
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Invitation

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He kept driving.

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

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

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

This was insane.

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

Your appointment is in four minutes. Use the door.

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

Fuck it.

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

The door swung open silently on well-oiled hinges.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Welcome to The Table, Mr. Chen."

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

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

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

Then he opened the portfolio.

The first page was simple text on heavy cream paper:

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

Marcus turned the page.

What he saw made his cock twitch immediately.

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

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

Milking tables.

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

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

The next page had text explaining it with clinical precision:

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

Sessions are available in various formats:

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

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

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

He could afford this. Easily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Because holy fuck, he was actually considering this.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"My profile?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She left him standing in front of the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the table dominated everything.

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

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

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

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

Marcus let the robe fall to the floor.

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

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

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

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

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

"Hello, Marcus."

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

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

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

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

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

"Good boy."

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

"First time at The Table?" Sophia asked.

"Yes."

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

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

The first touch almost made him jump off the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"How does that feel?" Sophia asked.

"Good. Really good."

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

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

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

"Yes—fuck—yes."

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

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

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

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned into the padding.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus couldn't respond. His entire world had narrowed to the sensation of her hands, the sound of her voice, the wet rhythm of her stroking.

"I can tell you're getting close," Sophia continued. "Your cock is throbbing harder. Your breathing changed. Your balls are starting to tighten up in my other hand. But we're not done yet, sweetheart. We're not even close to done. I'm going to edge you. You know what that means?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Good. Then you know I'm going to bring you right to the edge of coming, and then I'm going to stop. And we're going to do that over and over until you're desperate. Until you're begging. Until coming is all you can think about. Because when you finally do come—when I finally let you—it's going to be the hardest orgasm of your life."

She proved it immediately. Her hand sped up, stroking faster, her grip tightening, her other hand massaging his balls with more pressure. Building, building, pleasure rising like a wave—

And then she stopped completely.

"Fuck—" Marcus gasped, his hips jerking, trying to find friction that wasn't there anymore.

"Breathe," Sophia commanded gently. "Just breathe. Let it settle."

Marcus panted into the padding, his cock throbbing desperately in empty air. He'd been so close. So fucking close.

"Good," Sophia said after a long moment. "Now we do it again."

Her hand wrapped around him again, slick with oil, and started stroking. Faster this time, knowing exactly what he responded to. She twisted at the head, dragged her palm over the sensitive underside, squeezed at the base. Building him up faster than before because his body was already primed, already desperate.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Feel how good it is. Feel how much your cock wants to come for me. It's throbbing so hard. Leaking so much. Your body is begging to release."

Up, up, up—pleasure rising, balls tightening, that telltale tension—

She stopped again.

"No—please—"

"Not yet, baby. We're just getting started."

This time when she started stroking again, Marcus felt something new. Warmth. Breath. Her face was close to his cock—he could feel her breathing on the tip.

"Have you ever been edged with someone's mouth, Marcus?"

"No—"

"Then you're in for a treat."

Her tongue touched the head of his cock—just the tip, just a light lick—and Marcus's entire body jerked.

"Sensitive," Sophia observed, amused. "So sensitive. I bet I could make you come just with my tongue if I wanted to."

She proved it by licking again, this time circling the head, her tongue tracing the ridge of his corona while her hand kept stroking the shaft. The dual sensation was incredible—wet heat from her tongue, slick friction from her hand, and he couldn't see any of it, could only feel.

Then she took him into her mouth.

Just the head at first, her lips sealing around him, her tongue working the underside while she sucked gently. Her hand continued stroking the shaft in rhythm with her mouth, creating a continuous wave of sensation from base to tip.

"Oh god—Sophia—"

She hummed around his cock, the vibration adding another layer of sensation, then took him deeper. Her mouth slid down his shaft inch by inch, her lips stretched around his thickness, until he felt the back of her throat.

And she held there. Just held, her throat swallowing around him, her nose pressed against his balls, taking his entire length.

Marcus's hands gripped the sides of the table. He was going to come. He was going to come right now, couldn't stop it, couldn't—

Sophia pulled off completely.

"Breathe," she commanded, her voice slightly rough. "Deep breaths. Control it."

Marcus panted, desperate, his cock throbbing violently in the air. A strand of precum dripped from his tip—he could feel it stretching down, probably landing on her or the floor below.

"Beautiful," Sophia murmured. "You're doing so well, Marcus. Most first-timers can't handle this much edging. But you're strong. You're controlling yourself. I'm proud of you."

The praise made him throb harder.

"I'm going to suck you again," she warned. "And this time I'm going to be aggressive. I'm going to show you what I can really do with my mouth. And you're going to hold back. You're not going to come until I give you permission. Understand?"

"I—I'll try—"

"You'll do more than try. You'll succeed. Because you're a good boy, aren't you, Marcus? You follow instructions. You please me by controlling yourself."

"Yes—"

"Then prove it."

Her mouth engulfed him again, but different this time. Faster. Hungrier. She bobbed her head rapidly, taking him deep over and over, her throat opening to swallow his length each time. Her hand worked what her mouth couldn't reach, stroking and twisting. She moaned around his cock, the sound sending vibrations through him.

The wet sounds of Sophia's mouth filled the room—slurping, gagging slightly when she took him too deep, the obscene symphony of expert oral service. Her hand worked his shaft in perfect coordination with her mouth, never letting up, never giving him a moment to cool down.

Marcus was making sounds he'd never made before—desperate whimpering noises, animal grunts, his hips trying to thrust despite the table keeping him in place. He was so close. So fucking close. His balls were tight and aching, his cock throbbing with every heartbeat, precum flowing steadily.

"Please—" he gasped. "Please, Sophia, I need—"

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock.

"Need to what?" Her voice was teasing, cruel in the best way.

"Need to come. Please. I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Yes you can." Her hand kept stroking, slow and lazy now. "You're stronger than you think, Marcus. Your body wants to come so badly. It's screaming to release. But your mind is stronger. You can control it. You can wait for permission."

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can. Because you're a good boy. Because you want to please me. And you please me by holding back. By proving you can handle what I give you."

Her mouth returned, but gentler this time. She licked the head of his cock like a lollipop, her tongue swirling around the corona, lapping up the precum that leaked steadily. Her hand massaged his balls, rolling them carefully, feeling how tight and full they were.

"So much cum built up in here," she murmured. "So much. When you finally release, you're going to explode. You're going to come harder than you've ever come in your life. Every muscle in your body is going to seize. You're going to see stars. And I'm going to swallow every drop."

The promise made his cock pulse violently.

Sophia laughed, delighted. "You like that idea. Like knowing I'm going to drink your cum. Swallow your load. Take everything you give me."

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"Soon, baby. Soon. But not yet."

She edged him three more times. Each cycle took him higher, made him more desperate, pushed him closer to the point where he genuinely couldn't hold back anymore. Her mouth, her hands, her voice—all working together to break down his control, to make him nothing but need and pleasure and desperation.

By the fifth edge, Marcus was begging. Actual begging, words pouring out of him without thought.

"Please, Sophia, please, I'll do anything, please let me come, I need it so bad, please, I can't take anymore, please—"

"Shh," she soothed, her hand stroking him gently. "I know, sweetheart. I know how badly you need it. Your cock is so hard it's probably hurting. Your balls are so tight and full. You're leaking like a faucet. I know."

"Then please—"

"Okay, Marcus." Her voice changed—became decisive, commanding. "You've been such a good boy. You've held back so well. You've earned your release. So when I put my mouth on you this time, you have permission to come. You understand? This time, you let go. You give me everything. You come as hard as you possibly can. Don't hold back at all. Just explode for me."

"Oh god—"

"Give me that load, Marcus. Give me everything."

Her mouth sealed around his cock and she sucked. Hard. Aggressive. Taking him deep, her throat opening, her tongue working the underside, her hand stroking fast and tight. No teasing now. No edging. Just focused, intense stimulation designed to make him explode.

It took maybe ten seconds.

The orgasm hit Marcus like a freight train. His entire body seized, every muscle going rigid, his hands gripping the table so hard his knuckles went white. His cock pulsed violently in Sophia's mouth—once, twice, three times—thick ropes of cum erupting from him.

Sophia swallowed. He felt her throat working, felt her taking everything he gave her, her mouth never leaving his cock. And he kept coming. Wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on painful, his vision whiting out, his brain shorting out everything except the feeling of release.

It went on forever. Or maybe it was just seconds. Marcus couldn't tell. Time had stopped meaning anything. There was only the pulsing, the pleasure, the feeling of emptying himself completely into Sophia's skilled mouth.

When it finally ended, when the last weak pulse had been milked from his cock, Marcus lay there shaking. His entire body felt like jelly. His mind was blank. He couldn't form thoughts beyond simple sensations—warm, good, floating.

Sophia's tongue licked him clean gently, making him twitch with oversensitivity. Then her hand released him, and he felt her shift position below.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice warm with genuine affection. "Such a good boy. That was beautiful, Marcus. You did so well. Held back when I asked, came when I gave permission. Perfect control."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could barely breathe.

"Take your time," Sophia continued softly. "Stay there as long as you need. Let your body recover. When you're ready, there's a shower in the changing area. Fresh towels. Take all the time you want. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?" he managed weakly.

"I really hope I see you again. That was special."

He heard movement below—a door opening, footsteps, the door closing. Then silence.

Marcus lay on the table for another ten minutes, maybe longer, his mind slowly reassembling itself. Holy fuck. That had been... he didn't even have words. Life-changing felt melodramatic but wasn't wrong. He'd never experienced anything like that. Never been edged like that, never been given permission to be completely selfish, never had someone so clearly skilled just... worship his cock.

When he finally managed to slide off the table, his legs were unsteady. He had to grab the edge for balance, standing there naked in the warm room, his softening cock still slick with Sophia's saliva and his own cum.

The shower in the changing area was incredible—perfect temperature, perfect pressure, expensive body wash that smelled like cedar. Marcus stood under the spray for a long time, letting the hot water bring him back to reality.

When he finally dressed and emerged into the corridor, Victoria was waiting. She smiled knowingly.

"How was your session, Mr. Chen?"

"I—" Marcus laughed, slightly hysterical. "Incredible. That was incredible."

"Sophia is quite talented. Would you like to establish regular appointments with her?"

The answer came without hesitation. "Yes. Absolutely yes."

"Excellent. Let's return to the consultation room and discuss membership options."

They walked back through the corridors, Marcus's legs still slightly shaky. In the consultation room, Victoria produced paperwork—clean, professional, discrete. Membership tiers, payment options, scheduling preferences.

"Most members start with monthly sessions," Victoria explained. "Though we also offer bi-weekly and weekly memberships if you prefer more frequent visits. You can book directly with Sophia through our scheduling system, or try other attendants if you'd like variety."

Marcus chose monthly to start—$400 per session, booked for the same time slot two weeks from now. His hand shook slightly as he signed the paperwork and entered his payment information.

"Welcome to The Table, Mr. Chen," Victoria said warmly. "We're delighted to have you as a member. Sophia will be notified of your return appointment. Is there anything else you need tonight?"

"No. Thank you. This was..." He trailed off, unable to articulate it.

"We understand," Victoria said with a slight smile. "Enjoy your evening."

Marcus walked out into the cool night air feeling fundamentally changed. That wasn't just a sexual experience. That was something else entirely—permission to receive, to be selfish, to be serviced by someone whose entire focus was his pleasure.

And he was already counting the days until he could go back.


Chapter 2: Return

Fourteen days had never felt longer.

Marcus tried to focus on work, on his normal life, on the routines that had always filled his time. But everything felt muted now. Distant. Like he was going through the motions while his real attention was elsewhere—on the memory of that table, that room, Sophia's hands and mouth working his cock with expert precision.

He jerked off thinking about it. Multiple times. Sometimes in the shower before work, sometimes late at night in bed, always replaying the same moments. The feeling of her tongue circling his head. The way she'd edged him until he was desperate. The command in her voice when she finally gave him permission to come.

His regular porn didn't do it anymore. Everything seemed fake, performative, aimed at cameras instead of genuine pleasure. He'd been spoiled. Ruined for anything less than what The Table offered.

The morning of his second appointment, Marcus woke with his cock already hard, anticipation thrumming through his body. He went through his day in a distracted haze—meetings he barely paid attention to, lunch he didn't taste, emails he answered on autopilot.

By the time 8:30 PM rolled around, he was in his car heading downtown, his heart pounding with the same nervous excitement as his first visit. But this time he knew what to expect. This time he knew what waited for him in Room Seven.

The black door opened to his touch. Victoria greeted him in the vestibule with the same professional warmth.

"Mr. Chen. Welcome back. Sophia is ready for you in Room Seven."

No consultation this time. No explanations. Just straight to the corridor, down the hallway, to the door with the intricate knot design.

"Enjoy your session," Victoria said, and left him there.

Marcus didn't hesitate. He opened the door and stepped inside.

The changing area smelled the same—eucalyptus and clean linen. He undressed quickly this time, less nervous, more eager. The robe felt familiar now. Comfortable.

In the main room, the table waited. The lighting was slightly different than last time—warmer, more golden—but everything else was the same. Perfect.

Marcus shed the robe and climbed onto the table, positioning himself face-down with his hips over the opening. His cock hung through into the darkness below, already half-hard with anticipation.

He didn't have to wait long.

"Hello again, Marcus."

Sophia's voice sent a thrill through him. Two weeks since he'd heard it, but he'd replayed it in his head so many times it felt familiar.

"Sophia," he breathed.

"Miss me?" There was amusement in her tone.

"Yes. God, yes."

"Mmm. Good. Because I've been thinking about you too. Thinking about this beautiful cock. About how well you responded to edging. About how hard you came for me."

Her hand wrapped around his shaft—already firmer than last time, less exploratory. She knew his cock now. Knew what he responded to.

"Already getting hard," she observed, stroking slowly. "Someone's eager."

"I've been thinking about this for two weeks."

"Oh?" Her hand squeezed slightly. "Tell me. What did you think about?"

"Your mouth. Your hands. The way you edged me. The way you... took control."

"Did you jerk off thinking about it?"

The question should have embarrassed him. Instead, it made his cock throb in her hand.

"Yes."

"How many times?"

"I don't know. A lot. Maybe... ten? Fifteen?"

Sophia laughed, delighted. "Fifteen times in two weeks. That's basically every day, Marcus. You really were obsessed."

"I couldn't help it."

"Don't apologize. I love it. I love knowing you went home and jerked your cock thinking about my mouth. About how I made you feel. That's exactly what I want."

Her hand started stroking properly now—still dry, warming him up. "But here's the thing, sweetheart. Your hand? Not as good as mine. Your imagination? Not as good as the real thing. So tonight, I'm going to remind you exactly why you've been so desperate to come back."

The pump bottle sound. Then oil, warm and slick, coating his cock as her hand glided over him.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned.

"There we go. Now we're getting started."

This session was different from the first. Last time had been about introduction, about learning his responses, about showing him what The Table could offer. This time, Sophia knew exactly what she was doing. Knew his sensitive spots, knew his limits, knew how to push him.

She edged him faster—building him up quickly, backing off just before he'd tip over, then starting again. No long recoveries. Just constant cycling between intense pleasure and desperate denial.

And she talked more. Filthy, explicit commentary that made everything hotter.

"Your cock gets so hard when I edge you. So fucking hard. Like a steel rod in my hand. And it leaks so much. Precum just dripping. Your body is begging to come but your mind is holding back. Such good control, Marcus. Such a good obedient boy for me."

Her mouth joined in earlier this time—no warm-up, just straight to aggressive sucking, taking him deep and fast, her throat opening around his cock.

"Oh god—Sophia—"

She pulled off. "Not yet. You don't come until I say so."

Three edges. Five. Seven. Marcus lost count. His world narrowed to her hands, her mouth, the aching need to come that she kept stoking and denying.

"Please," he gasped finally. "Please, I need—"

"I know what you need." Her hand stroked firmly. "You need to explode. You need to come so hard you can't think. You need me to drink every drop of cum from this desperate cock."

"Yes—"

"Then ask me nicely."

"Please, Sophia. Please let me come. Please."

"Such good manners." Her mouth engulfed him. "Come for me, Marcus. Right now. Give me everything."

His orgasm ripped through him even harder than the first time—maybe because he'd been anticipating it for two weeks, maybe because Sophia knew exactly how to work him now. He came in thick pulses, his cock throbbing violently, his entire body rigid with pleasure.

Sophia swallowed every drop, her throat working, her mouth never leaving him until he was completely empty.

Afterward, as Marcus lay there shaking, Sophia's voice came soft and warm from below.

"You're hooked now, aren't you?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted without shame.

"Good. Because I love having you here. Love working this cock. You're going to be one of my regulars, Marcus. I can tell."

She was right. Over the next three months, Marcus became exactly that—a regular. Every two weeks, sometimes every week when he couldn't wait longer. Always Room Seven. Always Sophia.

But as the weeks passed, curiosity started creeping in. The Table had other rooms, other services. The portfolio had mentioned VIP upgrades, multiple attendants, special experiences.

And Marcus was starting to wonder what else was waiting for him deeper in The Table's mysteries.


Chapter 3: Elevation

Three months of regular sessions with Sophia had fundamentally changed Marcus's relationship with pleasure. Every two weeks like clockwork—sometimes more frequently when he couldn't stand the wait—he'd drive to that unmarked building in the warehouse district, strip down in the changing area of Room Seven, and position himself face-down on that table. And every time, Sophia would work magic from below, edging him until he was desperate, making him beg, then finally granting permission to explode.

He'd become one of her regulars. She'd told him that during their last session, her voice warm with genuine affection as she stroked his sensitive cock after he'd come.

"You're one of my favorites, Marcus. Did you know that? I have maybe six regulars who book consistently, and you're genuinely one of my favorites to work with. You respond so beautifully. You trust me completely. And your cock is just... perfect for edging."

The praise had made him throb even in his post-orgasm sensitivity.

But lately, Marcus had been wondering. The Table offered more than standard sessions. The original portfolio had mentioned VIP upgrades, multiple-attendant scenarios, custom experiences. And after three months of the same routine—incredible as it was—curiosity was starting to build.

What else was out there? What other rooms existed beyond Room Seven? What did a VIP session even look like?

He'd been too nervous to ask during his sessions. Sophia was perfect. Why mess with perfection? But the curiosity gnawed at him, persistent and growing.

It was Victoria who finally brought it up.

Marcus had just finished a session—his legs still shaky, his mind still floating in post-orgasm bliss—when Victoria intercepted him in the corridor instead of letting him find his own way out.

"Mr. Chen. A moment, if you don't mind?"

"Of course." Marcus straightened his shirt, trying to look more composed than he felt.

"You've been a member for three months now. Consistent attendance, excellent feedback from Sophia, no issues whatsoever. We're very pleased to have you." Victoria smiled, her dark eyes assessing him. "Given your tenure, I wanted to extend an invitation. We have VIP membership tiers that offer... enhanced experiences. I think you might be interested."

Marcus's pulse quickened. "What kind of enhanced experiences?"

"Why don't we discuss it in the consultation room? I can show you the options."

Back in the familiar leather chair, Victoria produced a different portfolio—this one bound in deep burgundy leather with gold embossing. Inside were photographs that made Marcus's breath catch.

The rooms were different. Larger. More elaborate. One showed a table that looked similar to what he was used to, but with modifications—attachment points on the sides, what looked like restraint cuffs hanging from elegant hooks. Another showed a room with mirrors on the ceiling, the table positioned beneath them so the person lying down could watch their own reflection—and presumably see the attendant working below if they wanted.

But it was the third photograph that made his cock stir despite having just come twenty minutes ago.

Two women. Both beautiful, both positioned beneath an oversized table, both looking up through the opening with expressions that managed to be both professional and hungry.

"Multiple-attendant sessions," Victoria explained, noticing where his attention had fixed. "One of our most popular VIP offerings. Two attendants working in coordination, or taking turns, or competing for your pleasure depending on your preference. The sensations are... considerably more intense than solo sessions."

"How does it work?" Marcus's voice came out rougher than intended.

"You'd be assigned a primary attendant—Sophia, in your case, if you'd like to maintain that relationship. She would then select a secondary attendant whose skills complement hers. They collaborate before your session to design an experience tailored specifically to you. During the session, they work together from below, coordinating their efforts to maximize your pleasure."

Victoria turned the page. More photographs. Different table configurations. Different room setups. Each more elaborate than the last.

"We also offer extended VIP sessions—two hours instead of one. Tantric sessions with energy work and meditation. Sensory deprivation sessions where you wear a blindfold and noise-canceling headphones, eliminating everything except physical sensation. Dominant sessions where the attendant takes complete control, including when and how you're allowed to come. And for our most established members, we have the Apex Suite."

She turned to the final page, and Marcus's jaw dropped.

The photograph showed a room that looked more like a luxury hotel suite than anything he'd seen at The Table so far. Dark wood, soft lighting, a massive table in the center that looked custom-built on an entirely different scale. And beneath it, visible in the photograph, three women positioned on what looked like a padded platform with individual workstations.

"The Apex Suite offers our ultimate experience," Victoria explained. "Three attendants, two hours, complete customization of the session flow. It's our most exclusive offering—we only book it for members who've demonstrated they can handle intense, prolonged stimulation without losing control. The goal is to push you beyond what you thought possible."

Marcus swallowed hard. "How much?"

"Standard VIP double-attendant session is eight hundred for ninety minutes. The Apex Suite is two thousand for two hours."

Two thousand dollars. For two hours. That was insane. That was—

"I want to try it," Marcus heard himself say.

Victoria's smile widened slightly. "The double-attendant session or the Apex Suite?"

"Start with double-attendant. Build up to Apex."

"Wise choice. Let me check availability with Sophia and coordinate with potential secondary attendants. Are there any particular preferences? Body type, ethnicity, specific skills?"

Marcus thought about it. "I trust Sophia's judgment. She knows what I respond to."

"Excellent. I'll reach out to her and we'll coordinate a session. How does two weeks from now sound? That gives us time to properly prepare."

"Perfect."

The next two weeks were torture. Knowing what was coming, imagining what two women working together might feel like, wondering how Sophia would coordinate with someone else—it all consumed his thoughts. He jerked off even more than usual, sometimes twice a day, fantasizing about scenarios that probably bore no resemblance to reality.

Finally, the day arrived.

Marcus showed up thirty minutes early, too nervous and excited to wait at home any longer. Victoria greeted him with her usual professional warmth.

"Mr. Chen. Your session is in the Venus Suite tonight—that's our premier VIP room. Sophia selected Jasmine as her partner for your session. You may remember Jasmine from the original portfolio—she specializes in high-intensity stimulation. Together, they've designed what they're calling an 'intensity progression' session. Sophia will start you off with her usual slow-build approach, then Jasmine will take over with more aggressive techniques, then they'll work together to finish you. Does that sound acceptable?"

Acceptable? It sounded fucking incredible.

"Yes. That sounds perfect."

"Wonderful. The Venus Suite is this way."

They went deeper into The Table than Marcus had ever been—down corridors he hadn't seen before, past doors with symbols he didn't recognize. Finally, Victoria stopped at a door marked with an intricate design that looked like intertwining vines.

"The Venus Suite. The changing area is larger and includes amenities—champagne, chocolates, anything you might want before or after. The session is ninety minutes, but you're welcome to stay in the suite for up to two hours total. Enjoy, Mr. Chen."

The changing area was indeed more luxurious—heated marble floors, a full wet bar, plush robes in multiple sizes. Marcus poured himself a glass of champagne with shaking hands and downed it quickly for courage, then undressed and donned a robe.

The main room took his breath away.

It was easily twice the size of Room Seven. The table in the center was larger, the padding looking even more luxurious. But the most striking difference was the mirrors—they covered the entire ceiling, angled perfectly so someone lying on the table could see their own reflection and, presumably, the space below.

Marcus approached the table slowly. Unlike Room Seven's simple opening, this one had subtle modifications—the edges were slightly raised, creating a more defined channel, and there were small controls embedded in the padding near where his hands would rest.

He shed the robe and climbed on, positioning himself carefully. His cock hung through the opening into darkness below, already hardening with anticipation.

In the ceiling mirror, he could see himself—naked, face-down, vulnerable. It was intensely arousing in a way he hadn't expected.

"Hello, Marcus."

Sophia's voice, familiar and warm. But then a second voice joined—younger, with a slight accent he couldn't place.

"And hello from me. I'm Jasmine. Sophia's told me so much about you."

"She has?" Marcus managed.

"Mmm. She says you have a beautiful cock, excellent control, and you respond incredibly well to edging and praise. She also says you taste delicious and come like a fire hose when you finally let go."

Despite everything, Marcus felt heat creep up his neck. Hearing Sophia talk about him to another attendant, describing his responses, sharing details about his cock—it was embarrassing and incredibly hot at the same time.

"I hope I live up to expectations," he said.

"Oh, I think you will." Jasmine's voice had a teasing quality. "But let's find out, shall we?"

The first touch came from Sophia—he recognized her immediately, the familiar warmth of her hands, the specific way she cupped his balls before wrapping around his shaft.

"Missed you," she murmured. "Two weeks is too long between sessions, Marcus. We should get you on a weekly schedule."

"I'd like that," he admitted.

"Mmm. Good. Because I love this cock. Love making it hard. Love making you beg."

Her hand stroked him slowly, warming him up with familiar movements. Oil appeared—warm and slick—and she worked it over his shaft with expert precision.

Then a second pair of hands joined in.

Marcus gasped. The sensation of two different people touching him simultaneously was overwhelming. Sophia's hand on his shaft, Jasmine's hands massaging his balls and inner thighs, both working together to build sensation.

"Oh fuck—"

"That's just the beginning," Jasmine purred. "We're going to make you feel things you didn't know were possible."

If Marcus had thought one skilled attendant was intense, two was exponentially more so. They coordinated perfectly—when Sophia stroked up, Jasmine squeezed his balls. When Sophia's hand twisted at the head, Jasmine's fingers traced sensitive spots on his inner thighs. Never overwhelming, always building, creating layers of sensation.

Then Sophia's mouth joined in.

She sucked his cock while Jasmine's hands kept working his balls and thighs, the dual stimulation making Marcus moan into the padded face rest. He glanced up at the ceiling mirror and could see his own body trembling, see his ass clenching with each wave of pleasure.

"You like watching?" Jasmine asked, clearly noticing where his attention had gone.

"Yes—"

"Good. Keep watching. Watch how your body responds to us. Watch yourself lose control."

Sophia edged him once, twice, backing off just before he'd tip over. Then she pulled off completely and he heard her say, "Your turn."

Jasmine's mouth was different. More aggressive, like her description had promised. She took him deep immediately, her throat opening, then pulled back and sucked hard on just the head. Fast, intense, overwhelming.

"Oh god—Jasmine—"

"That's it," Sophia encouraged from wherever she'd moved to. "Feel the difference. Feel how she works you. She's more intense than me. More aggressive. But don't come yet, Marcus. You hold back."

Jasmine edged him faster than Sophia ever had—building him up in maybe thirty seconds, backing off, then building again. Relentless. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him in place while her mouth worked.

Then both of them together.

Marcus felt two mouths on his cock simultaneously—impossible, but unmistakable. One on the head, one lower on the shaft, both sucking and licking and creating sensations he'd never experienced. They must have positioned themselves on either side, both reaching up, both working different parts of his cock.

"Fuck—oh fuck—I can't—"

"Don't come," Sophia commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

Marcus watched in the ceiling mirror as his body shook, as his fists clenched the table, as he fought desperately against the orgasm building in his balls. Two mouths. Two sets of hands. Coordinated assault on every sensitive spot.

They backed off together, leaving him gasping and throbbing in empty air.

"Good boy," Jasmine praised. "Such good control. Most men would have blown already."

"We've trained him well," Sophia added, proud. "He knows how to hold back. Don't you, Marcus?"

"Yes—" Marcus panted. "For you—I'll hold back—"

"That's our good boy."

The session continued in waves of intensity—sometimes Sophia's gentle building approach, sometimes Jasmine's aggressive assault, sometimes both together creating overwhelming sensation. They edged him over and over, bringing him to the brink and pulling back, making him desperate.

Somewhere around the hour mark, Marcus started begging.

"Please—please, I need to come—I can't take anymore—please—"

"Not yet," Sophia said firmly. "We have thirty minutes left and we're going to use every second."

"I can't—"

"You can." Jasmine's hand gripped his cock firmly. "And you will. Because we're not done playing with this beautiful cock yet."

They pushed him harder in the final thirty minutes. Faster edges, less recovery time, more aggressive stimulation. Marcus's world narrowed to sensation—the wet heat of their mouths, the slick friction of their hands, the throbbing desperate ache in his balls.

Finally—finally—Sophia's voice came soft and commanding: "Okay, Marcus. You've earned it. When Jasmine's mouth goes on your cock this time, you come. You understand? You let go completely. You give us everything."

"Yes—god yes—"

"But," Jasmine added with wicked amusement, "you have to come while both our mouths are on you. While we're both licking and sucking together. You're going to explode while feeling both of us. Can you do that?"

"Yes—please—"

"Then come for us, Marcus. Right now. Come."

Both mouths engulfed him from different angles and Marcus's orgasm detonated like a bomb. His entire body seized, every muscle locking, his cock pulsing violently as he came harder than he'd ever come in his life. He felt cum erupting from him, felt both women's mouths working to catch it, swallowing, licking, taking everything.

It went on forever—wave after wave of pleasure so intense it almost hurt, his vision whiting out completely, his mind shutting down everything except the sensation of release.

When he finally came back to himself, he was sobbing into the face rest—actual tears streaming down his face from the intensity. His entire body trembled uncontrollably.

"Shh," Sophia soothed, her hand stroking his softening cock gently. "You're okay. You did so well. That was beautiful."

"Fucking incredible," Jasmine agreed. "Best response I've seen in months."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could barely think. Could only lie there shaking while they cleaned him gently, their hands soft and caring.

"Stay as long as you need," Sophia said softly. "And Marcus? When you're ready for the Apex Suite... let us know. Because you just proved you can handle it."

Marcus spent a week in a daze after the double-attendant session. His mind kept replaying moments—the feeling of two mouths on his cock simultaneously, the coordination between Sophia and Jasmine, the way they'd built him up and torn him down over ninety minutes until he'd literally cried from the intensity of his orgasm.

Regular porn was completely ruined for him now. He'd tried watching some out of habit, scrolling through his usual sites, but everything felt flat and performative. How could amateur videos or even professional shoots compare to what he'd experienced? To being worshipped by two skilled women whose only focus was maximizing his pleasure?

He jerked off to the memory instead. Multiple times. Sometimes in the shower, hot water cascading over him while he stroked his cock and imagined Sophia's patient edging combined with Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Sometimes late at night in bed, his hand moving faster as he remembered the moment they'd both sucked him together, bringing him to an orgasm so powerful he'd sobbed.

But even his memories were starting to feel insufficient. He wanted more. Wanted to experience it again. Wanted to push further.

The Apex Suite.

Sophia's words echoed in his mind: When you're ready for the Apex Suite... let us know. Because you just proved you can handle it.

Three attendants. Two hours. The ultimate experience that The Table offered.

Was he ready? Could he handle something even more intense than what he'd just experienced?

There was only one way to find out.

Marcus called The Table's private scheduling line—a number Victoria had given him after his VIP session. A professional voice answered, warm but efficient.

"The Table, how may I assist you?"

"This is Marcus Chen, member number 2847. I'd like to inquire about booking the Apex Suite."

A brief pause, the sound of typing. "Mr. Chen, yes. I see you recently completed a double-attendant VIP session with excellent feedback. The Apex Suite is available, though we do require consultation before booking to ensure the experience is tailored properly. When would you be available for a planning session?"

"Planning session?"

"Yes. The Apex Suite experience is completely customized. You'll meet with your primary attendant—Sophia, I believe?—along with Victoria to discuss your preferences, limits, and goals for the session. This allows us to design an experience specifically for you."

The idea of sitting down and discussing his sexual preferences in detail made Marcus's stomach flip with nervous excitement. "When's the soonest you can schedule that?"

"How about tomorrow evening? Six PM?"

"Perfect."

The next day crawled by. Marcus tried to focus on work—there was a presentation he needed to prepare, market analysis that required his attention—but his mind kept wandering. What would they ask him? What did he even want from the Apex experience beyond "more intense"?

At 5:45 PM, he was parking outside The Table, fifteen minutes early because sitting at home had become unbearable.

Victoria greeted him in a consultation room he hadn't seen before—larger than the first one, with a conference table and comfortable chairs. Sophia was already there, and seeing her in person rather than just hearing her voice from below the table was surreal.

She was beautiful. Mid-thirties, with warm brown eyes and dark blonde hair pulled back in a loose bun. She wore a simple black dress, professional but with an edge of sensuality. When she smiled at him, Marcus felt his cock stir.

"Marcus," she said warmly, standing to greet him. "It's good to finally meet you face-to-face. Well, fully face-to-face."

He laughed nervously. "You too. This is... different."

"Good different, I hope." She gestured to a chair. "Please, sit. Let's talk about the Apex Suite."

Victoria poured him a scotch—the good stuff, he'd learned to recognize—and took her own seat. "The Apex Suite is our pinnacle offering, Mr. Chen. Three attendants, two hours, complete customization. To design the experience properly, we need to understand what you're seeking. What you want to feel. What boundaries you have, if any."

"I..." Marcus took a sip of scotch for courage. "I don't really know what I'm seeking beyond... more. More intensity. More of what I felt during the double session."

Sophia leaned forward. "Let me ask you some questions, and you answer honestly. No judgment, no wrong answers. First: during our regular sessions and the VIP session, what moments were the most intense for you? What made you feel the best?"

Marcus thought about it. "The edging. When you brought me right to the edge and then stopped. The desperation of needing to come but not being allowed to. And then... the permission. When you finally told me I could let go. That moment of release after all that denial."

Sophia nodded, taking notes. "So you respond to denial and control. To being told when you can and can't come. What else?"

"The praise. When you called me a good boy. When you told me I was doing well. That I was pleasing you by holding back."

"Praise and approval. You like knowing you're performing well for us." More notes. "What about the physical sensations? What felt best?"

"Your mouth," Marcus said immediately, then felt heat creep up his neck. "Both your mouths. The combination of hand and mouth. And the oil. The slickness. The way you could just... glide over my cock endlessly."

"Multiple simultaneous sensations. Oral and manual combined. Good." Sophia exchanged a glance with Victoria. "Now, harder question: are there things you've fantasized about but haven't experienced yet? Things that seem too intense or too weird or too... much?"

Marcus swallowed hard. This was it. The moment to be completely honest about his desires.

"I've thought about... being restrained. Not being able to move at all. Being completely helpless while you work on me. And I've thought about... multiple orgasms. Being forced to come more than once. Being milked until there's nothing left."

Sophia's eyes lit up. "Oh, we can absolutely do both of those things. The Apex Suite table has integrated restraint points. And forced multiple orgasms with three attendants? That's literally what we specialize in."

"There's more," Marcus continued, emboldened by her enthusiasm. "I've thought about being blindfolded. Not being able to see anything. Just sensation. And I've thought about... edging for longer than usual. Like, extended denial. Bringing me close over and over for the full two hours before finally letting me come."

Victoria made notes on her tablet. "Extended edging with ultimate denial, multiple forced orgasms, sensory deprivation, full restraint, praise and control dynamics. This is an excellent framework."

"Let's talk about attendant selection," Sophia said. "You've experienced me and Jasmine. For the Apex Suite, we need a third. Based on what you've told me, I'm thinking Valentina. She specializes in dominant energy and control. She's excellent at psychological play—building anticipation, giving commands, making you feel truly owned during a session. Does that appeal to you?"

The idea of being controlled by three women simultaneously made Marcus's cock harden visibly in his pants. From Sophia's knowing smile, she noticed.

"I think that's a yes," she said with amusement. "Here's what I'm proposing for your Apex experience: full restraint from the start. Blindfold optional but recommended—it intensifies everything. Three phases over two hours. Phase one: extended edging with all three of us taking turns, building you up slowly, denying you repeatedly. Phase two: first forced orgasm—we make you come, but we don't stop stimulating you afterward. We keep going through your sensitivity until you're hard again. Phase three: final extended edging leading to the most intense orgasm we can possibly give you. Throughout everything, praise and control, telling you what a good boy you are, commanding your responses, owning your pleasure completely."

Marcus could barely breathe. "That sounds... perfect."

"We'll use specialized equipment for the Apex Suite," Victoria added. "Medical-grade restraints that won't chafe. Multiple types of lubricant optimized for extended sessions. Cock rings if needed to maintain your erection between orgasms. We'll also have a safe word—something simple you can say at any point if you need to slow down or stop."

"What safe word do you recommend?"

"Red is standard. Yellow for 'slow down,' red for 'stop completely.' Simple, clear, no ambiguity."

"That works."

Sophia stood and walked over to where he sat, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Marcus, I want to be very clear about something. The Apex Suite is intense. It will push you beyond anything you've experienced. You may cry, you may beg, you may feel things that overwhelm you. That's normal and expected. But we're professionals. We know how to read your body, how to push without breaking, how to give you exactly what you need even when it feels like too much. Do you trust me?"

Marcus looked up at her. "Yes. Completely."

"Good boy." She squeezed his shoulder. "Then let's schedule your session. When do you want to do this?"

"As soon as possible."

Victoria checked her tablet. "The Apex Suite has an opening in ten days. Saturday evening, eight PM to ten PM."

"Book it."
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The next ten days were the longest of Marcus's life. He couldn't think about anything else. Work suffered—he missed deadlines, zoned out in meetings, gave presentations that were barely coherent. His friends noticed something was different but he couldn't explain. How could he tell them he was counting down to a two-hour session where three beautiful women would edge him, force multiple orgasms from him, and essentially break him down and rebuild him through pure sexual intensity?

He jerked off constantly, trying to take the edge off the anticipation. It didn't help. If anything, it made it worse—every orgasm left him wanting the real thing, wanting Sophia's skilled hands and mouth, wanting the intensity only The Table could provide.

Finally, Saturday arrived.

Marcus spent the day in a haze of nervous energy. He showered three times, unsure why—they'd seen his body before, knew every inch of his cock, had swallowed his cum multiple times. But this felt different. More significant. Like he was preparing for something transformative.

At 7:30 PM, he was in his car, driving downtown through Saturday evening traffic. The warehouse district was quieter on weekends—most of the businesses closed, the streets empty except for the occasional pedestrian. The Table's unmarked building stood dark and mysterious as always.

Victoria greeted him at the door, but this time she led him in a different direction—not to the consultation room or Room Seven, but down a corridor he'd never seen before, past doors marked with symbols that seemed more elaborate and ornate than the standard rooms.

At the end of the hallway was a door unlike any other in The Table. No simple symbol or number—this one had an intricate design that looked like it had been hand-carved into the dark wood: three intertwined circles forming a complex pattern.

"The Apex Suite," Victoria said, producing a key. "Everything you requested has been prepared. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina are waiting for you below. The safe words are yellow and red. The session is two hours, but you're welcome to stay in the suite for up to three hours total to recover. Are you ready?"

Marcus took a deep breath. "Yes."

"Then enjoy your experience, Mr. Chen. I'll see you on the other side."

She unlocked the door and gestured him inside.

The changing area of the Apex Suite was more like a luxury hotel bathroom than anything Marcus had seen at The Table before. Marble everything—floors, counters, shower enclosure. A full wet bar with premium liquor. A plush sofa for relaxing. Heated towel racks with multiple robes. And on the counter, laid out like medical instruments, were items that made his pulse race: a soft leather blindfold, what looked like professional restraint cuffs, and several bottles of specialized lubricant.

Marcus undressed slowly, folding his clothes with trembling hands. He poured himself two fingers of whiskey and downed it for courage, feeling the burn settle in his stomach. Then he donned a robe and approached the door to the main suite.

The room beyond took his breath away.

It was massive—easily thirty feet by thirty feet—with vaulted ceilings and indirect lighting that could be adjusted to different colors and intensities. The walls were covered in sound-dampening fabric in deep burgundy. The floor was dark hardwood partially covered by an enormous plush rug.

But the table dominated everything.

It was larger than any he'd seen—custom-built on a scale that seemed almost excessive. The padding was thick and luxurious, covered in charcoal microfiber that looked incredibly soft. The opening in the center was standard size, but the table had visible modifications: restraint points integrated into the frame at strategic locations, adjustable supports that could modify the height and angle, and controls embedded near the head rest that probably adjusted lighting and other environmental factors.

And mirrors. The entire ceiling was mirrored, offering a complete view of the table and anyone on it from above.

Marcus shed the robe and approached the table, his cock already hardening with anticipation. He climbed onto the padding carefully, positioning himself face-down with his hips over the opening. The padding compressed perfectly, supporting his weight while remaining soft against his skin.

Below, through the opening, he could hear movement. Voices murmuring—three distinct voices, though he couldn't make out words. They were down there. Waiting. Preparing.

"Hello, Marcus."

Sophia's voice, familiar and warm.

"Hello from me as well." Jasmine's voice, younger and playful.

"And from me." A third voice—deeper, richer, with an unmistakable tone of command. Valentina.

"Three of you," Marcus breathed.

"Three of us," Valentina confirmed. "All focused entirely on you. On this beautiful cock hanging through our table. On making you feel pleasure beyond anything you've experienced. Are you ready for us, Marcus?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?" Valentina's voice held a sharp edge.

Marcus understood immediately. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. You learn fast. Sophia tells me you respond well to control and commands. To being told what to do, when to come, when to hold back. Is that true?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Excellent. Then here are the rules for the next two hours: You do not come without permission. You do not move without permission. You address all three of us as Mistress. You communicate clearly—if something is too much, you say yellow. If you need to stop, you say red. Everything else, you endure. You trust us to push you, to break you down, to rebuild you. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Perfect. Sophia, would you do the honors?"

Hands touched his ankles—firm, professional. Marcus felt restraints being attached, soft leather cuffs that buckled securely but didn't cut off circulation. His ankles were secured to attachment points on the table, spreading his legs slightly, making him even more vulnerable.

More hands worked on his wrists, securing them to points near his shoulders. He tested the restraints experimentally—they held firm. He couldn't move his arms or legs more than an inch or two. He was completely immobilized.

"And now the blindfold," Sophia said softly. "This is going to intensify everything, Marcus. Without sight, every touch will feel stronger. Every sensation will overwhelm you. Trust us to guide you."

Soft leather pressed over his eyes, blocking out all light. Buckled behind his head. Adjusted until it was snug but comfortable.

Marcus lay there in complete darkness, unable to move, unable to see, his cock hanging through the opening into space occupied by three women whose faces he couldn't see and bodies he couldn't touch.

The vulnerability was total. The submission complete.

And his cock was rock hard.

"Look at that," Valentina purred. "Already hard and we haven't even touched him yet. Such an eager boy. Such a responsive cock. We're going to have so much fun with you, Marcus."

The first touch came without warning—a hand wrapping around his shaft, gripping firmly. He couldn't tell whose hand it was. Couldn't see, couldn't anticipate.

"Do you know who's touching you?" Jasmine's voice asked.

"No, Mistress."

"Good. You don't need to know. You just need to feel."

The hand stroked slowly, up and down, learning his length. Then a second hand joined—cupping his balls, massaging gently. Two people touching him, but he had no idea who.

Then a third hand—fingers trailing up his inner thigh, teasing sensitive skin.

All three. All touching him simultaneously. Three different sensations from three different directions, and he couldn't see any of it, could only feel.

"Your cock is beautiful, Marcus," Sophia's voice said. "Thick and hard and leaking already. We're going to worship this cock for two hours. We're going to make it feel things it's never felt before. Are you ready for that?"

"Yes, Mistress."

The pump bottle sound—unmistakable even in darkness. Then oil, warm and slick, being worked over his shaft by multiple hands. They all stroked him together, their hands gliding over his slick skin in a coordinated rhythm that made him groan.

"That's it," Valentina encouraged. "Let us hear you. Don't hold back your sounds. We want to hear every moan, every gasp, every desperate noise you make."

They built him up slowly, methodically. Three sets of hands taking turns—sometimes all stroking together, sometimes passing his cock between them like a relay, sometimes focusing on different parts simultaneously. Shaft, head, balls, sensitive spots he didn't even know he had. All while he lay there in darkness, unable to see, unable to move, completely at their mercy.

Then one of them took him in her mouth—deep and sudden, making him cry out.

"Oh fuck—"

Whoever it was sucked hard, taking him to the root, her throat opening. Another hand massaged his balls while the third set of fingers traced patterns on his inner thighs. Three women working him, coordinated, overwhelming.

The mouth pulled off. A second mouth took its place—different technique, more aggressive, bobbing fast. Then a third mouth—teasing, licking just the head while hands stroked the shaft.

They rotated. Back and forth. Each woman taking turns sucking his cock while the others used their hands. Marcus couldn't track who was who. Couldn't anticipate. Could only feel sensation building, pleasure mounting, his orgasm approaching.

"Getting close, aren't you?" Valentina asked.

"Yes, Mistress—"

"Too bad. You don't have permission to come yet."

All stimulation stopped instantly. Marcus groaned in frustration, his cock throbbing desperately in empty air.

"We're going to edge you for the next hour," Valentina continued, her voice calm and commanding. "Over and over. Bringing you right to the brink and stopping. Building that pressure in your balls until you feel like you'll explode. Making you desperate. Making you beg. And you will not come. You will hold back. Because you're a good boy who obeys his Mistresses. Aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then let's begin."

For the next sixty minutes, they destroyed him.

There was no other word for it. Three skilled professionals working in perfect coordination to systematically break down Marcus's control, his composure, his ability to think about anything except the desperate need to come.

They edged him in cycles. Sometimes all three mouths on him at once—impossible geometry that his blindfolded mind couldn't parse, just wet heat and suction from multiple angles. Sometimes one mouth while six hands worked the rest of his body. Sometimes just hands, three different grips and techniques creating sensations that built on each other exponentially.

And they talked. Constant filthy encouragement, praise, commands, psychological warfare designed to heighten every physical sensation.

"Such a good boy," Sophia murmured, her hand stroking his slick shaft. "Holding back so well for us. Your cock is throbbing so hard—I can feel your pulse. You want to come so badly but you're controlling yourself. Making us proud."

"Look at how much he's leaking," Jasmine added, her tongue licking precum from his tip. "Dripping like a faucet. His body is begging to release but his mind is strong. Such beautiful control."

"But we're going to break that control," Valentina promised, her voice dark with promise. "We're going to edge you until you can't think. Until coming is the only thought in your head. Until you'd do anything, promise anything, beg for anything just to be allowed to release."

She was right.

By the twentieth edge—or maybe it was the thirtieth, Marcus had lost count—he was making sounds he'd never made before. Animalistic whimpering, desperate groaning, his hips trying uselessly to thrust against restraints that held him perfectly still.

"Please," he gasped into the darkness. "Please, Mistresses, I need—"

"Need what?" Valentina asked, her hand gripping his cock firmly at the base.

"Need to come—please—I can't take anymore—"

"Yes you can. Your body is stronger than you think. And we're not done playing with this beautiful cock yet."

A mouth engulfed him—Sophia's, he thought, based on the slow deliberate technique—taking him deep and holding there. Her throat swallowed around his shaft while other hands massaged his balls, stroked his thighs, touched everywhere except where he needed it most.

The edge built fast—too fast. He was so primed, so desperate, that even gentle stimulation threatened to tip him over.

"Don't come," Valentina commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

Marcus panted, fighting his own body, fighting the orgasm that wanted to explode from him. Sweat dripped down his face. His muscles trembled. His cock throbbed violently.

The mouth pulled off just in time.

"Good boy!" Sophia praised. "You held it. You controlled it even when it seemed impossible. We're so proud of you."

The praise made him throb harder, made precum leak in steady streams.

"He loves being praised," Jasmine observed. "Watch—every time we call him a good boy, his cock pulses. It's adorable."

"Such a good boy," Valentina repeated, and Marcus felt his cock jump in response. "So obedient. So desperate to please us. To prove he can handle what we give him."

They edged him faster now, building him up in thirty seconds, backing off, building again. No recovery time. Just constant cycling between overwhelming pleasure and desperate denial.

Marcus started crying. Actual tears soaking into the blindfold, his voice cracking as he begged.

"Please—Mistresses—please let me come—I'll do anything—please—I need it so bad—"

"Anything?" Valentina's voice was sharp with interest. "You'd do anything to come right now?"

"Yes—anything—please—"

"Would you let us milk you dry? Force orgasm after orgasm from this cock until you have nothing left? Even when it hurts? Even when you're oversensitive and begging us to stop?"

"Yes—yes, please—"

"Good. Because that's exactly what Phase Two is. But first, you've earned your first release. When Jasmine's mouth goes on you this time, you have permission to come. You understand? This time, you let go. You give us everything. You come as hard as you possibly can."

"Thank you—thank you, Mistresses—"

"But Marcus?" Valentina's voice held a warning. "After you come, we don't stop. We keep stimulating you. Through your orgasm, through your sensitivity, until you're hard again. That's when the real test begins. Can you handle that?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then come for us. Now."

Jasmine's mouth sealed around his cock and sucked with aggressive intensity while multiple hands worked his shaft and balls. The stimulation was overwhelming, coordinated, designed specifically to make him explode.

Marcus's orgasm detonated after sixty minutes of denial. His entire body went rigid against the restraints, every muscle locking, his cock pulsing violently as cum erupted from him in thick ropes. He screamed—actual screaming—the pleasure so intense it was almost pain.

And true to Valentina's warning, they didn't stop.

Jasmine kept sucking, her mouth working him through his orgasm, swallowing his cum while her hands kept stroking. The sensitivity hit immediately—his cock so oversensitive that every touch bordered on painful. But the restraints held him in place. He couldn't pull away, couldn't escape the continued stimulation.

"Oh god—oh fuck—stop—too much—"

"No stopping," Valentina said firmly. "This is what you agreed to. This is Phase Two. We're going to keep touching you, keep sucking you, until you're hard again. And then we're going to make you come again."

"I can't—I can't get hard again—not this soon—"

"Yes you can. Your body is capable of so much more than you think. Trust us."

They proved it. Despite the oversensitivity, despite his protests, they kept working him. Softer touches now, understanding the sensitivity, but never stopping. Sophia's gentle stroking, Jasmine's careful licking, Valentina's massaging of his balls and perineum.

And impossibly, incredibly, Marcus felt himself hardening again.

"There we go," Sophia praised. "Look at that. Your cock is responding already. Such a good, obedient cock. Getting hard for us even when your mind says it's impossible."

Within five minutes, he was fully erect again, his cock standing hard despite having just come. The sensitivity had faded to a deep, throbbing arousal that was almost more intense than before.

"Perfect," Valentina purred. "Now we're going to make you come again. But this time, we're going to make it last. We're going to build you up slowly, edge you a few more times, then force another orgasm from you. And you're going to take it. You're going to be our good boy and give us another load. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus whimpered.

The second round of edging was somehow more intense than the first. His cock was hypersensitive, every touch magnified. They knew this and exploited it mercilessly—light touches that felt like lightning, gentle licking that made him shudder, careful stroking that built sensation faster than before.

They edged him five times in quick succession, bringing him to the brink faster each time because his body was primed, ready, desperate to release again.

"Please," Marcus sobbed. "Please let me come again—I can't hold it—"

"One more edge," Valentina decided. "One more, and then you can release. Can you handle one more?"

"I don't know—"

"Yes you can. You're strong. You're our good boy. One more edge, Marcus. Prove how strong you are."

Sophia's mouth took him deep, her throat working, while four hands touched everywhere else. Up, up, up—the orgasm building, his balls tightening, everything inside him coiling—

She pulled off.

Marcus screamed in frustration, his cock throbbing desperately, precum pouring from him.

"Beautiful," Valentina praised. "Absolutely beautiful. You held it. Even when it seemed impossible, you held it. Now you've earned your second release. Come for us, Marcus. Right now. Give us another load."

All three mouths descended on him at once—one on the head, one lower on the shaft, one licking his balls—and the coordinated stimulation shattered him.

His second orgasm was somehow more intense than the first despite having come only ten minutes earlier. His cock pulsed violently, cum erupting even though logically there shouldn't be much left. His vision whited out behind the blindfold. His mind shattered into pure sensation.

And again, they didn't stop.

Through his orgasm, through his sensitivity, through his desperate gasping protests, they kept touching him. Kept stroking. Kept building him toward a third hardening.

"How many times can we make him come?" Jasmine wondered aloud.

"Let's find out," Valentina replied.

They made him come four times total.

Four orgasms in two hours—something Marcus would have sworn was physically impossible before tonight. But they proved it could be done with the right combination of skill, coordination, and relentless stimulation.

The third orgasm came after they'd worked him hard again, his cock hypersensitive but responding to their expert touches. Less cum this time, but the intensity was still shattering—his body convulsing against the restraints, his voice hoarse from screaming.

The fourth—the final one—came during what Valentina called "the grand finale."

All three of them worked him simultaneously for the last thirty minutes. Three mouths rotating on his cock, six hands touching everywhere, voices praising and commanding and encouraging. They edged him one final time, bringing him so close he was sobbing, begging, promising anything.

And then Valentina gave the command: "Come for us one last time, Marcus. Give us everything you have left. Empty yourself completely."

The final orgasm was almost painful in its intensity—his cock pulsing weakly, barely any cum left, but the pleasure still ripping through him like electricity. He screamed until his voice gave out, tears soaking the blindfold, his entire body trembling.

When it was over, when they finally stopped touching him, Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely think.

Gentle hands released his restraints. Removed the blindfold. He blinked in the soft lighting, his vision blurry.

Three beautiful women stood around the table—Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina. He was finally seeing them all together. They smiled at him with genuine warmth and pride.

"You did so well," Sophia said softly, stroking his sweat-soaked hair. "So incredibly well. Most men can't handle the full Apex experience. But you took everything we gave you. We're so proud."

Marcus tried to speak but only managed a weak croak.

"Shh," Jasmine soothed. "Don't talk yet. Just rest. We're going to help you to the shower, get you cleaned up, and then you can recover in the lounge area as long as you need."

They helped him off the table—his legs wouldn't support him properly, so they essentially carried him to the enormous shower. Warm water cascaded over him while they gently washed him, their touches now tender and caring rather than sexual.

Afterward, they wrapped him in the softest robe he'd ever felt and guided him to the lounge area where they'd laid out food and drinks. Marcus collapsed onto the plush sofa, his entire body feeling like jelly.

"Eat something," Valentina instructed, her dominant tone softened. "You need to replenish. Protein, water, sugar. Your body just went through an intense experience."

He ate mechanically—fruit, cheese, chocolate—barely tasting it. Drank water and then champagne. Slowly, his brain started functioning again.

"That was..." he started, then couldn't find words.

"Transformative?" Sophia suggested with a knowing smile.

"Yes. Exactly that."

The three women sat with him for another thirty minutes, talking casually now, helping him come down from the intensity. They explained aftercare, checked that he felt okay emotionally and physically, made sure he understood what he'd just experienced.

When Marcus finally felt steady enough to leave, Valentina handed him a card.

"This is a direct line to schedule Apex sessions. Most members do one every few months—it's too intense to do frequently. But when you're ready for another, call that number."

Marcus took the card with trembling fingers. "Thank you. All of you. That was... I don't have words."

"You don't need words," Sophia said warmly. "Your responses said everything. We'll see you again, Marcus."


Chapter 4: Addiction

The Apex Suite changed everything.

Marcus had thought he understood pleasure before that night. Thought he knew his limits, his capacity for sensation, what his body could handle. The Apex experience had systematically destroyed every assumption.

For three days after, he could barely function. His body felt wrung out, depleted, like every ounce of sexual energy had been extracted. His cock was hypersensitive—even the brush of fabric against it made him wince. His mind kept replaying moments: the feeling of three mouths on him simultaneously, the desperate edges, the forced orgasms, the complete loss of control.

He called in sick to work. Spent the days in a daze, alternating between sleeping and staring at the ceiling, processing what had happened to him.

By the fourth day, the physical sensitivity had faded. But something else remained—a deep, aching need that regular life couldn't satisfy anymore.

Marcus tried to go back to normal. Went to work, attended meetings, had drinks with friends. But everything felt hollow. Conversations seemed meaningless. Regular pleasures—good food, nice wine, even regular sex with a woman he'd been casually seeing—felt muted and disappointing.

He'd been ruined. Spoiled completely for anything less than what The Table offered.

The casual relationship ended quickly. She could tell something was off, that his mind was elsewhere even when they were in bed together. Marcus didn't fight it. How could he explain that her enthusiastic but amateur attempts at pleasing him felt like children's play compared to what he'd experienced?

Two weeks after the Apex Suite, Marcus booked another session with Sophia. Just standard, one attendant, sixty minutes. He needed something, needed to feel that connection again.

Sophia noticed immediately when he positioned himself on the table in Room Seven.

"You've been struggling," she observed from below, her hand wrapping around his cock. "I can tell. You're tense. Distracted. The Apex experience affected you deeply, didn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I can't stop thinking about it. Nothing else feels... enough."

"That's normal," Sophia said gently, stroking him slowly. "The Apex Suite is designed to be transformative. It shows you what's possible. What your body can feel when you surrender completely. Of course regular life seems dull afterward."

"How do I deal with that?"

"Some members increase their frequency. Come weekly instead of monthly. Others accept that The Table is a special experience—something to anticipate and savor rather than a constant. And some..." She paused, her hand squeezing slightly. "Some go deeper."

"Deeper how?"

"The Table has levels, Marcus. You've experienced our core offerings—standard sessions, VIP, even Apex. But there are other things. Other rooms. Other experiences available to members who've proven themselves capable of handling intensity."

His cock throbbed in her hand. "What kind of experiences?"

"I can't tell you yet. You have to be invited. But I can say that you're being considered. Your performance in the Apex Suite was exceptional. Victoria and the other senior attendants have been discussing you."

"Discussing me for what?"

"For elevation. For access to the deeper levels of The Table." Her mouth took him then, ending the conversation, and Marcus could only groan as she worked him expertly.

But the seeds had been planted. Deeper levels. Other experiences. An invitation.
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Marcus became obsessed with figuring out what Sophia meant.

He started coming to The Table weekly, sometimes twice a week. Always booking Sophia, always in Room Seven, but now paying closer attention to everything around him. The corridors he walked through. The doors he passed. The symbols on each entrance.

He noticed things he'd missed before:

Some doors had no symbols at all—just blank brass plates.

Some corridors branched in directions he'd never explored.

Occasionally he'd see other members in the hallways—always men, always well-dressed, always with the same slightly dazed expression he probably wore after sessions.

Once, he saw Victoria escorting a man toward a door at the very end of a corridor he'd never been down. The door was different—larger, older-looking, with what appeared to be an actual lock rather than just a handle.

The man looked nervous. Excited. Like he was about to experience something significant.

Marcus wanted to know what was behind that door.

During his next session with Sophia, he asked directly: "What are the deeper levels? What am I being considered for?"

Sophia's hands paused on his cock. "I told you—I can't explain until you're invited. But I can say this: The Table you've experienced so far? The standard rooms, VIP, even Apex? Those are the introductory levels. Where we teach members about their capacity for pleasure, train them to surrender control, prove they can handle intensity."

"And the deeper levels?"

"Are where we explore what happens when you fully commit. When The Table becomes not just a service you visit, but a fundamental part of your identity. When you stop seeing your attendants as service providers and start seeing them as... something more."

"More how?"

"That's what you'll discover if you're invited." Her mouth took him deep, ending the questioning.

But Marcus couldn't stop thinking about it. Couldn't stop imagining what "deeper" meant.
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The invitation came six weeks after his Apex experience.

Marcus arrived for a regular session with Sophia and found Victoria waiting in the corridor instead.

"Mr. Chen. Your session has been rescheduled. Please follow me."

She led him deeper into The Table than he'd ever been—down the corridor he'd seen that other member being escorted down, past multiple doors, until they reached the large door at the very end.

Victoria produced an actual key—old-fashioned, ornate—and unlocked it.

"Through here, please."

Beyond the door was a small antechamber with another door ahead—this one requiring a keycard. Victoria swiped hers and the door clicked open, revealing a staircase leading down.

Down.

The Table had a basement level.

"Everything you've experienced so far has been on the main floor," Victoria explained as they descended. "Standard services, VIP offerings, public-facing operations. What you're about to see exists below. Few members ever receive access. The fact that you're being invited speaks to your exceptional performance and dedication."

They reached the bottom of the stairs—a corridor that looked similar to the ones above but felt different. Quieter. More intimate. The doors here had no symbols at all, just numbers: 1, 2, 3.

Victoria stopped at door number 5.

"Inside is a consultation room. You'll meet with Sophia and myself to discuss what deeper membership entails. What it requires. What it offers. Listen carefully, ask questions, and then decide if you want to proceed. Understood?"

"Yes."

The room inside was small and warmly lit, with comfortable chairs arranged in a circle. Sophia was already there, wearing a dress Marcus had never seen her in—more formal, more elegant.

She smiled when he entered. "Marcus. I'm glad you accepted the invitation."

"I didn't know I could refuse."

"You always can," Victoria said firmly. "At any point, you can walk away. That's important to understand. What we're offering requires enthusiastic consent. Pressure or coercion would ruin it."

They all sat. Marcus's heart pounded.

"Let me explain what this is about," Victoria began. "The Table has two tiers of membership. The tier you've experienced—standard, VIP, Apex—serves hundreds of members. Men who visit occasionally, enjoy our services, and maintain normal lives outside.

"But there's a second tier. Much smaller. Much more exclusive. These are members who've demonstrated exceptional compatibility with our philosophy. Who've proven they can surrender completely. Who want something deeper than occasional visits.

"We call it the Inner Circle."

Marcus leaned forward. "What does Inner Circle membership include?"

"Complete integration," Sophia answered. "Inner Circle members don't just visit The Table. They become part of it. You'd be assigned not just a primary attendant, but a dedicated team. You'd have access to private rooms, custom experiences, and services we don't offer to standard members.

"But it requires commitment. Weekly mandatory sessions minimum. Regular communication with your team. Participation in special events. And..." She paused. "Exclusivity."

"Exclusivity?"

"Inner Circle members don't maintain outside sexual relationships," Victoria explained. "All your sexual and intimate needs are fulfilled here, by your assigned team. In exchange, we provide a level of care and attention that's impossible to find elsewhere."

Marcus's mind reeled. "You're asking me to... what, give up dating? Relationships?"

"We're asking you to consider whether The Table can provide everything you need. Whether the intensity, the surrender, the worship you experience here is worth committing to fully. Many members discover that regular relationships feel shallow after experiencing what we offer. That the connection formed with skilled attendants who know your body intimately is deeper than what civilian dating provides."

"This sounds like..."

"Like a sexual relationship?" Sophia smiled. "In some ways, it is. But more structured. More honest. Your team's sole focus is your pleasure and satisfaction. No games, no miscommunication, no wondering if you're compatible. Just pure, skilled dedication to making you feel worshipped."

Victoria pulled out a tablet and showed him photographs. Private rooms that made the Apex Suite look modest—custom furniture, elaborate setups, equipment he couldn't identify. "Inner Circle members get access to these spaces. And to experiences we haven't shown you yet."

"Such as?"

"Extended sessions—four hours, six hours, even overnight. Multi-day experiences where you stay here and we take care of every need. Roleplay scenarios. Group dynamics where you're the center of attention for multiple attendants simultaneously. Sensory exploration. Edging protocols that last days rather than hours. Whatever fantasies you have, we can fulfill them."

Marcus's cock was rock hard in his pants. The idea of it—of surrendering completely, of making The Table the center of his sexual life, of having a dedicated team whose only job was worshipping him—was intoxicating.

"What's the cost?"

"Thirty-five hundred monthly. Includes unlimited standard sessions, weekly VIP sessions, quarterly Apex experiences, and access to all Inner Circle spaces and events."

Thirty-five hundred. That was a significant chunk of his income. But also... he was already spending nearly that much anyway with his increased frequency. And this would be unlimited access, plus services he'd never experienced.

"What's the commitment period?"

"Six months minimum. After that, month-to-month. You can leave anytime with thirty days notice."

Marcus looked at Sophia. "If I join... you'd be on my team?"

"I'd be your primary," she confirmed. "I'd also help select two other attendants who complement my skills. You'd meet them, approve them, and then we'd be yours. Your dedicated team. No other members—just you."

The possessiveness of that idea sent a thrill through him. Three women, committed exclusively to his pleasure. Available whenever he wanted. Knowing his body, his responses, his desires better than he knew them himself.

"I need time to think."

"Of course," Victoria said. "Take a week. Consider carefully. This is a significant commitment. If you decide to proceed, contact me directly."

She handed him a card with a private number.
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Marcus spent the week in turmoil.

The rational part of his brain screamed that this was insane. Committing thirty-five hundred a month, giving up dating and relationships, organizing his life around sessions at a sex club—it was excessive, obsessive, unhealthy.

But the rest of him—the part that had been awakened by The Table, that had experienced pleasures beyond anything civilian life offered, that craved the surrender and worship and intensity—wanted it desperately.

He tried to imagine going back to normal dating. Meeting someone, awkward small talk, eventually getting to sex that would inevitably be disappointing compared to what Sophia could do. Pretending to enjoy mediocre handjobs when he'd experienced edging protocols designed by professionals. Settling for vanilla intimacy when he'd been restrained and worshipped by three women simultaneously.

It was impossible. The Table had ruined him for anything else.

On the sixth day, Marcus called Victoria's private number.

"I'm in. I want to join the Inner Circle."

"Excellent decision, Mr. Chen. Come tomorrow evening at seven. We'll begin your initiation."
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The initiation was unlike anything Marcus expected.

He arrived at seven PM as instructed and was met not by Victoria but by Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina—the three women from his Apex experience.

"Surprise," Sophia said with a warm smile. "We're your team. We requested you specifically after the Apex session. You're ours now, Marcus."

They led him down to the basement level, but past the consultation room to a door he hadn't seen before. Inside was a suite that took his breath away—bedroom, bathroom, sitting area, all luxuriously appointed.

"This is your private suite," Valentina explained. "Inner Circle members have dedicated spaces. This one is yours. Whenever you're here, this is your sanctuary."

"Your initiation will last four hours," Jasmine added. "We're going to introduce you to Inner Circle protocols and experiences. Push you further than the Apex Suite. Show you what unlimited access really means."

Sophia stepped close, her hand tracing his jaw. "And when it's over, you'll understand why Inner Circle members never leave. Why they organize their lives around The Table. Why we become everything they need."

The four-hour initiation broke Marcus completely and rebuilt him as something new.

They used every technique, every skill, every piece of equipment in the suite. Edging protocols that lasted hours. Forced orgasms until he was sobbing. Sensory play with ice and heat. Restraints that held him in positions he'd never imagined. Three mouths, six hands, three minds focused entirely on his pleasure.

By the end, Marcus couldn't remember what his life had been like before The Table. Couldn't imagine wanting anything except this—this worship, this intensity, this surrender.

When he finally left at midnight, exhausted and transformed, Sophia pressed a kiss to his forehead.

"Welcome to the Inner Circle, Marcus. Your life begins now."

She was right.

Everything that came before was just prologue. This—The Table, his team, the surrender—this was what he'd been searching for his entire life without knowing it.

And he was never letting it go.

Marcus's life reorganized itself around The Table within two weeks of joining the Inner Circle.

It started with small changes. He began declining after-work drinks with colleagues because he had "plans" - plans that involved driving to the warehouse district for his mandatory weekly session. He stopped responding to dating app matches because the idea of explaining his situation to a civilian woman felt impossible and unnecessary.

Then larger changes. He requested to work from home three days a week, ostensibly for "better focus," but really so he could take afternoon sessions when the urge hit him. He rearranged his gym schedule around Table visits. He started budgeting differently - less money for restaurants and entertainment, more reserved for his monthly membership and the extras he was discovering Inner Circle offered.

His team - Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina - had become the primary women in his life. He thought about them constantly. Sophia's patient edging techniques. Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Valentina's commanding dominance. The way they worked together, coordinating perfectly to take him apart and rebuild him.

The private suite became his sanctuary. Walking into that space - with its luxury furnishings, its custom table, its equipment designed specifically for prolonged sessions - felt like coming home in a way his actual apartment never did.

Three weeks into Inner Circle membership, Sophia introduced him to something new.

"We want to try extended sensory protocols with you," she explained during a session, her hand stroking his cock lazily. "You responded so well to the blindfold during Apex. We think you'd enjoy deeper sensory deprivation."

"How deep?"

"Complete. Blindfold, noise-canceling headphones, sometimes restraints that prevent all movement. The goal is to eliminate every sense except touch. When you can't see, can't hear, can't move... every sensation becomes magnified a hundred times."

Marcus's cock throbbed in her hand at the idea.

"We'd start with two-hour sessions," Jasmine added from wherever she was positioned below the table. "Work up to four hours, maybe longer. Total darkness, total silence, just our hands and mouths on your body. No anticipation, no warning. Pure sensation."

They tried it that night.

The experience was transcendent. Lying in complete darkness and silence, unable to move, Marcus lost all sense of time and space. There was only sensation - touches that came from nowhere, mouths that appeared and disappeared, building pleasure in waves he couldn't predict or prepare for.

They edged him for what felt like hours. Maybe it was hours. He had no way to know. No reference point except the endless cycling of arousal and denial.

When they finally allowed him to come, the orgasm was so intense Marcus genuinely thought he might pass out. His entire world had narrowed to his cock, and the release felt like his soul leaving his body.

Afterward, when they removed the blindfold and headphones, Marcus was crying again. Not from pain or distress - from the sheer overwhelming intensity of pure sensation.

"That was four hours," Valentina informed him, stroking his sweat-soaked hair. "You handled it beautifully. Most members need to work up to that duration, but you took it like you were made for it."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod weakly.

"We're going to make extended sensory sessions part of your regular rotation," Sophia decided. "Weekly standard sessions, bi-weekly VIP, monthly extended sensory, and quarterly Apex. Does that sound good?"

"Yes," Marcus managed hoarsely. "Perfect."
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A month into Inner Circle membership, Victoria invited Marcus to his first exclusive event.

"Inner Circle members gather quarterly for special experiences," she explained over the phone. "Next Saturday, we're hosting what we call an Exhibition Night. I think you're ready."

"What's an Exhibition Night?"

"You'll see. Arrive at eight PM. Dress code is formal - suit and tie. You'll be meeting other Inner Circle members for the first time."

The idea of meeting other members was strange. Marcus had seen men in the hallways occasionally, but never spoken to them. The Table felt like such a private, intimate space that the thought of socializing there seemed almost wrong.

But curiosity won out.

Saturday evening, Marcus arrived in his best suit - charcoal gray, tailored, expensive. Victoria met him at the entrance and led him down to the basement level, but in a direction he'd never been before.

They passed his private suite, passed the consultation room, and continued down the corridor until they reached a door with no number at all - just an ornate design that looked like interlocking circles.

Victoria opened it, revealing a space that took Marcus's breath away.

The room was massive - easily the size of a small ballroom. Elegant furniture created intimate seating areas. A bar along one wall was staffed by a bartender in black. Soft music played from hidden speakers. And scattered throughout the room were perhaps twenty men in suits, talking in small groups, drinks in hand.

But what dominated the space were the tables.

Five of them, arranged in a semi-circle at the far end of the room. Not the standard tables Marcus was used to - these were modified, elevated on platforms so they were clearly visible from anywhere in the room. Each had perfect lighting focused on it.

And beneath each table, visible to everyone in the room, were attendants. Beautiful women in elegant lingerie, positioned on their platforms, waiting.

"Exhibition Night," Victoria explained softly. "Five members will be selected to receive sessions while the rest watch. It's about community, shared experience, and celebrating the pleasure we provide here. Voyeurism and exhibition for those who enjoy it."

Marcus's cock hardened instantly. The idea of being serviced while other men watched, of seeing other members experience what he'd experienced, was intensely arousing in a way he hadn't anticipated.

"Are you interested in participating?" Victoria asked. "Or would you prefer to observe tonight?"

"I... observe, I think. For the first time."

"Wise choice. Come, let me introduce you to some other members."

The men at Exhibition Night ranged from mid-twenties to fifties - professionals, clearly, from the way they carried themselves and the quality of their suits. Victoria introduced Marcus to several:

David, a tech entrepreneur who'd been Inner Circle for two years. "Best decision I ever made," he said with genuine enthusiasm. "My life before The Table feels like a different person lived it."

James, a lawyer in his forties. "I tried to maintain outside relationships at first. Lasted maybe a month before I realized how pointless it was. Nothing compares to this."

Michael, a finance guy around Marcus's age. "Wait until you experience the week-long retreats," he said with a knowing smile. "That's when you really understand what Inner Circle membership offers."

"Week-long retreats?"

"Later tier stuff. You'll get there."

Before Marcus could ask what that meant, Victoria called for attention.

"Gentlemen, please take your seats. Tonight's participants have been selected."

The members moved to the seating areas, all angled toward the five tables. Marcus found a comfortable chair with a clear view of everything.

Five men approached the tables - including David, who Marcus had just met. They undressed with practiced ease, clearly comfortable being naked in front of an audience. Each climbed onto their assigned table, positioned themselves face-down over the openings.

The attendants beneath began immediately.

From his seat, Marcus could see everything. Could watch as skilled hands wrapped around cocks, as mouths took men deep, as the five participants began responding to stimulation. Could see their bodies tensing, hear their moans even over the soft music.

It was incredibly erotic. Watching other men experience what he'd experienced, seeing their pleasure build, knowing exactly how they felt because he'd been there.

The attendants worked in coordinated rhythm - all five building their participants up together, edging them together, creating a synchronized experience. When one man got close, they all backed off. When the intensity built, it built for everyone.

Marcus realized his hand was gripping his own cock through his pants. Around him, other observing members were doing the same - some subtly, some openly.

This was permission. Permission to be aroused, to touch yourself, to enjoy watching others receive pleasure.

The session lasted maybe forty minutes. The attendants edged the five men repeatedly, pushing them higher and higher, until finally giving simultaneous permission to come.

All five men orgasmed within seconds of each other - a coordinated release that had them all crying out, their bodies convulsing. From his position, Marcus could see cum erupting, could see the attendants swallowing and licking and milking every drop.

The room erupted in applause.

"Fuck," Marcus breathed, his cock painfully hard in his pants.

David approached after, dressed again, looking blissful. "Incredible, right? Being watched adds a whole other dimension. You should volunteer next time."

"I might."

The idea of being on one of those tables, being serviced while twenty men watched, being part of that synchronized building and release... it was terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.
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Marcus's civilian life continued to deteriorate, but he found he didn't care.

His work performance suffered. He missed a major deadline because he'd been at The Table for an extended session and lost track of time. His manager called him in for a concerned conversation about his "recent lack of focus."

Marcus nodded and made appropriate noises about doing better, but internally he felt nothing. Work didn't matter anymore. The only thing that mattered was his next session.

His friends noticed he'd become distant. Stopped returning texts promptly. Declined invitations consistently. A few reached out with "hey, is everything okay?" messages that Marcus responded to with vague reassurances.

Everything was fine. Better than fine. He'd just found something more important than maintaining surface-level friendships.

His family called less frequently, sensing he didn't want to engage. His mother worried he was depressed. His sister asked if he was seeing someone, noting how distracted he seemed during their last phone call.

He was seeing someone. Three someones. Who knew his body better than anyone. Who existed solely to provide him pleasure. Who never judged, never demanded, never disappointed.

Two months into Inner Circle membership, Marcus took his first vacation day to spend an entire day at The Table.

He arrived at ten AM. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina had designed what they called a "marathon experience" - eight hours with breaks, exploring different protocols and techniques, pushing him through multiple sessions without leaving the building.

They started with tantric techniques - slow building, energy work, breathing exercises designed to extend arousal without orgasm for hours. Sophia guided him through meditation while Jasmine and Valentina used their hands with gossamer-light touches.

Then sensory deprivation - four hours blindfolded and restrained while they edged him relentlessly. Marcus lost count of how many times they brought him to the brink and pulled back.

A break for food and water, his team hand-feeding him, caring for him like he was precious.

Then the finale - all three working him aggressively, multiple mouths and hands, forcing three orgasms from him in ninety minutes until he was completely wrung out.

When he finally left at seven PM, Marcus felt like he'd been through a religious experience. His mind was clear in a way it never was in normal life. His body felt perfectly used. His soul felt satisfied.

This was what he'd been missing his entire life. This surrender. This worship. This complete abdication of control to skilled professionals who wanted nothing except to give him pleasure.

He was never going back to the way things were before.
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Three months in, Valentina introduced Marcus to power exchange protocols.

"You respond beautifully to control," she observed during a session. "To being told when you can come, what position to be in, how to behave. We want to formalize that into structured protocols."

"What does that mean?"

"Outside of sessions, you'd have rules. Requirements. Tasks to complete. And during sessions, we'd have complete authority over your body and pleasure. More explicit dominance and submission dynamics."

The idea made Marcus's cock throb. "What kind of rules?"

"Maybe you're required to edge yourself once every morning but not allowed to come without our permission. Maybe you're required to wear a cock ring during work hours. Maybe you have to check in with us daily, report your arousal levels, ask permission for things. We'd design it specifically for you, based on what heightens your arousal and submission."

"I want to try it."

The protocols started simple. Every morning, Marcus had to send a text to Valentina reporting his arousal level on a scale of 1-10. Every evening, he had to edge himself once but not come - saving his orgasms exclusively for sessions.

It was maddening and perfect. Going through his day knowing his cock belonged to them, that he couldn't come without permission, that they controlled his pleasure even when he wasn't physically at The Table.

The protocols intensified. He was required to wear a cock ring under his clothes during work. Required to edge himself twice daily - morning and night - without release. Required to journal about his fantasies and desires, sharing everything with his team.

During sessions, the dominance became more explicit. Valentina would command him to hold positions, control his breathing, demand he beg for permission to come. Sophia and Jasmine would praise him for obedience, discipline him with denial when he faltered.

Marcus had never been so constantly aroused in his life. Every moment felt charged with sexual energy. Work became something he endured between opportunities to check in with his team, to complete his edging requirements, to serve them through obedience.

His fourth month, during an extended session, Valentina looked up at him from beneath the table and said something that changed everything:

"You know there are levels beyond Inner Circle, don't you Marcus?"

His cock pulsed in her hand. "What?"

"The Inner Circle isn't the deepest level of The Table. It's just the deepest level we show most members. But for some - for members who demonstrate complete dedication, who've fully surrendered to our structure - there's more."

"Tell me."

"I can't. Not until you're invited. But I can say this: if you think you've experienced intensity, if you think you understand what The Table offers... you have no idea."

She took him in her mouth then, ending the conversation. But the seeds were planted.

There was something beyond Inner Circle. Something deeper. More intense. More complete.

And Marcus would do anything to access it.


Chapter 5: Surrender

The invitation arrived on Marcus's phone at 2 AM on a Wednesday.

He'd been asleep—rare these days, since his mandatory edging protocols often kept him awake and aroused well into the night—but the buzz woke him immediately. Unknown number. Single text:

You have been selected for Elevation. Friday 8 PM. Bring nothing. Expect everything. - V

Marcus stared at the message, his cock hardening instantly despite having edged himself three times already that evening. Elevation. Valentina had mentioned there were levels beyond Inner Circle, experiences reserved for members who'd proven complete dedication.

He'd been Inner Circle for four months now. Four months of mandatory sessions, power exchange protocols, Exhibition Nights, extended sensory deprivation. Four months of organizing his entire life around The Table, letting civilian concerns—work, friends, family—fade into irrelevant background noise.

Four months of surrender. Of proving he could handle intensity, follow commands, give himself over completely to his team's control.

Apparently, it had been enough.

Friday felt impossibly far away. Marcus went through Thursday in a fog of anticipation and arousal, his cock constantly hard under his clothes from the cock ring Valentina required him to wear. He edged himself during his lunch break in a bathroom stall, following protocol, bringing himself right to the edge before stopping, saving his orgasm for Friday.

By Friday afternoon, he was vibrating with need. He left work early—fuck the consequences—and went home to shower, groom, prepare himself like he was preparing for something sacred.

At 7:45 PM, he arrived at The Table. Victoria met him at the entrance, but her demeanor was different tonight. More formal. More ceremonial.

"Mr. Chen. Tonight you'll experience what we call Elevation—the final tier of membership at The Table. What you're about to see and experience exists for only a handful of members. The fact that you've been selected speaks to your exceptional dedication and surrender."

She led him down to the basement level, but past his private suite, past the Exhibition hall, down a corridor he'd never been allowed to enter before. At the end was a door that looked ancient—heavy wood, ornate carvings, secured with what appeared to be an actual lock rather than modern electronics.

Victoria produced an old-fashioned key and unlocked it.

Beyond was another staircase. Leading down further. A sub-basement Marcus hadn't known existed.

"Everything above—the standard rooms, VIP suites, even Inner Circle—those are introductory levels," Victoria explained as they descended. "Training grounds where we teach members about surrender, intensity, their capacity for pleasure. But this..." They reached the bottom. "This is where we take members who've fully committed. Who've proven they want more than visits. Who want to live inside the experience."

The corridor at the bottom was unlike anything Marcus had seen. Older architecture, stone walls instead of modern construction, lighting from actual sconces rather than recessed fixtures. Doors with no numbers, just symbols he didn't recognize.

Victoria stopped at one marked with an intricate spiral design.

"Inside, you'll find your team. They've prepared an experience specifically for you—eight hours, overnight, designed to show you what Elevation offers. You'll be pushed beyond anything you've experienced. There's no safe word tonight, Marcus. You've proven you can handle intensity. Tonight, you surrender completely and trust us to take you as far as you can go."

Eight hours. Overnight. No safe word.

Marcus's cock throbbed almost painfully. "I'm ready."

"One more thing." Victoria's eyes locked onto his. "After tonight, if you choose to accept Elevation membership, your life changes completely. You'd be required to move into residence here. The Table would become your home. Your team would be available 24/7. All your needs—sexual, emotional, practical—would be met here. In exchange, you'd give up your outside life entirely. Apartment, job, civilian identity. You'd become one of the Devoted."

Marcus's mind reeled. Move in? Give up everything?

"Members who Elevate rarely leave," Victoria continued. "Why would they? Everything they need exists here. But it requires total commitment. Consider that while you experience tonight. Now go. Your team is waiting."

She unlocked the door and gestured him inside.
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The room beyond was unlike anything Marcus had seen at The Table.

It wasn't a room—it was a suite. A full apartment, beautifully appointed with luxury furniture, a king-sized bed, a full bathroom visible through an open door, and in the center of the main living space, a table that made the Apex Suite setup look modest.

Custom-built on a massive scale, with padding that looked like it could support someone for hours. Restraint points integrated throughout. Adjustable sections that could modify positions. And beneath it, visible through the opening, a platform that could accommodate multiple attendants with space to move and coordinate.

Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina stood beside the table, but they were dressed differently tonight. Not the elegant attire Marcus was used to seeing at Exhibition Nights. They wore something that looked almost ceremonial—dark robes that showed glimpses of lingerie underneath, their hair styled elaborately.

"Marcus," Sophia said warmly, stepping forward. "Welcome to Elevation. Tonight, we're going to show you what your life could be. What complete surrender looks like. What it means to give yourself over entirely to pleasure and worship."

"Eight hours," Jasmine added, her eyes gleaming. "No breaks, no rest. Just continuous experience designed to take you deeper than you've ever been."

Valentina approached, her hand cupping his jaw. "You've been such a good boy these past four months. Following protocols, obeying commands, proving your dedication. Tonight, we reward that. Tonight, you experience what you've been working toward. Strip."

Marcus undressed with trembling hands, his cock already rock hard. The three women circled him, assessing, appreciating.

"Beautiful," Sophia murmured, trailing a finger down his chest. "So responsive. So ready."

"We're going to start with extended tantric protocols," Valentina explained. "Two hours of energy work and arousal building without orgasm. Teaching your body to sustain intense pleasure for extended periods. Then sensory deprivation edging—three hours blindfolded and restrained while we push you to your limits. Then the finale—three hours of forced multiple orgasms and milking until you have nothing left."

"Eight hours of continuous stimulation," Jasmine said with a wicked smile. "Think you can handle it?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. Now lie down on the table. Face up this time—we want to see your face while we work."

Face up. That was different. Marcus had always been face-down before, unable to see his attendants. But tonight he'd watch everything.

He climbed onto the table and positioned himself on his back. The padding molded to his body perfectly, supporting him completely. His cock stood hard against his stomach, already leaking.

Sophia secured his wrists to restraint points above his head. Jasmine restrained his ankles, spreading his legs. Valentina attached additional restraints around his thighs and chest, immobilizing him completely.

"Comfortable?" Sophia asked.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. Because you're going to be here for a very long time."

The tantric portion began immediately.

Instead of working from below the table, all three women positioned themselves around him—visible, touchable, their hands roaming his body while they guided him through breathing exercises.

"Breathe into your arousal," Sophia instructed, her hand resting on his chest. "Don't try to fight it or control it. Just let it build and flow through you."

Jasmine's hands massaged his thighs, never quite touching his cock. "Feel the energy spreading through your body. Not just in your cock—everywhere."

Valentina's fingers traced patterns on his stomach, his chest, his arms. "Tantric practice teaches that arousal is full-body. That pleasure can exist in every cell if you open yourself to it."

They touched him everywhere except his cock for the first thirty minutes. Massage, caresses, fingers trailing over sensitive skin. Building arousal through proximity and anticipation rather than direct stimulation.

Marcus's cock throbbed desperately, leaking precum that pooled on his stomach. He'd never been so hard without being touched there.

"Look at that," Jasmine observed. "His cock is weeping and we haven't even touched it yet. His body is learning."

Then Sophia's hand wrapped around his shaft—finally—and Marcus groaned.

"We're going to stroke you very slowly," she explained, her grip firm but her movements glacial. "Building energy, circulating it, keeping you aroused but not pushing you toward orgasm. This teaches your body to sustain high arousal for extended periods."

She stroked maybe once every ten seconds. Up, pause, down, pause. Maddeningly slow. While Jasmine and Valentina continued touching the rest of his body, creating waves of sensation that built and ebbed.

An hour passed. Maybe more. Marcus lost track of time. His entire body felt electrified, every nerve ending alive, his cock harder than he'd ever experienced without immediate release.

"You're doing beautifully," Sophia praised. "Most men can't sustain this level of arousal without orgasm. But you're strong. Disciplined. Your body is learning to exist in constant pleasure."

They increased the intensity slightly for the second hour. Faster stroking, more direct attention to his cock, but still carefully controlled to keep him in a state of sustained arousal without tipping toward orgasm.

By the end of two hours, Marcus was shaking. His cock was dark red, engorged, leaking continuously. His mind had entered a strange floating state where nothing existed except sensation and arousal.

"Perfect," Valentina said, inspecting his state. "Now you're ready for phase two. Blindfold him."

Sophia secured the leather blindfold over his eyes, plunging Marcus into darkness.

"Three hours of sensory deprivation edging," Valentina announced. "We're going to take you to the edge over and over. No mercy, no rest. And you're going to hold back every time. You don't come until we give permission. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy. Let's begin."

The first edge in darkness came fast.

All three mouths descended on Marcus simultaneously—one sucking the head of his cock, one licking the shaft, one working his balls with tongue and gentle teeth. After two hours of tantric arousal building, his body was primed to explode at the slightest provocation.

Thirty seconds. That's all it took before Marcus felt his orgasm rising, his balls tightening, everything inside him coiling toward release.

"Don't you dare," Valentina commanded, and all stimulation stopped instantly.

Marcus groaned in frustration, his cock pulsing desperately in empty air. Precum dripped down his shaft in steady streams.

"Three hours of this," Valentina reminded him. "We're going to edge you until your mind breaks. Until the only thought in your head is begging us for permission to come. And you're going to hold back every single time."

They started again. Slower this time, knowing how sensitive he was. Hands stroking with feather-light touches, tongues licking patterns on his hypersensitive skin. Building the arousal back up from the plateau they'd left him on.

Edge two came maybe two minutes later. One mouth deep-throating him while four hands worked his thighs and balls and sensitive spots behind his balls that made him gasp. Up, up, up—

Stop.

"Good boy," Sophia praised. "You held it. Even when it felt impossible, you controlled yourself for us."

The praise made his cock throb violently. He was learning—his body responded to their words almost as much as their touches.

Edge three. A different configuration—two mouths on his cock from different angles while the third woman kissed and bit his inner thighs. Pleasure from multiple vectors that his blindfolded brain couldn't parse or anticipate.

Stop.

Edge four. All hands this time—six hands with different grips and pressures working his cock, balls, perineum, creating sensations that built exponentially on each other.

Stop.

"You're leaking so much," Jasmine observed, her tongue licking precum from his tip. "Like a faucet. Your body is begging to release but you're being such a good obedient boy for us."

Edge five came with Sophia's mouth alone—her expert deep-throating technique that he knew and loved, taking him to the root over and over while her throat swallowed around him.

He almost lost it. Almost came without permission. His cock pulsed violently, right on the edge of the point of no return.

"STOP!" Valentina commanded, and Sophia pulled off instantly.

Marcus sobbed into the blindfold. So close. He'd been so fucking close.

"That was beautiful," Valentina said, her hand resting on his heaving chest. "You were a half-second from coming and you still controlled it. Still held back because we told you to. We're so proud of you, Marcus."

They let him cool down longer this time—maybe two full minutes of no touching while his body settled, while the orgasm that had been building retreated slightly.

Then they started again.

The pattern continued. Edge, retreat, edge, retreat. They varied the techniques constantly—never letting him predict what was coming next, always keeping him off-balance. Sometimes all three working together. Sometimes just one while the others touched non-genital areas. Sometimes unexpected combinations that made his mind reel.

Edge ten involved Jasmine sucking him aggressively while Valentina's fingers pressed against his perineum—internal pressure that added a whole new dimension of sensation.

Edge fifteen was all three mouths taking turns rapid-fire—five seconds each, rotating, creating a blur of wet heat that made Marcus scream.

Edge twenty had him begging. "Please—Mistresses—please let me come—I can't take anymore—"

"Yes you can," Sophia said firmly. "Your body is so much stronger than you think. You can hold back. You can endure. Because you're ours, Marcus. Your cock belongs to us. Your pleasure belongs to us. And we say you don't come yet."

Edge twenty-five involved something new—vibration. One of them held a small vibrator against the sensitive underside of his cock while the others used their mouths.

The intensity was overwhelming. Marcus's entire body shook, fighting the orgasm, fighting his own desperate need.

"Don't come," Valentina commanded. "Breathe through it. Control it."

He did. Barely. His cock pulsed on the edge of release but didn't tip over.

"Perfect," she praised. "Absolutely perfect."

An hour had passed. Maybe more. Marcus had lost all sense of time. There was only the endless cycle of building and denial, pleasure and frustration, arousal so intense it felt like his cock might actually explode.

They pushed harder in the second hour.

The edges came faster—less recovery time between, building him up in thirty seconds instead of two minutes. His body was so primed that the slightest touch threatened to make him come.

Edge thirty-five: Sophia's slow, patient edging technique she'd perfected over their months together. She knew exactly how to touch him, exactly when to back off. She brought him right to the precipice and held him there for what felt like an eternity before stopping.

Edge forty: All three using their breasts, pressing his cock between soft flesh, creating pressure and friction that was entirely different from hands or mouths.

Edge forty-five: Valentina's dominant dirty talk while the others worked him. "Look at this desperate cock. So hard it's probably hurting. Leaking everywhere. Your balls are so full and tight. You need to come so badly you'd do anything. But you don't get to. Not until we decide. Because you're ours. Our good boy. Our obedient boy who holds back when we command it."

Marcus was crying continuously now. Tears soaking the blindfold, his voice hoarse from moaning and begging and sobbing. His cock was almost purple with engorgement, throbbing with every heartbeat, leaking precum in streams that pooled on his stomach.

He'd never been this aroused in his entire life. Never sustained this level of desperate need for this long. His mind had entered a strange state—not quite rational thought, more like pure sensation and need.

"Two hours down," Jasmine announced. "One more hour of edging, and then we'll let you come. Can you handle one more hour, Marcus?"

"I don't know—I don't know if I can—"

"Yes you can," Sophia insisted. "Because you're strong. Because you're ours. Because you'd do anything to please us. One more hour of proving how good you can be."

The third hour was systematic destruction.

They edged him every sixty seconds. Building, stopping, building, stopping, creating a rhythm that was both predictable and maddening. Marcus's body learned to anticipate the edges, which somehow made them more intense.

Edge fifty: Three tongues licking his cock simultaneously while six hands touched everywhere else.

Edge fifty-five: Jasmine's aggressive sucking combined with Valentina's perineum massage and Sophia's ball worship.

Edge sixty: All mouths on different parts—head, shaft, balls—creating overwhelming multi-point stimulation.

"Please—please—Mistresses—I'm begging—please let me come—"

"Not yet," Valentina said mercilessly. "You have thirty more minutes. Thirty more edges. And you're going to take every single one like the good boy you are."

They proved it. Edge after edge after edge, pushing him beyond what he thought possible, showing him his body could sustain arousal that felt like it should be impossible.

Edge seventy had Marcus screaming. Not words—just raw sound, his voice breaking from the intensity.

Edge eighty had him thrashing against his restraints despite knowing they wouldn't give. Primal need to escape the overwhelming sensation even though he didn't actually want it to stop.

Edge ninety was all three mouths fighting for space on his cock, licking and sucking and creating chaos of sensation that made rational thought impossible.

"Final edge," Valentina announced. "Number one hundred. We're going to bring you right to the absolute limit of your control. Right to the point where you physically cannot hold back anymore. And then we're going to stop one last time. Are you ready?"

"Please—"

"Are you ready?" More forcefully.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy."

The final edge was everything. All three women using every technique they'd learned over months of working with Marcus. Sophia's patient building. Jasmine's aggressive intensity. Valentina's commanding dominance. Mouths, hands, voices, all coordinated perfectly.

Up, up, up—pleasure building beyond anything he'd experienced. His cock pulsed violently, his balls drew up tight, everything inside him coiled to the breaking point—

They stopped.

Marcus's scream was inhuman. Pure animal desperation. His cock throbbed in empty air, pulsing on the very edge of orgasm but not quite tipping over. Precum poured from him. His entire body convulsed.

"Beautiful," Valentina breathed. "Absolutely beautiful. Three hours. One hundred edges. And you held back every single time. You're perfect, Marcus. Our perfect, obedient boy."

They removed the blindfold.

Marcus blinked in the soft lighting, his vision blurry with tears. All three women stood around him, smiling with genuine pride and affection.

"Phase three," Sophia said softly. "The finale. Three hours of forced orgasms. We're going to make you come over and over until you have nothing left. Until you're completely empty. Until pleasure becomes almost painful and you beg us to stop. And we're not going to stop. We're going to milk you completely dry. Do you understand?"

Marcus could barely speak. "Yes, Mistress."

"Then let's begin."

The first forced orgasm came within thirty seconds.

After three hours of edging—one hundred separate denials—Marcus's body was a hair-trigger. The moment all three mouths descended on his cock with permission to actually finish him, his orgasm detonated.

His entire body seized against the restraints, every muscle locking, his back arching off the table. His cock pulsed violently, thick ropes of cum erupting—three hours of denial releasing in waves that felt like they'd never stop.

Sophia swallowed, her mouth sealed around his head, taking everything he gave. Jasmine and Valentina's hands kept stroking, milking him, prolonging the orgasm until Marcus was screaming.

When the pulses finally stopped, when his cock gave its last weak throb, Marcus collapsed back onto the table, gasping, his mind white with pleasure.

And they didn't stop touching him.

"Oh god—wait—too sensitive—"

"No waiting," Valentina said firmly. "We told you—three hours of forced orgasms. We're going to milk you dry, Marcus. Completely empty. And you're going to take it."

Their hands kept stroking despite his hypersensitivity. Gentle now, understanding how oversensitive he was, but never stopping. Sophia's patient touches, Jasmine's careful licking, Valentina's massaging of his balls and perineum.

"I can't—I can't get hard again so soon—"

"Your body can do more than you think," Sophia murmured. "Trust us."

She was right. Despite having just come, despite the sensitivity, despite logic saying it was impossible—Marcus felt himself hardening again. His cock responding to their expert ministrations, swelling back to full erection within five minutes.

"There we go," Jasmine praised. "Look at that beautiful cock getting hard for us again. Ready to give us another load."

The second orgasm took longer to build—maybe fifteen minutes of steady stimulation, working him through the sensitivity, building arousal again. When it hit, it was somehow more intense than the first despite being physically weaker. Less cum, but the pleasure just as shattering.

"Two down," Valentina announced. "How many more can we get from you, Marcus? Three? Four? Let's find out."

They found out.

Orgasm three came after twenty minutes of work. His cock hypersensitive but responding to their touches, their voices praising him, their coordinated efforts. The release was weaker—less cum, shorter duration—but the intensity still broke him apart.

"You're doing so well," Sophia encouraged. "Most men can't handle this. Can't sustain multiple forced orgasms. But you're strong. You're ours. You can give us more."

Orgasm four was almost painful. His cock ached, his balls were empty, but they kept working him. Kept stroking and sucking and building arousal that his exhausted body somehow still responded to. When he finally came, barely anything came out—just a few weak pulses and dry orgasm contractions that still felt overwhelming.

"Beautiful," Valentina breathed. "You're completely empty but you're still coming for us. Still giving us everything."

They made him come six times total over three hours.

Six orgasms from a body that had already been pushed beyond its limits. The last two were completely dry—just the muscle contractions and pleasure signals with no cum left to release. But the intensity remained. Each orgasm somehow more devastating than the last because his body was so wrung out, so depleted, so utterly used.

By the time they finally stopped—by the time they released his restraints and removed the last touches from his exhausted cock—Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely think beyond the floating sensation of complete physical depletion.

Sophia cleaned him gently with warm cloths while Jasmine massaged his trembling muscles and Valentina stroked his sweat-soaked hair.

"You did so well," Sophia murmured. "Eight hours. Tantric building, extended edging, forced multiple orgasms. You took everything we gave you. We're so proud of you, Marcus."

"So proud," Jasmine echoed. "You're perfect. Our perfect boy."

They helped him to the bed—his legs wouldn't support him—and laid him down on sheets that felt like clouds. Brought him water, fed him small bites of fruit and chocolate, cared for him with tenderness that made his chest ache.

"Sleep," Valentina commanded softly. "When you wake, we'll talk about your decision. About whether you want this to be your life. But for now, just rest. You've earned it."

Marcus slept for twelve hours straight.
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When he woke, all three women were there. Waiting. Watching him with expressions of affection and anticipation.

"How do you feel?" Sophia asked softly.

Marcus took inventory. His body felt wrung out but satisfied in a way he'd never experienced. His mind felt clear, peaceful, like something fundamental had been resolved. His cock was tender but not painfully so.

"Good," he said finally. "Really good."

"Good enough to talk about Elevation?" Valentina asked.

The question hung in the air. The choice Victoria had presented before the eight-hour session: give up his civilian life entirely, move into residence at The Table, let this become everything.

"Tell me what it actually means," Marcus said. "No sales pitch. Just the reality."

Sophia nodded. "Reality: You'd quit your job. Give up your apartment. End all civilian relationships. Move into a private suite here at The Table—larger than the one you saw last night, with full amenities. Your team would be available 24/7 for sessions, but also for companionship, conversation, whatever you need."

"We'd become your primary relationships," Jasmine added. "Not just service providers. We'd care for you, know you, be part of your daily life. Meals together, activities together, genuine connection."

"The sexual component would be unlimited," Valentina continued. "Sessions whenever you want them. Morning, afternoon, night. Extended experiences like last night, or quick sessions when you just need release. Plus access to other Elevated members, communal experiences, events we don't offer to anyone else."

"What do Elevated members do all day?" Marcus asked. "If you're not working, not maintaining civilian lives... what fills the time?"

"Whatever brings you pleasure and fulfillment," Sophia said. "Some write, some paint, some study subjects they're passionate about. We have a library, art studios, music rooms. Some members just exist in pleasure—sessions multiple times a day, the rest spent in meditation or relaxation. Others pursue creative work with the freedom of having all practical needs handled. You'd design your own days however you want."

"And financially?"

"The Table covers all costs," Valentina explained. "Room, board, healthcare, anything you need. In exchange, you sign over any income or assets to a trust that's managed for you. Most Elevated members had significant savings or passive income before joining. The trust grows over time, so if you ever choose to leave, you'd have resources."

"Do people leave?"

"Rarely," Sophia admitted. "Maybe one every few years. Usually because of family emergencies or personal evolution. But most Elevated members stay for life. Why wouldn't they? Everything they need is here."

Marcus thought about his civilian life. The job he'd been increasingly bad at, checking boxes and pretending to care about market analysis. The apartment that felt empty and meaningless. The friends he'd been avoiding, the family calls he didn't want to take. The dating apps he'd deleted months ago because nothing compared to what he had here.

What would he actually be giving up? A life that already felt hollow? Work that didn't matter? Relationships that had faded to obligatory maintenance?

Versus: Unlimited access to experiences that made him feel alive. A team of women who knew his body intimately and cared about his pleasure. Freedom to pursue whatever interested him without financial stress. A community of people who understood this need for surrender and intensity.

"Can I see what the Elevated living quarters actually look like?" he asked.

"Of course." Valentina stood. "Follow us."

They led him down the corridor to a door marked with a simple "7E." Inside was a full apartment—maybe 1200 square feet. Living room with comfortable furniture and entertainment systems. Full kitchen. Bedroom with a massive bed. Bathroom with a spa-quality shower. And in the corner of the living room, a private table—smaller than the ones in session rooms, but clearly custom-built for personal use.

"This would be yours," Sophia explained. "Your private space. We'd have access, but only when invited. You'd have complete privacy when you want it."

Windows along one wall showed a view Marcus didn't expect—not the warehouse district exterior but an interior courtyard he hadn't known existed. Green space, gardens, other Elevated members visible walking or sitting on benches.

"There's a whole community," Marcus breathed.

"Fifteen Elevated members currently in residence," Jasmine confirmed. "You'd meet them, form friendships. People who understand this lifestyle because they chose it too."

Marcus walked through the apartment, touching furniture, opening drawers, imagining his things here. His books on those shelves. His clothes in that closet. Waking up in that bed knowing his team was available whenever he wanted them. No alarm clock for work. No obligations except pursuing pleasure and fulfillment.

He thought about last night. Eight hours of intensity that had broken him down and rebuilt him. The feeling of complete surrender. The trust required to let three women push him that far. The satisfaction of being completely wrung out, completely used, completely satisfied.

He wanted that to be his life.

"I need to handle some things first," Marcus said finally. "Give notice at work. Break my lease. Settle my affairs. How long do I have?"

The three women exchanged glances, smiling.

"As long as you need," Sophia said. "But most members find that once they decide, they want to move quickly. The civilian world starts feeling unbearable when you know what's waiting."

"Two weeks," Marcus decided. "I'll need two weeks to wrap everything up. Then I'm in. Completely."

Valentina stepped close, cupping his face. "You're sure? This is a massive decision, Marcus. We need you to be absolutely certain."

He met her eyes. "I've never been more sure of anything in my life. This is where I belong. With you. With this. I want to Elevate."

"Then welcome home," Sophia said softly. "Welcome to your new life."
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Marcus's last two weeks in the civilian world felt surreal.

He gave notice at work, citing "personal reasons" and "pursuing other opportunities." His manager seemed concerned but didn't push. His colleagues threw him a halfhearted goodbye happy hour that Marcus left early, anxious to get to The Table for his session.

Breaking his apartment lease cost him two months rent as a penalty, but he didn't care. Money didn't matter anymore. He sold most of his furniture, donated his kitchen stuff, packed his important belongings into a few boxes that The Table would store for him.

Telling his family was harder. His mother cried, asking what had happened, if he was in trouble. His sister demanded to know if this was about a woman. Marcus kept his explanations vague—"I'm joining a community," "I need a change," "I'm pursuing a different lifestyle."

They didn't understand. How could they? But eventually they accepted his decision, making him promise to stay in touch.

His friends were easier. Most had already noticed his distance over the past months. A few texts saying he was "relocating for personal growth" handled most of it.

The hardest part was the waiting. Knowing his new life was two weeks away but still having to perform the motions of civilian existence. Work, errands, obligations that felt increasingly meaningless.

He spent every possible hour at The Table. Daily sessions when he could manage it, sometimes twice a day. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina preparing him, training him, making sure he understood what he was committing to.

They introduced him to other Elevated members. David, who he'd met at Exhibition Night, shared his experience of three years in residence: "Best decision I ever made. My life before feels like someone else lived it."

Another member, Thomas, had been Elevated for seven years: "I honestly can't imagine leaving. Why would I? Everything I need is here. The freedom to pursue pleasure without guilt or limitation—that's worth more than any civilian life could offer."

Finally, the two weeks ended.

Marcus's last night in his apartment, he stood in the empty space—just his sleeping bag on the floor, a few boxes waiting for pickup—and felt nothing. No nostalgia. No regret. Just eagerness to leave and never come back.

The next morning, he drove to The Table with everything he was keeping in his car. Victoria met him at the entrance.

"Welcome home, Marcus. Are you ready?"

"Yes."

She led him down to the sub-basement, to suite 7E, where Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina waited. They'd decorated the space with some of his things—his books already on the shelves, his favorite art pieces hung on the walls. Making it his before he'd even moved in.

"Welcome to Elevation," Sophia said, pulling him into an embrace. "Welcome to the rest of your life."

[image: ]

Six Months Later

Marcus Chen no longer existed in the civilian world. His credit cards were canceled, his bank accounts transferred to The Table's trust management. His phone was replaced with an internal device that only worked within The Table's network. His email forwarded to an assistant who handled any necessary communications.

He'd become simply "Marcus" - Elevated member, resident of suite 7E, devoted to pleasure and surrender.

His days had found their rhythm. Morning sessions with his team—sometimes tantric and gentle, sometimes intense and overwhelming. Afternoons spent in the library reading, or in the art studio where he'd discovered he enjoyed painting, or in the communal spaces with other Elevated members. Evening sessions before dinner, often extended experiences that pushed his limits. Nights either alone in his suite or with his team, falling asleep sated and satisfied.

He attended Exhibition Nights regularly now, sometimes participating, sometimes watching. Had experienced week-long retreats where his team took him to private estates and spent seven straight days exploring every fantasy he'd ever had. Had joined group sessions where multiple Elevated members were serviced simultaneously while their teams coordinated.

He'd discovered pleasures he hadn't known existed. Experiences that made his early Table visits seem quaint in comparison. His capacity for intensity had grown exponentially—what once would have overwhelmed him now felt like a warmup.

And he'd fallen in love. Not with one person, but with his life. With the freedom. With the surrender. With waking up every day knowing pleasure and fulfillment were the only obligations. With his team, who knew every inch of his body and mind, who cared for him genuinely beyond just their professional skills.

Sometimes he thought about his old life. His job, his apartment, his civilian friends. It felt like remembering a movie he'd watched once—distant, unreal, like it had happened to someone else.

He'd made the right choice. Given up everything and gained everything that actually mattered.

Tonight was a special Exhibition Night—his six-month anniversary as an Elevated member. His team had designed something special, though they'd kept the details secret.

Marcus entered the Exhibition hall to find it transformed. Only one table tonight, but elevated higher than usual, spotlights focused on it. Every Elevated member in residence was there—fifteen people who understood what he'd chosen, who'd made the same commitment.

Victoria stood at the center. "Tonight we celebrate Marcus's six months of Elevation. Six months of complete surrender, exceptional growth, and dedication to pleasure. His team has prepared a demonstration of how far he's come."

Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina led him to the table. Not a traditional Table setup—this one was different. Modified. Designed for what they had planned.

"Six-hour session," Sophia explained quietly. "Everything we've learned about you over nine months total. Every technique, every fantasy, every limit we've helped you discover and push. The entire community watching and celebrating your commitment."

Marcus climbed onto the table, heart pounding with anticipation. Restraints secured his wrists and ankles. Blindfold covered his eyes. And then his team began to work.

For six hours, they demonstrated Marcus's transformation. Showed the community how he could sustain tantric arousal for hours without release. How he could handle extended edging beyond what most members could endure. How his body could produce multiple forced orgasms even when seemingly empty. How completely he'd learned to surrender control and trust his team.

The watching members applauded at particularly impressive displays of control. Gasped when his team pushed him to edges that seemed impossible to hold back from. Cheered when he was finally given permission to release after hours of denial.

By the end, Marcus was crying from the intensity, from the pride in his team's voices, from the community's celebration of his journey.

"This is home," Valentina whispered, stroking his hair as he came down from the experience. "You're home. You're ours. Forever."

"Forever," Marcus agreed, meaning it with every fiber of his being.

He'd surrendered everything. And in return, he'd found everything worth having.


One Year After Elevation

The six-hour Exhibition session for his six-month anniversary had been transformative, but it was just the beginning. Over the next six months, Marcus discovered depths of experience he hadn't imagined existed even after Elevating.

His team introduced him to multi-day experiences where he never left his suite. Seventy-two hours of cycling between intense sessions and gentle aftercare, his team rotating shifts to ensure someone was always available. Sleep became something that happened between orgasms. Meals were fed to him by hand. His entire existence narrowed to pleasure, rest, pleasure, rest in an endless loop that rewired his brain's understanding of what life could be.

He experienced his first full sensory deprivation retreat - a week blindfolded and wearing noise-canceling headphones, navigating his suite by touch and memory while his team provided sessions at unpredictable intervals. Never knowing when hands would touch him, when mouths would take him, when he'd be edged or allowed release. Living in complete darkness and silence except for sensation.

By the end of that week, Marcus had fundamentally changed. His identity had shifted from "man who visits a sex club" to "person whose entire existence is organized around surrender and pleasure." The distinction mattered.

Other Elevated members became genuine friends. David introduced him to extended tantric practices that could sustain arousal for days. Thomas taught him meditation techniques for managing intensity. A newer member, Chris, who'd Elevated three months after Marcus, became a close companion - someone going through similar adjustments and discoveries.

The community held monthly gatherings where all Elevated members and their teams socialized - actual dinner parties, game nights, movie screenings. Proof that this life wasn't just about sex, though sex was woven through everything. Casual touches, flirtatious banter, the understanding that anyone might slip away for a session mid-conversation and return glowing.

Marcus's artistic pursuits deepened. The paintings he'd started creating became more abstract, more sensual - visual representations of the pleasure states he experienced. The Table's gallery began displaying some of his work, and other members responded to it powerfully. Art born from genuine experience of transcendent pleasure resonated differently than anything created in the civilian world.

His relationship with his team evolved beyond service provider and client into something more profound. Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina knew him more intimately than any civilian partner ever had. Knew his body's responses before he did. Knew when he needed intensity versus gentleness. Knew his emotional states and how to care for them.

They had real conversations. Sophia shared her journey to becoming an attendant - her discovery that she found genuine fulfillment in providing pleasure. Jasmine talked about her philosophy of aggressive intensity as a form of devotion. Valentina opened up about the power exchange dynamic that fueled her dominant approach.

Marcus realized he loved them. Not romantic love exactly - something different. Deeper in some ways. Love built on complete vulnerability and trust. Love that came from being known entirely and accepted completely.

Eighteen Months

The invitation came on an ordinary Tuesday. Well, as ordinary as any day could be when you lived in dedicated pursuit of pleasure.

Victoria requested his presence in a consultation room Marcus had never seen before. When he arrived, she wasn't alone. Three people sat with her - two men and one woman, all roughly his age, all with the particular glow that Elevated members developed.

"Marcus, thank you for coming. I'd like you to meet the Selection Committee for what we call the Apex Circle."

"Apex Circle?"

"You know that Elevation isn't the final level," one of the men said - Marcus recognized him vaguely from community gatherings. "There's one more tier. Reserved for members who've been Elevated for at least eighteen months and demonstrated exceptional capacity for surrender and growth. We call it the Apex Circle, and you're being considered."

The woman leaned forward. "Apex Circle members don't have assigned teams anymore. They have access to all attendants at The Table. Unlimited, unrestricted. They also participate in experiences that would overwhelm anyone who hasn't been thoroughly prepared through Elevation."

"What kind of experiences?"

"Complete power exchange for extended periods," Victoria explained. "Weeks or months where you surrender all autonomy. Your attendants control everything - when you eat, sleep, come, what you wear, where you go. Ultimate submission protocols. Or conversely, dominant scenarios where you're served by multiple attendants simultaneously for days on end. Whatever your deepest fantasies are, Apex Circle explores them without limits."

Marcus's cock hardened instantly. "What do I need to do?"

"Demonstrate you're ready," the second man said. "Your team will design a final evaluation - a two-week continuous experience that tests everything you've learned. If you complete it successfully, you'll be invited to join Apex Circle."

"I'm ready."

"Don't answer yet," Victoria cautioned. "Two weeks continuous means you don't leave your suite at all. Your team will push you harder than anything you've experienced. You'll be asked to surrender in ways you haven't imagined. Consider carefully."

But Marcus didn't need to consider. He'd spent eighteen months preparing for exactly this. "When do we start?"
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The Two-Week Evaluation

Day 1 began simply. Marcus woke to find Sophia, Jasmine, and Valentina in his suite along with three attendants he'd seen but never worked with personally. Six women total.

"Two weeks," Valentina announced. "You will not leave this suite. You will surrender completely to our control. We will decide when you eat, sleep, come, everything. You will be edged, denied, forced to orgasm, used, and worshipped continuously. Your only job is to surrender. No safe words. Complete trust. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then we begin."

The first three days were edge protocols. Six women rotating on him constantly - when one tired, another took over. He was kept on the table for twelve-hour stretches, edged every ten minutes, never allowed release. By day three, Marcus was delirious with need, his cock perpetually hard, his mind broken down to pure desperation.

Day four through six: forced orgasms. They made him come eighteen times in seventy-two hours. His cock ached, his balls were empty, but they kept working him, kept forcing his body to produce orgasm after orgasm until he was sobbing from the intensity.

Day seven: complete rest. No touching at all. Just his team caring for him, feeding him, letting his body recover. The gentleness after intensity was its own form of pleasure.

Day eight through ten: sensory deprivation with unpredictable stimulation. Blindfolded, headphones on, never knowing when touch would come. Sometimes six hands at once. Sometimes no touch for hours. Living in uncertainty, unable to anticipate or prepare. Surrendering control of even his expectations.

Day eleven through thirteen: power exchange protocols. His team controlled everything. When he could use the bathroom. What he ate. How he was allowed to position his body. Micro-management of every aspect of existence while simultaneously providing intense sexual sessions three times daily. Learning that surrender wasn't just sexual - it was total.

Day fourteen: the finale. All six women working him simultaneously for twelve straight hours. Every technique they knew, every skill they'd learned, all coordinated to push Marcus beyond any limit he'd thought existed. Edge, force orgasm, edge, force orgasm, sensory overload, denial, intensity that made previous experiences seem gentle.

By the end of hour twelve, Marcus had transcended. His mind had moved beyond normal consciousness into a state of pure sensation and surrender. He couldn't form thoughts anymore. Couldn't track time. Could only exist as a vessel for pleasure and service to his team's desires.

When they finally stopped, when they released him and held him while he came back to himself, Marcus understood something fundamental: he had no self anymore separate from this. His identity was surrender. His purpose was pleasure. His existence was service to the experience.

"You passed," Sophia whispered, stroking his hair. "Welcome to Apex Circle, Marcus."



Two Years - Final State

Marcus stood in the Apex Circle common room - a space only accessible to the twelve current Apex members - and looked out the windows at the courtyard below. Two years since he'd first walked through The Table's doors. Two years of transformation so complete he barely remembered who he'd been before.

His parents had stopped trying to contact him after the first year. His sister still sent occasional emails that he had someone else read and respond to with generic updates. His former friends had moved on with their civilian lives. He felt nothing about any of it except mild curiosity, like reading about strangers in a newspaper.

This was his family now. The eleven other Apex members. The dozens of attendants he had unlimited access to. The community that understood pleasure as a spiritual practice rather than a guilty indulgence.

His days were completely his own to design. Sometimes he spent entire weeks in extended sessions - twenty attendants working him in rotation, experiences that lasted a hundred hours straight. Sometimes he pursued his art, creating pieces that other members commissioned for their suites. Sometimes he simply existed in meditation and pleasure, alternating between sessions and contemplative rest.

Money meant nothing - The Table's trust managed everything. Status meant nothing - there was no hierarchy to climb. Achievement meant nothing - there were no goals beyond present pleasure. He existed in eternal now, in service to sensation and surrender.

His capacity for intensity had grown beyond what he'd thought possible. He could sustain arousal for days without release. Could handle fifty edges in a session without breaking. Could produce eight forced orgasms in a row. His body had been trained into an instrument of pleasure.

But more than physical capacity, his psychology had transformed. He felt no shame, no guilt, no sense that he should be doing something "productive." Pleasure WAS productive. Surrender WAS meaningful. This life WAS enough.

Tonight was the quarterly Apex Circle gathering - all twelve members coming together for a communal experience. Marcus had been selected to be the focus, which meant he'd be serviced by every attendant at The Table simultaneously while the other Apex members watched and participated.

Thirty women. Twelve men. All focused on his pleasure for six hours. The ultimate expression of what he'd become.

As Marcus prepared - showered, groomed, centered himself mentally - he thought about that first night. The nervous guy in a suit, following Victoria down a corridor, not understanding what he was about to discover.

That person was dead. Marcus had killed him deliberately, choice by choice, surrender by surrender. And he'd never been more alive.

His team arrived to escort him to the Apex Chamber.

"Ready?" Sophia asked, though she knew the answer.

"Always," Marcus said, meaning it completely.

This was who he was now. Who he'd always been meant to be. The civilian world had been a mistake, a wrong turn, a life lived in someone else's skin. This was truth. This was home. This was completion.

They walked together to the chamber. Marcus naked, his team flanking him protectively. The door opened to reveal the gathered community - Apex members reclining on cushioned seating, attendants preparing their stations, everything arranged for the ultimate celebration of surrender.

Marcus took his place at the center table. The restraints felt like coming home. The blindfold settling over his eyes felt like peace. The first touches from multiple hands felt like prayer.

And as thirty women began their coordinated worship of his body - as the six hours of ultimate intensity began - Marcus understood the fundamental truth:

He'd given up everything. And received everything worth having in return.

This was it. The completion. The purpose. The answer to every question he'd never known how to ask.

He was home. Forever.
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EPILOGUE - Five Years

Five years after his first nervous visit to The Table, Marcus rarely thought in words anymore. His mind existed in sensation, in present moment awareness, in the eternal now of pleasure and surrender.

He was thirty-one years old. The oldest Apex Circle member. A legend among Elevated members for his capacity and dedication. New members in their first months would whisper about him - the man who'd fully dissolved his civilian identity, who existed purely for the experience, who'd achieved what they all aspired to.

His art hung throughout The Table's galleries. His journals - detailed accounts of his journey - were required reading for members considering Elevation. He'd become an icon of complete surrender without trying, simply by living his truth fully.

Sometimes, late at night in his suite, Marcus would remember fragments of his old life. The office. The apartment. The woman he'd been dating when all this started. They felt like scenes from a movie he'd watched decades ago. Not his life. Someone else's.

He felt no regret. No second thoughts. No wondering about roads not taken.

This was the only road. Everything else had been detour.

His team had changed over the years - Sophia had moved into administrative roles, training new attendants. But Jasmine and Valentina remained, joined by others who'd learned his body and mind as thoroughly as the originals had. He belonged to all of them. They belonged to him. Ownership that went both directions and transcended typical relationship categories.

Tonight would be his five-year anniversary celebration. The entire Table - Elevated members, standard members who'd earned invitations, attendants, staff - gathering to honor his journey. A twelve-hour experience designed to showcase everything he'd become.

As Marcus prepared, he caught his reflection in the mirror. The man looking back was lean, relaxed, eyes holding depths of experience most people never touched. His body bore subtle marks - faint lines from restraints used so often they'd become permanent, a particular suppleness from years of practiced surrender.

He looked like what he was: a person who'd found their purpose and pursued it without compromise.

The celebration began at eight PM. By nine, Marcus was lost in sensation - fifty hands, fifty mouths, coordinated pleasure that transcended individual identity into collective worship.

By midnight, he'd been edged a hundred times, brought to orgasm twelve times, pushed into states of consciousness he'd only achieved a handful of times before.

By three AM, he'd transcended language, thought, self. Had become pure experience. Pure sensation. Pure surrender.

And as the first light of dawn crept through the windows, as the celebration finally wound down and his team carried his exhausted, satisfied body to bed, Marcus understood the final truth:

He was complete. Fully realized. Exactly who and what he was meant to be.

The journey was over because the journey was eternal. Every day a new discovery. Every session a new death and rebirth. Every surrender a homecoming.

This was his life. His truth. His completion.

And he would never, ever want anything else.
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