway.

The walk down the hallway. The brass number plate. The door.

Jake pushed it open.

Room 3 smelled faintly of something warm and clean — not perfume exactly, just the particular quality of air in a space that's been carefully prepared. Dim lighting, soft music, the table.

He stood there for a moment just looking at it. The table that had completely dismantled him twice now. The hole in its center that had somehow become the thing his brain kept returning to in quiet moments at his desk, in the shower, staring at his bedroom ceiling at two in the morning.

The door on the far side of the room opened and Mira stepped through.

Every time, Jake's brain did the same stupid thing. Like his nervous system hadn't caught up to the reality that she was just a person, a professional, someone he was paying for a service. His body didn't seem to care about those distinctions.

She was wearing dark green this time — a fitted athletic top and the usual black leggings, hair up. She looked him over with those warm knowing eyes and something in her expression did a quick calculation.

"You're early," she said.

"Traffic was light."

"Mmhm." She moved to the side table, checked the tablet there. "You marked attendant's discretion for pacing."

"Yeah."

"That's new."

"Seemed right."

Mira looked up at him. "That means I decide everything. How fast, how slow, how many times, how long I make you wait. You don't get input unless I ask for it. You understand that?"

Jake's mouth went dry. "Yeah. I understand."

"Good." She set the tablet down. "Strip."

He did. No ceremony, no hesitation — just pulled his shirt over his head, dropped his jeans, stepped out of his boxers, and stood there in the dim light while Mira looked at him with the comfortable assessment of someone who'd seen him at his most exposed and wasn't impressed or disinterested, just attentive. Present.

"On the table," she said.

He climbed up. Positioned his face in the cradle. Settled his hips over the opening. Exhaled.

The room was quiet for a moment — just the ambient music and Jake's own heartbeat, loud in his ears.

Then the sound of Mira moving to the lower door. The soft sounds of her getting into position below. The subtle shift of air beneath him.

And then her hands on the outsides of his thighs — warm, sure, grounding — and her voice rising up through the table.

"Hi, Jake."

"Hi," he managed. Already his voice was doing that thing, dropping into something rougher.

"Attendant's discretion," she said. "Which means we start my way. Not where you want me to touch you. Where I want to touch you."

Her hands slid up from his outer thighs to his inner thighs with deliberate slowness — not going anywhere near where he needed them, tracing the lines of muscle, the soft skin close to his groin, stopping and going back, unhurried. Like she had all the time in the world and his increasingly urgent arousal was just background information.

"You've been thinking about this all week," Mira said. Not a question.

"Yes."

"Tell me."

"What?"

"Tell me what you were thinking about. Specifically. While you were at work. While you were trying to sleep." Her fingers traced higher, stopped just short of where he was throbbing. "What parts."

Jake exhaled hard through his nose. "Your hands."

"You said that last time. More specific."

He had to think through the fog of want to find words. "The way you — when you slow down right when I'm close. That specific moment. I kept replaying it."

"The denial."

"Yeah."

"You were fantasizing about being denied." The amusement in her voice was warm, not mocking. "And here I thought you came back because you wanted to come."

"I came back because of both." The admission cost him something small and real. "I think I need both. The — the not getting it is part of getting it."

Mira's hands stopped moving entirely. Just rested on his inner thighs, close enough to everything to make him ache.

"That is," she said quietly, "the most self-aware thing you've said to me. You've been doing some thinking."

"Had time. Eleven days of unsatisfied—" He stopped. "Twelve days this time."

"Four days between Saturday and Thursday, Jake."

"I'm aware."

She laughed and one of her hands moved — just skimmed lightly, barely contact, against the length of him, and Jake's whole body surged.

"You're already completely hard," she said. "Before I've even touched you properly. You got on this table hard."

"Yes."

"How long have you been hard?"

Jake thought about the car ride. The parking lot. The lobby. Dana saying Mira's already set up. "A while."

"How long is a while."

"Since I left my apartment."

A beat. Then: "You drove here hard."

"Yes."

"Thinking about me."

"Yes."

Mira made a sound that was low and warm and did nothing to help Jake's situation. Her hand wrapped around him — full contact, proper grip, finally — and Jake bit back a groan. She didn't stroke. Just held him. Let him feel it.

"You've got such a pretty cock," she said, conversationally, like she was commenting on something he'd done well. "I thought about it this week too. How it feels in my hand. How desperate you get." A squeeze that made his toes curl. "Did you know that?"

"No," Jake said, and the knowledge did something hot and complicated to him.

"Mmhm. I thought about Saturday." She stroked him once — one long slow drag from base to tip — and stopped. "The way you sounded when you finally came. That's not something I forget easily."

"Mira." His voice had already gone rough.

"I know." Another single stroke. Deliberate. Infuriating. "But I'm in charge tonight, remember? Attendant's discretion. So we're doing this my way."

Her way, it turned out, was a very specific kind of torture.

She stroked him in intervals — long enough to get him climbing, short enough to stop well before he crested. Not the cliff-edge denials of last time where she'd bring him to the absolute precipice and yank him back. This was slower. More methodical. Building something in him that had no outlet, adding pressure by degrees, letting it accumulate.

And she talked the entire time.

"Your cock gets harder when I talk to you," she observed, her strokes easy and rolling. "Like right now, watch — " Her thumb pressed to the underside of his shaft and she said, low and clear: "You're the most responsive man who's ever been on this table." And she felt him surge in her grip. "There. You feel that? Just words. Just me telling you something true and your body responds like I touched a switch."

"It's the praise thing," Jake said through gritted teeth. "You figured that out last time."

"I did. And I've been thinking about exactly how to use it." She twisted her wrist on the upstroke in that specific way she had, and the sound that left Jake was embarrassingly close to a whimper. "Here's what I think. I think you spend your whole life being competent and in control. Good at your job, together, capable. Nobody tells you that you're doing well. You just have to know it yourself and move on."

Her strokes maintained their maddening rhythm.

"But when you're on this table," Mira continued, "and I'm in control of how good you feel, and I tell you you're good — that you're doing well, that you're so good for me — it lands somewhere that nothing else reaches. Because in here you're not performing competence. You're just feeling. And I see it. And I tell you what I see."

Jake's hands tightened in the padding. "You're very smart for someone currently torturing me."

"I'm very smart generally." She sped up for ten seconds — ten glorious seconds of exactly the friction he needed — and then slowed back down. Jake made a frustrated, broken sound. "And you're very good at taking this. Did you know that? Most men can't sustain the edging this long without tapping out or just finishing anyway. You hold on. You let it build. You're doing so well, Jake."

The praise hit him exactly where she said it would, spiking heat through his gut and making his cock throb in her grip.

"Fuck," he said with feeling.

"I know." She sounded genuinely fond. Her free hand came up and settled on his lower back — warm and flat and steady. "I've got you. Keep breathing."

He breathed. The warm weight of her hand on his back was absurdly grounding. Something about it — being touched there, non-sexually, while her other hand kept working — made the whole thing feel real in a way that cut past embarrassment entirely.

"Can I tell you something?" Mira said.

"Sure."

"Thursday was the earliest I could get you in. I checked when you texted." A pause. "I rearranged my schedule a little."

Jake's brain, foggy as it was, caught that. "You rearranged."

"Mmhm."

"For me."

"You're a very interesting client, Jake." Her hand found a new angle and he hissed. "And this is a very interesting dynamic. I don't usually get this invested in someone's — " She searched for the word. "Journey."

"Journey," he repeated. "I'm on a journey."

"You came back on your own. That always means something." She squeezed and he lost the thread of the conversation entirely for a moment. "Okay. I'm going to stop being introspective and start actually ruining you. Ready?"

"I've been ready for—"

Her hand sped up.

Jake shut up.

She built him fast this time — abandoning the methodical slow-burn for something more direct and deliberate. Both hands working now, one stroking his cock in long firm pulls while the other cupped and squeezed his balls with careful rolling pressure, and the combined sensation made Jake's entire body rigid.

"Tell me when you're close," she instructed.

"Already close," he said immediately.

"Already? That was fast."

"I've been in a state of perpetual almost for four days."

"Fair point. Okay—" She slowed down. Not stopping, but pulling back from the brink. Jake made a noise of pure anguish against the face cradle.

"I know," Mira said, and her voice was warm even as she denied him. "I know, baby. But not yet. You can give me more than that."

Baby. She said it sometimes, effortlessly, and every time it landed somewhere in Jake's chest that he'd stopped trying to examine.

"How much more," Jake panted.

"However much I want." Her strokes stayed reduced — maddeningly gentle, just enough to keep him hard and aching and right on the edge of desperate. "You gave me attendant's discretion, remember? This is me exercising it."

"I regret that decision."

"No you don't."

He didn't. He really, genuinely didn't. The controlled denial was winding him up into something enormous — something that when it finally released was going to be catastrophic in the best possible way.

"Stay with me," Mira said. "Keep breathing. Tell me something."

"Tell you what."

"Anything. Distract yourself."

Jake laughed, short and strained. "I can't think."

"Try."

He tried. His brain was mostly static and her hands. "I went running this morning. Tried to — tried to clear my head. It didn't work."

"Couldn't stop thinking about tonight?"

"Couldn't stop thinking about you," Jake said, and immediately felt heat flood his face. "About this. The table. Whatever."

"The table," Mira repeated, amused. "You thought about the table."

"And the person operating below it, yeah."

Her hand sped up for three seconds — punishingly good — and then settled back. "That's sweet, Jake."

"It's not sweet, it's inconvenient."

"Both can be true." She did the wrist thing, that specific twist, and he groaned. "I think about my clients sometimes. After a session. Wondering how they're doing. Whether it helped." A beat. "I thought about you more than usual this week."

"Why."

"Because you're different than most people who come in here." Her strokes maintained their rhythm — building again, he could feel it, the long slow climb. "Most people want a service. They come in, they get what they need, they leave. Clean transaction. Nothing wrong with that." Her thumb pressed under the head of his cock and his hips bucked. "But you came back for something else. Not just the physical part. You came back because something happened here that you couldn't get anywhere else. That's not transactional. That's something else."

"What is it," Jake said, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I don't know yet." Her hand tightened and her pace increased, and the slow-burn thing she'd been doing became something more urgent. "But I'm curious to find out. Close?"

"Yes. God, yes, I'm so close—"

"How close."

"If you speed up I'm gone."

"Good." Her voice dropped into something lower and rougher. "That's exactly where I want you. Right there. Right on the edge. Look at your cock, Jake — " Her free hand stroked up his inner thigh. "So hard. Leaking everywhere. Absolutely desperate. You've been waiting four days for this."

"Please," Jake said.

"Please what."

"Please let me come. Please, Mira, I need — I've needed this all week, please—"

"You have been waiting so patiently," she said, and the praise cracked something open in his chest. "Four days, and you drove here, and you got on my table, and you've been so good through all of this. You've been so good, Jake."

Her hand sped up — fast, firm, perfect — and Jake stopped being able to think at all.

"Tell me you want it," Mira said, her voice close and low.

"I want it," Jake gasped. "I want it so bad—"

"Tell me whose hands you want it from."

"Yours." The word came out wrecked and honest and unashamed. "Yours, only yours, please—"

"Good boy," Mira said. "Come for me. Right now. Let me feel it."

His orgasm hit him like a building collapsing. There was no other metaphor that covered it — the sudden detonation of four days of accumulated want, the weeks of her hands living in his nervous system, the specific efficient torture of the last hour all crashing together at once. Jake went rigid and then released in a full-body convulsion that pulled every sound he had in him out simultaneously.

His cock pulsed and pulsed in her grip and she stroked every single pulse out of him with practiced certainty — her hand moving fast through the peak and then slowing as he crested, letting each wave come fully before coaxing the next. She talked him through it in a low continuous murmur that he felt more than heard, just sound and warmth and her hands and the extraordinary overwhelming pleasure of finally, finally getting what his body had been demanding all week.

He came for what felt like an embarrassingly long time.

When it was done he had absolutely nothing left. His legs were water. His hands had gone numb from gripping the padding. His face was wet — he'd been making sounds, apparently, real sounds, and it had not been his most dignified performance but he found he did not care even a little bit.

"Hi," Mira said from below him. Her voice was slightly rougher than usual.

"Hi," Jake managed. It came out as almost nothing.

"You okay?"

"I don't have a skeleton anymore."

She laughed — warm and real. "That's my favorite review. Hang on."

The warm towel appeared. The careful cleanup. Then she was coming around from below, crouching beside the table at his level so they were eye to eye, and she looked—

Flushed. There was no other word for it. Her cheeks were pink and her ponytail had loosened slightly and she looked like someone who'd been as involved in what just happened as he had.

"Hey," Jake said.

"Hey yourself." She handed him water. "Drink all of it. You're shaking."

He was. He drank.

The room settled around them. The music was still playing softly. Somewhere outside, the city went about its business completely unaware that Jake Torres had just been dissolved completely and was currently being reassembled on a milking table in a quiet room off a side street downtown.

"I need to say something," Jake said when he'd drunk half the water.

Mira, sitting on the edge of the chair across from him, tilted her head. "Okay."

"I think I—" He stopped. Tried again. "Coming back here isn't just about the table. I know you know that. I know you're a professional and this is your job and I'm probably one of a dozen clients who—"

"You're not," Mira said quietly.

Jake looked at her.

"I have regulars," she said. "Good clients, easy sessions, fine. You're—" She paused, and he watched her choose words with unusual care. "You're not one of a dozen. This is me being unprofessional and telling you that, because you were about to talk yourself into a hole and I didn't want to watch you do that."

"That's," Jake said, "not a small thing to tell me."

"No," she agreed. "It's not."

They looked at each other across the quiet room.

"Same time next week," Jake said finally.

Mira's mouth curved. "I'll move some things around."

Jake stood — steadier than last time, his legs deciding to participate — and reached for his jeans. The small card she'd given him after the first session was in his jacket pocket, soft from handling. He'd carried it all three weeks.

"Hey, Mira."

She looked up from where she was tidying the side table.

"I'm gonna tell my friends," Jake said. "That I came back. Both times."

Something in her face shifted — a brightness, quickly contained. "Yeah?"

"Tyler's gonna be insufferable about it."

"Probably."

"Worth it." He shrugged his jacket on, patted the pocket where the card lived. "Thursday's good. Seven works. I'll be early again."

"I know you will." She smiled at him — the full version, warm and direct and not professional at all. "Don't drive here hard this time. That's a road safety concern."

Jake laughed — a real one, surprised out of him. "I make no promises."

He walked out of Room 3 and down the quiet hallway and back into the lobby where Dana was at the desk and the water feature was burbling and everything was exactly the same as when he'd walked in, except that Jake was not.

He scheduled his next appointment at the front desk. Didn't hesitate, didn't calculate, just picked a day and handed over his card.

Driving home, the city lights blurring past his windows, Jake reached over to the passenger seat where his jacket was laid over and pressed his hand against the pocket.

The card was still there.

He drove home thinking about next week.

Jake made it four blocks from Serenity before his phone buzzed on the passenger seat.

He glanced at it at a red light.

Mira: You forgot something.

Jake stared at the message. Checked the passenger seat. His jacket was there, card still in the pocket. He patted himself down — wallet, keys, phone obviously since he was looking at it.

He typed back: What did I forget?

Three dots. Then: You only came once. I had attendant's discretion and I only used it once. That feels like a waste.

Jake sat at the green light long enough for the car behind him to honk.

He pulled into a gas station two blocks up, put the car in park, and stared at his phone.

Come back, the next message said. I've got another hour before my last client. Unless you're too wrung out.

Jake thought about the drive home. His empty apartment. The ceiling he'd been staring at for twelve days before he finally texted her.

He typed: I'll be there in four minutes.
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Dana looked up when he pushed back through the door and had the professionalism to not comment on it, just smiled and said "Room 3 is still open, go ahead back."

The hallway felt different the second time in one night. Shorter. More familiar. Jake pushed open the door to Room 3 and Mira was already there, leaning against the side table with her arms crossed, that particular look on her face — warm and amused and something else underneath.

"That was fast," she said.

"Four minutes like I said."

"Sat at the light for a bit though."

"I was processing."

She uncrossed her arms. "You're sure? You don't have to—"

"Mira." Jake set his jacket on the chair. "I drove four blocks, pulled over, turned around, and came back. I'm sure."

Something in her expression shifted — that professional brightness giving way briefly to something more genuine. Then she pushed off the table and tilted her head toward the table.

"Then get back on," she said. "And this time we're doing things a little differently."

Jake paused in the middle of pulling his shirt off. "Differently how."

"Attendant's discretion." The smile was back, wicked at the edges. "Strip."

He stripped. Faster this time, less ceremony, just pulled everything off and dropped it and climbed onto the table because his body already knew the shape of this, already understood what it was doing here. He positioned himself over the opening, face in the cradle, arms settling at his sides.

"Good," Mira said from behind him. He heard her moving around the table, heard the soft sounds of the lower door. "I'm going to try something tonight that I haven't done with you yet. Tell me if it's too much."

"What is it."

"You'll see." The sound of her settling below. "Breathe."

Her hands came to his inner thighs the same way they always did — warm, grounding, familiar now. But she started lower than usual. Not his thighs. His calves. Sliding up with slow deliberate pressure, both hands moving simultaneously, like she was mapping him.

"You came tonight already," Mira said conversationally. "Your body's sensitive. Everything's going to feel more intense the second round. Some guys can't handle it. Too much stimulation."

"I can handle it."

"I know you can." Her hands reached his inner thighs, paused. "That's why I texted you." Her fingers traced the crease where his thigh met his hip — that specific line that made him twitch every time. "You ready for me to touch your cock, Jake?"

"Yes." Immediately. Without hesitation.

"Ask me nicely."

His face heated. Not from embarrassment — from something else, something that the heat from earlier had left behind, a lower ember that her hands were already fanning back to life. "Please touch my cock."

"Please touch my cock, what?"

Jake exhaled hard through his nose. "Please touch my cock, Mira."

Her hand wrapped around him — and the sensitivity hit immediately. He was already half-hard just from her proximity and the anticipation and the bizarreness of having turned around at a gas station to come back for a second round, and the contact made him surge fast. Too fast. The post-orgasm sensitivity made every touch feel amplified, edges sharper, pleasure hitting at about twice the normal volume.

"Oh," Mira said softly, feeling him respond. "There he is."

"It's — " Jake breathed through it. "It's a lot."

"I know. Don't fight it. Let it be a lot." Her grip was lighter than usual — adjusted, deliberate, working around the sensitivity rather than against it. Long slow strokes that covered his full length without pressing too hard, coaxing rather than demanding. "Your cock is still so swollen, Jake. Even after coming. You're so full. How does that feel?"

"Like — " He searched for words through the white noise of sensation. "Like too much and not enough at the same time."

"That's exactly what it should feel like." Her strokes continued their slow rhythm. "That's your body being wrung out and still wanting more. You're insatiable, you know that? Most men tap out. Two sessions in one night isn't something most people can sustain."

"Most people didn't spend twelve days—"

"Four days," she corrected.

"Those four days were the longest of my life."

Her laugh was low and warm and her hand tightened slightly and Jake's hips tried to move.

"Stay still," Mira said. "Let me do the work. That's the whole point of the table. You lie there and feel good and I do everything. Can you do that?"

"I'm trying."

"Try harder." Her free hand spread flat against his lower back — that warm anchor. "Your one job is to feel what I give you. Nothing else."

He focused on that. On the points of contact: her hand on his cock, her palm on his back, the soft surface of the table beneath him. Let those be the whole world.

Mira's strokes built with patience. The sensitivity was making him climb faster than normal — his body less guarded, more open, the second-round rawness stripping away whatever buffers usually existed between stimulation and overwhelming response. He was noisy almost immediately. Couldn't stop it. Little sounds leaking out with every upstroke, slightly embarrassing and completely unstoppable.

"That's it," Mira said, satisfaction warm in her voice. "Don't hold those back. I want to hear you."

"It's a lot," Jake said again, meaning it differently this time. Not too much — just enormous. Just filling every available space in his nervous system.

"I know. You're doing so well." Her strokes found a steadier rhythm, slightly faster. "Tell me what you're feeling."

"Everything." The word came out rough. "I can feel everything. Every — every stroke, every—" He stopped because her thumb pressed a specific spot and language left him.

"Every time I do that?" Mira pressed it again, deliberate. Another broken sound from Jake. "Yeah. Your cock tells me everything. So sensitive right now. So responsive. You're gonna come so hard this time, Jake. Your body's already primed."

"I know," he gritted out.

"Does that scare you?"

"No."

"Does it feel good to know?"

"Yes." His hands gripped the padding. "Yes, god, yes it feels—"

"Good boy." She sped up, and Jake's entire body shuddered. "Feel how good you are at this. Feel how good I can make you feel. You drove back here because you knew. You knew this was going to be good. Weren't you right?"

"Yes," he gasped. "Yes, you were — you're right, it's — "

"Tell me."

"It's so good." The words were barely words anymore, just sounds shaped like meaning. "It's so good, Mira, I can't—"

"You can." Her hand was relentless now, firm and fast, and the second hand cupped him from below and the combined pressure was tremendous. "You've got this, Jake. Give me what I want. Come on."

He came apart faster than he had the first round — his body had no defenses left, nothing between the stimulation and the response, just Mira's hands and the table and the full-body cascade of another orgasm tearing through him like he hadn't come an hour ago, like he'd been waiting all week instead of just forty-five minutes.

He was loud. He knew he was loud and didn't care. The sounds coming out of him were all the proof Mira needed that whatever she was doing was working, and she kept going through every pulse, stroked every last tremor out of him with that practiced certainty, her voice continuous and low: there it is, that's my good boy, give it all to me, that's it, that's perfect, you're so good—

When it was finally over Jake felt like he'd been turned inside out and set down gently.

He lay there breathing for a while. The music played. Mira's hand stayed on him — not stroking, just resting. Warm and present.

"Hi," she said eventually, from below.

Jake laughed. It came out slightly broken. "You have to stop saying hi like that."

"Like what."

"Like everything just happened and you're completely fine and I'm the only one affected."

A pause. "Who said I'm completely fine."

Jake's eyes opened. He stared at the floor through the face cradle, which wasn't useful. "Mira."

"Mm."

"You okay down there?"

"I'm great down here." But her voice had a texture to it that hadn't been there before. "Just. You're—" She stopped.

"What."

"You're a lot, Jake Torres." She said it quietly. "In a good way. You're just—a lot."

He didn't have an answer to that. Didn't try to find one. Just lay there while she cleaned him up with the warm towel that appeared like she'd conjured it, and then she was helping him sit up and he was sitting on the edge of the chair and Mira was standing across the room straightening things that didn't need straightening, her back to him.

"Hey," Jake said.

She looked over her shoulder.

"Thank you for texting me."

Something moved across her face. "Don't read too much into it."

"I'm not reading anything into it." He reached for his shirt. "I'm just saying thank you. That's allowed."

She turned around fully. Leaned against the side table. Looked at him in that direct, assessing way she had.

"Same time next week," she said finally.

"Sooner," Jake said.

Mira raised an eyebrow.

"Tuesday," he said. "If you have Tuesday."

"I might have Tuesday." She tilted her head. "You know this isn't — this is still what it is, Jake. It doesn't change what I do here or—"

"I know what it is." He stood, steadier than he had any right to be. "I'm not asking for it to be something else. I'm asking for Tuesday."

She looked at him for a long moment. Then picked up her tablet, tapped something, tilted it slightly toward her to read.

"Seven PM," she said. "Tuesday."

"Seven PM," Jake agreed. "I'll be early."

"You're always early."

"Traffic's usually light."

Her mouth curved. "Get out of here, Jake."

He got out. Down the hall, past Dana, through the lobby with its soft lighting and burbling water feature and the specific meditative music that Jake was starting to associate with the particular undone feeling that followed a session with Mira.

Outside the air was cool and the city was doing its nighttime thing and Jake stood on the sidewalk for a moment before getting in his car.

He pulled out his phone. Opened the group chat. Tyler, Marcus, Ben.

He typed: I went back. To the spa. Two more times. On my own.

Sent it before he could reconsider.

Three dots from Tyler appeared immediately. Then stopped. Then appeared again. Then:

Wait

Then Marcus: WAIT

Then Ben, ever the measured one: Jake. Jake what.

Then Tyler: You went BACK? You PAID for it? YOURSELF?

Jake watched the messages stack up. Smiled at his phone in the dark outside a milking table spa on a Tuesday — no, a Thursday, it was still Thursday — and typed:

She's really good at her job.

The group chat exploded. Jake put his phone in his jacket pocket, got in his car, and drove home thinking about Tuesday.

Chapter 5: Tuesday. And Every Tuesday After.

Tyler called at nine fifteen Thursday night.

Jake was in the shower when his phone started ringing, saw the name on the screen, and let it ring. Then dried off, changed, poured himself a glass of water, and called back.

Tyler picked up on the first ring.

"Explain," he said.

"I told you in the text."

"You told me you went back twice. In one night. Jake. In one night."

"The second time was her idea." Jake dropped onto his couch, legs still slightly unreliable. "She texted me when I was four blocks away."

Dead silence.

Then: "She texted you."

"Yeah."

"The attendant. The professional. She texted you on your personal phone and asked you to come back."

"That's what happened."

Another silence. Jake could hear Tyler processing, could practically hear the gears turning. "Okay. Okay. I'm gonna ask you something and I need you to answer honestly."

"Okay."

"Is this just a sex thing."

Jake stared at his ceiling. "Define sex thing."

"Like — is it purely physical. Service transaction. You pay, she works, you leave, done. Or is there something else happening here that you need to tell your best friend about."

Jake thought about Mira's voice dropping when she said you're a lot, Jake Torres. Thought about her rearranging her schedule. Thought about the way she'd looked across the dim room at him with the professional brightness gone and something more real in its place.

"I don't know yet," Jake said honestly.

Tyler was quiet for a moment. Then: "You like her."

"I like what happens in that room."

"That's not what I said."

"Tyler."

"Jake."

Jake closed his eyes. "She's — she's good at her job. She's funny. She's smart. She figured me out in about forty minutes and she's been right about everything since."

"Oh man," Tyler said. "Oh man, you like her."

"I have a standing Tuesday appointment. That's all I know right now."

"Standing Tuesday — Jake, you have a standing appointment."

"Goodbye, Tyler."

"Wait — does Marcus know? Ben?"

"They're in the group chat same as you."

"Ben texted me privately, he said, and I quote, 'I think Jake might be having some kind of awakening.'"

Jake laughed despite himself. "Ben's not wrong. Go to sleep, Tyler."

"I'm calling Marcus—"

Jake hung up. Set his phone face-down on the coffee table and sat in his quiet apartment and felt — strange. Not bad strange. Just the particular strangeness of a life rearranging itself around something new.

He went to bed. Stared at his ceiling.

Fell asleep thinking about Tuesday.
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Tuesday arrived the way good things do — both slower than expected and suddenly all at once.

Jake made it through Monday on about sixty percent brainpower, sat through a Tuesday morning meeting about Q3 projections while a countdown ran in the back of his head, left the office at five with his heart already doing that stupid flutter thing.

He showered at home. Thought about what Mira had said about differently last Thursday. About attendant's discretion.About the second round being more intense because his body was already sensitized, every nerve ending stripped of its usual buffering.

He got dressed. Dark jeans, gray shirt, jacket with her card in the pocket even though he no longer needed it, had her number saved in his phone under just M because somehow her full name in his contacts felt like too much of a declaration.

He got in his car at six twenty-three.

Pulled into Serenity's lot at six forty-one.

Sat there.

His phone buzzed.

M: I can see your car from the window. You're seventeen minutes early.

Jake looked up at the frosted windows of the building. Couldn't see anything through them, which was the point. He typed back: Traffic was light.

M: Come in. I'm ready.

He went in.

Dana smiled at the front desk without looking up. "Room 3, Mr. Torres."

He didn't stop for intake forms this time — Dana waved him through, which meant Mira had already handled it, which meant she'd filled them out based on what she knew about him, which was — that was something. Jake filed that away somewhere he'd look at later.

The hallway. The door. Room 3.

Mira was already in the main room, not waiting by the lower entrance. Standing near the table with her tablet, hair up, wearing deep burgundy this time — a color that did something particular in the dim light of the room. She looked up when he came in and didn't quite smile, just met his eyes with something direct and warm.

"Seventeen minutes early," she said.

"I know."

"Couldn't wait."

"No."

She set the tablet down. "I filled out your preferences for you. Hope that's okay."

"What did you put."

"Everything I know about you." She tilted her head. "Which is more than you might expect."

Jake looked at her across the room. "Tell me what you know."

Mira considered him. "You need verbal engagement or you go too much into your head. You need firm pressure but you respond better when I start light and build — if I go straight to firm you tense up and fight it. You have a praise response that goes bone-deep, which means when I tell you you're good it's not just nice to hear, it actually physically affects your arousal." She paused. "You like the edging even though you complain about it, and I know that because you come harder after denial than you do when I don't edge you at all. And the second round—" She stopped. "The second round does something specific to you. The sensitivity, the reduced defenses. You go somewhere during the second round that you don't reach on the first."

Jake was quiet for a moment. "You've been paying attention."

"That's my job."

"That's more than your job."

Something in her expression shifted — brief and real. "Get on the table, Jake."

He stripped. He was getting faster at this — efficient now, no hesitation, just clothes off and folded and then climbing onto the table, hips over the opening, face in the cradle, arms settling.

"Different tonight," Mira said from behind him, moving around the room.

"You said that last Thursday."

"Last Thursday was different in terms of rounds. Tonight is different in terms of—" She paused. "In terms of what I'm going to say to you while I work."

Jake's hands tightened slightly on the padding. "Okay."

"The things I know about you. I'm going to say them. While I'm working. I want to see what that does."

"Why."

"Because I've been thinking about it since Thursday." Matter-of-fact. Like it was a professional inquiry. "You respond to being known. To being read accurately. I want to know if that extends to — if hearing it while you're on the table changes things."

Jake breathed in. Out. "Okay."

"Okay," Mira echoed, and the lower door opened and the familiar sounds of her settling below reached him, and then her hands on his thighs — warm and grounding and exactly where they were supposed to be.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi," Jake said. Already his voice was rougher.

"You thought about this all day."

"Yes."

"All week."

"Yes."

"You've thought about almost nothing else since the first night." Her hands moved up his thighs with slow pressure. "And the thing you kept coming back to wasn't the orgasm. It wasn't even the physical sensation specifically." A pause. "It was being known. Being read. Someone seeing all the things you don't say out loud and naming them."

Jake's throat was tight. "Yeah."

"That's what you couldn't find anywhere else." Her hands reached his inner thighs, paused. "Not just my hands. This." A beat. "Me knowing you."

She wrapped her hand around him and Jake exhaled hard because he was already fully hard — had been since M: I can see your car from the window — and her grip sent a rush of heat through him from his scalp to his feet.

"Sensitive already," Mira observed. "No post-orgasm rawness tonight since you've had a few days. Just pure want. How long have you been hard?"

"Since the parking lot."

"Since you got in your car?"

"Since—" He stopped.

"Since when, Jake."

"Since you texted," he admitted. "The come in, I'm ready text."

Her hand tightened. "You've been hard for twenty minutes."

"Longer. I was — anticipating."

"Tell me."

"In the shower. Getting dressed. The drive." He exhaled through a stroke that hit perfectly. "You've been in my head all day, Mira. You've been in my head since you first put your hands on me and I don't know how to explain that except that nothing else registers the same way anymore."

Her hand slowed. "Jake."

"I know. I know it's—"

"It's not a problem," she said quietly. "I'm just. Hearing you." A pause in which her hand kept moving, steady and warm. "I've been thinking about you too. All week. Thinking about Thursday." Another pause. "Both sessions."

"Mira—"

"Don't," she said softly. "Don't make it into a whole thing right now. Let me work. Talk to you. We can do the other part after." Her grip found a better angle and Jake's train of thought evaporated. "Right now I want to take my time with you."

She took her time.

The session had a different quality to it tonight — less like a performance, more like a conversation between people who'd learned each other's language. Mira's strokes were confident and unhurried, starting slow and building with the particular patience of someone who understood that the journey mattered. She talked, the way she always did, but differently — less teasing commentary and more just. Things she'd noticed. Things she knew.

"You get competitive in your daily life," she said, her hand working him with steady purpose, "and it extends to this. You were competing with yourself from the first session. Trying to last longer. Come harder. Handle more. Show me something." A stroke that made him groan. "That's why attendant's discretion works for you. Takes the competition away. You can't win or lose if you're not in charge of the conditions."

"Yeah," Jake managed.

"And you're better at this than you think you are." She squeezed at the base in a way that made sparks climb his spine. "Better at being vulnerable. At letting go. You've been doing it this whole time, getting better with each session. By Thursday you were somewhere most people don't reach."

"Where's that."

"Past the embarrassment. Past the performance. Just feeling." Her pace increased slightly. "That's what the second round was. No armor left. Just you and sensation and me."

"And you rearranged your schedule," Jake said, his breath starting to break.

"And I rearranged my schedule." Simple. Undefended. "Because you're worth rearranging for."

The words hit him somewhere that wasn't physical. Somewhere that hadn't been touched by any of this until right now.

"Mira," he said, her name rough and different than before.

"I know," she said. "I know, Jake. Just feel it. All of it. Let me—"

She shifted — both hands now, the way she'd done Thursday, her grip on his cock and her other hand cupping and pressing and the coordination between them impossibly good — and Jake stopped being able to form thoughts at all.

She edged him twice. The first time he was so close he was vibrating, every muscle pulled tight, the orgasm a physical presence hovering just out of reach — and then she eased off, held him, talked him down with her voice and her hands and her particular understanding of exactly how much he could take.

"So good," she murmured while he breathed through it. "You're so good at this. Taking everything I give you. Letting it build. Do you know how good you feel right now? How hard you are? Like you were made for my hands."

The second edge took longer — she built him more slowly, with intention, every stroke calculated to add pressure without releasing it. Jake was making sounds he'd given up being embarrassed about, continuous and helpless, her name mixed in with everything else.

"Tell me what you want," Mira said, her voice low and close.

"You know what I want."

"Tell me anyway."

"I want to come," Jake said plainly. "I want you to make me come. I want—" He stopped.

"What else." Not a question, a direction.

"I want you to keep knowing me," he said, and the words felt like putting something down that had been heavy. "Whatever this is. Whatever it turns into. I want to keep coming here and I want you to keep—"

"I know," Mira said softly, and her hand moved with unmistakable intent. "Me too."

She didn't edge him a third time.

Built him steadily and surely, her grip perfect, her pace exactly right, both hands working together with the knowledge of three sessions behind them — what he responded to, where he was sensitive, when to push and when to ease and when to just work him through it. She talked him through every step of it in that low steady voice, telling him what she felt, what she wanted, what she knew about him, her voice and her hands equally essential.

When he came it was long and overwhelming and different than the sessions before it — not just physical detonation but something fuller, like the orgasm was reaching further into him, touching things that had been building since the first night and had been waiting for exactly this. Mira worked every pulse out of him with practiced certainty, her voice continuous through all of it, and he said her name more than once in ways that weren't professional or transactional but just real.

After, the room was very quiet.

"Hi," Mira said eventually from below him.

Jake laughed — still slightly broken at the edges. "Hi."

"You okay?"

"Better than okay."

"Good." She paused. "Give me a minute."

He heard her moving. The lower door. Then she appeared around the side of the table, warm towel in hand, and she looked — flushed again, slightly undone in small ways. Ponytail looser. Cheeks pink.

She cleaned him up. Handed him water. Sat on the arm of the chair across from him while he drank and the room settled.

"I want to say something," Mira said. "And I need you to let me finish before you respond."

Jake lowered the water bottle. Waited.

"This isn't something I do," she said carefully. "Getting involved with clients. It's a clear line, professional and personal, and I've never had reason to question it before." She met his eyes. "You're a reason to question it."

Jake was very still.

"I don't know what that looks like," she continued. "What it would even be. This is my work. This room, this table, these sessions. And I don't want to stop being good at my job." She tilted her head. "But I think there might be a version of this where both things can exist."

"Tell me what you need," Jake said.

"Time," she said simply. "To figure out what I'm comfortable with. What makes sense."

"Okay."

"That's it? Just okay?"

"You said you needed time." Jake turned the water bottle in his hands. "So you have it. I'm not going anywhere. I've got a standing Tuesday appointment."

Something in Mira's expression went soft in a way he hadn't seen before. "Standing Tuesday appointment."

"And I'll be early."

"You're always early."

"Traffic's usually light," Jake said, which made her laugh — a real one, the kind she didn't seem to plan.

She stood. Started tidying the room in that efficient way she had. Jake got dressed, slower than the undressing, buying himself time in the same space as her.

When he was pulling on his jacket she spoke without turning around.

"Jake."

"Yeah."

"Next Tuesday." She straightened the side table. "Don't come to the door. Text me when you're in the lot. I'll come out."

He paused with his hand on the door handle. Processed what that meant — what she was offering, what the shift in meeting place implied.

"Okay," he said carefully.

"We'll get coffee or something." She said it to the side table, still not looking at him. "Before your session. If you want."

Jake looked at her back. The dark hair escaping the ponytail. The slight tension in her shoulders that meant this had cost her something to say.

"I want," he said.

She nodded once. "Tuesday, then."

"Tuesday." He pushed open the door. "I'll be early."

"I know you will," she said, and there was something in her voice that hadn't been there before any of the other times she'd said it.

He walked down the hallway. Through the lobby past Dana who didn't look up. Out through the glass door into the cool night air.

He stood on the sidewalk for a moment, city moving around him, and pulled out his phone.

Opened his contacts. Found M.

Changed the name.

Mira.

He put his phone back in his pocket and got in his car and drove home thinking about Tuesday — but differently than before. Thinking about coffee. About her coming out to meet him in the parking lot. About what her face would look like in regular light, outside these rooms, without the professional context around her.

About what came next.

His phone buzzed in his pocket at a red light.

Mira: The card. You still have it?

Jake smiled at the windshield. Reached into his jacket. The card, soft from weeks of handling, still there.

He typed back at the next light: Still have it.

Mira: Good. Keep it.

Then, after a pause: See you Tuesday, Jake.

He put his phone away and drove the rest of the way home with the window cracked and the cool air coming in and something settled and warm in his chest where the dread and humiliation used to be.

Three weeks ago Tyler had made him book a milking table appointment as a bet punishment.

Three weeks ago Jake had sat in a sports bar with his empty beer and his cracked phone screen and felt like a man walking to his own execution.

He didn't feel like that now.

He pulled into his parking spot, turned off the engine, sat in the quiet dark for a moment. Thought about Tyler in that bar, grinning like a shark. Thought about the confirmation email. Thought about walking down that hallway the first time with his legs barely working and his heart hammering.

He pulled out his phone and opened the group chat.

Jake: Hey. So. I think I owe Tyler a thank you.

The chat exploded within seconds.

Tyler: WHAT

Marcus: JAKE WHAT

Ben: Oh my god he actually likes her

Tyler: I KNEW IT. I CALLED IT. MARCUS I CALLED THIS.

Marcus: You said he might get a kink. You didn't say he'd catch feelings.

Tyler: Same thing!

Ben: Jake are you okay?

Jake: Genuinely better than okay. Don't make it weird.

Tyler: I'm going to make it SO weird. I'm SO happy. This is the best outcome of any bet in human history.

Marcus: So the milking table changed your life. You're welcome. We're all welcome. Tyler specifically is welcome.

Tyler: You should name your firstborn Tyler.

Jake laughed out loud in his dark car.

Jake: Goodnight.

Tyler: TYLER. THE NAME IS TYLER.

He put his phone away. Got out of the car. Went up to his apartment and sat on his couch and felt — different. In the specific, undeniable way that things feel different when something in your life has quietly, irrevocably changed.

He thought about Tuesday.

Coffee first, she'd said.

He was already early to everything.

Tuesday arrived cold and clear.

Jake was in the parking lot at six forty-four. Thirteen minutes early. He sat with the engine off and the heater ticking as it cooled and typed: I'm here.

Her response came in under a minute.

Mira: Give me two.

He watched the front door. Ninety seconds later it opened and Mira stepped out, and Jake's brain did that stupid stuttering thing it always did except this time she was outside, in regular light, in a dark coat over her work clothes with her hair still up and a scarf looped around her neck and she looked — real. More real than the dim room had allowed. The same warm brown eyes, the same effortless quality to the way she moved, but visible now in full. Present.

She spotted his car and walked over. He got out to meet her, because it seemed right.

"Hi," she said, stopping a few feet away.

"Hi."

They looked at each other in the evening air. Streetlights coming on. The city noise distant and ordinary.

"There's a place around the corner," Mira said. "Coffee, decent pastries. Nothing fancy."

"Coffee's fine."

They walked. Not quite side by side at first, then adjusting, then settling into a pace that worked. She had her hands in her coat pockets. Jake's hands were in his jacket. The cold air felt like something clarifying.

"This is strange," Mira said, not unkindly.

"Yeah."

"I've had you on my table three times. I know things about your body that your doctor doesn't know. And I've never walked next to you before."

Jake glanced at her. "Weird order of operations."

"Very." Her mouth curved. "But you didn't seem like someone I wanted to do things in the right order with."

The coffee place was small and warm, two people ahead of them in line, music low overhead. Jake ordered black coffee. Mira ordered something with oat milk that the barista made without being asked, which meant she was a regular, which meant this was her neighborhood in some ordinary daily way and he was learning that about her.

They found a small table near the window. Sat across from each other.

"Okay," Mira said, wrapping both hands around her cup. "So."

"So," Jake agreed.

"This is the part where we figure out if we're actual people to each other or just—" She tilted her head. "Whatever we were before."

"What were we before."

"An unusual professional relationship with excellent chemistry." She said it plainly. "Which isn't nothing. But it's not this either."

"What is this."

"I don't know yet." She met his eyes. "That's why we're having coffee."

They talked for fifty minutes. Jake learned that Mira had been working at Serenity for three years, that she had a degree in sports medicine which was how she'd ended up in bodywork, that she'd grown up two states over and come here for a relationship that hadn't worked out and stayed because the city had suited her better than the relationship had. She learned that Jake had been in marketing for four years and was decent at it and not passionate about it, that he'd grown up locally, that his friendship with Tyler went back to freshman year of college over a shared hatred of their dorm's one functioning washing machine.

She laughed at things he said. He laughed at things she said. At some point their coffee cups were empty and neither of them moved to leave.

"Can I ask you something?" Jake said.

"Yeah."

"When you texted me. Four blocks away. Thursday." He turned his cup in his hands. "Why."

Mira was quiet for a moment. Outside the window, people moved past on the sidewalk. "Because I wasn't ready for you to leave." She said it simply, without hedging. "I had an hour before my last client. And I'd just had a session with you that was — " She paused. "Memorable. And I wasn't ready."

"So you texted."

"So I texted."

Jake nodded slowly. "I was about to get on the highway."

"I know. I almost didn't send it." She tilted her head. "But you turned around."

"I turned around."

They looked at each other across the small table.

"I want to tell you something," Jake said. "And I need you to know I'm aware of how it sounds."

"Tell me."

"I've never been—" He chose words carefully. "I've never been that known before. In that room. By you. And I've never responded to anyone the way I respond to — all of it. Your hands, your voice, the things you say." He held her gaze. "And I'm sitting here right now having completely normal coffee with you and I can feel it the same way. The way you look at me. Like you're reading something."

"I am reading something," Mira said quietly. "I always am."

"What are you reading right now."

Her eyes moved over his face. "That you're nervous. That you're trying to be honest and it doesn't come easy because you're used to performing competence. That you've been thinking about walking back into that room all through this coffee and you feel guilty about it because you're also sitting here genuinely liking talking to me." She paused. "And that you're not sure how to hold both of those things at once."

Jake exhaled. "Yeah."

"You don't have to choose," Mira said. "That's what I'm figuring out. That both things can exist. The room, and—" she gestured slightly at the space between them— "this."

"Can they?"

"We're going to find out." She stood, gathered her coat. "Come on. We've still got your session."
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The walk back was different. Something had settled between them — not resolved exactly, but acknowledged. They walked closer together without negotiating it, and at the door of Serenity Mira held it open and Jake walked through and the lobby felt different too. Less like a transaction.

Dana looked up and her expression stayed professional with an effort that suggested she was aware something was different but wasn't going to say so. "Room 3, Mr. Torres."

Down the hallway. The familiar door. Room 3.

But Mira came in with him this time — came through the main door instead of disappearing around to the lower entrance — and she stood near the table and looked at him and said, "Tonight I want you to talk to me. Not just answer questions. Tell me what you're feeling while it's happening. Can you do that?"

"I'll try."

"That's all I'm asking." She tilted her head toward the table. "Strip."

He did. And this time she watched. Not clinically, not professionally — just watched, openly, while he pulled his shirt over his head and dropped his jeans and stepped out of everything. He stood there in the dim light, naked, and she looked at him with something that was clearly not just professional assessment.

"You're beautiful," Mira said simply. "I should have said that before now."

Jake's chest did something complicated. "You've seen me three times."

"I know. I should have said it all three times." She moved to the lower entrance door. "On the table, Jake."

He climbed up. The familiar position — face down, hips over the opening, face in the cradle. Exhaled. Let his body remember this.

The sounds of her getting into position below. The shift of air beneath him.

Then her hands on his thighs — different pressure than usual. Both palms flat, spreading warmth, sliding up.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi," Jake said, already rougher.

"Talk to me," she reminded him. "Tell me what you feel."

"Your hands are warm," he said. "They always feel warmer than I expect. Like you — " Her palms moved higher. "Like you run hot."

"I do." Her hands reached his inner thighs and she pressed with her thumbs in a way that made his hips want to move. "What else."

"I've been—" He breathed through her hands moving higher. "I've been half hard since the coffee shop. Since you were sitting across from me just talking. My body doesn't separate you anymore."

"Doesn't separate me from what."

"From this." He exhaled hard when her hand finally wrapped around him — fully hard now, had been before she touched him. "There's no version of you that isn't this version. You're all one thing to me now."

Her hand started moving. Slow, purposeful strokes that she knew exactly how to calibrate. "Is that okay?"

"It's terrifying," Jake said. "And yes."

She worked him steadily, not rushing, finding that rhythm he'd come to think of as specifically hers — the particular pace and grip and pressure that his body recognized the way it recognized his own hands except completely better, completely different, completely Mira.

"Tell me what you feel," she said again.

"Your hand." He breathed through a stroke that hit perfectly. "The specific way you — when you twist on the upstroke, right there — " She did it deliberately and he made a sound. "That. That's what I think about. That specific movement. I don't know how you figured out that's the spot but you found it the first night and you've never missed it since."

"Your cock told me," Mira said, matter of fact. "You twitch every time. Right before you make that sound."

"What sound."

She did the twist again and he made it — that particular groan, helpless and low.

"That one," she said, clearly pleased.

Her strokes built steadily. Jake let himself feel it without managing it — no trying to last longer or hold back or control the response. Just feeling. The way she'd been teaching him since the first session, the way he'd been getting better at with each one.

"More," he said.

"Feeling good?"

"Feeling everything." He pressed his forehead into the cradle. "I can feel every — every stroke, Mira, your hands are — I don't have words for your hands."

"You've got plenty of words. Keep using them."

"Incredible." Another stroke. "Perfect. They feel — it feels like you know exactly what my cock needs better than I do."

"I do," she said simply, without arrogance. Just fact. "I've been learning you. Every session. You're very learnable, Jake. You respond clearly. Honestly." Her grip shifted and he sucked in breath. "Your body doesn't lie."

"No," he agreed.

Her other hand joined — cupping him from below in that way that made the dual sensation overwhelming, both hands working in coordination that shouldn't have been possible from her position under the table but was, effortlessly, because she was exceptional at this.

"Close?" Mira asked.

"Not yet. Getting there."

"Good." Her pace increased incrementally. "I want to take my time tonight. We're not rushing. No edges, no denial. Just building." A squeeze that made him groan. "Just me working your cock until you can't think anymore."

"Already can't think."

"You're doing fine. You're talking, aren't you." Her thumb pressed the underside of his shaft. "Tell me what you need."

"This," Jake said. "Exactly this. Faster."

She gave him faster. The strokes became something urgent and purposeful — both hands moving with the knowledge of everything she'd learned about him, hitting every spot in the right order, building pressure in his spine that had nowhere to go but up.

"Mira," he said, her name rough.

"I know." Her voice had dropped too. "I've got you. You're so hard right now, Jake, you feel so good. Let me hear you."

He let her hear him. The sounds came freely now, had for the last two sessions, embarrassment long gone — just the honest audio of what Mira's hands were doing to him, the groans and gasps and half-formed words that she'd told him she wanted and he'd stopped trying to suppress.

"That's it," she said, and he could hear something underneath the professionalism now. A rougher edge. Investment. "God, you sound good. Feel how good I can make you feel. This is what I was thinking about all week. You on this table. These sounds."

"Mira—"

"Don't hold it back," she said, her hands moving faster, firmer, relentless. "You're so close. I can feel it. Your cock gets so swollen right before you come. I love that. I love feeling that in my hands."

The word love in her mouth did something specific and enormous to him.

"I'm—" He lost the sentence. "Mira, I'm so close—"

"I know, baby." Both hands working in perfect synchronization. "You've been building to this all night. Coffee shop and all. Your whole body's been working toward this." Her grip tightened. "So come for me. Right now. Give me all of it."

His orgasm detonated from the base of his spine and expanded outward in waves that took his whole body with them. He came with her name in his mouth — said it more than once, couldn't help it, her name and fragments of sentences and sounds that meant nothing except yes and more and god, Mira, please— Her hands worked every pulse out of him without slowing, stroking through the peak and the waves that followed, her voice continuous underneath him saying things that blurred together into warmth and want and you're so good, Jake, so good for me, that's perfect, give me all of it, I've got you—

It went on. Longer than any session before. His body having saved everything the coffee shop had built and releasing it all at once in a cascade that left him completely emptied out, shaking, barely holding himself up on the table.

When it ended the room was very quiet.

"Hi," Mira said eventually, from below him.

"Hi," Jake managed. Barely.

"You okay?"

"I don't have a body anymore."

He heard her quiet laugh. Heard her moving. The warm towel appeared and she cleaned him up with the same care she always did and then she was beside the table — not the chair this time, right beside the table — and she put one hand on his back, flat and warm.

"Take your time," she said.

He took his time. Focused on breathing. On the weight of her hand. On coming back into his body slowly.

When he finally pushed himself to sitting she stayed close, and he looked at her in the dim light — flushed and slightly undone in the small ways he'd started recognizing — and didn't say anything for a moment because he didn't need to.

She handed him water. He drank.

"Okay," he said eventually.

"Okay," she agreed.

"I need to tell you something."

Mira tilted her head.

"I came here the first time because Tyler made me," Jake said. "And I came back the second time because I couldn't sleep and I couldn't get myself off and I needed—" he paused— "something I didn't have a word for yet."

"And the third time?"

"Because you texted me four blocks away and I turned around without thinking." He turned the water bottle in his hands. "And tonight I came because I wanted coffee with you. And because I wanted this. And I can't separate those two things and I'm not trying to." He met her eyes. "I want both. I want to keep coming here and I want to walk to coffee shops with you and I want to keep learning what you're willing to let me learn about you."

Mira was quiet.

"That's—" She took a careful breath. "That's more than I expected you to say."

"Attendant's discretion is over," Jake said. "That's mine."

Her mouth curved, and then curved more, and then she was actually smiling — the full version, unguarded, reaching her eyes — and it was the best thing Jake had seen in recent memory.

"Okay," Mira said.

"Okay?"

"Okay, Jake." She tilted her head. "Same time next week. And coffee first."

"Coffee first," he agreed.

She handed him his shirt. He took it, then paused.

"Can I have your number?" he said. "Your real one. Not the booking line."

Mira looked at him for a beat. Then pulled out her phone, held it out. "Put yours in."

He did. Handed it back. She looked at the screen.

"Jake," she read. "Just Jake."

"Just Jake."

She saved it, slid the phone into her pocket, and moved toward the door to give him privacy to finish dressing. At the threshold she paused, looked back.

"You're going to tell Tyler about the coffee," she said.

"Immediately."

"He's going to be insufferable."

"Completely."

"Worth it?" she asked, something genuine underneath the lightness.

Jake pulled his shirt over his head. Thought about a sports bar and an empty beer glass and a phone screen glowing with three points. Thought about a bet he'd lost and a card he'd kept for weeks and a parking lot text and coffee with a woman who knew him better after four sessions than most people did after years.

"Yeah," he said. "Completely worth it."

Mira smiled at him once more — quick and warm and real — and slipped out the door.

Jake sat in the quiet room for another moment. The music still playing. The table waiting beside him, patient as it always was. He put his hand on it for a second — the padded surface, the face cradle, the opening that had changed the entire shape of his life through no plan of his own.

He owed Tyler an enormous, infuriating thank you.

He put on his jacket and found her card in the pocket — soft and worn at the edges, weeks of handling — and looked at it one more time. Her name, the booking number, the website he'd stared at in a sports bar like it was a death warrant.

He put it back carefully.

He had her real number now.

But he kept the card.

He walked down the hallway for what he privately counted as the last time as a client and the first time as something that didn't have a clean name yet, through the lobby past Dana, out into the cool night air.

His phone was already buzzing by the time he reached the car.

Mira: You left without saying goodbye.

Jake smiled at his screen.

Jake: I'll see you next Tuesday.

Mira: Coffee first.

Jake: Coffee first.

He got in the car. Started the engine. Opened the group chat.

Jake: Tyler. You're the worst person I know and I owe you everything. Details tomorrow.

He put his phone in his pocket before the explosion of responses could start.

Drove home with the window cracked and the cold air coming through and something warm and permanent settling in his chest.

His phone buzzed the whole way home.

He didn't check it once.


Beneath the Table: A Milking Table Romance

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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