
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Invitation

Marcus Chen had received stranger business cards in his career as a venture capitalist, but the matte black rectangle with nothing but an address embossed in silver thread was among the most intriguing. It had appeared in his gym locker three weeks ago, tucked between his designer watch and his phone, and he'd spent those weeks trying to figure out who'd put it there.

Not that the mystery was the only thing keeping him interested. There was something about the card itself—the weight of the cardstock, the way the silver caught light, the complete absence of branding or explanation—that suggested exclusivity of the kind Marcus had built his fortune learning to recognize. In venture capital, the best opportunities rarely advertised themselves. They arrived as whispers, as introductions from the right people, as unmarked invitations to things that didn't officially exist.

The address was in Tribeca, naturally. Everything exclusive in Manhattan ended up in Tribeca eventually, tucked behind unmarked doors and accessible only to those who knew where to look. Marcus had spent the afternoon of his thirty-fourth birthday closing a deal that would net his firm forty million, and now, standing outside the converted warehouse with industrial windows that revealed nothing of what lay inside, he was choosing to celebrate by investigating a mysterious card instead of hitting the usual haunts in the Meatpacking District.

The October wind cut through his tailored Tom Ford suit, and he checked his watch—7:47 PM. The card had listed evening hours only, Wednesday through Sunday, by appointment or walk-in for qualified individuals. He'd called the number on the back exactly once, three days ago, and a woman's voice had simply said, "We'll see you when you arrive, Mr. Chen," before disconnecting. She'd known his name. He hadn't given it.

That should have been a red flag. Instead, it had sealed his decision to come.

The door opened before he could reach for the handle.

A woman in her early thirties stood in the doorway, dressed in what looked like high-end athleisure—black leggings that showed every curve of her toned legs and ass, a fitted white top that managed to look both professional and suggestive. Her dark hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail, and her smile held the kind of knowing quality that made Marcus simultaneously intrigued and wary.

"Mr. Chen," she said, not a question. "We've been expecting you."

"Have you?" Marcus stepped inside, his eyes adjusting to the dim, warm lighting. The entry was minimalist—polished concrete floors, exposed brick walls, a single reception desk made of what looked like polished walnut. Everything screamed money spent carefully, deliberately. "I didn't make an appointment."

"You don't need one for your first visit." She closed the door behind him with a soft click that sounded remarkably final. "I'm Vivienne. I'll be handling your intake today."

The space smelled like eucalyptus and something else, something warmer and more organic that Marcus couldn't quite place. Not cologne or perfume, but something distinctly... human. Clean sweat, maybe. Skin. The scent was faint but present, layered under the eucalyptus like a secret.

Vivienne led him past the desk toward a hallway lined with frosted glass doors, each one lit from within by that same warm amber glow. As they walked, Marcus could hear sounds—soft moans, low voices, the occasional sharp gasp or groan that made his cock twitch involuntarily in his boxer briefs. Whatever was happening behind those doors, it was clearly sexual, but the sounds had a quality he wasn't used to hearing in the contexts he associated with purchased sex. They weren't performative. They sounded... real.

"I have to admit," Marcus said, following Vivienne down the hallway, "I'm not entirely sure what this place is."

Vivienne glanced back at him, that knowing smile still playing at her lips. "No one is, their first time. That's part of the appeal." She stopped at a door marked only with the number seven. "We're a private wellness club specializing in a very specific form of stress relief for high-achieving men. Our methods are unconventional, our discretion is absolute, and our client retention rate is ninety-seven percent."

"That's impressive."

"That's because what we offer actually works, Mr. Chen. Not temporary distraction or brief pleasure, but genuine physiological transformation." She opened the door to reveal a small, elegant consultation room—more like a high-end therapist's office than anything medical or spa-like. A leather couch, soft recessed lighting, abstract art on the walls, a small table with a crystal water carafe and glasses. "Please, sit. I need to go through some preliminaries with you before we proceed."

Marcus sat, his analytical mind already cataloging details. The artwork on the walls was abstract but somehow sensual, all curves and flowing lines that suggested bodies without depicting them explicitly. The music playing was barely audible, some kind of ambient electronic piece with a rhythm that seemed designed to slow heart rates and lower inhibitions. Even the temperature in the room felt precisely calibrated—warm enough to be comfortable in shirtsleeves, cool enough to keep him alert.

Vivienne sat across from him in a chair that put them at eye level, crossing her legs in a way that seemed both casual and deliberate. "First, the formalities. I need to confirm that you're here of your own volition, that you're over twenty-five years of age, and that you have no medical conditions that would preclude intense physical stimulation."

"I'm thirty-four, I'm definitely here by choice, and I'm in perfect health." Marcus leaned back slightly, trying to project the same confidence he used in boardrooms. "My question is what, exactly, I'm volunteering for."

"Fair enough." Vivienne pulled out a tablet, her manicured fingers moving across the screen with practiced ease. "The Milking Club—that's our name, though we don't advertise it publicly—specializes in what we call complete physiological release for men experiencing high stress, performance pressure, or simply seeking a level of relaxation and satisfaction they can't achieve through conventional sexual experiences. Our method combines elements of tantric practice, somatic therapy, and what we refer to as 'active extraction.'"

Marcus felt a flicker of understanding, followed immediately by skepticism. "You're talking about a high-end hand job service."

Vivienne's laugh was genuine and unforced, warm enough to make Marcus smile despite himself. "If we were a hand job service, Mr. Chen, we wouldn't have a three-month waiting list, we wouldn't charge five thousand dollars per session, and we certainly wouldn't have venture capitalists, hedge fund managers, and Fortune 500 CEOs flying in from other cities to experience what we offer." She set the tablet aside, her dark eyes holding his with unsettling directness. "What we offer is significantly more sophisticated than anything you've likely experienced, purchased or otherwise."

The confidence in her voice made Marcus's pulse quicken. He'd built his career on reading people, on identifying when someone was selling smoke versus substance, and Vivienne radiated substance. "Explain it to me."

"Our attendants are trained in techniques that most men don't even know exist," Vivienne said, leaning forward slightly. "We use specialized equipment—primarily what are called milking tables—to create an experience that's fundamentally different from partnered sex or even professional services you might have encountered elsewhere. The positioning alone changes everything."

"Milking tables." Marcus had heard the term before, probably in some Reddit thread or late-night internet rabbit hole. "The ones where you lie face-down with your cock hanging through a hole."

"Exactly. You're positioned on a heavily padded table with an opening specifically designed to accommodate your cock and balls. The attendant works from beneath, which allows for a completely different angle and type of stimulation than you've likely ever experienced. No reciprocation required, no performance anxiety, no need to maintain an erection for someone else's pleasure—just pure reception. You exist solely to be pleasured, to have release extracted from you with clinical precision."

The way she said 'extracted' made Marcus's cock start to swell. "And that's what justifies five thousand dollars?"

"That's what would justify five thousand if we stopped there," Vivienne said, her smile taking on an edge. "But here's what makes The Milking Club fundamentally different from anywhere else offering milking table services, and here's where first-timers often need some... convincing." She paused, letting the moment hang. "Our milking includes mandatory internal work. Prostate stimulation. It's not optional. It's not an add-on. It's the core of every session we provide."

The room suddenly felt warmer. Marcus shifted in his seat, trying to process what she'd just said so matter-of-factly, as if she were discussing a massage technique. "You're saying that everyone who comes here gets... that's part of the standard service?"

"It's not part of the service, Mr. Chen. It is the service." Vivienne pulled up something on her tablet and turned it toward him. The screen showed a detailed anatomical diagram of the male reproductive system, with the prostate gland highlighted in a way that made it look both clinical and somehow intensely sexual. "Most men go their entire lives never experiencing direct prostate stimulation, despite the fact that the amount of nerve endings in the prostate rivals the nerve density in the glans of the penis itself. When stimulated correctly, in combination with expert external work, the resulting orgasm is exponentially more intense, longer-lasting, and produces measurable physiological benefits that standard orgasms simply don't achieve."

Marcus felt his throat go dry. "And everyone who comes here agrees to this?"

"Everyone who becomes a member, yes. First-timers often have your exact reaction—interest mixed with resistance, curiosity tempered by heteronormative anxiety about anal penetration." Vivienne's tone remained perfectly professional, clinical even, which somehow made the explicit content of her words even more intense. "Which is precisely why your first session is complimentary. We're confident enough in our methodology that we'd rather demonstrate than explain. You'll understand why the internal work is non-negotiable once you've experienced what it actually does to your body, your stress levels, your sleep quality, your mental clarity."

"You're talking about finger-fucking me and claiming it's therapeutic." The crudeness of Marcus's own words surprised him, but Vivienne didn't flinch.

"I'm talking about precisely targeting one of the most nerve-dense organs in your body using techniques that ninety-nine percent of men never experience, while simultaneously providing expert external stimulation, in a controlled environment designed specifically to maximize the intensity and duration of your orgasm." She leaned back, utterly unfazed. "If you want to reduce that to 'finger-fucking,' that's your prerogative. But the three hundred men on our membership roster would describe it differently."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his boxer briefs, his body apparently more interested in the proposition than his mind was comfortable admitting. "What if I don't want the internal component?"

"Then The Milking Club isn't for you, and we wish you well finding satisfaction elsewhere." Vivienne's tone was kind but absolutely firm. "We don't compromise on our methodology, Mr. Chen. But I'll tell you what I tell every first-timer who balks at this point: our attendants are licensed professionals with extensive training in both physical technique and psychological care. The equipment we use is medical-grade. The process is gradual, responsive to your body's signals, and entirely under your control—you can stop at any point with a single word. But ninety-seven percent of clients don't stop. They don't just complete their first session; they come back. Repeatedly. Because once you've experienced what your body is capable of when all of its pleasure centers are engaged simultaneously, standard sex feels incomplete."

The confidence in her delivery, the absolute certainty that he would understand once he tried it, was compelling in a way that made Marcus's resistance feel almost performative. He'd built his fortune on calculated risks, on seeing opportunities others missed because they were too cautious or too bound by conventional thinking. And something about Vivienne's clinical precision, the way she discussed prostate stimulation with the same matter-of-fact professionalism someone might use to describe a deep-tissue massage, made him want to know what he was missing.

"The first session is complimentary," he said slowly, his mind working through the proposition. "And I can stop whenever I want."

"Absolutely. Your comfort, your consent, and your autonomy are paramount at every stage." Vivienne stood, smoothing her leggings, and extended her hand. "So, Mr. Chen. Are you interested in experiencing what The Milking Club has to offer?"

Marcus took her hand, her grip firm and warm and somehow charged with promise. "Fuck it. Yes."

Vivienne's smile widened into something genuinely pleased. "Excellent choice. Follow me."

[image: ]

She led him deeper into the facility, past more of those frosted glass doors, each one presumably concealing someone experiencing their own version of "complete physiological release." The ambient music grew slightly louder as they walked, and Marcus could hear other sounds more clearly now—rhythmic moans that climbed and peaked, low encouragements from voices he assumed were attendants, the occasional sharp cry that sounded like pleasure breaking through resistance. One door they passed emitted a sound Marcus had never quite heard before—a man's voice making noises that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than normal moans, guttural and helpless and utterly overwhelmed.

"That's Michael," Vivienne said casually, noticing Marcus's attention. "He's on his eighth session this month. Former Marine, absolutely resistant to the idea of internal work at first. Now he books double sessions and specifically requests our most aggressive prostate techniques."

The comment made Marcus's asshole clench involuntarily, his body already anticipating what it didn't yet understand.

They stopped at a larger door, this one marked with a simple "1" in the same silver thread as the address on his business card.

"This is our primary intake suite," Vivienne explained, her hand on the door handle. "First-timers start here. It's private, comfortable, and your attendant today is one of our most experienced specialists in introductory prostate work."

She opened the door, and Marcus stepped into a room that made his breath catch.

It was larger than he'd expected, maybe twenty by thirty feet, with the same warm amber lighting that seemed to be standard throughout the facility. The walls were a deep charcoal gray, the floor that same polished concrete, but everything else in the room was designed with obvious intentionality.

The centerpiece was immediately, unavoidably obvious—a table unlike anything Marcus had seen before, even in his most adventurous late-night internet searches.

It was roughly the size and shape of a massage table, but that's where any similarity ended. The entire surface was covered in what looked like high-end microfiber in a deep burgundy color, heavily padded to the point where it looked almost obscenely soft. The padding wasn't uniform—it formed a body-shaped indentation that was clearly designed for someone to lie face-down, with subtle curves and supports that would cradle a person's weight. At what Marcus assumed was the lower third of the table, there was an oval opening, perhaps eight inches across and six inches front-to-back, lined with even softer padding that looked like it would cushion without chafing.

Below the opening, at adjustable heights on some kind of mechanical track, were restraints that made Marcus's pulse spike—not crude leather straps but elegant padded cuffs attached to a sophisticated apparatus that looked like it could adjust for multiple positions and angles. There was also what looked like a headrest at the top of the table and smaller padded supports for arms positioned at angles that would force them slightly forward and down.

The table itself sat on a hydraulic base that suggested it could raise, lower, and tilt to multiple angles.

"Jesus," Marcus muttered, unable to stop himself.

"Custom designed by a team that included physical therapists, sex workers, and mechanical engineers," Vivienne said with obvious pride. "The padding distribution alone took eighteen months of testing. The opening is sized and positioned to accommodate the full range of male anatomy while providing support without restriction. The restraints are optional for first-timers, but regulars almost universally prefer them—they eliminate any instinct to tense up or pull away, which allows for deeper relaxation and more complete release."

"And the internal work happens while I'm on this?" Marcus couldn't take his eyes off the table.

"Exactly. You'll be positioned face-down, completely supported, your cock and balls hanging through the opening where the attendant has full access. She works from beneath for external stimulation while simultaneously accessing your prostate from behind." Vivienne walked to a sleek cabinet against the wall and opened it to reveal an array of objects that made Marcus's stomach flip with a combination of anxiety and intense curiosity.

Prostate massagers. Dozens of them, in different sizes, shapes, and materials. Some were small and tapered, barely larger than a finger. Others were substantial, curved to hit specific angles, with bulbous heads that looked designed to apply serious pressure. Some had visible mechanical components—vibration motors, presumably. Others were simple, smooth silicone in various colors.

"We have a full range of implements," Vivienne explained, running her hand along the display. "Different sizes for different experience levels, different shapes for different anatomical variations, different intensities for different tolerance levels. Your attendant will start with something small and gentle—usually just a finger—and work up based on your body's response and your comfort level."

Marcus's mouth had gone completely dry. The reality of what he'd agreed to was settling in with visceral, undeniable clarity. "I've never... I mean, I'm not..."

"We know. Most of our clients haven't explored anal play before coming here, and many are actively resistant to the idea until they experience what it actually feels like." Vivienne closed the cabinet and turned to face him fully. "That's exactly why our attendants are so skilled at introduction. They understand the psychology of first-time anal penetration for straight men. They know how to read your body's signals, how to work with resistance instead of against it, how to transform something you're anxious about into something you're actively craving."

The word 'craving' hung in the air between them.

Vivienne walked to a door on the far side of the room and knocked twice, three soft raps that sounded almost like a code. "Your attendant today is Simone. She's been with us for three years and has guided over two hundred men through their first prostate experience. She specializes in conversion—taking clients from 'absolutely not' to 'when can I book my next session' in under an hour."

The door opened, and Marcus felt his breath catch for the second time in as many minutes.

Simone was stunning in an understated way that somehow made her even more compelling—late twenties, athletic build suggesting she spent serious time in the gym, warm brown skin that seemed to glow in the amber lighting, and dark eyes that held both intelligence and something more primal. She wore the same sleek uniform as Vivienne, but on her it looked less like professional attire and more like a promise barely contained.

"Mr. Chen," she said, her voice low and smooth with an accent Marcus couldn't quite place—Caribbean, maybe, or West African filtered through American education. "I'm so glad you decided to try us out." She stepped into the room, extending her hand. Her grip was strong, confident, her skin warm against his. "Vivienne's given you the overview?"

"She has. I'm still processing."

Simone's smile was warm, genuine, without a trace of judgment. "That's completely normal. This is a lot to take in, especially if you've never considered this kind of stimulation before." She gestured to a small conversation area Marcus hadn't noticed before—two comfortable chairs positioned near a window that looked out onto what appeared to be an interior courtyard. "Let me walk you through exactly what's going to happen, step by step, so there are no surprises. I want you to understand not just the what, but the why."

Vivienne touched Marcus's shoulder lightly. "I'll leave you in Simone's capable hands. Enjoy your session, Mr. Chen. I think you'll find it... illuminating."

As the door closed behind Vivienne, Marcus stood alone with Simone, his heart rate elevated, his cock still half-hard despite—or perhaps because of—his nervousness.

"Come, sit," Simone said gently, settling into one of the chairs. "Before we do anything physical, I want to talk. I want to understand what brought you here, what you're hoping for, and what you're anxious about."

Marcus sat, grateful for the moment to ground himself. "Honestly? I'm not entirely sure what brought me here beyond curiosity. I got a card, I called, and now I'm in a room with a table designed to extract orgasms from men who let strangers put fingers in their asses."

"That's one way to describe it," Simone said with a soft laugh. "Here's another way: you're a high-achieving man who operates under constant stress, who's responsible for major financial decisions, who probably hasn't had a truly restorative experience of physical pleasure in longer than you'd like to admit. You're here because something in you recognized that the conventional options available to you—whether that's dating, hookups, or professional services—aren't actually giving you what your body needs."

The accuracy of her read made Marcus uncomfortable. "You're saying I need someone to finger-fuck me to relieve stress?"

"I'm saying your body has been operating in sympathetic nervous system overdrive probably for years—fight or flight, constantly activated, stress hormones chronically elevated. Normal orgasms provide brief relief, but they don't actually shift you into deep parasympathetic activation, which is where real physiological restoration happens." Simone leaned forward, her elbows on her knees, her eyes locked on his. "Prostate stimulation, when done correctly and combined with sustained external work, triggers a fundamentally different physiological response. The intensity and duration of the orgasm are part of it, but it's also about what happens after—the deep muscle relaxation, the cortisol reduction, the shift in nervous system state that lasts for days."

"You're telling me this is therapeutic."

"I'm telling you this works, and you can verify that with the research if you want—there are studies on prostate massage and stress reduction, orgasm intensity, pelvic floor health. But more than that, I'm telling you that in three years of doing this work, I've never had a client complete a first session and not understand immediately why we make it mandatory." She sat back slightly. "You're anxious because you're straight, because anal penetration feels like it means something about your sexuality, because you've probably never even considered your prostate as a source of pleasure."

"That's accurate."

"And I'm telling you that your sexuality and your anatomy are separate things. Your prostate doesn't care who stimulates it—it responds to skilled touch regardless. And the pleasure it's capable of producing is beyond anything your cock alone can generate." Simone's voice dropped slightly, becoming more intimate. "I'm going to make you feel things you didn't know your body could feel, Marcus. I'm going to work your cock and your prostate simultaneously until you don't know which sensation to focus on because they're both overwhelming. And when you finally come—and you will come harder than you ever have in your life—you're going to understand exactly why ninety-seven percent of men who try this once become regular clients."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, his breathing shallow, his resistance crumbling in the face of her absolute confidence.

"What does it feel like?" The question came out quieter than he'd intended.

"Different for everyone, but there are patterns," Simone said, her tone shifting into something more clinical, which somehow made it hotter. "The first time someone touches your prostate, it usually feels strange—not painful, just unfamiliar. Foreign. There's often an urge to pee that's actually the gland being stimulated. Your ass will probably clench reflexively, trying to expel the intrusion. That's normal. As I work it, as your body adjusts to the sensation and begins to understand it as pleasure, that initial strangeness transforms into pressure. Then warmth. Then something that starts to feel actively good in a way you can't quite categorize."

She leaned forward again, and Marcus could smell her scent—something clean and faintly floral mixed with just a hint of sweat, as if she'd already done this with someone else today.

"By the time I'm working your cock with one hand and your prostate with the other, your brain won't know what to do with the intensity. The sensations layer and amplify each other. Your cock feels more sensitive than it ever has. Your prostate starts to ache in a way that's not quite pain but definitely not not-pain—it's like your body is begging for release but also never wants the stimulation to stop. And when you finally orgasm, it doesn't start in your cock like you're used to. It starts deep in your pelvis, clenching around whatever's inside you, and then it radiates outward in waves that seem like they'll never end."

Marcus realized he was gripping the arms of the chair, his cock straining visibly against his suit pants.

"I'm going to take care of you," Simone said softly. "I'm going to introduce your body to pleasure it's never known. But I need you to trust me, to let go of the anxiety, to surrender control. Can you do that?"

The rational part of Marcus's brain was throwing up red flags, citing heteronormative masculinity and boundaries he'd never considered crossing. But another part—the part that had led him to investigate the mysterious black card in the first place—was intensely, overwhelmingly curious about what she was promising.

"Yes," he said, his voice rough. "I can do that."

Simone's smile was radiant, triumphant. "Good. Then let's begin." She stood, extending her hand. "There's a changing area behind that curtain. Undress completely—everything. Fold your clothes neatly; you'll want them after when your hands are still shaking. Put on the robe you'll find hanging there. Take your time. When you're ready, come out and we'll start with positioning."
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The changing area was small but elegant, with hooks for his clothes and a plush white robe hanging ready. Marcus undressed methodically, his hands steady despite the anticipation thrumming through his system. Suit jacket folded carefully, dress shirt unbuttoned and placed on top, shoes and socks arranged neatly, dress pants folded at the crease. When he was down to his boxer briefs, he hesitated for just a moment before pushing them down as well.

His cock sprang free, fully hard, the head already glistening with precum. He caught a glimpse of himself in the small mirror—thirty-four, in good shape from his gym routine, successful and confident in every area of his life except this one, about to let a woman he'd just met put her fingers in his ass in the name of "complete physiological release."

The absurdity of it should have made him laugh or reconsider. Instead, it made his cock pulse with anticipation.

The robe was soft, expensive, clearly custom-made rather than ordered in bulk. He tied it and stepped back into the main room.

Simone had dimmed the lights even further and done something to the music—it was still ambient electronic, but the rhythm was slower now, more hypnotic. She'd also adjusted something on the milking table, lowering it slightly and angling the head support down a few degrees.

She turned when she heard him, her smile warm and approving. "Perfect. Come here."

Marcus crossed the room, hyperaware of his nakedness under the thin robe, of the way his cock pushed against the fabric.

"Before you get on the table, I want you to understand the positioning," Simone said, running her hand along the padded surface. "You'll lie face-down, your body supported by these curves. Your cock and balls will hang through this opening—completely unrestricted, able to get fully hard, fully accessible to me. Your arms will rest in these supports here, which keeps them comfortable but also prevents you from reaching back or interfering. Your head goes in this rest, which keeps your neck aligned and lets you relax completely."

She demonstrated with her hand, tracing the path his body would take. "Once you're positioned, I'll ask if you want the restraints. For first-timers, I usually don't use them unless you specifically request them or unless you're having trouble staying relaxed. But they're here if you need them."

"What do they do?"

"They keep you in position even when your body wants to thrash or pull away from intensity. They remove the option of tensing up or clenching or trying to escape the sensation." Simone's eyes held his. "Some men need that permission to completely surrender. They can't let go unless they're literally unable to resist."

Marcus's asshole clenched again, his cock leaking another drop of precum that soaked into the robe.

"Let's start without them," he managed. "I'll tell you if I change my mind."

"Perfect. Drop the robe and climb up face-down whenever you're ready."

Marcus untied the robe with hands that were almost steady, letting it fall away. He was completely naked now, completely exposed, his cock jutting out hard and obvious. Simone's eyes flickered down to it, and her smile widened slightly—appreciation, not judgment.

He approached the table and climbed on awkwardly, trying to figure out the positioning. The padding was warm—heated, he realized—and incredibly soft against his skin. As he positioned himself face-down, his cock and balls naturally found the opening, hanging through it with plenty of room. The padding around the rim was soft enough that it didn't chafe or pinch, just held everything gently in place.

Simone adjusted his arms into the supports, positioned his head in the rest, and then ran her hands down his back, his sides, checking the alignment of his body. "How does this feel?"

"Vulnerable," Marcus said honestly.

"That's accurate. That's also the point." Her hands continued their assessment, warm and professional but somehow also sensual. "Lying like this, you can't see what I'm doing. You can only feel it. You can't control the intensity or the pacing. You have to trust me to read your body and give you what you need."

Her hands moved lower, resting on his ass, and Marcus felt his breathing quicken.

"I'm going to start with external work only," Simone said, her voice calm and steady. "I'm going to get you comfortable with the table, with the sensation of being pleasured from this angle, with arousal that builds without expectation of performance. Then, when your body is ready, I'll introduce the internal component. If at any point you want to pause or stop, just say so. I'll hear you. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good. Close your eyes. Focus on the sensations. Let your mind go quiet."

Marcus closed his eyes and tried to relax into the table, into the vulnerability, into whatever was about to happen.

The first touch was oil—warm, slick, fragrant with something herbal—being drizzled across his lower back in a slow stream. Simone's hands followed immediately, spreading the oil across his skin with firm, practiced pressure. It felt incredible, the heat of the oil combined with the strength of her fingers working tension from muscles he hadn't known were tight.

Her hands moved in long strokes down his back, out across his shoulders, down to his lower back again. She was thorough, methodical, and Marcus felt his breathing start to deepen, his body beginning to relax into the table despite his nervousness.

Her hands moved lower, kneading the muscles of his ass with the same firm pressure. She spread more oil, her fingers digging into the muscle, working out tension, and then spreading his ass cheeks slightly, letting more oil run down his crack.

Marcus tensed immediately, his asshole clenching.

"Shh," Simone murmured. "Not yet. I'm just oiling you, getting your body comfortable with being touched here. Breathe."

Her hands continued to work his ass, massaging the muscle, occasionally spreading his cheeks and letting oil run between them, but never actually touching his hole. It was maddeningly teasing, making Marcus hyperaware of his ass in a way he'd never been before, making him anticipate touches that weren't coming yet.

And then her touch shifted entirely.

Suddenly she was beneath the table.

Her oiled hands wrapped around his cock, and Marcus groaned into the headrest, the sound muffled but unmistakable. The angle was completely different from any handjob he'd ever received—she was pulling down and forward, not up and stroking, and the sensation made his hips jerk involuntarily against the padded opening.

"That's it," Simone murmured from beneath him. "Don't fight the urge to move. Let your body respond."

Her hands worked him with maddening, deliberate skill. One hand wrapped firmly around his shaft, stroking in long, slow pulls that seemed to start at the base and extract pleasure all the way to the tip. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, tugging them down with just enough pressure to make his cock throb.

The oil made everything slippery, effortless, and Marcus felt himself getting impossibly harder, his cock pulsing in her grip, precum leaking steadily now.

"You're responding beautifully," Simone said, and he could hear the smile in her voice. "Nice and hard, already leaking for me. Your body wants this."

She varied her technique—sometimes long, slow strokes that made him groan with frustration at the pace; sometimes quick, tight pumps focused just on the head that made him gasp with intensity; sometimes both hands working together, one stroking while the other twisted around the sensitive ridge below the head.

Marcus lost track of time. There was only the sensation of her hands on his cock, the warmth of the oil, the perfect pressure and rhythm that kept him aroused but never pushed him toward orgasm. It was sustained pleasure, building tension without release, and his body started to crave more without his mind quite realizing it.

"Now," Simone said, her voice dropping lower, "I'm going to start introducing the internal work. You'll feel my finger at your hole—just pressure at first, just touch, letting the muscle become aware and begin to relax."

Marcus tensed immediately, his entire body going rigid, his ass clenching hard.

Simone's hand on his cock never stopped moving. "Breathe, Marcus. I'm not pushing in yet. Just touching. Your body needs to learn that touch there doesn't mean pain or intrusion. It can mean pleasure."

He felt it—the slick press of her fingertip against his asshole, circling slowly, spreading more oil, applying gentle pressure that didn't penetrate. It felt intensely strange, foreign in a way that made his brain struggle to categorize the sensation. Not painful, but definitely not pleasurable yet either—just present, insistent, impossible to ignore.

Her other hand kept working his cock, kept providing pleasure that his body understood, creating a contrast that started to blur the line between what felt good and what felt weird.

"The muscle is starting to relax," Simone said, her finger still circling. "Your body is beginning to understand. I'm going to push in just the tip of my finger now. Just the very first joint. Keep breathing."

The pressure increased, and suddenly there was penetration—barely, just the very tip of her finger breaching his asshole, but Marcus gasped at the intrusion. His ass clenched hard around her finger reflexively, trying to expel it.

"Good. That's a normal response." Simone didn't push deeper, didn't withdraw either, just held that position while her other hand stroked his cock faster, providing more pleasure to balance the strangeness. "Your body is adjusting. In a moment, the urge to clench will fade, and you'll be able to relax around my finger."

She was right. After maybe thirty seconds of sustained stimulation to his cock, Marcus felt his ass begin to unclench incrementally, the muscle starting to accept the intrusion rather than fight it.

"Perfect," Simone murmured. "Now I'm going in deeper. To the first knuckle. You'll feel more fullness, more presence. Breathe through it."

Her finger pushed deeper, and Marcus made a sound he'd never heard himself make before—not quite a moan, not quite a whimper, something in between. The sensation of being penetrated, of having something inside his ass, was overwhelming in its strangeness. He felt every millimeter of her finger, felt his asshole stretched around it, felt the intrusion in a way that his brain didn't have context for.

But her hand on his cock never stopped, never slowed, and gradually the dual sensations started to create something new—a layered awareness of pleasure and strangeness that his body couldn't quite separate.

"Notice how different your cock feels now?" Simone's voice was soft, knowing. "The stimulation is the same, but your perception has changed. The pleasure is sharper, more intense, because your nervous system is processing multiple inputs."

She was right. His cock felt more sensitive than it had moments before, every stroke of her hand registering with heightened clarity.

"I'm going all the way in now," Simone said. "Full depth. You're going to feel my finger pressing against your prostate, and it's going to feel weird. Like you need to pee. That's the gland being stimulated. Don't clench against it. Don't try to push it out. Just experience it."

Her finger pushed deeper, past the second knuckle, fully inside him now, and Marcus felt it—a pressure unlike anything he'd experienced before. Not painful, not pleasurable, just intensely present. Deep inside him, something was being pressed against, stimulated, and the sensation triggered an immediate urge to pee that made him tense.

"There it is," Simone said with satisfaction. "That's your prostate. I'm going to massage it now—just slow, gentle pressure—while I keep stroking your cock. Your body is about to learn something new."

Her finger moved inside him, curling slightly, pressing and circling against that internal spot, and waves of sensation radiated through Marcus's pelvis that he had no framework for understanding. It wasn't quite pleasure—it was too strange, too insistent, too much—but it wasn't not-pleasure either. It was something new, something his body was trying desperately to categorize.

And her hand kept working his cock, faster now, her grip tighter, providing pleasure that his body did understand while his prostate was being introduced to stimulation it had never known.

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned, his hips starting to move involuntarily, trying to push back onto her finger while also thrusting forward into her hand.

"That's it. Your body is figuring it out." Simone increased the pressure on his prostate, her finger moving with more purpose. "The strangeness is starting to transform. Give it another minute, and your brain will start interpreting this as pleasure."

She was right. Gradually, imperceptibly at first, the weird pressure inside him started to shift into something that felt... good. Not orgasmic yet, not intensely pleasurable, but definitely moving in that direction. His prostate was responding to her touch, and his cock was responding to the stimulation of his prostate, and the two sensations were starting to amplify each other.

"I'm going to use the massager now," Simone said. "It's small—smaller than two fingers—but it vibrates. You're going to feel it all the way through your cock."

"Wait—" Marcus started to protest, but she was already withdrawing her finger, and the empty feeling that followed was surprisingly unpleasant. His ass felt like it wanted something back inside it, which was a revelation in itself.

He felt something else pressing against his hole—larger than her finger, definitely, but tapered and slick with oil. The massager.

"Relax," Simone commanded, and her hand on his cock stroked faster, providing incentive. "Let it in."

The massager pushed past his ring, the stretch more intense than her finger had been but not painful, and then it was inside him, pressing directly against his prostate with more surface area than her finger had managed.

Simone turned it on.

The vibration was low, steady, relentless, and it made Marcus's entire body go rigid. The sensation shot through his pelvis, up his spine, made his cock pulse violently in her hand and leak a steady stream of precum. It was intense, overwhelming, straddling the line between too-much and not-enough in a way that made his brain short-circuit.

"Breathe through it," Simone said, her voice steady, her hand continuing to stroke him relentlessly. "Your prostate is getting direct, sustained stimulation for probably the first time in your life. Your body doesn't know what to do with it yet. But it will."

The vibration continued, unrelenting, and Marcus felt his perception starting to shift. What had initially felt like too much was starting to feel necessary. His prostate was responding to the stimulation, sending signals through his nervous system that his cock was interpreting as intense arousal. He was leaking precum constantly now, his cock harder than he could remember it being, his entire pelvis feeling hot and full and desperately in need of release.

And Simone's hand kept stroking, faster now, her technique shifting to focus on the head, on the sensitive spot just below the ridge that made him gasp with every stroke.

"I'm going to make you come now," she said, her voice taking on an edge of command. "But this isn't going to feel like orgasms you've had before. This is going to start deep, in your prostate, and radiate outward. Let it happen. Don't fight it. Don't try to control it. Just surrender."

She increased the vibration.

Marcus felt something building that started nowhere near his cock—it started deep in his ass, a clenching pressure around the vibrating massager, a fullness that was becoming unbearable. His prostate felt like it was swelling, aching, begging for release, and Simone's hand on his cock was relentless, stroking faster and faster.

"I'm—fuck, I'm going to—" He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Let it happen," Simone commanded. "Come for me. Show me what your body can do when all of it is engaged."

The orgasm hit him like nothing he'd ever experienced.

It started exactly where she'd said it would—deep in his pelvis, a clenching seizure around the massager that felt like his prostate was trying to expel it and pull it deeper simultaneously. Then the sensation exploded outward in waves that made his entire body convulse.

His cock jerked violently in Simone's hand, and cum erupted from him in thick, powerful spurts that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than normal, somewhere primal. Simone kept stroking, kept milking him, her hand moving in long, pulling strokes while the massager continued its relentless vibration against his prostate.

But the orgasm didn't stop.

Wave after wave crashed through him, his cock continuing to pulse and spurt and leak long after he thought he was empty. His hands gripped the table supports so hard his knuckles went white. His body trembled and jerked involuntarily. And still the pleasure kept coming, radiating from his prostate through his entire pelvis, up his spine, making him moan and gasp and make sounds he'd never heard himself produce.

Thirty seconds. Forty-five. A full minute of sustained orgasm that seemed like it would never end.

Finally, gradually, the waves started to subside. Simone slowed her stroking, turned the vibration down incrementally, and then carefully, gently withdrew the massager from his ass.

Marcus lay there completely spent, his breathing ragged, his entire body trembling with aftershocks, his mind utterly blank.

"That," Simone said softly, her voice warm with satisfaction, "is what complete release feels like."


Chapter Two: The Return

Marcus made it six days.

Six days of telling himself he didn't need to go back, that the experience had been interesting but ultimately just an expensive curiosity satisfied. Six days of sleeping better than he had in years, of noticing his stress levels were somehow lower despite closing two major deals and navigating a particularly volatile board meeting. Six days of his body remembering things his mind was trying to forget.

Six days of his asshole clenching involuntarily at random moments, as if searching for stimulation it had experienced exactly once.

He'd tried jerking off the normal way on day three. It had been fine—functional, adequate, exactly what he'd experienced for the previous thirty-four years of his life. But afterward, lying in his bed with cum cooling on his stomach, he'd felt something that might have been disappointment. The orgasm had been brief, surface-level, nothing like the deep, prolonged waves that had crashed through him on Simone's table.

By day six, he was standing outside the Tribeca warehouse again, at 7:52 PM on a Wednesday, trying to convince himself this was just about thorough research. Due diligence. Understanding an interesting business model.

The door opened before he could reach for it.

Vivienne stood there in the same sleek uniform, her smile knowing and unsurprised. "Mr. Chen. Welcome back."

"I'm surprised you remember me," Marcus said, stepping inside. The familiar scent of eucalyptus and something warmer hit him immediately, and his cock twitched in his pants.

"We remember all our clients, but you're particularly memorable." Vivienne led him past the reception desk toward that same hallway with the frosted glass doors. "Six days is actually faster than average for a return visit. Most first-timers take two weeks to process what they've experienced and admit they want more."

"I'm not sure I want more," Marcus lied. "I'm just curious about—"

"Marcus." Vivienne stopped walking and turned to face him, her expression somewhere between amused and sympathetic. "You don't need to justify being here. You experienced something profound, your body responded in ways you didn't expect, and now you want to explore it further. That's why we exist."

The directness of it made Marcus's carefully constructed rationalizations crumble. "It's been affecting me. The way I sleep. The way I feel. I can't stop thinking about it."

"Of course you can't. Your nervous system has been introduced to a form of release it didn't know existed." Vivienne resumed walking, leading him past the numbered doors. "That first session was just an introduction. Today, we can actually begin your real education."

They stopped at a different door—this one marked with a "3"—and Vivienne pulled out a tablet. "You have options today. Simone is available if you want consistency, but we also have other attendants who specialize in different aspects of prostate work. There's Kendra, who focuses on sustained edging with gradually increasing anal stimulation. There's Maya, who specializes in multiple forced orgasms using prostate-focused techniques. Or there's James."

Marcus blinked. "James?"

"About thirty percent of our clients prefer male attendants for prostate work. Some men find it less psychologically complicated—easier to separate the physical from the emotional when the person with fingers in their ass isn't someone they might be sexually attracted to." Vivienne's tone was completely matter-of-fact. "James is extraordinarily skilled, particularly with clients who are still processing hesitation about anal penetration."

The idea of a man touching him that way made Marcus's stomach flip with something that might have been anxiety or might have been curiosity. "I think I'll stick with Simone."

"Good choice. She was hoping you'd return." Vivienne opened the door to reveal a room similar to the intake suite from his first visit, but larger, with more equipment visible. The milking table was there, but there was also what looked like a padded bench at an adjustable angle, and the cabinet of prostate massagers was open, displaying the full range. "Simone will be with you in a moment. Today's session is three hundred dollars—we only comp the first visit."

"That's significantly less than the five thousand you quoted initially."

"Five thousand is for premium memberships with priority booking and access to our advanced services. Pay-per-session is more affordable but doesn't include the VIP amenities." Vivienne gestured to a small table where a tablet sat ready. "You can pay here, or if you decide to pursue membership after today, we can credit this session toward your initiation fee."

Marcus pulled out his credit card, and Vivienne processed the payment with smooth efficiency. As she finished, there was a soft knock on the interior door, and Simone entered.

She looked exactly as Marcus remembered—athletic, confident, stunning in that understated way—but seeing her again made his cock start to swell immediately. His body recognized her, remembered what she'd done to him, wanted it again.

"Marcus," she said warmly, crossing the room to take his hand. "I'm so glad you came back."

"I wasn't sure I would."

"Yes, you were." Her smile was gentle but knowing. "Your body learned something six days ago that it can't unlearn. Now we build on that foundation." She glanced at Vivienne. "I've got him from here."

As Vivienne left, Simone guided Marcus to the small sitting area. "Tell me about the last six days. How have you felt?"

"Different," Marcus admitted. "I've been sleeping better. Stress levels are lower. But I also can't stop thinking about... what you did."

"The prostate stimulation specifically, or the entire experience?"

Marcus felt heat creep up his neck. "Both. All of it. The way you worked my cock was incredible, but the internal part—that's what I can't get out of my head."

"What about it specifically?"

"The intensity. The way it felt like the orgasm was coming from somewhere deeper. The way it lasted so much longer than normal." He met her eyes. "I tried jerking off normally a few days ago, and it felt incomplete afterward. Like I was only getting half of what my body is now capable of."

Simone's smile widened with satisfaction. "That's the conversion process. Once your prostate has been properly awakened, your body starts to crave that level of stimulation. Standard orgasms still work, but they feel diminished by comparison." She leaned forward slightly. "Today, we're going to take you deeper. You're not a virgin anymore, which means we can be more aggressive, use larger implements, explore techniques that would have been overwhelming six days ago."

Marcus's asshole clenched at the words 'more aggressive,' and his cock pushed harder against his pants.

"I want to try the restraints today," he said, surprising himself.

Simone's eyebrows rose with obvious pleasure. "That's an excellent instinct. Why?"

"Because last time, there were moments where I wanted to pull away from the intensity, and part of me thinks that if I couldn't pull away, if I had no choice but to experience it fully, it would be even more intense."

"You're absolutely right." Simone stood, extending her hand. "The restraints eliminate the psychological escape route. Your body can't tense up or pull away, so it has to surrender completely. Some of our most profound sessions happen when clients give up control entirely." She gestured toward the changing area. "Same protocol as last time—undress completely, put on the robe, come out when you're ready."
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When Marcus emerged from the changing area in the plush robe, Simone had prepared the room. The lighting was dimmer, the music slightly more hypnotic, and the milking table had been adjusted to a different configuration—slightly higher, angled with the head lower than the hips.

"This positioning puts your ass higher," Simone explained, running her hand along the table's surface. "It gives me better access for deeper penetration and allows gravity to help with the internal work."

The clinical way she described it made Marcus's cock throb. He dropped the robe and climbed onto the table, the heated padding welcoming him as he positioned himself face-down. His cock and balls hung through the opening, already half-hard, and Simone adjusted his arms into the supports before moving to his ankles.

"I'm going to restrain your ankles first," she said, and Marcus felt padded cuffs being secured around each ankle, holding his legs slightly spread. "Then your wrists." More cuffs, these attached to the arm supports, not tight but definitely secure. "And finally a chest strap."

A wide, padded strap came across his upper back, and Simone secured it with a soft click. Marcus tested the restraints and found he could barely move—could shift his hips slightly, could flex his fingers, but couldn't pull away from the table or reach back to interfere.

"How does that feel?" Simone asked.

"Intense. I'm completely exposed."

"You are. Your ass is elevated and spread, your cock is hanging ready, and you have no ability to resist or control what happens next." Her hand ran down his back, possessive. "That's exactly where I want you."

The vulnerability was overwhelming, but it was also intensely arousing. Marcus felt his cock swell to full hardness, hanging heavy through the opening.

"Today's session is going to be structured differently," Simone said, her voice taking on a lecturing quality that somehow made everything hotter. "Six days ago, I introduced you to prostate stimulation and gave you a single, sustained orgasm. Today, I'm going to edge you repeatedly while increasing the intensity of the anal penetration, and then I'm going to force multiple orgasms from you until your prostate is completely drained."

"Jesus," Marcus muttered into the headrest.

"You're going to learn what your body is capable of when you can't escape the stimulation." Simone's hands began spreading warm oil across his back, his ass, running down his crack in streams that made him shiver. "I'm also going to teach you to associate anal penetration with pleasure so completely that your ass will start to crave being filled."

Her hands worked the oil into his skin with firm, expert pressure, and Marcus felt himself relaxing into the table despite his elevated arousal. When her hands moved to his ass, kneading the muscle and spreading his cheeks, he didn't tense the way he had six days ago. His body remembered this, wanted this.

"You're already more relaxed," Simone observed. "Your hole isn't clenching defensively. It's anticipating."

She was right. Marcus could feel his asshole fluttering slightly, responding to the oil running across it, to the promise of what was coming.

Simone moved beneath the table, and suddenly her oiled hands were on his cock. The first stroke made Marcus groan—she remembered exactly how he responded, exactly what pressure and rhythm to use. Within thirty seconds, he was fully hard and leaking.

"Perfect," she murmured. "Stay just like that."

Her finger pressed against his asshole without warning, and this time there was no gradual introduction. She pushed inside smoothly, easily, his hole accepting the penetration with barely any resistance.

"See how much your body has changed already?" Simone's finger moved inside him, curling to press against his prostate. "Six days ago, it took minutes to get you to accept even the tip of my finger. Now you're opening for me immediately."

The pressure on his prostate made Marcus's cock pulse in her other hand, leaking more precum. The sensation was already more pleasurable than strange, his nervous system having learned to interpret the stimulation as arousing.

"I'm adding a second finger," Simone said, and Marcus felt the stretch as she worked another finger inside him alongside the first. The fullness was more intense, and his ass clenched reflexively around the intrusion before relaxing again.

"Good. Breathe through it." Her hand on his cock stroked faster, rewarding him. "Two fingers gives me much better access to your prostate. I can really work it now."

She demonstrated, both fingers pressing and massaging against that internal spot with firm, deliberate pressure. Marcus felt his prostate responding, swelling slightly, sending waves of heat through his pelvis that made his cock throb.

"Already more sensitive than last time," Simone said with satisfaction. "Your prostate is learning. It's starting to understand what it's for."

She worked him like that for several minutes—two fingers massaging his prostate while her other hand stroked his cock with varying rhythms. Marcus felt pleasure building steadily, his body climbing toward orgasm, and then Simone's hand would slow or change technique, keeping him aroused but not letting him come.

"This is edging," she explained. "I'm keeping you right at the edge of orgasm while your prostate gets more and more sensitized. By the time I let you come, the intensity will be exponentially greater."

Marcus groaned into the headrest, his hips trying to move in the restraints, trying to thrust into her hand or back onto her fingers. The restraints held him immobile, forced him to simply receive whatever she chose to give.

"I'm going to use a larger massager now," Simone said, withdrawing her fingers. "This one is about the width of three fingers and has a more pronounced curve to really target your prostate."

Marcus heard her moving, selecting something from the cabinet, and then he felt it—slick silicone pressing against his now-stretched hole. It was definitely larger, and as Simone pushed it inside, Marcus felt the stretch intensely. His ass resisted for a moment, the ring of muscle clenching against the intrusion, and then it popped past and slid deep inside him.

"Fuck," Marcus gasped.

"Beautiful," Simone said. "Look how well you're taking it."

The massager was curved in a way that put direct, constant pressure on his prostate, and Marcus could feel the fullness in a way that was both uncomfortable and intensely arousing. His cock was rock-hard, leaking steadily, his entire pelvis feeling hot and full.

Simone turned on the vibration.

The intensity was higher than the first massager she'd used six days ago, and Marcus's entire body jerked in the restraints. The vibration seemed to radiate through his entire pelvis, making his cock pulse and leak, making his prostate feel like it was swelling.

And her hand started stroking his cock again, fast and firm and relentless.

"Oh god," Marcus moaned, "I'm going to come—"

Simone's hand stopped immediately, and she turned off the vibration. "Not yet."

Marcus made a sound of pure frustration, his body straining against the restraints, desperate for the orgasm that had been building.

"This is what edging feels like when you can't escape it," Simone said calmly. "Your body is begging for release, but I control when that happens. Not you."

She turned the vibration back on—lower this time—and resumed stroking his cock. The pleasure built again, more intense this time because of the denial, and Marcus felt himself climbing rapidly toward orgasm.

Again, Simone stopped just before he could tip over the edge.

"Please," Marcus heard himself beg.

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"Not yet. You're going to be edged five more times before I allow release." Simone's hand on his cock started moving again, her other hand pressing the massager deeper, angling it to put more pressure on his prostate. "Each time, the intensity will build. Each time, your prostate will become more desperate. And when I finally let you come, it's going to be so intense you'll understand why men become addicted to this."

She wasn't lying. Over the next twenty minutes—though Marcus lost all sense of time—Simone brought him to the edge of orgasm again and again, each time stopping just before he could come, each time leaving him more desperate and frustrated. His cock was leaking continuously now, precum streaming from the tip, his balls aching with the need for release.

And his prostate—his prostate was swollen and throbbing around the massager, sending constant signals of desperate arousal through his nervous system. He'd never felt anything like it, this deep, internal aching need that his cock alone couldn't satisfy.

"One more edge," Simone said, "and then I'm going to switch to the largest massager we have and force three orgasms from you in rapid succession."

"I don't think I can—"

"You can. Your body is capable of much more than you know." She turned the vibration higher and stroked his cock with brutal efficiency, and Marcus felt the orgasm building impossibly fast, impossibly intense.

Just as he was about to explode, Simone stopped and withdrew the massager entirely.

The empty feeling was agonizing. His ass clenched around nothing, his prostate swollen and desperate, his cock throbbing and leaking. He'd never felt so completely, desperately aroused in his life.

"Perfect," Simone said. "You're ready."

He heard her selecting something new from the cabinet, heard the slick sound of oil being applied, and then felt something pressing against his hole that was significantly larger than anything she'd used so far.

"This is going to be a stretch," Simone warned. "Breathe through it."

She pushed, and Marcus felt his asshole stretching wider than it ever had, the ring of muscle burning slightly with the effort of accommodating the girth. For a moment, he thought it wouldn't fit, that it was too much—

And then it pushed past the resistance and slid deep inside him, fuller than he'd known he could feel.

"Holy fuck," Marcus gasped, his entire body trembling.

"Seven inches long, two inches wide at the thickest point," Simone said with satisfaction. "Curved to put maximum pressure on your prostate. This is what we use for advanced sessions."

The fullness was overwhelming, borderline painful, and intensely arousing all at once. Marcus could feel every inch of it inside him, could feel his ass stretched around the girth, could feel the curved head pressing against his prostate with relentless pressure.

Simone turned it on.

The vibration at this size was devastating. Marcus's entire pelvis seemed to vibrate with it, the sensation so intense it was almost unbearable. His cock jerked violently, and Simone's hand wrapped around it and started stroking with fast, firm pulls.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Right now."

The orgasm that had been denied so many times crashed through him with brutal force. It started in his prostate, clenching desperately around the massive massager, and exploded outward in waves so intense Marcus screamed into the headrest. His cock erupted, cum spraying from him in thick spurts while Simone's hand milked him relentlessly.

But she didn't stop.

Even as he was still coming, even as his body was trembling with the intensity, she kept the vibration going, kept stroking his cock, forcing the orgasm to continue beyond what should have been possible.

"That's one," Simone said. "Two more."

Marcus's cock was still hard—impossibly, it hadn't softened at all—and the stimulation that had felt overwhelming during orgasm now felt like torture. He was too sensitive, his prostate aching from the first orgasm, his cock hypersensitive in her grip.

"I can't—" he gasped.

"You can. You will." Simone increased the vibration and stroked faster. "Your prostate is going to give me two more loads before I'm done with you."

The pleasure built again, faster this time, more intense because his entire system was already overwhelmed. Marcus felt another orgasm approaching, different from the first—deeper, more concentrated in his prostate, less focused on his cock.

When it hit, his cock barely jerked, but the clenching in his ass was even more intense, and fluid leaked from his cock in steady pulses rather than spurts. A prostate orgasm, distinct from a penile one.

"That's two," Simone said, her voice warm with approval. "One more. Give me everything."

She didn't let up, didn't give him a moment to recover. The massive massager continued its relentless vibration, her hand continued stroking his hypersensitive cock, and Marcus felt something building that was different from both previous orgasms—a deep, aching pressure in his prostate that felt like it needed to be released even though he'd already come twice.

"Please," he whimpered, "please, I need—"

"I know what you need." Simone pressed the massager harder against his prostate and stroked his cock with brutal efficiency. "Come. Now."

The third orgasm was different entirely—his cock leaked rather than spurted, his prostate clenching in long, sustained contractions that felt like his entire pelvis was trying to empty itself. The sensation was so intense it crossed into something beyond pleasure, something that made his entire body convulse in the restraints, something that felt like his nervous system was short-circuiting.

Finally—after what felt like an eternity—Simone turned off the vibration and carefully withdrew the massive massager from his ass.

Marcus lay there utterly destroyed, unable to move, unable to think, his body still trembling with aftershocks.
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He didn't know how much time passed before Simone began releasing the restraints. His ankles first, then his wrists, then the chest strap. She helped him sit up slowly, his muscles feeling like water, and handed him a bottle of electrolyte water.

"Drink all of it," she instructed. "Your body just went through an intense physiological event."

Marcus drank obediently, his hands shaking slightly, his mind still trying to process what had just happened. Three orgasms in rapid succession, each one different, each one more intense than anything he'd experienced six days ago.

"How do you feel?" Simone asked, sitting beside him.

"Destroyed. In the best possible way." Marcus set down the empty bottle. "I've never experienced anything like that."

"Triple orgasm sessions are intense, especially when combined with aggressive prostate work and restraints. Most clients work up to that over multiple sessions." Simone smiled. "But you were ready for it. Your body responded beautifully."

"I didn't know I was capable of that."

"Most men aren't aware of what their bodies can do until someone shows them." Simone stood, offering him a hand. "Get dressed whenever you're ready. There's no rush."

As she moved toward the door, Marcus found himself asking, "When can I come back?"

Simone turned, her smile knowing and warm. "Most clients who experience triple forced orgasms need at least a week to recover. But you can book as soon as you feel ready. I'd recommend trying a different attendant next time—experiencing different techniques and approaches will expand your understanding of what's possible."

"What if I want you again?"

"Then ask for me specifically when you book. But part of the education here is learning that there are dozens of ways to work a prostate, dozens of techniques for extracting complete release. Simone's method is just one of many."

After she left, Marcus sat there for several minutes, his body still humming with residual pleasure, his mind reeling. He'd come here thinking he just needed to experience it once more to get it out of his system.

Instead, he now understood that one session had just been the beginning.

As he dressed slowly, his hands still slightly unsteady, Marcus pulled out his phone and navigated to the number he'd called over a week ago. He composed a text: I want to set up a membership consultation.

The response came in less than thirty seconds: We'd be delighted to discuss our membership options with you, Mr. Chen. Are you available tomorrow at 6 PM?

Marcus confirmed, and as he left the building, he realized he'd already mentally cleared his schedule for regular sessions. His body had learned something it couldn't unlearn, had been introduced to pleasure it would now crave.

The conversion was complete.

He was going to become a regular.
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The next evening, Marcus arrived at the Tribeca warehouse at precisely 6 PM. This time, when the door opened, it was a man who greeted him—late thirties, professional demeanor, dressed in a well-tailored suit rather than the athletic wear the attendants favored.

"Mr. Chen, I'm David. I handle our premium membership consultations." He gestured Marcus inside. "Please, follow me to the conference room."

The conference room was on the second floor—Marcus hadn't known there was a second floor—and it looked more like a high-end law office than anything connected to the sexual services happening below. Mahogany table, leather chairs, abstract art on the walls.

David gestured to a chair and opened a leather portfolio. "You've had two sessions with us now—one complimentary introduction with Simone, and yesterday's triple orgasm intensive, also with Simone. Both sessions apparently went extremely well."

"That's an understatement."

David smiled. "I've reviewed your intake forms and Simone's session notes. You responded exceptionally well to restraints, to aggressive prostate stimulation, to edging and forced orgasms. That suggests you'd be an excellent candidate for our Platinum membership tier."

"What does that include?"

"Unlimited sessions—you can book as frequently as you like, subject to availability. Priority scheduling with all attendants. Access to our VIP chambers, which have specialized equipment not available in the standard rooms. Invitations to our members-only events." David slid a bound document across the table. "The annual fee is sixty thousand dollars."

Marcus didn't flinch at the number—he'd spent more than that on his watch—but he wanted to understand what he'd be getting. "Tell me more about the VIP chambers and the specialized equipment."

"We have three VIP chambers. The Extraction Suite is designed for marathon sessions—it has advanced restraint systems, multiple attendant capability, and equipment for continuous stimulation over extended periods. Some clients book three, four, even six-hour sessions there." David turned a page in his portfolio, revealing photos. "The Milking Lab focuses on scientific exploration of your body's capabilities—biometric monitoring, customized stimulation protocols, experimental techniques. It's popular with clients who want to push boundaries."

"And the third?"

"The Breeding Room." David's expression remained completely professional, but Marcus saw a flicker of something in his eyes. "It's designed for clients who have specific fantasies about submission, forced breeding, anonymous encounters. It has glory hole configurations, breeding benches, equipment for more extreme power dynamics."

Marcus's cock stirred in his pants despite having been thoroughly drained less than twenty-four hours ago. "I want the Platinum membership."

"Excellent." David pulled out a tablet and began processing the payment. "A few additional details: Platinum members have access to our attendant profiles, which include their specializations and client reviews. You can request specific attendants, specific techniques, specific scenarios. We also offer couples sessions if you ever want to bring a partner, and we have relationships with complementary services—tantric practitioners, somatic therapists, even psychologists who specialize in sexual wellness."

As Marcus provided his payment information, David continued. "I should also mention that many of our Platinum members become advocates for the method. They introduce friends, colleagues, people in their professional networks. We offer referral bonuses, but more than that, there's often a desire to share this experience with other men who might benefit from it."

"I can understand that." Marcus had already thought about mentioning the club to at least two friends who he knew struggled with stress and conventional sexual satisfaction.

"Your membership is now active," David said, handing Marcus an elegant black card—similar to the one that had appeared in his gym locker, but this one had his name embossed along with a membership number. "This gets you priority access. You can book sessions through our app, which I'll send you a download link for, or by calling the main number. Welcome to The Milking Club, Mr. Chen. I think you're going to find this to be one of the best investments you've ever made."
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Over the following week, Marcus booked three more sessions, each with a different attendant as Simone had suggested.

Kendra was a revelation—she specialized in tantric prostate work, edging him for over an hour while using progressively larger plugs to keep his ass filled and his prostate constantly stimulated. By the time she finally allowed him to come, Marcus was begging incoherently, his mind completely gone, and the orgasm seemed to last for minutes.

Maya focused on multiple rapid orgasms using a technique she called "prostate pumping"—rhythmic, forceful massage of his prostate while her mouth worked his cock. She'd extracted five orgasms from him in forty-five minutes, each one somehow more intense than the last, until his prostate felt wrung completely dry.

And then there was James.

Marcus had been nervous about booking with a male attendant, his heterosexuality making him hesitate despite the club's assurances that sexual orientation and anatomical pleasure were separate things. But James had been recommended specifically for clients still processing psychological resistance to anal work, and Marcus wanted to confront that last piece of hesitation.

James had been matter-of-fact, clinical, and devastatingly skilled. His fingers were larger than the female attendants', his strength allowing him to massage Marcus's prostate with pressure that bordered on aggressive. He'd used a technique he called "prostate milking"—sustained, rhythmic pressure that had made fluid leak from Marcus's cock in steady streams without his cock even being touched.

"Your prostate is producing continuously," James had explained, his fingers working with mechanical precision. "This is pure prostatic fluid, separate from semen. Some men can produce substantial amounts when properly milked."

By the end of that session, Marcus had been lying in a puddle of his own fluid, having experienced orgasms that were entirely prostate-focused, his cock barely involved. It had broken something open in his understanding of his own body.

And when James had asked, casually, "How do you feel about the psychological component now?" Marcus had answered honestly: "I don't care who's touching me anymore. I just want to feel what my body can do."

That was the final conversion.

Two weeks after his first session, Marcus had become the thing Vivienne had predicted with ninety-seven percent accuracy: a regular client who not only returned frequently but actively advocated for the method.

He'd started casually mentioning the club to friends during drinks, describing it vaguely as "this incredible wellness service that actually works." He'd referred two colleagues already, and both had thanked him afterward with the fervent gratitude of men whose understanding of their own bodies had been fundamentally transformed.

And as Marcus lay on the table for his eighth session—this time in the Extraction Suite, experiencing his first marathon three-hour session with two attendants working him simultaneously—he understood exactly why the club had such staggering retention rates.

They'd taught him something his body would now crave for the rest of his life.

They'd shown him that complete release required surrender, required vulnerability, required letting someone access parts of him he'd never considered sexual.

They'd converted him completely.

And there was no going back.


Chapter Three: The Laboratory

Three weeks into his Platinum membership, Marcus Chen had stopped pretending his life hadn't fundamentally changed.

He slept better than he had since college. His resting heart rate had dropped seven beats per minute. The chronic tension he'd carried in his shoulders and jaw for years had simply... vanished. His assistant had commented that he seemed "different somehow—calmer," and two of his business partners had separately asked if he'd started meditating or seeing a therapist.

Marcus had smiled and said something vague about "discovering a new wellness practice."

What he didn't tell them was that he was booking sessions at The Milking Club three times a week, that he'd experienced over a dozen different attendants and techniques, that his body now craved prostate stimulation with the same intensity it had once craved food or sleep. That he'd spent forty-five minutes the previous Tuesday strapped to a table while Maya worked his prostate so aggressively he'd literally screamed himself hoarse.

That he'd become exactly the kind of convert Vivienne had predicted.

He was thinking about this as he sat in a conference room at his firm, half-listening to a presentation about market volatility, when his phone buzzed with a message from the club's app:

New VIP availability: Milking Lab session with Dr. Reeves, Thursday 8 PM. Advanced experimental protocols. Recommended for experienced clients only. 4-hour duration.

Marcus's cock stirred in his pants immediately. He'd heard whispers about Dr. Reeves from other Platinum members—a woman who apparently had an actual PhD in somatic psychology and specialized in pushing clients past what they thought were their physical limits. The Milking Lab was the one VIP chamber he hadn't experienced yet, having spent most of his sessions in the Extraction Suite.

He booked it before the presentation on market volatility was even finished.
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Thursday evening, Marcus arrived at the Tribeca warehouse at 7:45 PM, fifteen minutes early because he'd been too keyed up to stay at his apartment any longer. The door opened to reveal Vivienne, as always, but this time she was holding a tablet and wearing an expression that was more serious than her usual knowing smile.

"Mr. Chen. Dr. Reeves is prepping the Lab for your session." She gestured him inside. "Before we go up, I need to confirm a few things. You've reviewed the informed consent documentation for experimental protocols?"

"I have." Marcus had read through the lengthy document the app had required him to sign—it had been significantly more detailed than the standard session waiver, covering everything from biometric monitoring to the use of "novel stimulation techniques" to the possibility of "intense physiological and psychological responses."

"Good. Dr. Reeves's methods are more clinical than most of our attendants. She approaches prostate work as a science, and her sessions are structured around data collection and optimization. Some clients find that intensely arousing. Others find it too impersonal." Vivienne's eyes studied him. "Based on your session history—your positive response to restraints, to aggressive technique, to forced multiple orgasms—I think you'll find her approach fascinating."

"What makes the Milking Lab different from the other VIP chambers?"

"The Extraction Suite is about duration and intensity—marathon sessions, multiple attendants, sustained stimulation. The Breeding Room is about power dynamics and fantasy fulfillment." Vivienne led him toward a staircase he hadn't noticed before, leading up to the third floor. "The Milking Lab is about understanding your body as a system and then systematically optimizing every variable to produce maximum response. Dr. Reeves will measure everything—heart rate, blood pressure, sphincter tension, prostate fluid production, orgasm duration and intensity. She'll test different implements, different rhythms, different combinations. By the end of four hours, she'll know more about how your body responds to prostate stimulation than you do."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his suit pants. "That sounds incredible."

"It is. It's also overwhelming. Dr. Reeves doesn't stop when you think you can't take anymore—she stops when the data tells her you've reached your actual physiological limit." They reached a door at the top of the stairs, marked with a simple "L" in silver. "Most clients who session with her once become regulars. She has a gift for finding responses you didn't know your body was capable of."

Vivienne knocked twice, and a voice from inside called, "Send him in."

The door opened, and Marcus stepped into a room that looked nothing like the warm, sensual spaces he'd experienced in his previous sessions.

The Milking Lab was exactly that—a laboratory. The lighting was bright and clinical, the walls were white, and the equipment looked more like it belonged in a research hospital than a sex club. There was a milking table, but it was connected to what looked like a computer workstation with multiple monitors displaying graphs and readouts. Medical equipment lined one wall—monitors, sensors, what looked like an ultrasound machine. A cabinet with glass doors revealed an array of prostate implements that was far more extensive than anything he'd seen before, each one labeled and organized with scientific precision.

And in the center of it all stood Dr. Reeves.

She was in her early forties, strikingly beautiful in a severe, intellectual way—sharp features, gray eyes behind designer glasses, blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun. She wore a white lab coat over what looked like the same athletic uniform the other attendants favored, and she was studying a tablet with intense focus.

"Marcus Chen," she said, looking up. Her voice was cool, analytical. "Platinum member for three weeks, fourteen total sessions, multiple attendants. You've responded positively to aggressive prostate work, restraints, edging, and forced multiple orgasms." She set down the tablet and extended her hand. "I'm Dr. Reeves. You can call me Doctor or Elena, whichever makes you more comfortable."

"Elena is fine." Marcus shook her hand, her grip firm and businesslike.

"Good. Before we begin, I need to explain how this session will work because it's substantially different from what you've experienced with our other attendants." Elena gestured to the modified milking table. "This is a four-hour experimental protocol designed to map your complete prostate response profile. I'll be monitoring multiple physiological variables while systematically testing different implements, techniques, rhythms, and intensities. My goal is to identify the specific combination that produces your maximum sustainable arousal and your most intense possible orgasm."

"That sounds..." Marcus searched for words. "Intense."

"It is. It's also empirical. I don't rely on intuition or experience—I rely on data." Elena pulled up something on one of the monitors, and Marcus saw what looked like a detailed anatomical scan. "I'll be using ultrasound imaging to visualize your prostate in real-time, sensors to measure sphincter tension and relaxation, biometric monitoring to track your nervous system state. Every implement I use will be measured for depth, angle, pressure, and vibration frequency. By the end of tonight, I'll have a complete model of exactly how your body responds to prostate stimulation."

Marcus's cock throbbed. The clinical precision of it, the idea of being studied and optimized like a system to be understood, was intensely arousing in a way he hadn't anticipated.

"What do you do with that data?"

"I use it to create a personalized protocol for your future sessions—a roadmap of exactly how to work your prostate for optimal results. Some clients use it themselves. Others share it with partners. Many come back for quarterly optimization sessions to refine the model as their body adapts to regular stimulation." Elena's eyes studied him with the same analytical focus she'd given the tablet. "Are you ready to begin?"

"Yes."

"Good. Strip completely and get on the table face-down. I'll apply the monitoring equipment."
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The changing area in the Milking Lab was purely functional—no plush robes, just hooks for clothes and a small bench. Marcus undressed quickly, his cock already fully hard, and returned to find Elena preparing the table.

"Face-down, cock and balls through the opening," she instructed. "Arms in the supports, head in the rest."

Marcus climbed on and positioned himself, the familiar vulnerability of the position amplified by the bright clinical lighting. Elena moved efficiently, securing his wrists and ankles with padded restraints, adding the chest strap, and then doing something he hadn't experienced before—attaching sensors.

Small adhesive patches went on his chest, his temples, his inner thighs. A blood pressure cuff wrapped around his upper arm. And then Elena's gloved hands spread his ass cheeks, and he felt something cool and slick being applied around his asshole.

"Conductive gel," she explained. "For the sphincter tension sensors."

Marcus felt small sensors being positioned around his hole, held in place by medical tape. The sensation was clinical, impersonal, and somehow that made it hotter.

"I'm going to insert the ultrasound probe now," Elena said. "It's about the width of a finger, maybe six inches long. It will allow me to visualize your prostate throughout the session."

The probe slid inside him easily—his ass had been trained enough over the past three weeks that the penetration barely registered as more than pressure. But once it was seated, Marcus could see on the monitor in his peripheral vision an image of his internal anatomy, his prostate visible as a rounded shape.

"Beautiful," Elena murmured, studying the image. "Slightly enlarged from regular stimulation—that's normal for frequent milking. No abnormalities. Good blood flow." She adjusted something, and the image zoomed in. "We'll leave that in place for the first phase. It won't interfere with the other implements."

Elena moved beneath the table, and Marcus felt her gloved hands on his cock. The touch was efficient, clinical, designed to establish baseline arousal rather than provide pleasure.

"I'm going to establish your baseline responses now," she said, her voice taking on a lecturing quality. "This means bringing you to full arousal without allowing orgasm, so I can measure your pre-stimulated state."

Her hand worked his cock with mechanical precision—firm strokes, steady rhythm, nothing creative or teasing. But the efficiency of it, combined with the sensors and the probe inside him and the knowledge that every response was being measured, made Marcus's arousal spike rapidly.

"Heart rate increasing," Elena noted, clearly reading the monitors. "Blood pressure elevated. Sphincter tension high—you're clenching in anticipation. Good. That's all normal."

She stroked him for perhaps three minutes, bringing him to full hardness, his cock leaking steadily, and then she stopped.

"Baseline established. Now we begin the experimental protocols." Elena moved back to his ass, and Marcus felt her removing the ultrasound probe. "Phase one: implement testing. I'm going to use twelve different prostate massagers in sequence, each for exactly five minutes, while maintaining steady external stimulation. The goal is to identify which implement produces the strongest response based on heart rate variability, sphincter relaxation, prostate fluid production, and subjective arousal."

"How do you measure subjective arousal?"

"I'll ask you to rate your arousal on a scale of one to ten at regular intervals. I'll also monitor involuntary vocalizations, hip movement against the restraints, and precum production." Elena selected something from the cabinet. "Starting with the smallest implement—basic silicone probe, one inch diameter, five inches insertable length, minimal curve."

The first massager slid inside him easily, and Elena turned it on to a low vibration. Her other hand resumed stroking his cock with that same steady, mechanical rhythm.

"Arousal level?" she asked.

"Maybe a six," Marcus said.

"Note: Subject rates arousal at six out of ten. Heart rate 98 BPM, sphincter tension decreasing. Minimal precum production." Elena's voice was matter-of-fact, clinical. "Continuing."

The five minutes felt both too long and too short—the stimulation was pleasant but not intense, his body responding but not urgently. When Elena removed the first implement and replaced it with the second, Marcus immediately felt the difference.

"Curved probe, one point five inches diameter, targets prostate directly," Elena narrated. "Increased vibration frequency."

This one hit his prostate with focused pressure, and Marcus groaned involuntarily.

"Arousal level?"

"Seven. Maybe eight."

"Note: Subject rates arousal at seven to eight. Heart rate 112 BPM. Significant increase in sphincter relaxation. Increased precum production. Involuntary vocalization noted."

Over the next hour, Elena methodically worked through all twelve implements, each one different in size, shape, curve, vibration pattern. She narrated continuously, noting his responses, adjusting variables, her hand on his cock never stopping its steady stimulation.

By the eighth implement—a larger curved massager with a pronounced head that absolutely hammered his prostate—Marcus was gasping, his hips straining against the restraints, his cock leaking continuously.

"Arousal level?"

"Nine. Fuck, nine."

"Note: Subject rates arousal at nine. Heart rate 128 BPM. Complete sphincter relaxation. Subject is now actively pushing back against the implement. Heavy precum production. This implement shows strongest response so far."

She continued through all twelve, and by the time she'd tested the final one, Marcus was desperate, his body begging for orgasm, his prostate swollen and aching from an hour of sustained stimulation without release.

"Phase one complete," Elena said, removing the final implement. "Based on the data, implements eight, ten, and twelve produced the strongest responses. We'll use those for phase two: rhythm and technique optimization."

"Please," Marcus heard himself say, "I need to come."

"Not yet. Your body hasn't reached maximum arousal capacity." Elena's gloved hand left his cock, and Marcus groaned with frustration. "Phase two will take approximately ninety minutes. I'm going to use the three optimal implements in rotation while systematically testing different stroking rhythms, different prostate massage techniques, and different combinations. The goal is to bring you to the absolute edge of orgasm and hold you there until your body begins producing prostate fluid continuously."

"Jesus Christ."

"Some subjects find this phase psychologically challenging. The sustained arousal without release can be frustrating. But the data shows that pushing past that frustration produces significantly more intense orgasms when release is finally permitted." Elena inserted what Marcus recognized as implement number eight—the curved massager that had made him rate his arousal at nine. "I'm also going to increase the complexity. Two implements simultaneously, external prostate massage combined with internal work."

Before Marcus could process what that meant, he felt her gloved fingers pressing against his perineum—the external access point to his prostate—while the internal massager vibrated against it from the other side.

The sensation was devastating.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped, his entire body jerking in the restraints.

"Note: Subject showing extreme response to combined internal and external prostate stimulation. Heart rate 142 BPM. Approaching sustained tachycardia. Subject is now in continuous high arousal state."

Elena's hand returned to his cock, but this time her rhythm was different—faster, more varied, designed to push him toward orgasm. And just as Marcus felt himself starting to climb toward release, she'd stop or slow, keeping him suspended at that desperate edge.

"Arousal level?"

"Ten. Fuck, it's a ten. Please."

"Maintaining at maximum subjective arousal. We'll hold here."

For the next ninety minutes, Elena systematically destroyed Marcus's sanity.

She rotated between the three optimal implements, testing different vibration patterns, different angles, different depths. She'd combine internal and external prostate work, or alternate between them. She'd stroke his cock fast then slow, tight then loose, focused on the head then the shaft. She'd edge him dozens of times, bringing him to the precipice of orgasm and then backing off with clinical precision.

And she narrated everything, her voice never losing that cool, analytical tone even as Marcus begged and pleaded and made sounds he'd never heard himself produce.

"Subject's prostate is now visibly engorged on ultrasound. Fluid production has increased significantly—note the continuous leakage without orgasm. This is pure prostatic fluid, separate from seminal fluid. Subject is now in what we call 'continuous milking state'—the prostate is producing and releasing fluid steadily without requiring orgasm stimulus."

Marcus could feel it—his cock leaking constantly, steady streams of clear fluid that Elena collected in a small graduated cylinder beneath the table.

"Forty milliliters so far," she noted. "Substantially above average. Your prostate is highly responsive to sustained stimulation."

"Please let me come," Marcus begged, his voice wrecked. "Please, I can't—"

"You can. Your biometrics show you're in no physical distress despite the psychological intensity. We'll continue for another fifteen minutes, and then we'll move to phase three: optimized orgasm extraction."

Those fifteen minutes were the longest of Marcus's life. Elena held him at maximum arousal, his prostate swollen and desperate, his cock harder than he'd known it could be, his entire body trembling with the need for release that she clinically, methodically denied.

Finally—finally—she said, "Phase three beginning. Based on all collected data, I'm going to induce orgasm using the following protocol: implement eight at maximum vibration, combined internal and external prostate massage, rapid stroking focused on the frenulum. I'm going to force three orgasms in rapid succession to fully drain your prostate."

"Oh god yes," Marcus gasped.

"The first will be primarily penile. The second will be prostate-focused. The third will be a dry orgasm—your prostate will contract and release but minimal fluid will be expelled because you'll be thoroughly drained." Elena inserted the curved massager and turned it to maximum. "Beginning now."

Her fingers pressed hard against his perineum while the massager vibrated violently against his prostate from inside, and her other hand began stroking his cock with brutal, efficient speed. The stimulation was overwhelming, perfectly calibrated from two and a half hours of data collection, and Marcus lasted maybe twenty seconds before the orgasm crashed through him.

His cock erupted, cum spraying in thick ropes while Elena's hand milked him relentlessly. His prostate clenched desperately around the massager, and the orgasm seemed to feed itself, each clench producing more sensation that produced more clenching.

But Elena didn't stop.

Even as he was still coming, she maintained the stimulation, and the first orgasm blended seamlessly into the second. This one was different—deeper, more focused in his prostate, his cock spurting smaller amounts while his ass clenched in longer, more sustained contractions.

"Good," Elena said clinically. "Subject is now experiencing prostate-focused orgasm. Note the extended contraction duration."

And still she didn't stop.

The third orgasm built even as Marcus's cock was still hypersensitive from the first two, and when it hit, his prostate clenched in desperate spasms but his cock barely released any fluid—just a few drops, his body thoroughly emptied.

"Perfect. That's a complete three-phase orgasm sequence. Total duration: ninety-four seconds." Elena finally turned off the massager and removed it, her hand leaving his cock. "Phase three complete."

Marcus lay there absolutely destroyed, unable to move, unable to think, his entire body still trembling with aftershocks from the most intense sustained orgasm he'd ever experienced.

Elena moved around the table, removing sensors, checking monitors, making notes on her tablet. After several minutes, she released the restraints and helped him sit up slowly.

"Drink this," she said, handing him an electrolyte drink. "You just went through an extremely intense physiological event."

Marcus drank, his hands shaking, and watched as Elena pulled up data on her monitors.

"Your response profile is fascinating," she said, studying the graphs. "You have exceptionally high prostate sensitivity and excellent fluid production capacity. Your refractory period between orgasms is minimal when prostate stimulation is maintained. And you respond optimally to sustained high-intensity stimulation rather than gradual buildup." She turned to face him. "This means your ideal protocol is aggressive, sustained, multi-orgasmic. Most men need gentler introduction and longer rest periods. Your body is built for intensive milking."

"What does that mean practically?"

"It means you're capable of extreme sessions that would overwhelm other clients. Marathon durations, multiple forced orgasms, continuous prostate stimulation. Your body not only tolerates it—it thrives on it." Elena saved something on her tablet and then sent it to his phone. "I've created your personalized protocol and sent it to your app. Any attendant can access it for future sessions, or you can share it with partners if you choose to explore this with someone outside the club."

Marcus looked at his phone and saw a detailed document—pages of graphs, measurements, implement specifications, optimal techniques.

"This is incredible," he said quietly.

"It's science." Elena's expression softened slightly, the first hint of warmth he'd seen from her. "Most men go their entire lives never understanding what their bodies are capable of because no one takes the time to actually measure and optimize. You now have a roadmap to maximum pleasure. Use it well."
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As Marcus dressed slowly, his body still humming from the intensity of the session, Elena cleaned and organized her equipment with methodical precision.

"I have a question," Marcus said. "Why does this place exist? The Milking Club, I mean. This isn't just about providing sexual services. There's a philosophy here, a methodology. What's the deeper purpose?"

Elena looked up from her tablet, her gray eyes studying him. "You're ready for that conversation now."

"What do you mean?"

"Most clients don't ask that question until they've been members for months. They're too focused on the physical pleasure to think about the ideology underneath." Elena set down the tablet and leaned against the workstation. "The Milking Club exists because the founder—a woman named Dr. Sarah Chen, no relation to you—believed that male sexual pleasure has been fundamentally misunderstood and undersupported by society."

"In what way?"

"Think about how sexuality is typically constructed for men. Performance-focused. Penetration-oriented. Orgasm as the goal rather than the journey. And prostate pleasure is either completely ignored or coded as shameful, as gay, as something straight men shouldn't want." Elena's voice took on a passionate edge that was completely different from her clinical tone during the session. "Dr. Chen believed that all of that was fundamentally damaging—that denying men access to full-body pleasure, to prostate orgasms, to receptive stimulation, was creating chronic stress, sexual frustration, relationship problems, even health issues."

Marcus felt something click into place. "So this place is about... liberation?"

"In a sense. It's about teaching men that their bodies are capable of much more than they've been allowed to explore. That receiving pleasure, surrendering control, experiencing anal stimulation—none of that threatens your masculinity or sexuality. It's just anatomy. Your prostate has as many nerve endings as a clitoris. Why should that organ go unstimulated your entire life just because of cultural shame?"

"And the mandatory nature of the prostate work?"

"That's the key insight. If we made it optional, ninety percent of men would opt out because of internalized homophobia or shame. By making it mandatory, we remove the choice—and therefore the shame. You're not choosing to explore anal pleasure. You're simply receiving the full service. And once men experience what it actually feels like, the shame dissolves." Elena smiled slightly. "We're not just providing orgasms, Marcus. We're deprogramming decades of sexual conditioning."

Marcus sat with that for a moment, thinking about his own journey—his initial resistance, his gradual surrender, his current state of enthusiastic conversion.

"I've been recommending this place to friends," he said quietly. "Is that part of the model?"

"Absolutely. Word-of-mouth from converted clients is our primary growth channel. Men trust other men who've experienced transformation." Elena pulled up something on her tablet. "We actually have a formal referral program for Platinum members. If you introduce someone who becomes a member, you receive credit toward future sessions and access to our most exclusive service tier."

"Which is?"

"Diamond level. By invitation only, annual fee of two hundred thousand, includes access to our resort facility upstate, our international locations, and our experimental research programs." Elena's eyes held his. "You're being considered for invitation, actually. Your response profile and your advocacy make you an ideal candidate."

Marcus felt his pulse quicken. "What would that involve?"

"We can discuss that at a later date. For now, I'd encourage you to continue your regular sessions, continue introducing appropriate candidates from your network, and consider how this methodology might integrate into other areas of your life." Elena handed him a business card—her personal contact information. "I'd like to session with you again in a month to see how your response profile has evolved with continued regular stimulation. Most clients show significant sensitivity increases over time."

As Marcus left the Milking Lab, his mind was reeling with more than just the aftereffects of the most intense orgasms of his life. He was beginning to understand that The Milking Club was something more than a high-end sexual service.

It was a movement.

And he was becoming one of its evangelists.
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Over the following two weeks, Marcus introduced three more men to The Milking Club.

The first was David Park, a fellow venture capitalist who'd been complaining about stress and insomnia during a networking event. Marcus had taken him aside, described the club vaguely as "transformative wellness services," and sent him the black card he'd been given for referrals.

David had messaged him two days after his first session: Holy shit. I understand now. Thank you.

The second was his younger brother, Kevin, who'd been going through a difficult divorce and seemed to be carrying tension in every muscle of his body. Marcus had been more direct with him: "There's a private club that specializes in a kind of release therapy that actually works. It's sexual, it involves prostate work, and I know that might sound weird, but it changed my life. Just try one session."

Kevin had been skeptical but desperate enough to try anything. After his first session, he'd called Marcus and said, "I haven't felt this relaxed in two years. I'm booking weekly sessions."

The third was a client of his firm, a CEO named Richard who'd mentioned during a golf game that his doctor had recommended prostate massage for chronic pelvic pain but he'd been too embarrassed to explore it.

Marcus had smiled and said, "I know a place where they handle that very professionally."

Richard had thanked him profusely after his first session, reporting that his pelvic pain had decreased significantly and asking how often Marcus thought was appropriate for "therapeutic sessions."

Each referral had reinforced Marcus's growing understanding that he wasn't just sharing a sexual service—he was introducing men to a fundamentally different understanding of their own bodies and pleasure.

And each referral earned him credits that were accumulating toward something he hadn't fully understood until he received a message from David, the membership consultant:

Mr. Chen, your referral activity and session frequency have qualified you for Diamond membership consideration. Dr. Sarah Chen, our founder, would like to meet with you personally. Are you available this Saturday at 10 AM?

Marcus cleared his entire weekend.
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Saturday morning, Marcus arrived at the Tribeca warehouse to find the entrance completely different. Instead of the usual dimly lit reception area, he was greeted by David, who led him not into the main facility but to an elevator he'd never noticed before.

"Dr. Chen sees potential Diamond members at her private residence," David explained as the elevator rose. "It's technically the fourth and fifth floors of this building, but it's a separate space."

The elevator opened into an apartment that looked nothing like the clinical or sensual spaces below. This was someone's home—warm, lived-in, filled with art and books and comfortable furniture. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the city.

And standing by those windows, holding a cup of coffee, was a woman in her late fifties who radiated a combination of intellectual intensity and profound warmth.

"Marcus Chen," she said, turning to face him. "I'm Sarah Chen. Thank you for coming."

She was stunning in an understated way—silver hair cut in a sharp bob, minimal makeup, dressed in elegant casual clothes that suggested wealth without ostentation. But it was her eyes that struck Marcus most—they held the same analytical focus he'd seen in Elena, but with something deeper underneath. Compassion, maybe. Understanding.

"Thank you for inviting me," Marcus said, shaking her hand.

"Please, sit. Coffee?" Sarah gestured to a comfortable couch, and Marcus sat while she poured him a cup from an expensive-looking French press. "I like to meet personally with potential Diamond members because that tier is about more than just service frequency or access to amenities. It's about understanding the deeper mission of what we're doing here."

"Elena mentioned something about deprogramming sexual conditioning."

"She would—Elena is one of my first converts, actually. Former academic researcher who came to me ten years ago with the theory that male sexual shame was producing measurable negative health outcomes." Sarah settled into a chair across from him. "But let me ask you something first: why did you start referring other men here?"

Marcus thought about it carefully. "At first, I think it was just enthusiasm. I'd discovered something incredible and wanted to share it. But as I introduced more people, I realized I was watching them transform the same way I had. Stress reduction, better sleep, but more than that—they seemed more comfortable with themselves. More at peace."

"That's the psychological component we don't advertise but that emerges reliably," Sarah said. "Men who regularly experience prostate pleasure, who've worked through the shame and vulnerability of receptive stimulation, tend to be more emotionally open, more comfortable with their bodies, less defensive. The physical release produces psychological release."

"Is that what you meant by 'deeper mission'?"

"Partially. The Milking Club serves multiple purposes." Sarah set down her coffee and leaned forward slightly. "On the surface level, we provide exceptional sexual services that produce measurable wellness benefits. On a deeper level, we're working to reshape how men understand pleasure, masculinity, and their own bodies. But on the deepest level..." She paused, choosing her words carefully. "We're building a community of men who've been initiated into a different way of being. Men who understand that surrender and vulnerability produce strength rather than weakness. That's what Diamond membership is really about."

"A community."

"More than that. A network. Our Diamond members don't just use the services—they become ambassadors, advocates, investors in the expansion of this methodology. We have Diamond members funding research into prostate health, developing new equipment and techniques, opening affiliated facilities in other cities. We're creating an infrastructure to make this accessible to more men."

Marcus felt something stirring in his chest—a sense of purpose that went beyond his own pleasure. "What would Diamond membership mean for me specifically?"

"Access to our resort facility in the Catskills, where we offer week-long intensive programs. Access to our international locations in London, Tokyo, and São Paulo. Priority access to experimental protocols and new attendant training. But most importantly, invitation to our quarterly Diamond gatherings, where members share experiences, discuss expansion strategies, and connect with others who've undergone similar transformations."

Sarah pulled out a tablet and showed Marcus images—a beautiful modern compound in the mountains, elegant facilities that looked like high-end spas, group photos of men who looked successful, confident, and genuinely happy.

"We also offer something unique at the Diamond level: partnered sessions. You can bring someone—romantic partner, friend, anyone you trust—and we'll provide education and guidance on how to incorporate prostate work into your personal intimate life. Many Diamond members find that sharing this experience with a partner deepens their relationship significantly."

Marcus thought about his ex-girlfriend, who he'd broken up with six months ago because their sexual life had felt increasingly unsatisfying. He wondered if this knowledge, this openness to different kinds of pleasure, might have saved that relationship.

"The annual fee is significant," Sarah continued. "Two hundred thousand. But consider what you're getting: unlimited access to all our facilities globally, invitation to exclusive events and programs, the satisfaction of funding expansion that will help thousands of other men discover what you've discovered. Plus, Diamond members receive equity in our parent company. You're not just a client—you become an investor in the mission."

"I want to do it," Marcus said before he'd fully processed the decision. "I want Diamond membership."

Sarah's smile was radiant, genuine. "I was hoping you'd say that." She extended her hand. "Welcome to the next level, Marcus. I think you're going to do incredible things with this community."

As they shook hands, Marcus felt the final piece of his transformation click into place. He wasn't just a client anymore, or even an advocate.

He was part of something larger—a movement to transform how men understood their own bodies and pleasure.

And he was ready to spread that gospel as far as it could reach.


Chapter Four: The Compound

The helicopter lifted off from the Manhattan helipad at 9 AM on a Friday, and Marcus watched the city shrink below him with a sense of anticipation he hadn't felt since his first session at the Tribeca facility.

Two weeks had passed since his Diamond membership initiation, two weeks of regular sessions that had pushed his understanding of his own body even further. He'd experienced his first double-attendant session in the Extraction Suite—Simone and Maya working him simultaneously for three hours until he'd lost count of how many times he'd come. He'd tried the Breeding Room once, anonymously servicing and being serviced through glory holes in a scenario that had obliterated his last remaining sexual boundaries.

And he'd referred four more men, watching each one transform from skeptical to converted, watching the network grow.

But this—the week-long intensive at the resort compound—this was supposed to be something else entirely.

"First time at Sanctuary?" the pilot asked over the headset, and Marcus nodded.

"First time."

"You're in for an experience. Dr. Chen doesn't do anything halfway."

Forty minutes later, the helicopter descended toward a sprawling compound nestled in the Catskill Mountains. Marcus had seen the photos, but the reality was even more impressive—a main lodge that looked like high-end architecture meets zen retreat, several smaller buildings connected by covered walkways, outdoor areas with hot tubs and meditation spaces, all of it surrounded by forest and absolute privacy.

The helicopter touched down on a dedicated pad, and as Marcus climbed out, a woman approached wearing the familiar black and white uniform.

"Mr. Chen, welcome to Sanctuary. I'm Adriana, the compound director." She was striking—late thirties, dark hair, an accent that suggested Eastern European origins. "Your luggage will be taken to your suite. Please, follow me for orientation."

The main lodge was stunning inside—floor-to-ceiling windows, exposed beam ceilings, furniture that balanced comfort and elegance. But what struck Marcus most was the presence of other men—maybe a dozen of them, various ages and backgrounds, all clearly here for the same intensive program.

"The current cohort," Adriana explained, leading him through the space. "Intensives run weekly with twelve to fifteen participants. Some are first-timers at Diamond level, others are returning for advanced protocols. You'll get to know each other quite well over the next seven days."

She led him to a private suite that was more luxurious than most hotel rooms Marcus had stayed in—king bed, sitting area, en-suite bathroom with a massive soaking tub, and a private deck overlooking the mountains.

"Unpack, settle in. There's a welcome gathering at 11 AM in the main lounge where Dr. Chen will outline the program structure." Adriana handed him a tablet. "Your personal schedule is here—sessions, workshops, group experiences. Everything is optional except the core milking sessions, which are mandatory daily."

After she left, Marcus explored the suite and found details that made him smile—high-end toiletries, a mini-bar stocked with premium options, and in the bedside drawer, an array of personal care items and lubricants suggesting that self-exploration was not just permitted but encouraged.

He unpacked, showered, changed into the comfortable athletic wear that had been provided, and made his way to the main lounge at 11 AM.

The other men were already gathering—some looked nervous, others confident, all of them clearly successful in their various fields if their watches and bearing were any indication. Marcus recognized one face—David Park, the venture capitalist he'd referred months ago.

"Marcus!" David crossed the room, grinning. "I didn't know you'd be here this week."

"Just got Diamond access. You?"

"Third intensive. I come quarterly now. It's become essential for my mental health." David gestured to the other men. "Come on, I'll introduce you to some people."

Over the next fifteen minutes, Marcus met the cohort: a tech CEO named James, a cardiothoracic surgeon named Robert, a professional athlete named Marcus (they laughed about the name coincidence), a wealth manager named Christopher, and several others whose names he tried to memorize.

What struck him was how normal they all seemed—successful, articulate, confident men who'd discovered something transformative and were here to go deeper.

At 11 AM precisely, Dr. Sarah Chen entered the lounge, and the casual conversation quieted immediately.

"Gentlemen, welcome to Sanctuary." Her voice carried easily through the space. "Over the next seven days, you're going to experience the most intensive exploration of male pleasure and prostate potential that exists anywhere in the world. Some of you are returning and know what to expect. Others are first-timers who are about to discover that everything you've experienced at our urban facilities was just the beginning."

She moved through the room with commanding presence. "The intensive is structured around three core components: individual sessions with our most advanced attendants, group experiences that build community and normalize vulnerability, and educational workshops that deepen your understanding of the physiology and psychology behind our methodology. By the end of the week, you'll have a fundamentally different relationship with your body and pleasure."

Sarah pulled up something on a large screen—a schedule grid showing the week's programming.

"Each morning begins with group movement and breathwork to prepare your body. Mid-morning is your individual session—two hours minimum, using protocols designed specifically for intensive week progression. Afternoons include workshops on topics like advanced prostate massage techniques, tantric practices, even sessions with our somatic psychologist about integrating this work into your broader life. Evenings are group experiences—some sexual, some not, all designed to build trust and connection within the cohort."

She paused, letting that sink in. "This week will be intense. It will push you physically and psychologically. You'll experience things you never imagined wanting, let alone enjoying. But you're here because you've already taken the first steps of this journey. Now we're going to take you all the way."

One of the first-timers raised his hand tentatively. "The group experiences—can you be more specific about what that means?"

Sarah's smile was knowing. "Tonight's opening session is a communal milking circle. You'll all be positioned on tables in the same room, experiencing synchronized sessions while able to see and hear each other. It's designed to normalize the experience, to break down the shame of being witnessed in such vulnerability. Later in the week, we'll have partner exchanges where you practice prostate techniques on each other under instructor guidance, group edging sessions, even a ceremonial finale that I won't spoil."

Marcus felt his cock stirring at the description. The idea of being milked while surrounded by other men experiencing the same thing, of practicing techniques on another person's body, of whatever the "ceremonial finale" might be—it was all intensely arousing and slightly terrifying.

"All participation is consensual," Sarah added. "If something feels like too much, you can always opt out. But I'll tell you from experience: the men who get the most out of this week are the ones who lean into the discomfort and discover it transforms into something else entirely."
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The first individual session was scheduled for 1 PM, and Marcus made his way to the building Adriana had indicated—a separate structure called the Pavilion that apparently housed the private session rooms.

The attendant waiting for him was someone he'd never seen before—a woman in her mid-thirties, stunning in an almost severe way, with red hair pulled back and green eyes that seemed to see straight through him.

"Marcus Chen," she said, extending her hand. "I'm Natasha. I'll be your primary attendant for the week."

"Primary?"

"Each participant is assigned one attendant who handles their progression through the intensive protocols. I've reviewed your complete file—all your sessions from the Tribeca facility, Elena's detailed response profile, Sarah's notes from your Diamond initiation. I know exactly what your body is capable of, and this week I'm going to push you past those limits."

The directness of it made Marcus's pulse quicken. "What does that mean practically?"

"Come inside and I'll show you." Natasha led him into a room that was similar to the VIP chambers in the city but somehow more refined—the milking table looked even more sophisticated, the equipment cabinet even more extensive. "The intensive progression is designed to systematically desensitize you to shame while systematically increasing your capacity for intensity. Today, session one, I'm establishing your baseline at resort level—which will be significantly more aggressive than anything you experienced in the city."

She gestured to the table. "Strip completely, get positioned. I'm going to work you for two hours without pause, bringing you to orgasm at least four times while progressively increasing the size of the implements I use. By the end, you'll be accommodating toys that would have seemed impossible at the start."

Marcus undressed, his cock already hardening, and positioned himself on the table. Natasha secured the restraints—wrists, ankles, chest strap—and then began applying oil with firm, possessive strokes.

"The goal today is to exhaust your prostate," she said, her hands working his ass, spreading his cheeks, letting oil run down his crack. "Not just drain it, but work it so thoroughly that by tonight's group session, you'll be too depleted to feel performance anxiety."

Her oiled finger pressed against his hole and pushed inside without preamble, his body accepting the penetration easily after months of regular sessions. She added a second finger immediately, then a third, stretching him open with clinical efficiency.

"Good. You're well-trained already." Natasha's fingers found his prostate and began massaging it with firm, practiced pressure. "But training and capacity are different things. This week, we're expanding your capacity."

She withdrew her fingers and replaced them with a plug—not a massager, just a simple plug that was wider than anything Marcus had worn before. The stretch made him gasp as it pushed past his ring and settled inside him, keeping him open, keeping him aware.

"You'll wear that for the first hour," Natasha said, moving beneath the table. "While I work your cock and let your ass adjust to the stretch."

Her hands wrapped around his shaft, and Marcus groaned into the headrest as she began stroking with the kind of expert efficiency he'd come to crave. The plug inside him created constant pressure on his prostate, making every stroke feel more intense.

Natasha worked him like that for twenty minutes—stroking, edging, bringing him close and backing off—while the plug kept his ass stretched and his prostate stimulated. By the time she finally let him come, Marcus was desperate, and the orgasm crashed through him with the familiar intensity of prostate-amplified release.

But she didn't stop.

"That's one," Natasha said calmly, her hand continuing to milk his still-hard cock. "Three more to go before we even start the real progression."

Over the next two hours, Natasha systematically destroyed Marcus's sense of his own limits. She forced orgasm after orgasm from him while progressively increasing the size of the implements stretching his ass—each one wider, longer, more aggressively shaped than the last.

By the fourth orgasm, Marcus was taking a plug that was easily three inches wide at its thickest point, his ass stretched around it in a way that would have seemed impossible two hours earlier. And he was still hard, still responsive, still capable of coming when Natasha's skilled hands and the relentless prostate pressure combined.

"Perfect," she said finally, withdrawing the largest plug and replacing it with something smaller—a vibrating prostate massager that would stay in place. "You'll wear this until the group session tonight. It will keep your prostate stimulated and prevent you from fully recovering. I want you walking around all afternoon aware of what's inside you, aware of what your body has just endured."

As Marcus dressed shakily, the massager buzzing softly inside him, Natasha made notes on her tablet.

"Tomorrow we'll go further," she said. "Today was about establishing that you can handle sustained intensity. Tomorrow we'll add psychological components—humiliation, objectification, denial. By midweek, you'll be ready for the partner work."
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That evening, Marcus made his way to the group session room with the massager still buzzing inside him, his prostate tender and swollen from the afternoon's work. He wasn't sure what to expect from a "communal milking circle," but when he entered the large space, his breath caught.

Twelve milking tables were arranged in a circle, each one occupied by a man from the cohort, all of them face-down, cocks hanging through the openings, asses exposed and elevated. Attendants moved between the tables, and in the center of the circle stood Dr. Sarah Chen, orchestrating the scene.

"Marcus, your table is there," Adriana directed him, pointing to an open table between David and the surgeon, Robert.

Marcus undressed—feeling surprisingly unselfconscious despite being surrounded by other naked men—and positioned himself on the table. An attendant he didn't recognize secured his restraints and removed the massager that had been inside him all afternoon.

"Gentlemen," Sarah's voice rang out, "welcome to your first synchronized session. For the next ninety minutes, you'll all be worked simultaneously, experiencing the same progression of techniques. The goal is to normalize vulnerability through shared experience. You're not alone in this. Look around—everyone here is as exposed, as vulnerable, as eager for release as you are."

Marcus turned his head and could see David on one side, his face already flushed, his cock hard and hanging. On the other side, Robert, the surgeon, who'd seemed so composed during introductions, was already breathing heavily.

"Attendants, begin phase one: manual prostate massage, no vibration."

Marcus felt fingers pressing inside him—practiced, efficient—finding his already-tender prostate and beginning to massage it with firm pressure. Around the circle, he heard the other men responding—gasps, groans, shifting hips.

"Phase one is about synchronizing your arousal," Sarah narrated, walking slowly around the circle. "Notice how your responses mirror each other. Notice how hearing another man's pleasure amplifies your own."

She was right. As Marcus listened to the sounds around him—the collective moaning, the wet sounds of oil and penetration, the shifting of bodies in restraints—his own arousal spiked higher.

"Attendants, begin external stimulation."

Hands wrapped around Marcus's cock, and he groaned as the dual stimulation hit. Around the circle, the volume of male pleasure increased—deeper moans, sharper gasps, and Marcus realized he could see some of the men across from him, could watch their faces contort with pleasure that mirrored his own.

"Phase two: add vibration."

The fingers inside Marcus were replaced with a vibrating massager, and his entire body jerked in the restraints. Around the circle, similar responses—bodies tensing, cocks leaking, voices rising.

"This is what community looks like," Sarah said, her voice cutting through the sounds of pleasure. "Twelve men, all receiving the same work, all surrendering to the same sensations. No shame, no performance anxiety, just collective release."

For the next hour, Sarah guided the attendants through a synchronized progression—increasing vibration, larger implements, edging techniques that brought all twelve men to the brink simultaneously and held them there.

Marcus lost himself in it—the pleasure in his own body amplified by the symphony of male arousal around him, the knowledge that he wasn't alone in this vulnerability, that every man in this room was experiencing the same intensity.

"Final phase," Sarah announced. "Synchronized forced orgasm. Attendants, bring them all to completion. Now."

The stimulation intensified impossibly—faster stroking, harder prostate pressure, maximum vibration—and Marcus felt the orgasm building rapidly. Around the circle, men were gasping, moaning, begging, and when the first one came—James, the CEO, his voice rising in a cry of release—it triggered a chain reaction.

Marcus came hard, his cock erupting while his prostate clenched desperately around the vibrating massager inside him. And all around the circle, other men were coming too—twelve simultaneous orgasms, the room filling with the sounds and smells of collective male release.

It was the most intensely erotic experience of Marcus's life.

As the attendants cleaned them and released the restraints, as twelve naked men sat up shakily and looked at each other with a combination of satisfaction and something deeper—camaraderie, maybe, or brotherhood—Marcus understood what Sarah had meant about community.

This wasn't just about individual pleasure anymore.

This was about belonging to something larger.
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The rest of the week progressed with relentless intensity.

Day two brought humiliation training—Marcus strapped to a table in front of the entire cohort while Natasha worked him and narrated every response, every leak, every desperate sound he made, teaching the others to read arousal signals. It should have been mortifying. Instead, it was liberating.

Day three was partner work. Marcus was paired with Christopher, the wealth manager, and under instructor guidance they practiced prostate massage on each other—learning to read responses, to adjust pressure and rhythm, to give someone else the kind of pleasure they'd been receiving. Feeling another man's prostate clench around his fingers as Christopher came was a revelation.

Day four introduced edge-play—Natasha keeping Marcus in sustained arousal for four hours straight, bringing him to the edge of orgasm dozens of times without allowing release, until he was crying and begging and his prostate felt like it might explode. When she finally let him come, the orgasm lasted over two minutes.

Day five was marathon endurance—six hours on the table with multiple attendants rotating through, forcing orgasm after orgasm until Marcus lost count, until his prostate was so thoroughly wrung out he was producing only clear fluid, until his mind was completely gone.

Day six was rest and integration—group discussions about incorporating this work into regular life, workshops on partnered technique, massage and bodywork to help recover from the week's intensity.

And then came day seven.

The ceremonial finale.

[image: ]

No one would tell them what it involved, only that it would happen after dinner, that it was the culmination of the entire intensive, and that it would require complete surrender.

At 8 PM, the twelve men gathered in the main lounge, all of them wearing the white robes that had been left in their suites. Sarah stood before them, and the energy in the room was electric with anticipation.

"Gentlemen, you've spent a week pushing past every limit you thought you had. You've experienced individual intensity, shared vulnerability, partner exploration. Tonight, we bring it all together." She gestured toward a door that had been closed all week. "The Temple."

They followed her through the door into a space that took Marcus's breath away.

It was a massive circular room, dimly lit by candles, with a raised platform in the center. The platform held a custom-designed apparatus—a padded bench at an angle, with restraint points and what looked like mechanical components.

"The Temple ceremony is about complete surrender," Sarah explained as they all gathered around the platform. "One by one, each of you will take your turn on the apparatus. While you're there, you'll be worked by multiple attendants simultaneously—mouth, hands, prostate, every possible stimulus. The rest of the cohort will witness, will participate by maintaining physical contact, will lend their energy to pushing you past your absolute edge."

She paused, letting that sink in. "This is about going beyond individual experience into something collective. About letting eleven other men see you in your most vulnerable, most overwhelmed state. About trusting them to hold that space for you."

One by one, they went.

Marcus watched as David was strapped to the apparatus, watched as three attendants descended on him—one working his cock with her mouth, one buried fingers in his ass, one massaging his prostate from the outside. The other eleven men stood in a circle around the platform, hands on David's body—his legs, his back, his arms—maintaining contact while he was worked.

David lasted maybe ten minutes before he came with a scream, and the attendants didn't stop, forcing a second orgasm, then a third, the collective energy of the room pushing him further than he could go alone.

When it was Marcus's turn, he approached the apparatus with his heart racing.

The restraints secured him, and then Natasha was there, along with two other attendants he recognized from the week. Mouths and hands and fingers descended on him all at once, and Marcus felt the other men's hands on his body—steadying, grounding, lending him strength.

The stimulation was overwhelming—the wet heat of a mouth on his cock, fingers buried deep in his ass working his prostate with relentless precision, hands stroking every sensitive part of him. And beneath it all, the presence of his cohort, witnessing him, supporting him, sharing this intensity.

Marcus came hard, screaming into the apparatus, and they pushed him through it into a second orgasm, then a third. His prostate clenched desperately, his cock spurted and leaked and finally went dry, and still they worked him until he was sobbing with overwhelm.

When they finally released him, when the other men helped him stand on shaking legs, Marcus felt fundamentally altered.

He'd just experienced the most intense pleasure of his life witnessed by eleven other men who understood exactly what he was feeling.

He belonged to this brotherhood now.

Completely.
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The next morning, as the cohort prepared to depart, there was a palpable sense of transformation in the air. These men who'd arrived as individuals were leaving as a bonded group, exchanging contact information, making plans to attend the next quarterly gathering.

Sarah found Marcus before he boarded the helicopter.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

"Different," Marcus said honestly. "Like I've been initiated into something I can never walk away from."

"That's exactly right. You're a true believer now, Marcus. An evangelist." She handed him a small wooden box. "This is for you. Open it when you get home."

The helicopter ride back to Manhattan felt surreal, and when Marcus finally reached his apartment and opened the box, he found a simple silver ring—elegant, understated, with a subtle engraving inside: Sanctuary.

It was a mark of belonging.

A symbol of the brotherhood.

And as Marcus slipped it onto his finger, he knew his life had been permanently transformed by what he'd discovered in that Tribeca warehouse six months ago.

He'd found complete release.

He'd found community.

He'd found purpose in spreading this gospel to other men who needed it.

And he was never going back to who he'd been before.


Chapter Five: The Evangelist

Six months after Sanctuary, Marcus Chen's life looked fundamentally different from the outside, even if most people couldn't identify exactly what had changed.

He'd sold his stake in two portfolio companies and redirected the capital into The Milking Club's expansion fund, becoming a formal investor in the organization's growth. He'd introduced twenty-three men to the methodology—colleagues, friends, even his father, who at sixty-two had been skeptical until his first session left him sleeping through the night for the first time in a decade. He wore the silver Sanctuary ring every day, and other Diamond members recognized it immediately.

But the most significant change was invisible to everyone except those who knew him intimately.

Marcus had stopped compartmentalizing his sexuality. The prostate work, the surrendering, the vulnerability—it wasn't something he did at the club anymore. It was who he was.

He'd started dating again, but now he only pursued relationships with people who understood and embraced his needs. He'd had three different partners over the past six months, and he'd introduced all of them to prostate play, sharing Elena's detailed protocol, teaching them what his body craved. Two of those relationships had ended amicably when it became clear they weren't compatible long-term, but the third—a gallery owner named Sophia—was showing real promise.

She'd attended a partnered session with him at the Tribeca facility two weeks ago, learning from Simone how to work his prostate properly, and afterward she'd told him with genuine enthusiasm that she'd never felt so connected to someone during sex.

But despite the personal relationships, despite the successful integrations, there was one connection that had become increasingly central to Marcus's life.

Natasha.

They'd maintained regular sessions ever since Sanctuary—twice a week, always two hours minimum, always pushing into new territory. She knew his body better than anyone, could read his responses with uncanny precision, and over months of intensive work together, their dynamic had shifted into something that felt less transactional and more... personal.

Not romantic, exactly. But intimate in a way that transcended the professional boundaries of attendant and client.

It was a Tuesday evening in late spring when everything crystallized.

Marcus arrived at the Tribeca facility at 7 PM for his scheduled session with Natasha, but instead of being directed to one of the usual rooms, Vivienne led him to a space he'd never entered before—a door marked simply "Private."

"Natasha requested this room specifically tonight," Vivienne said, her expression unreadable. "She said you're ready for something different."

The room was smaller than the VIP chambers, more intimate. The lighting was warm and low, candles flickering on surfaces, and the furniture was different—a bed, not a milking table, though there was still restraint hardware visible.

Natasha was waiting, but she wasn't wearing the usual uniform. Instead, she wore simple black clothing that was elegant rather than athletic, and her red hair was down, falling around her shoulders.

"Marcus," she said, and something in her voice was different—softer, more personal. "Close the door."

He did, his pulse quickening. "What's going on?"

"Six months," Natasha said, moving closer. "We've been working together intensively for six months. I've had my hands inside you, I've forced dozens of orgasms from you, I've seen you at your most vulnerable and overwhelmed. And in that time, something has shifted."

"I've felt it too," Marcus admitted.

"Good. Because tonight isn't a standard session." Natasha reached out and took his hand, her touch warm and deliberate. "Tonight, I want to show you something different. Not attendant and client. Not even teacher and student. Something more equal."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean I want you to work my body the way I've been working yours." Natasha's green eyes held his with startling intensity. "I want you to learn what it feels like from the other side—to give instead of receive, to read responses instead of just experiencing them. And then I want us to work each other simultaneously."

Marcus felt his cock harden immediately, but beneath the arousal was something deeper—a kind of nervous excitement about crossing this boundary with her.

"I've never—I mean, the partner work at Sanctuary was instructional, clinical. This sounds different."

"It is different. This is personal." Natasha stepped back and began undressing with unselfconscious efficiency. "I don't do this with clients, Marcus. Ever. But you're not just a client anymore. You're a true believer, an investor, a brother in this community. And I want to share this level of intimacy with you."

As she stripped down to nothing, Marcus felt a shift in the dynamic. This wasn't the clinical professionalism he was used to—this was mutual vulnerability, mutual desire.

"Undress," Natasha said softly. "Then come here."

Marcus stripped quickly, his cock already fully hard, and crossed to where she stood beside the bed. She guided his hand to her body, and he touched her tentatively at first—her breast, her hip, the curve of her waist.

"Don't be tentative," Natasha said. "You know how to read arousal. Use that knowledge."

Marcus's hands grew more confident, exploring her body with the same attention to response he'd learned to appreciate when hands explored his. He could feel her breathing change, could see her nipples harden, could sense the building arousal in the subtle shifts of her body.

"Good," she murmured. "Now, I'm going to teach you how to work a woman's body the way we work yours. Different anatomy, but the same principles—sustained stimulation, edging, reading signals, pushing past perceived limits."

She guided him through techniques over the next thirty minutes—how to touch her clit with the right pressure and rhythm, how to use his fingers inside her to find her G-spot, how to combine internal and external stimulation the way she'd taught him his prostate and cock responded to dual work.

And Marcus discovered he loved it—loved watching her respond, loved making her gasp and moan, loved the power of giving this kind of pleasure.

When she finally came on his fingers, her body clenching around him, her hand gripping his shoulder hard enough to bruise, Marcus felt a surge of satisfaction that rivaled his own orgasms.

"Fuck," Natasha gasped, her body still trembling. "You're a natural at this."

"I had a good teacher."

"Now comes the interesting part." Natasha pushed him onto the bed and straddled him in a sixty-nine position, her pussy over his face, her mouth hovering over his cock. "We're going to work each other simultaneously. The goal is to make the other person come while trying not to come yourself. It's a test of control and generosity."

Before Marcus could respond, her mouth engulfed his cock and her hips lowered to his face. He groaned into her pussy and began using his tongue the way she'd taught him, finding her clit, working it with focused attention.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—the wet heat of her mouth on his cock combined with the taste and scent of her arousal, the challenge of trying to maintain his technique while being worked himself. They traded control back and forth, each one edging the other, backing off, building intensity.

Marcus made her come first—he felt her thighs clench around his head, felt her pussy pulse against his tongue, heard her moan around his cock. But she didn't stop working him, and within minutes he was coming too, spilling into her mouth while she swallowed and kept sucking, prolonging his orgasm.

They collapsed beside each other, breathing hard, and Natasha rolled to face him with a satisfied smile.

"That's what reciprocal pleasure looks like," she said. "Not one person serving another, but mutual exploration and satisfaction."

"That was incredible."

"It's also not what I brought you here for tonight." Natasha sat up and reached for something on the bedside table—a prostate massager, sleek and curved. "I want you to work my ass the way I've worked yours. I want you to see what it feels like to give someone their first prostate orgasm."

Marcus blinked. "You've never—"

"I've experimented on my own, but never with a partner. Never with someone who actually understands the technique." Natasha handed him the massager and a bottle of lube. "I trust you to do this right."

The vulnerability in her admission made Marcus's chest tight. "Are you sure?"

"I'm sure. I want to experience what I've been giving you for six months. And I want you to be the one who shows me."

Over the next hour, Marcus discovered what it felt like to be on the other side of the methodology.

He started slow, just like Natasha had with him that first time—oiled fingers, gentle pressure, letting her body adjust to penetration. He watched her responses, read the subtle cues of tension and relaxation, worked with her breathing instead of against it.

When he finally slid the massager inside her and turned it on, when he began working it against her G-spot (the female analog to the prostate) while his other hand found her clit, he watched her transform.

Natasha came hard, her entire body convulsing, and Marcus kept the stimulation going, forcing a second orgasm, then a third, watching her experience the same overwhelming intensity she'd given him so many times.

When she finally begged him to stop, when he withdrew the massager and held her trembling body, Marcus felt something click into place.

This was what the methodology was about—not just receiving pleasure, but understanding it deeply enough to give it to others.



Two weeks later, Marcus was sitting in the consultation room at the Tribeca facility across from a nervous-looking man in his early forties.

"This is weird," the man—Daniel—said for the third time. "I can't believe I'm here because of a business card that showed up in my gym locker."

Marcus smiled. He'd placed that card there himself three days ago after noticing Daniel at their shared gym, recognizing the signs he'd once carried—chronic tension, stress evident in every movement, the look of someone successful but exhausted.

"I felt the same way my first time," Marcus said. "Curious but skeptical. Interested but anxious about what it actually meant."

"My buddy told me you're the person to talk to if I have questions. That you're like... the ambassador for this place or something."

"Something like that." Marcus leaned back in his chair. "What do you want to know?"

"Is the prostate thing really mandatory? That's the part that's fucking with my head."

"It is. And I'm going to tell you exactly what Vivienne told me: if it were optional, most men would opt out because of shame or anxiety, and they'd never discover what their bodies are actually capable of." Marcus met Daniel's eyes. "I was straight, conventionally masculine, completely inexperienced with any kind of anal play. My first session, I was terrified. But I trusted the process, and it fundamentally changed my life."

"How?"

"I sleep better. My stress levels are lower. I feel more comfortable in my body, more open emotionally, more connected in my relationships. And the orgasms—" Marcus smiled. "The orgasms are beyond anything I experienced in my entire life before this place."

Daniel shifted in his seat. "But doesn't it feel gay? Letting someone finger your ass?"

"Your prostate doesn't have a sexual orientation. It's just anatomy. It responds to skilled stimulation regardless of who's providing it." Marcus pulled out his phone and showed Daniel some of the research papers he'd saved. "There are actual physiological benefits to prostate massage—reduced inflammation, improved sexual function, better stress hormone regulation. This isn't just about pleasure. It's about wellness."

"And you do this how often?"

"Twice a week minimum. Sometimes more if I need it." Marcus saw Daniel's eyes widen. "I know that sounds excessive. But once you understand what your body is capable of when properly worked, you crave it. Not like an addiction—like exercise or meditation. It becomes essential self-care."

Daniel was quiet for a moment, processing. "What happens in a first session?"

Marcus walked him through it—the table, the positioning, the gradual introduction, the combination of external and internal work. He was honest about the strangeness, the initial discomfort, the moment of resistance before surrender.

"And at the end," Marcus said, "you'll have an orgasm unlike anything you've experienced before. Longer, more intense, originating from somewhere deeper than your cock. And you'll understand immediately why the internal work is non-negotiable."

"Fuck it," Daniel said finally. "I'm doing it. Will you... can you be here? Like, nearby? In case I want to stop?"

"I'll be in the waiting area the entire time. If you want to stop, just say the word." Marcus stood and extended his hand. "You're about to discover something incredible about yourself, Daniel. Trust the process."

An hour later, Marcus was reading in the waiting area when Daniel emerged from the session room, his hair disheveled, his face flushed, his eyes wide.

"Holy shit," Daniel said, sitting down heavily beside Marcus. "Holy shit."

"Good?"

"I've never—I didn't know—" Daniel ran his hands through his hair. "That was the most intense thing I've ever felt. How soon can I book again?"

Marcus smiled and pulled out his phone. "Let's get you set up with a membership consultation."



Over the following months, Marcus became the unofficial mentor for new Diamond members, the person who helped ease their transitions, who answered questions, who normalized the experience. He introduced dozens more men, watched them transform, brought them into the community.

And through it all, his connection with Natasha deepened.

They sessioned together twice a week, but it had evolved beyond the standard attendant-client dynamic. Sometimes she worked him on the table, pushing him to new limits. Sometimes they explored each other mutually, trading control, learning each other's bodies with scholarly attention. Sometimes they just talked—about the methodology, about their lives, about the philosophy underlying everything The Milking Club represented.

She told him about her journey to this work—how she'd been a sex worker in her early twenties, how she'd met Dr. Sarah Chen at a conference on somatic therapy, how she'd been converted to the methodology and trained to become one of the club's most skilled attendants.

He told her about his transformation—the venture capitalist who'd stumbled into this world through curiosity and become one of its most devoted advocates.

Their relationship defied easy categorization. Not romantic, not purely sexual, not just professional. Something hybrid, something new.

It was after a particularly intense session—Natasha had edged him for three hours before finally forcing five orgasms in rapid succession—that she said something that changed everything.

They were lying together on the bed, Marcus's body still trembling with aftershocks, and Natasha traced her fingers along his chest idly.

"I've been offered a position," she said quietly. "Director of Training for our Tokyo facility. It's a huge opportunity—I'd be teaching the methodology to new attendants, helping establish the program in Asia."

Marcus felt his stomach drop. "When?"

"Three months. I'd be gone for at least a year, maybe permanently if it goes well."

"That's amazing," Marcus made himself say, even as he felt the loss already. "You'd be incredible at that."

"I would. But I'd be leaving this—leaving you." Natasha propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him. "These months working with you have been the most fulfilling of my career. You're not just a client, Marcus. You're a partner in this work. And I don't know if I want to give that up."

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying I want you to come with me." Natasha's green eyes were serious. "Not as a client. As a colleague. Dr. Chen wants to expand the Diamond program globally, and she needs people who understand the methodology deeply, who can serve as ambassadors and educators. You could help establish the Tokyo program, train new members, build the community there."

Marcus's heart was racing. "You're asking me to move to Tokyo?"

"I'm asking you to consider whether this work has become as central to your identity as it has to mine. Whether you're ready to make it your life's purpose, not just a practice you engage in." Natasha's hand found his. "You're already an evangelist, Marcus. I'm offering you the chance to do this at scale."



It took Marcus exactly forty-eight hours to make the decision.

He called Sarah Chen and told her he was in. He began the process of transitioning his investment portfolio to be managed remotely. He told Sophia about the opportunity, and she surprised him by being supportive—they'd both known their relationship wasn't heading toward permanence, and she'd genuinely encouraged him to follow this calling.

Three months later, Marcus stood in the lobby of The Milking Club's Tokyo facility—a stunning space in Roppongi that made even the Tribeca location look modest—watching the first cohort of Japanese Diamond members arrive for their orientation.

Natasha stood beside him, her hand brushing his, and Sarah Chen was addressing the group in fluent Japanese with an interpreter for Marcus's benefit.

"Welcome to The Milking Club Tokyo," Sarah said. "You're about to begin a journey that will fundamentally transform your understanding of pleasure, masculinity, and your own bodies."

Marcus looked at the nervous, curious faces of the twelve men gathered there—businessmen, artists, athletes, all of them about to discover what he'd discovered two years ago in that Tribeca warehouse.

And he knew exactly how he'd guide them through it.

He'd tell them about the resistance, the surrender, the transformation. He'd normalize the vulnerability. He'd show them through his own testimony that this wasn't about shame or sexuality—it was about understanding the full capacity of the male body for pleasure.

He'd become exactly what Sarah had predicted that first day: a true believer, an evangelist, a pillar of the community.

As the orientation concluded and the new members dispersed to their first individual sessions, Natasha turned to Marcus with a smile.

"Ready to change some lives?"

"Always," Marcus said.

And as he walked toward the session rooms to observe the new attendants working with their first clients, to offer guidance and support, Marcus felt a profound sense of rightness.

This was his purpose now.

Not venture capital or wealth accumulation or status signaling.

This—helping men discover the profound pleasure and release their bodies were capable of, building a global community around vulnerability and surrender, spreading a methodology that genuinely transformed lives.

The prostate work had started as a curiosity, became a practice, evolved into a lifestyle, and had finally crystallized into a calling.

Marcus Chen had found his life's work.

And he was going to spend the rest of his life helping other men find theirs.



EPILOGUE

Five years later, The Milking Club had facilities in seventeen cities across three continents. The methodology had been featured in academic journals, wellness publications, even a documentary about alternative approaches to male sexual health.

Marcus had personally guided over three hundred men through their first sessions, trained dozens of attendants, helped establish five new facilities. He'd become one of the public faces of the organization—giving talks, doing interviews, writing articles about the intersection of prostate health and emotional wellness.

And through it all, Natasha had been his partner—not romantically, but in every way that mattered professionally and personally. They worked together, traveled together, built the global expansion together.

He still sessioned regularly, still explored new techniques and protocols. His body had become so responsive to prostate work that he could orgasm from internal stimulation alone, his cock untouched. His capacity for multiple orgasms had expanded to the point where he'd once achieved twelve in a single session.

But the physical pleasure, as intense as it remained, was no longer the point.

The point was the community they'd built. The thousands of men whose lives had been transformed. The normalization of male receptive pleasure. The dismantling of shame around anal stimulation.

It was a Saturday evening, and Marcus was at the New York facility—he still visited quarterly—when a young man approached him in the lounge, nervous and clearly seeking advice.

"Are you Marcus Chen?" the young man asked.

"I am."

"My name is Ryan. My older brother told me I had to talk to you before my first session tomorrow. He said you changed his life."

Marcus smiled, recognizing the pattern. "Who's your brother?"

"Kevin Chen."

Marcus felt warmth spread through his chest. His own brother, who he'd introduced five years ago during his divorce, had become such a devoted member that he was now referring his younger brother.

"Kevin's great," Marcus said. "Come, sit. Tell me what questions you have."

As Ryan settled into the chair across from him, as Marcus began the familiar process of normalizing the experience, of explaining the methodology, of preparing another man for transformation, he thought about that first night.

Standing outside a Tribeca warehouse, holding a mysterious black card, having no idea what he was about to discover.

If someone had told him then that this would become his life's work, he never would have believed it.

But here he was.

An evangelist for pleasure, a builder of community, a man who'd found his purpose in the most unexpected place.

The Milking Club had given him complete release.

Not just physical, but existential.

And now he spent his life giving that gift to others.

"So," Ryan said nervously, "my brother says the prostate thing is mandatory?"

Marcus smiled.

"It is," he said. "And let me tell you exactly why that's the best decision this organization ever made."
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