
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Discovery

Melissa had always considered herself sexually adventurous, but she'd never quite experienced the particular brand of obsession that gripped her the night she stumbled onto that video.

It wasn't even intentional. She'd been browsing through her usual haunts-the forums and communities where people discussed massage techniques, sensual touch, and the various ways to drive a partner absolutely fucking insane with pleasure. She'd already mastered the milking table setup with Derek, had spent the last six months perfecting her technique until she could make him cum so hard he'd nearly black out, all while he lay face-down on her custom table, his cock hanging through the padded opening, completely at her mercy.

She loved that table. Loved the power it gave her, the vulnerability it demanded of him. The first time she'd set it up-a DIY project that had taken three weekends and way too much money at the hardware store-Derek had looked at it with a mix of curiosity and apprehension. "You want me to do what?" he'd asked, eyeing the cutout in the center.

"Trust me," she'd said, and he had.

That first session had been experimental, almost clumsy. She'd positioned him face-down, his cock hanging through the opening, and worked him from below while he lay completely helpless above. The vulnerability of it had gotten him harder than she'd ever seen him, and when she'd finally let him cum, he'd made sounds she didn't even know he was capable of making. Primal, desperate sounds that had soaked her panties and made her want to do it again immediately.

Over the months that followed, she'd refined her technique. Learned exactly how he liked to be stroked-firm at the base, teasing at the head, that little twist of her wrist that made his whole body tense. She'd mastered the art of edging him, bringing him right to the brink over and over until he was literally begging, his voice hoarse and broken. She'd discovered that he loved when she talked to him during it, loved when she described what she was doing, how hard his cock was, how much precum was leaking from him, how she was going to make him explode.

The table had become their thing. Their special ritual. Usually once a week, sometimes twice if they were both particularly wound up. She'd set it up in their spare bedroom, the one they'd converted into a combination office and play space, and Derek would come home from work knowing what was waiting for him.

But this video... this was something else entirely.

The title had been innocuous enough: "Advanced Milking Techniques: Internal Stimulation." She'd clicked expecting maybe some tips on better hand positioning, some new stroke patterns she hadn't tried. What she got instead was a twenty-minute deep-dive into prostate massage during milking table sessions, complete with anatomical diagrams, technique demonstrations, and testimonials from men who described it as "the most intense orgasm of my life" and "I literally couldn't stop cumming."

The video had been professionally produced-not some grainy amateur footage, but actual sex education content with good lighting and clear explanations. The instructor was a woman about Melissa's age, attractive and articulate, who spoke about prostate stimulation with the kind of enthusiasm that only came from genuine expertise and passion.

"The prostate is often called the male G-spot," the instructor had explained, pointing to an anatomical diagram that showed exactly where the gland was located. "It's about two inches inside the rectum, toward the front of the body. When stimulated properly, it can produce incredibly intense orgasms that are qualitatively different from penile orgasms alone."

The video had then shown a demonstration-not with a real person, but with a detailed anatomical model that showed the proper finger position, angle of penetration, and the kind of pressure to apply. Melissa had found herself leaning closer to the screen, absorbing every detail.

But it was the next part that had really gotten her attention.

The instructor had brought out a milking table-nearly identical to the one Melissa had built-and explained how combining external penile stimulation with internal prostate massage could create what she called "full-body prostate orgasms" that were longer, more intense, and produced significantly more ejaculate than standard orgasms.

"The key," the woman had said, "is synchronization. You're not just stimulating two separate areas-you're creating a feedback loop. The prostate produces the fluid that becomes semen, so when you're massaging it while simultaneously working the penis, you're essentially milking him from both ends. The results can be... extraordinary."

The video had then cut to footage of an actual session. The camera angle was tasteful but explicit-showing a man face-down on a milking table, his cock hanging through the opening. The woman's hands were visible from below, one wrapped around his shaft in a slow, steady stroke. But the camera also showed her other arm reaching up between his legs, her lubed fingers disappearing into his ass as she worked his prostate.

The man's reaction had been visceral. His whole body had gone rigid, his hands clutching at the table's edges, and the sounds he'd made-fuck, the sounds had been desperate and raw and completely uncontrolled. When he'd finally cum, it hadn't been in the usual spurts. Instead, thick streams of cum had poured out of him in a continuous flow, like she was literally emptying him, milking every last drop from his prostate.

The orgasm had lasted at least thirty seconds, maybe longer, his cock pulsing and twitching the entire time, cum just keep pouring out of him in obscene amounts.

Melissa had felt herself getting wet just watching it. Her hand had unconsciously drifted between her own legs, pressing against the seam of her jeans, and she'd had to pause the video to catch her breath.

This was... this was exactly the kind of thing she'd been craving without even knowing it. A way to push their milking table sessions to the next level, to give Derek sensations he'd never experienced before, to have that much power over his pleasure.

She'd watched the video two more times that night, taking mental notes, her mind already racing with possibilities.

________________________________________

Sleep had been impossible after that.

Melissa had lain in bed next to Derek's sleeping form, her mind spinning. She kept replaying the footage in her head-the man's desperate sounds, the way his body had seized up, the sheer volume of cum that had poured out of him. She imagined Derek in that position, imagined herself with one hand stroking his cock and the other buried in his ass, fingers pressed against his prostate, working him until he couldn't take it anymore.

Would he sound like that? Would his body react the same way? Would he cum that much, that intensely?

The questions consumed her. Around three in the morning, she'd given up on sleep entirely and crept out of bed, bringing her laptop into the living room so she wouldn't wake Derek.

That's when the real research had begun.

She'd started with the basics, pulling up medical articles about prostate anatomy and function. The prostate was a walnut-sized gland that produced some of the fluid in semen. It was surrounded by sensitive nerve endings, which explained why stimulating it could feel so intense. The articles described it as being located about two inches inside the rectum, accessible through the anterior wall-toward the belly button, not the spine.

Melissa had found diagrams showing the exact location, the ideal angle of approach, the kind of pressure that was effective versus uncomfortable. She'd learned that the prostate swelled slightly when aroused, making it easier to locate during sexual activity. She'd read about the difference between external prostate massage (applied through the perineum) and internal massage (fingers or toys inserted into the rectum), and how internal stimulation was generally more effective for producing intense orgasms.

From there, she'd fallen down the rabbit hole of sex education sites and forums.

She'd found a forum specifically dedicated to prostate play, with thousands of posts from men and their partners sharing experiences, asking questions, giving advice. Melissa had created an anonymous account and spent hours reading through threads.

One thread was titled "First Time Prostate Orgasm - Holy Shit." The original poster was a guy in his thirties who'd been skeptical about the whole thing until his girlfriend had convinced him to try it. His description of the experience had been vivid and raw:

"I've had good orgasms before. Great ones, even. But this was on another level entirely. She had me on our massage table, working my cock like usual, and then I felt her finger slide inside me. I was nervous as fuck, but she took it slow, and when she found my prostate and started pressing on it... Jesus Christ. The orgasm built differently than normal. It started deep inside, this pressure that just kept building and building, and when I finally came it was like my entire body was cumming, not just my dick. I couldn't control the sounds I was making. Couldn't control anything. And the amount of cum-I've never cum that much in my life. It just kept coming and coming. Afterward I was shaking for like ten minutes. 10/10, will definitely do again."

The replies had been full of similar stories. Men describing prostate orgasms as "life-changing" and "addictive." Partners talking about how hot it was to watch their boyfriend or husband completely lose control, to feel the prostate swelling and pulsing under their fingers as the guy came.

Melissa had read thread after thread, each one making her more obsessed with the idea.

She'd found a thread from a woman who'd been doing milking table sessions with her husband for years and had recently added prostate play to the mix. Her description had been almost exactly what Melissa was envisioning:

"We've been using a milking table for about two years now, and it's always been amazing. But last month I decided to try adding prostate stimulation, and it's completely transformed our sessions. I can make him cum so much harder now, and he's so much more vocal and desperate. The first time I worked his prostate while stroking him from below, he came so hard he actually started crying-not from pain, just from the overwhelming intensity of it. Now he begs for it every time. Begs me to put my fingers in his ass and milk his prostate while I work his cock. It's the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

Yes. That. Exactly that.

Melissa had bookmarked dozens of threads, saving them for later reference. She'd found tutorials, guides, personal accounts. The more she read, the more concrete her plans became.

________________________________________

By the time Derek woke up the next morning, Melissa had been awake for nearly six hours, deep in her research. She'd moved from forums to video tutorials, watching technique demonstrations over and over, studying the hand positions and movements.

She'd found a particularly detailed series by a certified sex educator-a middle-aged woman with a calm, professional demeanor who taught workshops on anal play and prostate massage. Her videos were comprehensive and explicit, using both anatomical models and actual demonstrations with a male volunteer.

"Preparation is crucial," the educator had explained in the first video. "This isn't something you rush into. You need to build trust, establish clear communication, and make sure both partners are comfortable with the process."

The video had walked through the entire preparation sequence: trimming and filing nails smooth (ragged edges could cause discomfort or even small tears), washing hands thoroughly, using plenty of high-quality lubricant, and most importantly, taking time to relax and warm up the body first.

"The anal sphincter has two rings of muscle-one you can control consciously, and one that responds to stress and tension," the educator had said. "If your partner is nervous or tense, that second ring will stay clenched, making penetration uncomfortable or even painful. You need to help them relax completely before attempting any kind of penetration."

She'd demonstrated external massage techniques-gentle circular pressure around the rim, not trying to penetrate yet, just getting the person used to being touched there. The volunteer in the video had visibly relaxed as she worked, his breathing slowing and deepening.

"Once they're relaxed, you can begin with just a fingertip," the educator had continued, demonstrating on the anatomical model. "Not even to the first knuckle-just enough to give them the sensation of penetration. Let them adjust. Let them breathe. Ask for feedback. This is a conversation, not a performance."

Melissa had taken notes on everything. She'd grabbed an actual notebook from her desk drawer and started writing down key points:

- Trim & file nails completely smooth - Lots of lube (more than you think you need) - External massage first-build relaxation - Start with just fingertip-let him adjust - Prostate is 2" deep, toward belly button - Curved "come hither" motion - Coordinate with cock stroking-don't do one or the other, do BOTH

She'd filled three pages with detailed notes by the time Derek had emerged from the bedroom, hair disheveled and yawning.

"You're up early," he'd said, kissing the top of her head as he passed by on his way to the coffee maker.

Melissa had quickly closed her laptop. "Couldn't sleep. Work stuff."

It wasn't technically a lie-she did work from home as a freelance graphic designer-but it wasn't exactly the truth either. Still, Derek had accepted it easily enough, too tired and coffee-deprived to dig deeper.

She'd watched him move around the kitchen, pouring coffee, checking his phone, completely oblivious to the fact that she was mentally cataloging his body and planning how she was going to take him apart piece by piece.

________________________________________

The obsession only grew over the following days.

Melissa found herself thinking about it constantly-during work calls, while grocery shopping, at the gym. Her mind would drift, and suddenly she'd be imagining Derek bent over the table, his ass in the air, her fingers buried inside him while her other hand worked his cock. She'd imagine the sounds he'd make, the way his body would tense and then surrender, the moment when he'd finally let go and cum harder than he ever had before.

The fantasies were vivid and consuming. Sometimes she'd catch herself staring off into space, her mind a million miles away, and have to forcibly snap herself back to reality.

She started watching more videos, seeking out different perspectives and techniques. She found content from dominatrixes who specialized in prostate milking, from tantric practitioners who approached it as a spiritual experience, from amateur couples who just enjoyed exploring each other's bodies.

One video that particularly stuck with her was from a couple who'd been together for over a decade. They were in their late thirties, comfortable with each other in a way that came from years of intimacy and trust. The woman had narrated their session, explaining what she was doing and why.

"I'm starting with external massage," she'd said, her hands visible on camera as she rubbed and pressed on her husband's ass and perineum. "Building arousal, helping him relax. See how his cock is already getting hard? That's good. We want him turned on before we attempt any penetration."

She'd worked him like that for several minutes-massaging, stroking, occasionally reaching underneath to tease his cock. Her husband had been moaning steadily, his body loose and pliant.

"Now I'm going to use just one finger," she'd continued, applying more lube. "Watch how slowly I go. This isn't about rushing. This is about building sensation gradually."

Melissa had watched, transfixed, as the woman's finger had disappeared millimeter by millimeter. Her husband's breathing had changed, gotten slightly more shallow, but he hadn't tensed up. The woman had paused frequently, letting him adjust, asking "How's that? Good?" before continuing.

"And now I'm deep enough to reach his prostate," the woman had said. "I can feel it-it's a firm, slightly spongy spot on the front wall. I'm going to start with gentle pressure and see how he responds."

The husband's reaction had been immediate and intense. A full-body shudder, a choked gasp, his hands clutching at the sheets. "Fuck, yes, right there," he'd groaned.

The woman had smiled at the camera. "Found it. Now watch what happens when I coordinate this with stroking his cock."

What had happened was exactly what Melissa wanted to make happen to Derek. The man had completely lost it-moaning, writhing, incoherent with pleasure as his wife worked him from both ends. When he'd finally cum, the orgasm had gone on forever, his cock spurting what seemed like endless streams of thick cum while his wife coaxed it out, her fingers still pressed firmly against his prostate.

Melissa had watched that video four times in one sitting, her hand in her own pants, getting herself off to the fantasy of doing that exact thing to Derek.

________________________________________

A week into her research, Melissa had started shopping.

She'd created a private wishlist on a specialty sex toy site, filling it with items she thought they'd need. The rabbit hole of product research was almost as deep as the technique research had been.

First, lube. She'd learned that not all lubricants were created equal-some were better for anal play than others. Water-based lubes were the safest for use with any kind of toy material and were easy to clean up, but they dried out faster and needed frequent reapplication. Silicone lubes lasted longer and felt more luxurious, but couldn't be used with silicone toys. Then there were hybrid lubes that tried to balance both benefits.

Melissa had read reviews for dozens of different products. Some were too thick, some too thin. Some had a weird texture or smell. Some were specifically formulated for anal play with extra cushioning and long-lasting slickness.

She'd eventually settled on three different options: a high-quality water-based lube for general use, a silicone lube for sessions where they wanted longer-lasting slickness, and a specialized anal lube that had incredible reviews for comfort and staying power.

Next, toys.

This was where things got overwhelming. There were so many options. Prostate massagers came in every size, shape, and material imaginable. Some were small and subtle, designed for beginners. Some were large and intimidating, meant for experienced users. Some vibrated, some were just smooth curves of silicone, some inflated to create a feeling of fullness.

Melissa had spent hours reading reviews and comparing specifications. She'd learned about the Aneros line-specifically designed for prostate stimulation with carefully calculated curves and bulbous heads. She'd looked at njoy toys-heavy stainless steel with a sleek design and perfect angles. She'd considered the Lelo Hugo and the We-Vibe Vector-high-tech options with remote controls and multiple vibration patterns.

For a first toy, though, she'd wanted something simple and non-intimidating. She'd eventually chosen a small silicone prostate massager with a gentle curve and a flared base for safety. It was less than five inches long and fairly slim-about the width of a finger and a half. The reviews had praised it as "perfect for beginners" and "comfortable for extended sessions."

She'd also added a set of graduated silicone plugs to her cart-just in case Derek wanted to work up to wearing something for an extended period. The set started small (smaller than her finger) and went up to medium (about the size of the prostate massager).

Finally, she'd added practical items: a box of nitrile gloves (Derek might prefer her to wear them, or he might not care-better to have the option), extra towels (things were going to get messy), and a cleaning kit for the toys.

The total had come to just over two hundred dollars. Melissa had stared at the cart for a long moment, her finger hovering over the "purchase" button.

This was real. This was her actually committing to this, putting money down, making it concrete.

She'd taken a deep breath and clicked.

The confirmation email had sent a thrill through her entire body. Three to five business days for shipping. Less than a week until she had everything she needed.

________________________________________

Waiting for the package to arrive was torture of the most exquisite kind.

Melissa had checked the tracking number obsessively, watching it make its way from the warehouse to a sorting facility to her local distribution center. Every day she'd come home from her morning coffee run hoping to find a package on the doorstep.

During this time, she'd continued her research, but now with a more specific focus. She'd moved beyond the basics and was studying advanced techniques-different finger positions, different rhythms, how to coordinate prostate stimulation with different types of penile stroking.

She'd found a forum thread that was essentially a masterclass in prostate milking technique. The original poster was a woman who'd been doing this with her husband for five years and had developed what she called a "signature method."

"Here's what works for us," she'd written. "I get him on the table, get his cock hard with regular stroking. Then I start external prostate massage through the perineum-just pressing and rubbing that spot between his balls and his ass. This gets the prostate itself aroused and swollen, which makes it easier to find once I'm inside. While I'm doing that external work, I keep stroking his cock, building the arousal. Usually after about ten minutes of this, he's rock hard and leaking precum like crazy and the prostate is nice and swollen.

"Then I lube up and start with one finger. I go slow-this is important-and I talk to him the whole time. Telling him what I'm doing, asking how it feels, reassuring him. Once I'm deep enough to feel the prostate, I start with just gentle pressure. Circles and 'come hither' motions, paying attention to which spots make him react the strongest.

"The key is coordination. I'm not just fingering his ass while jerking his cock-I'm creating a rhythm between the two. When I stroke his cock from base to tip, I press firmly on his prostate. When I stroke down from tip to base, I ease off the prostate pressure slightly. This creates a wavelike sensation that he says is absolutely incredible.

"After about five to ten minutes of this coordinated stimulation, his prostate starts getting even more swollen and firm-that's when I know he's close. I'll usually add a second finger at this point (we've worked up to that) and increase the pressure on his prostate while also speeding up the cock stroking.

"The orgasm that results is... fuck, it's something else. His whole body goes rigid, his ass clenches around my fingers so hard it almost hurts, and he cums for what feels like forever. The first few spurts are normal, but then it just becomes this continuous flow of thick cum pouring out of him, and I can feel his prostate pulsing against my fingers, literally pumping it all out. I keep the pressure on his prostate through the entire orgasm, milking every last drop. By the end, he's completely wiped out, sometimes shaking, and there's more cum on the floor than I've ever seen from a normal orgasm."

Melissa had read that description at least ten times, each time feeling herself getting more turned on. That's what she wanted to do to Derek. Exactly that.

She'd saved the post, along with dozens of others like it, building a mental library of techniques and approaches.

________________________________________

On the fourth day of waiting, something shifted in their regular routine that gave Melissa the opening she'd been unconsciously hoping for.

They'd had a milking table session scheduled for that Friday night. Derek had been looking forward to it all week-he'd texted her from work multiple times making suggestive comments about what he wanted her to do to him.

Melissa had set up the table as usual, but this time her mind was completely consumed with thoughts of what she could be doing if she just had the courage to introduce the idea.

Derek had climbed onto the table, settling into position with the familiar ease of someone who'd done this many times before. His cock had already been half-hard from anticipation, and once he was positioned correctly-face-down, cock hanging through the opening-she'd watched it stiffen fully within seconds.

She'd started her usual routine: long, slow strokes with plenty of lube, building his arousal gradually. Derek had groaned into the padded face rest, his hands gripping the edges of the table.

"Fuck, I've been thinking about this all day," he'd muttered.

"Yeah? What specifically?" Melissa had asked, keeping her strokes maddeningly slow.

"Your hands on me. Completely at your mercy. Knowing I can't do anything but take what you give me."

The words had sent a spike of arousal through her. He loved the vulnerability of this position, loved surrendering control. Which meant... which meant he might actually be open to surrendering even more.

She'd continued stroking him, but her mind had been racing. This was the perfect opportunity. He was already in the most vulnerable position possible, already aroused and relaxed and trusting her completely.

What if she just... tested the waters a little?

Before she could second-guess herself, Melissa had poured more lube onto her palm and then, instead of going straight back to his cock, she'd reached up with her free hand and pressed her palm against his ass.

Derek had made a small surprised noise, but hadn't tensed. If anything, he'd pushed back slightly into her touch.

Encouraged, Melissa had massaged in slow circles, working the muscle, feeling it flex and release under her palm. "This okay?" she'd asked.

"Yeah," Derek had breathed. "Feels good."

She'd kept going, working both hands now-one still loosely stroking his cock, the other massaging his ass with increasing boldness. Her fingers had drifted lower, pressing into the crack between his cheeks, exploring territory she'd never touched before during these sessions.

Derek's breathing had changed. Gotten deeper, more deliberate. She could feel tension in his body, but it wasn't the bad kind-it was anticipation.

"Melissa," he'd said, his voice rough. "What are you-"

"Do you trust me?" she'd interrupted.

"Always."

"Then just relax. I promise this will feel good."

She'd poured more lube-a generous amount-and let it drip down between his cheeks. Then, with one hand still maintaining a slow stroke on his cock, she'd used the fingers of her other hand to spread the lube, massaging it into his skin, letting her fingertips ghost over his hole without any pressure.

The reaction had been immediate. Derek had made a sound she'd never heard from him before-somewhere between a gasp and a moan, surprised and aroused all at once.

"Holy shit," he'd muttered.

Melissa had kept her touch feather-light, just circling that tight ring of muscle, not trying to penetrate, just making him feel it. Making him wonder.

His cock had somehow gotten even harder in her other hand, leaking precum steadily now.

"Does that feel good, baby?" she'd asked, keeping her voice low and controlled even though her heart was pounding.

"Fuck, yes. I didn't expect-I mean, I've never-" He'd cut himself off, unable to articulate it.

"Never had someone touch you there?"

"Not... not like this. Not during... fuck."

She'd increased the pressure slightly, still not trying to penetrate, just circling with firm, deliberate pressure. Derek had pushed back against her touch, an instinctive movement that told her everything she needed to know.

He wanted this.

She'd kept up the dual stimulation for another few minutes-one hand stroking his cock, the other teasing his ass, building the arousal to an almost unbearable level. Derek had been making continuous sounds of pleasure, his hips trying to rock even though the table held him mostly immobile.

When she'd finally let him cum-without ever actually penetrating, just from the promise of it-he'd exploded so hard it had actually shocked both of them. His whole body had gone rigid, and he'd cum in long, thick spurts that seemed to go on forever, his cock pulsing in her hand while his ass clenched against her circling fingers.

Afterward, as she'd helped him off the table, Derek had looked dazed and slightly embarrassed.

"That was... different," he'd said.

"Good different or bad different?"

"Good. Really fucking good. I just... I didn't know I'd like that."

Melissa had felt triumph surge through her. She'd kissed him deeply, tasting his surprise and arousal. "We should talk about that," she'd said.

And that's when she'd known: it was time to tell him what she'd been planning.

________________________________________

The package arrived the next day-a Thursday afternoon, exactly when the tracking had promised.

Melissa had been working from home, trying to focus on a client's logo redesign but mostly refreshing the tracking page every ten minutes. When the doorbell rang, she'd practically sprinted to answer it.

The delivery guy had handed her a plain brown box with no identifying markings-discreet packaging, as promised. She'd signed for it with hands that weren't quite steady.

Once back inside, she'd locked the door and carried the box to the bedroom like it was something precious and fragile.

Opening it had felt ceremonial. Each item had been individually wrapped in tissue paper-the toys in separate bags, the lubes in their own packaging, everything clean and professional and ready to use.

She'd pulled out the prostate massager first, turning it over in her hands. It was smaller than she'd expected but perfectly shaped-a gentle curve leading to a slightly bulbous head, with a flared base and a small handle for easy maneuvering. The silicone was butter-soft and flexible, body-safe and easy to clean.

She'd imagined sliding it into Derek, watching his reaction as it reached that perfect spot, hearing the sounds he'd make...

The thought had made her pussy clench.

She'd examined each bottle of lube, reading the ingredients and directions. She'd pulled on one of the gloves, testing the fit, making sure there were no rough edges or seams that might cause discomfort. She'd unfolded the extra towels, arranged everything in the back of her closet where Derek wouldn't accidentally stumble on it.

Everything was perfect. Everything was ready.

Now she just needed to have the conversation.

________________________________________

That evening, after they'd had dinner and were relaxing on the couch, Melissa had decided to bite the bullet.

"So," she'd started, trying to keep her voice casual. "I wanted to talk to you about last night. About the session."

Derek had looked over at her, his expression a mix of curiosity and slight apprehension. "Okay. What about it?"

"You liked what I did. At the end."

"Yeah," he'd admitted, a flush creeping up his neck. "I did. It was... unexpected, but yeah."

Melissa had taken a breath. "What if I told you I've been researching that? Like, extensively researching it. For a couple weeks now."

Derek's eyebrows had gone up. "Researching what, exactly?"

"Prostate stimulation. How to do it properly, safely. How it can make orgasms more intense. How it combines with the milking table."

There had been a beat of silence. Then: "How much research are we talking about?"

"Enough that I bought supplies. Toys, lube, instructional materials. Enough that I can tell you exactly what the prostate is, where it's located, how to stimulate it, and what kind of orgasms it can produce."

Derek had stared at her, processing. "You've been planning this."

"I've been fantasizing about it," she'd corrected. "Planning implies I've decided to do it regardless of your input. But I wanted to talk to you first. See if it's something you'd even be interested in trying."

"Trying... what, exactly? Like, you want to finger my ass?"

Melissa had nodded, deciding to just be completely honest. "Yes. I want to learn how to stimulate your prostate properly. I want to make you cum harder than you've ever cum before. I want to give you sensations you've never experienced."

Derek had been quiet for a long moment, clearly thinking it through. She could see the war on his face-curiosity versus nervousness, arousal versus apprehension.

"What would that even look like?" he'd finally asked.

"Similar to what we already do with the table. You'd be in the same position-face-down, cock through the opening. I'd start with regular stroking, getting you turned on. Then I'd introduce the prostate stimulation-slowly, carefully. Lots of lube, constant communication. We'd build up gradually until you were comfortable with it."

"And then?"

"And then I'd coordinate both-external and internal stimulation at the same time. Work your cock and your prostate together until you can't take it anymore."

Derek had shifted on the couch, and Melissa had noticed the slight bulge forming in his sweatpants. He was getting turned on just talking about it.

"I've never done anything like that before," he'd said. "Like, nothing anal. At all."

"I know. That's why we'd take it slow. This isn't something you rush into. But Derek..." She'd moved closer, placing a hand on his thigh. "I've read so many accounts from guys who've tried it. They all say the same thing-that it's the most intense orgasm they've ever had. That it changes everything."

"What if I can't relax enough? What if it hurts?"

"Then we stop. Immediately. No questions asked." She'd looked him in the eyes, making sure he understood she was serious. "This only works if you're comfortable and aroused. If you're tense or in pain, we stop and try again another time. Or we don't try at all if you decide it's not for you."

Derek had nodded slowly. "You really want to do this, don't you?"

"I really do. But only with you. Only if you want it too."

He'd been quiet for another moment, and Melissa had forced herself to wait, to let him process without pushing.

Finally: "Okay. Let's try it."

Her heart had leaped. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I mean, I'm nervous as fuck, but... I trust you. And I'd be lying if I said I wasn't curious. Especially after last night."

Melissa had kissed him then, deep and grateful and already planning exactly how their next session would go.

________________________________________

They'd spent the rest of that evening talking through logistics and boundaries.

Derek had wanted to know exactly what would happen, step by step, so Melissa had walked him through her plan. They'd start with a normal milking table session-get him comfortable and aroused. Then she'd introduce external massage, similar to what she'd done the previous night. Once he was relaxed and clearly enjoying that, she'd move to internal stimulation-starting with just a fingertip, letting him adjust, building up slowly.

"What if I need you to stop in the middle?" Derek had asked.

"Then you use your safeword. We'll use the traffic light system-green means keep going, yellow means slow down or ease up, red means stop immediately."

They'd practiced it a few times, making sure Derek could clearly say each word even when he was in a vulnerable position or experiencing intense sensation.

Melissa had also shown him some of the educational videos she'd watched-not the explicit content, but the anatomical explanations and technique demonstrations. She'd wanted him to understand what his prostate was, where it was located, why stimulating it felt the way it did.

Derek had watched with a mix of fascination and nervousness, asking questions about the process.

"Does it feel like having to shit?" he'd asked bluntly.

"At first, maybe, especially if you're not used to the sensation. But that goes away quickly. The prostate stimulation feels different-more like pressure and pleasure than anything bathroom-related."

"And the orgasm is really that different?"

"According to everyone I've read, yes. It starts deeper in your body, builds differently, lasts longer, and produces way more cum."

Derek had visibly swallowed at that description, his eyes darkening with arousal.

They'd also discussed hygiene. Derek had been concerned about cleanliness, which Melissa had expected. She'd explained that while an enema wasn't strictly necessary for prostate play (the rectum didn't store feces unless you had to go), some people preferred to use one for peace of mind.

"It's completely your choice," she'd said. "Whatever makes you feel most comfortable."

Derek had decided he'd probably use one, at least for the first time, just to reduce any anxiety.

They'd also talked about aftercare. Melissa had explained that some men felt emotionally vulnerable after intense anal play, especially the first time. There was something about that kind of penetration that could bring up unexpected feelings.

"I'll be gentle with you," she'd promised. "Before, during, and after. This is about pleasure and trust, not just getting off."

Derek had looked at her with such affection in that moment that Melissa had felt her chest tighten. Three years together, and they were still finding new ways to connect, new territories to explore.

By the time they'd gone to bed that night, they'd set a date for their next session: the following Saturday. That gave Derek a week to mentally prepare, and Melissa a week to plan every detail.

________________________________________

The week that followed had been simultaneously the longest and shortest of Melissa's life.

She'd spent every spare moment thinking about Saturday, planning the session down to the smallest detail. She'd rewatched her favorite tutorial videos, this time taking even more detailed notes. She'd practiced the finger motions on herself-not actual penetration, but the curl and pressure she'd need to apply once she was inside Derek.

She'd also done a trial run of the setup, arranging everything she'd need within easy reach of the table. The towels in a stack, the lubes lined up in order of use, the gloves in their box, the prostate massager cleaned and ready even though she probably wouldn't use it this first time.

On Thursday evening, she'd asked Derek to trim his nails and make sure there were no rough edges. She'd done the same, filing hers down until they were completely smooth with no possibility of catching or scratching.

Friday night, she'd barely slept. Her mind had been running through scenarios, possibilities, potential complications. What if Derek couldn't relax enough? What if she couldn't find his prostate? What if it hurt him and he wanted to stop?

She'd forced herself to remember that this wasn't a performance. There was no "success" or "failure" except in terms of Derek's comfort and pleasure. If they had to stop and try again later, that was fine. If it took multiple sessions to build up to actual prostate stimulation, that was fine. The goal was exploration and connection, not achieving some specific outcome.

By the time Saturday rolled around, Melissa felt simultaneously over-prepared and completely unprepared.

Derek had been quiet most of the day, clearly nervous but also clearly still willing. He'd disappeared into the bathroom after lunch and been in there for a while-taking care of the hygiene prep they'd discussed. When he'd emerged, he'd looked at her with a mix of embarrassment and arousal.

"Okay," he'd said. "I'm... ready. I think."

"You don't have to be ready," Melissa had said gently. "We can wait if you need more time."

"No. I want to do this. I'm just... it's nerve-wracking, you know?"

She'd kissed him, trying to convey all her affection and reassurance. "I'm going to take such good care of you, baby. I promise."

________________________________________

Setting up the table that evening had felt different than usual. More momentous, more weighted with possibility.

Melissa had laid everything out with meticulous care: multiple towels beneath the table to catch the inevitable mess, the bottles of lube arranged in order (water-based for initial use, the specialized anal lube for when they got to penetration), the gloves in case Derek wanted her to use them, extra towels within easy reach for cleanup.

She'd also put on music-something ambient and relaxing, not too distracting but enough to fill the silence and help Derek relax.

When everything was ready, she'd called him in.

Derek had emerged from the bedroom naked, his body already showing signs of arousal despite his nervousness. His cock was half-hard, and Melissa could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest as he breathed.

"Come here," she'd said softly, taking his hand.

She'd led him to the table, but instead of having him climb on immediately, she'd pulled him into a long, deep kiss. Trying to ground him, remind him that this was them, together, exploring something new.

"Remember," she'd said when they broke apart. "Green, yellow, red. At any point. I won't be upset if you need me to stop or slow down."

"I know."

"Okay. Up on the table, baby."

Derek had climbed up, settling into the familiar position-face-down, arms at his sides, cock hanging through the opening. From below, Melissa could see him already starting to stiffen fully just from the vulnerability of the position.

She'd run her hands over his back, his sides, his ass, just touching him everywhere, reminding him of her presence. "I'm going to start exactly like normal," she'd said. "Get you nice and hard, build the arousal. Nothing scary yet. Just what you already know and love."

"Okay," Derek had murmured into the face rest.

Melissa had knelt below the table, positioning herself at the perfect height. She'd poured lube generously over her palm, warmed it slightly, and then wrapped her hand around Derek's cock in that first, glorious stroke.

He'd moaned immediately, his body relaxing slightly into the familiar pleasure.

She'd worked him like this for a good fifteen minutes-long, slow strokes from base to tip, twisting slightly at the head the way he loved, then back down. Building the arousal gradually, getting his cock fully hard and leaking. Derek had made all his usual sounds, his fingers flexing against the table's padding, his breathing getting deeper and more ragged.

When she judged he was sufficiently aroused and relaxed, Melissa had reached for a towel and wiped her hand clean. Then she'd moved to the side of the table, repositioning so she could reach his ass while still having access to his cock.

"I'm going to start touching you differently now," she'd said, her voice calm and steady. "Just massage at first. Nothing invasive. If it feels good, let me know. If it doesn't, tell me immediately."

"Green," Derek had said without prompting, giving her permission to continue.

Melissa had poured the specialized massage oil over her palms and then placed both hands on Derek's ass, beginning a firm, deep massage. Working the muscle in slow circles, finding the knots and tension points, gradually working her way lower.

Derek had made a sound of surprised pleasure. "Oh, fuck, that feels good."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I was so tense there and didn't even realize it."

She'd smiled, continuing the massage, gradually letting her fingers drift deeper between his cheeks. With each pass, she'd gone a little lower, a little closer to that forbidden territory.

Derek's breathing had changed-gotten more shallow, more anticipatory.

When her fingers finally ghosted over his hole-just the lightest touch, not even pressure-Derek had made that sound again. The one from last week. Surprised arousal mixed with nervous excitement.

"Color?" Melissa had asked.

"Green. So green."

She'd continued like that for a while longer, building his comfort level, letting him get used to being touched there. One hand massaging his ass and occasionally brushing over his hole, the other hand returning periodically to his cock to keep the arousal high.

Derek had been making continuous small noises-not quite moans, but sounds of intense focus and pleasure.

Finally, Melissa had reached for the anal lube. She'd squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers-way more than seemed necessary-and let it warm slightly in her palm.

"I'm going to touch you more directly now," she'd said. "Still just externally, no penetration yet. But more pressure, more deliberate contact. Still green?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

She'd placed her lubed fingers against his hole and begun massaging in slow, firm circles. Not trying to penetrate, just stimulating all those nerve endings, making him feel it.

Derek's entire body had tensed for a moment, then deliberately relaxed. She could almost hear him coaching himself to breathe through it.

"That's it, baby," Melissa had encouraged. "Just feel it. No rush."

She'd kept up the circular massage, gradually increasing the pressure, while her other hand worked his cock in long, lazy strokes. The dual stimulation was clearly affecting Derek-his cock had gotten impossibly hard, leaking precum in a steady stream, and his breathing had turned into soft, continuous moans.

"Melissa," he'd gasped. "I think... I think I'm ready. For more."

Her heart had pounded. "You're sure?"

"Yeah. I want to feel it. Want to know what it's like."

Melissa had added more lube-she couldn't have too much-and then repositioned her hand. Just one finger, held against his entrance, not pushing yet.

"I'm going to go so slowly," she'd promised. "Just the tip at first. If it's too much, tell me."

"Okay."

She'd applied the gentlest pressure, feeling his body resist for just a moment before that outer ring of muscle began to yield. Derek had made a choked sound-surprise, maybe slight discomfort, but not pain.

"Breathe," she'd reminded him. "Relax into it."

He'd taken a deep, deliberate breath, and as he'd exhaled, his body had relaxed enough for just the very tip of her finger to slide inside.

"Oh fuck," Derek had gasped. "That's... that's so weird."

"Bad weird?"

"No. Just... intense. Different."

Melissa had held absolutely still, letting him adjust to even just this small intrusion. Her other hand had maintained gentle strokes on his cock, keeping him aroused, anchoring him in pleasure.

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only thirty seconds, Derek had deliberately pushed back slightly against her finger.

"More," he'd said, his voice rough. "I think I can take more."

Slowly-painfully slowly-Melissa had pressed deeper. To the first knuckle, then halfway to the second. The entire time she'd been searching with her fingertip, trying to locate that spot she'd studied so obsessively.

And then, suddenly, she'd felt it. A firm, slightly spongy area on the front wall of his rectum, about two inches deep.

The moment she'd pressed against it-just the lightest pressure-Derek had made a sound unlike anything she'd ever heard from him. A full-body gasp, almost like he'd been electrocuted, his entire form going rigid.

"Holy fuck," he'd choked out. "What the fuck was that?"

Melissa had felt a surge of pure triumph. "That's your prostate, baby."

She'd pressed again, a little firmer this time, watching Derek's reaction. His cock had literally jumped in her other hand, suddenly harder than she'd thought possible, precum flowing freely now.

"Oh my god," Derek had moaned. "Oh my god, that feels so fucking weird and so fucking good at the same time."

Melissa had begun a gentle rhythm-pressing on his prostate, releasing slightly, pressing again. All while maintaining those slow strokes on his cock. The coordination took concentration, but she'd practiced this motion so many times in her head that it came almost naturally.

Derek had completely lost his composure. He was making sounds she'd never heard before-desperate, high-pitched, almost overwhelmed. His hands were clutching at the table's edges, his whole body trembling.

"Color?" she'd managed to ask, even though she was pretty sure she knew the answer.

"So fucking green," he'd gasped. "Don't stop. Please don't fucking stop."

She hadn't. She'd kept up that dual stimulation-cock and prostate, external and internal, working together to create sensations Derek had clearly never experienced before.

It had only taken maybe three minutes before she'd felt his entire body begin to tense in that telltale way.

"I'm going to-" Derek had started, but cut himself off with a choked moan.

"Let go, baby," Melissa had said. "I've got you."

And he had.

The orgasm that had torn through him was nothing like his usual climaxes. It had started deep in his body-Melissa had actually felt his prostate swell and pulse against her finger-and then spread outward in waves. Derek had made a sound that was almost a scream, his entire body seizing up.

And then the cum had started.

At first it had been normal spurts, thick and forceful. But then, as Melissa had maintained pressure on his prostate, it had changed. Instead of spurting, it had become an almost continuous stream, pouring out of him like she was physically milking it from his prostate.

The orgasm had gone on for at least thirty seconds, maybe longer, Derek's cock pulsing in her hand the entire time, his prostate throbbing against her finger, his body completely lost to the sensation.

When it had finally tapered off, Derek had collapsed completely, his body going limp on the table. Melissa had carefully, slowly withdrawn her finger, wiping her hand clean before helping him down.

He'd barely been able to stand, his legs shaking. She'd guided him to the couch, wrapped him in a blanket, held him close while he came down from whatever planet he'd just visited.

"Holy shit," he'd finally managed, his voice hoarse. "Holy fucking shit, Melissa."

"Good?" she'd asked, even though the answer was obvious.

"I can't even-I don't have words for what that was. That was the most intense thing I've ever felt in my life."

Melissa had felt satisfaction and pride and arousal all mixed together. She'd done it. She'd actually done it.

And this was just the beginning.


Chapter 2: The Proposal

The week following their first successful prostate session had been strange and wonderful and slightly surreal.

Derek had spent the first two days in a state of what Melissa could only describe as blissful shock. He'd walked around the apartment with this dazed expression, occasionally stopping whatever he was doing to just shake his head and mutter something like "I still can't believe that happened" or "holy fuck, that was insane."

Sunday morning, he'd woken up before her-unusual for him-and she'd found him in the kitchen making coffee with a distant, contemplative look on his face.

"You okay?" she'd asked, wrapping her arms around him from behind.

"Yeah. Just... processing, I guess. That was a lot."

"Too much?"

He'd turned in her arms, kissing her forehead. "No. Not too much. Just... intense. I've been trying to figure out how to even describe it, and I can't. It's like trying to explain color to someone who's never seen it."

Melissa had understood exactly what he meant. She'd witnessed his reaction, felt his body's response, but she couldn't truly know what it had felt like from his perspective. All she had was his attempts to articulate the inarticulate.

Over the following days, Derek had opened up more about the experience. How it had felt wrong and right at the same time initially-that weird sensation of penetration that his body wasn't used to, combined with the undeniable pleasure once she'd found his prostate. How the orgasm had been fundamentally different from anything he'd experienced before-not just more intense, but different in quality. Starting deeper, building differently, lasting impossibly long.

"It was almost scary how good it felt," he'd admitted one night as they lay in bed. "Like, I wasn't sure my body could handle that level of sensation. I felt like I was going to pass out or explode or something."

"But you want to do it again," Melissa had said. Not a question-she could read him well enough to know.

"Fuck yes, I want to do it again. I've been thinking about it constantly. Is that weird?"

She'd laughed, kissing him. "Baby, I've been thinking about it constantly for weeks before we even did it. You're fine."

What Derek didn't know-what Melissa hadn't told him yet-was that she'd been planning the next phase. Because as incredible as their first session had been, it was just the beginning of what she wanted to explore with him.

She had plans. Big plans.

________________________________________

By Wednesday, Melissa had decided it was time to have another conversation.

They'd fallen back into their normal routine over the past few days-work, dinner, Netflix, sex (amazing sex, admittedly, with a new level of intensity now that they'd crossed that threshold together). But Melissa's mind had been constantly churning, planning the next steps.

She wanted to propose something more structured. Not just occasional experimentation, but a progression. A journey they'd take together, with her as the guide and Derek as her willing subject.

The idea made her wet just thinking about it.

That evening, after dinner, she'd pulled out her laptop and opened a document she'd been working on. A literal plan, outlined and organized, detailing what she wanted to explore with him over the coming weeks and months.

"Hey," she'd said, getting Derek's attention. "Can we talk about something?"

He'd looked up from his phone, immediately picking up on her serious tone. "Of course. What's up?"

Melissa had patted the couch next to her. "Come here. I want to show you something."

Derek had settled beside her, curious and slightly apprehensive. She'd angled the laptop so he could see the screen.

PROSTATE EXPLORATION PROGRESSION PLAN the document header read.

Derek's eyebrows had shot up. "You made a... plan?"

"I made a plan," Melissa had confirmed. "Hear me out before you react, okay?"

"Okay."

She'd scrolled down, showing him the outline she'd created. It was divided into phases:

Phase 1: Foundation (Complete)

Single finger penetration

Locating the prostate

Basic stimulation technique

Coordinating with penile stimulation

Phase 2: Building Confidence (Next 2-3 sessions)

Longer duration prostate massage

Exploring different pressure and rhythm

Introduction of second finger

Verbal communication practice

Phase 3: Toy Introduction (Following 2-3 sessions)

Small beginner prostate massager

Learning to wear/accommodate toys

Extended sessions with toys

Experimenting with vibration

Phase 4: Advanced Techniques (Ongoing)

Multiple prostate orgasms in one session

Prostate milking without penile stimulation

Exploring dominance/submission dynamics

Whatever else we discover along the way

Derek had read through the entire outline in silence, his expression unreadable. Melissa's heart had pounded, waiting for his reaction.

"So," he'd finally said. "You've really thought about this."

"I have. But Derek, this is just a proposal. A framework. We don't have to follow it exactly, and we can modify or stop at any point. I just... I wanted to share what I've been thinking about. What I want to explore with you, if you're willing."

Derek had scrolled back up, rereading certain sections. "Phase 4 says 'prostate milking without penile stimulation.' What does that mean?"

Melissa had felt her pulse quicken. This was one of the things she was most excited about, but also most nervous to bring up.

"It means making you cum just from prostate stimulation alone. No touching your cock at all. Apparently it's possible-it takes practice and the right technique, but men can have orgasms purely from prostate massage."

Derek's eyes had widened. "That's... possible?"

"According to everything I've read, yes. It's called a prostate orgasm or anal orgasm. It's supposed to be even more intense than the combined stimulation, and you can have multiple ones in a row without a refractory period."

"Jesus Christ." Derek had sat back, processing. "And you want to... do that to me?"

"I want to try. I want to learn your body so well that I can make you cum in ways you didn't know were possible. I want to explore every aspect of prostate pleasure with you." She'd paused, gathering courage. "I want to completely own your prostate, Derek. Make it mine. Train it to respond to me in specific ways. Is that... is that too much?"

Derek had been quiet for a long moment, and Melissa had started to worry she'd pushed too far, revealed too much of her dominant fantasies.

But then Derek had looked at her with an expression that was pure heat. "That's the hottest thing you've ever said to me."

Relief and arousal had flooded through her in equal measure. "Yeah?"

"Fuck yes. The idea that you want to... to own that part of me, to train me, to make me respond to you specifically... holy shit, Melissa."

She'd noticed the bulge forming in his jeans. He was getting hard just talking about it.

"So you're okay with this? With having a structured progression, with me kind of... taking charge of this aspect of our sex life?"

Derek had pulled her into a deep, intense kiss. When they'd broken apart, his eyes had been dark with want. "I'm more than okay with it. I want you to do exactly what you just described. Own my prostate. Train it. Make me cum in ways I can't even imagine yet."

Melissa had felt power and desire surge through her. "Then we start Phase 2 this weekend."

________________________________________

The days leading up to Saturday had been charged with anticipation.

Melissa had refined her plans, adding details to her outline based on additional research she'd done. She'd learned about something called prostate edging-bringing a man to the brink of orgasm through prostate stimulation alone, then backing off, over and over until he was desperate and begging. She'd read about forced orgasms-continuing to stimulate the prostate even after ejaculation, pushing through the sensitivity to produce multiple climaxes.

She'd also researched the psychological aspects of this kind of play. The vulnerability inherent in anal penetration, the trust required, the potential for deep emotional connection. Some of the forums she'd read described prostate play as almost spiritual-a complete surrender of control that could create intense bonding between partners.

Melissa wanted that. Wanted Derek to surrender to her so completely that the vulnerability became its own form of intimacy.

She'd also spent time refining her technique. She'd practiced on her own hand, perfecting that "come hither" motion, building the muscle memory for different rhythms and pressures. She'd studied anatomical diagrams until she could picture Derek's internal landscape perfectly, knowing exactly where to reach and how to touch.

By Saturday morning, she felt ready. More than ready-she felt hungry for it.

________________________________________

Derek had been nervous but eager all day. Melissa had caught him checking the time repeatedly, clearly anticipating the evening session. Around mid-afternoon, he'd disappeared into the bathroom for a while-taking care of his prep routine, making sure he was completely clean for her.

When he'd emerged, he'd looked both embarrassed and turned on. "I'm, uh, all set. Whenever you're ready."

Melissa had kissed him slowly, deeply. "I want to try something different tonight."

"Different how?"

"I want to talk to you while I'm doing it. I want you to tell me exactly how it feels, what's working, what you need more or less of. I need to learn your specific responses, and the best way to do that is direct feedback."

Derek had nodded, swallowing hard. "Okay. I can do that."

"Even if it's embarrassing. Even if it feels vulnerable to say it out loud. I need you to be completely honest with me about what you're feeling."

"I will. I promise."

She'd smiled, running her hand down his chest. "Good boy."

The words had slipped out before she'd fully planned them, but Derek's reaction had been immediate and visceral-a sharp intake of breath, his cock visibly twitching in his pants.

Melissa had filed that response away for future exploration. He liked praise. Liked being called a good boy. Noted.

________________________________________

That evening's session had started similarly to the first one. Derek on the table, face-down, cock hanging through the opening. Melissa working him slowly to full hardness, building arousal, helping him relax into the familiar pleasure.

But this time, she'd been more deliberate about the verbal communication.

"How does this feel?" she'd asked, varying her stroke slightly.

"Good. Really good."

"More pressure or less?"

"Maybe slightly more at the base?"

She'd adjusted immediately, and Derek had moaned his approval.

This kind of specific feedback was exactly what she needed. She wanted to know his cock as intimately as she was about to know his prostate-every preference, every sensitive spot, every subtle variation that drove him crazy.

After about twenty minutes of building arousal, Melissa had moved to the external massage phase. Oil-slicked hands working his ass, fingers gradually venturing between his cheeks, circling that tight ring of muscle.

Derek had been significantly more relaxed this time. His body had accepted her touch more readily, less initial tension. The familiarity of the sensation made him less nervous, more able to sink into the pleasure.

"I'm going to use more lube than last time," Melissa had said, squeezing a generous amount of the specialized anal lubricant onto her fingers. "I want to be able to move more freely inside you, explore more thoroughly."

"Okay," Derek had breathed.

She'd pressed one well-lubed finger against his entrance, and this time his body had yielded almost immediately. The outer ring of muscle had relaxed, allowing her to slide inside to the first knuckle with minimal resistance.

"Fuck," Derek had gasped. "That's still so weird."

"Good weird or bad weird?"

"Good weird. Definitely good weird."

Melissa had pushed deeper, her finger sliding in easily now, and within seconds she'd located his prostate. She'd recognized it immediately this time-that firm, slightly spongy texture, responding to pressure with a swelling firmness.

"Found it," she'd said, pressing gently.

Derek's whole body had jerked. "Oh fuck, there it is."

"Tell me how this feels," Melissa had instructed, beginning a slow, rhythmic pressure. Press, release, press, release.

"It's... intense. Like pressure from the inside. Not quite pleasure yet, just... sensation."

She'd adjusted the angle slightly, curling her finger more deliberately. "And this?"

"Oh. Oh. Yeah, that's... that's better. That's starting to feel really good."

Melissa had smiled, even though he couldn't see it. She was learning. Each adjustment, each variation, she was building a mental map of exactly how to touch him.

She'd established a rhythm-pressing on his prostate while simultaneously stroking his cock in long, slow pulls. Coordinating the sensations, creating that feedback loop she'd read about.

Derek had started making those desperate sounds again, the ones that went straight to Melissa's pussy. She'd felt herself getting wet, her own arousal building just from the power of affecting him this way.

"Color check," she'd said.

"Green. So fucking green."

"Good. Because I'm going to push you further tonight. I want to see how long I can edge you using just your prostate."

Derek had made a choked sound. "What?"

"I'm going to bring you right to the edge using prostate stimulation, then back off. Over and over. I want to see how desperate I can make you."

"Holy fuck, Melissa-"

"Do you trust me?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

"Then surrender to it."

And he had.

Melissa had spent the next forty-five minutes systematically edging Derek using a combination of prostate and penile stimulation. She'd learned to read the signs of his approaching orgasm-the way his prostate would swell slightly under her finger, the way his cock would get impossibly hard and start leaking precum in a steady stream, the way his breathing would hitch and his whole body would tense.

Each time she'd felt him getting close, she'd backed off. Sometimes stopping the prostate stimulation entirely, sometimes just the penile strokes, sometimes both. Letting him hover on that edge, desperate and aching, before building him back up again.

By the fifth edge, Derek had been literally begging.

"Please," he'd gasped. "Please, Melissa, I can't-I need to cum so badly."

"Not yet," she'd said calmly, even though her own arousal was nearly overwhelming. "I want to try something first."

She'd slowly withdrawn her finger, and Derek had made a sound of protest.

"I'm going to use two fingers this time," Melissa had explained, reapplying copious amounts of lube. "It'll feel different-fuller, more pressure. But I think you can handle it. Can you?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes, I'll take whatever you give me, just please-"

She'd pressed both fingers against his entrance, applying steady pressure. The stretch was noticeable-Derek had tensed initially, his body resisting the larger intrusion.

"Breathe," Melissa had coached. "Relax into it. You can take this."

Derek had taken several deep, deliberate breaths, and gradually his body had accepted the penetration. Both of Melissa's fingers had slid inside, reaching deeper, able to apply more comprehensive pressure to his prostate.

"Oh my god," Derek had practically shouted. "That's so much. That's so fucking much."

"Too much?"

"No. Perfect. Holy shit, perfect."

Melissa had experimented with the dual-finger stimulation, discovering she could essentially massage his prostate between her two fingers, applying pressure from multiple angles simultaneously. The effect on Derek had been dramatic-his vocalizations had become nearly constant, a stream of moans and gasps and desperate pleas.

She'd resumed stroking his cock with her free hand, and the combination had pushed Derek past any semblance of control.

"I'm going to cum," he'd warned, his voice breaking. "I can't hold it anymore, I'm going to-"

"Then cum," Melissa had said. "Cum for me, baby. Show me what I do to you."

The orgasm had been even more intense than the first time. Derek had screamed-actually screamed-as it hit him, his entire body convulsing. The cum had poured out of him in thick, continuous streams, far more than should have been possible, as Melissa had maintained firm pressure on his prostate, literally milking it from his body.

The climax had lasted nearly a minute, Derek's prostate pulsing against her fingers, his cock twitching and spurting, his whole being consumed by sensation.

When it had finally subsided, Derek had collapsed completely, boneless and spent. Melissa had carefully withdrawn her fingers, cleaned up, and helped him off the table.

He'd been shaking so badly he could barely walk. She'd guided him to their bed, laid him down gently, covered him with blankets.

"Holy fuck," he'd finally managed, his voice hoarse from screaming. "Holy fuck, Melissa. That was... I don't even know what that was."

She'd curled up next to him, stroking his hair. "That was Phase 2, baby. And we're just getting started."

________________________________________

The dynamic between them had shifted after that second session.

It was subtle at first-small changes in how they interacted, both in and out of the bedroom. Derek had started deferring to Melissa more when it came to sexual decisions. Not in a forced or uncomfortable way, but naturally, as if he was beginning to recognize her as the authority in this particular aspect of their relationship.

He'd started asking permission for things he used to just do. "Can I cum?" he'd gasp during regular sex, even when they weren't doing prostate play. As if the training had extended beyond those specific sessions.

Melissa had found herself leaning into this shift, embracing a more dominant role that felt natural and right. She'd started making decisions about when they'd have sessions, what they'd explore, how far they'd push. And Derek had accepted these decisions eagerly, grateful to surrender that control.

It was intoxicating.

By the middle of the following week, Melissa had decided it was time to introduce toys into their play. Derek had proven he could handle two fingers comfortably. The next step was acclimating him to wearing something, to the feeling of having his prostate consistently stimulated over an extended period.

She'd pulled out the small silicone prostate massager she'd bought weeks ago, examining it with fresh eyes now that Derek was ready for it.

That Wednesday evening, she'd called Derek into their play room where she'd set up the table.

"We're doing a session tonight?" he'd asked, surprised. Their usual schedule was weekends.

"A different kind of session," Melissa had said. She'd held up the prostate massager, watching his eyes widen. "I want to introduce you to toys. Get you comfortable with wearing something."

Derek had stared at the massager, his expression a mix of nervousness and unmistakable arousal. "That goes... inside me?"

"Eventually, yes. But first I want you to get used to seeing it, touching it, understanding what it'll feel like. Come here."

He'd approached, and Melissa had placed the toy in his hand. "Feel the texture. It's soft silicone, body-safe. See this curve? That's designed to hit your prostate perfectly. And this flared base? That's for safety-it means it can't get lost inside you."

Derek had turned the toy over in his hands, his fingers tracing the curves. "It's smaller than I expected."

"This is a beginner size. Once you're comfortable with this, we can explore larger options. But for now, this is perfect for learning to wear and accommodate something."

"Learning to wear it," Derek had repeated, his voice slightly rough. "You mean like... for extended periods?"

"Exactly. Eventually I want to be able to put this inside you and have you wear it while I do other things to you. Or even have you wear it during the day, knowing that your prostate is being constantly stimulated, unable to escape the sensation."

Derek's cock had visibly hardened in his pants. The idea clearly turned him on immensely.

"But tonight," Melissa had continued, "we start simple. I'm going to use my fingers to warm you up like usual, and then I'll introduce the toy. Just for a few minutes at first. Let you feel what it's like. If it's too much, we remove it and try again another time."

"Okay," Derek had said, his voice shaky with arousal. "I'm ready."

________________________________________

The session had started with their now-familiar routine. Derek on the table, Melissa working his cock to full hardness, then transitioning to the external massage and eventual penetration.

She'd used two fingers from the start this time, stretching him open, getting his body accustomed to the intrusion. Derek had accepted it readily, his body relaxing into the penetration with increasing ease.

"You're getting so good at this," Melissa had praised. "Taking my fingers so easily now. Your ass was made for this, baby."

Derek had moaned at the words, clearly affected by the praise and the crude language.

After several minutes of fingering and prostate massage, Melissa had slowly withdrawn her hand. "I'm going to get the toy now. Stay relaxed for me."

She'd liberally coated the prostate massager in lube, making sure every surface was slick. Then she'd positioned it at Derek's entrance, the curved tip pressing gently against his hole.

"I'm going to go slow," she'd said. "Tell me if anything feels wrong or painful."

"Okay," Derek had breathed.

Melissa had applied steady pressure, and the toy had begun to slide inside. The initial resistance had given way as Derek's body had accepted the intrusion, the silicone slipping past the outer ring of muscle.

"Oh fuck," Derek had gasped. "That feels... different from fingers."

"Good different?"

"Just... different. More solid. More... present."

Melissa had pushed slightly deeper, watching the flared base approach his body. "Almost there. Just a little more."

With a final gentle push, the toy had seated fully inside him, the base nestled against his ass, the curved head positioned directly against his prostate.

Derek had made a choked sound. "Oh my god. I can feel it. It's right on my prostate and I can feel it."

"Perfect," Melissa had said with satisfaction. "That's exactly where it should be. Now I want you to just feel it for a minute. Get used to the sensation."

She'd returned to stroking his cock-slow, teasing pulls-while Derek adjusted to the feeling of the toy inside him.

"How is it?" she'd asked after a couple minutes.

"Intense. Really intense. Every time I breathe or move at all, it shifts and presses on my prostate. I can't escape the sensation."

"Do you want to escape it?"

A pause. Then: "No. Fuck no. It feels incredible."

Melissa had smiled wickedly. "Good. Because now I'm going to show you what this toy can really do."

She'd reached up and grasped the handle of the toy, beginning to move it in small, deliberate motions. Not full thrusts-just gentle rocks and twists that made the curved head massage Derek's prostate from different angles.

The effect had been immediate and dramatic. Derek had cried out, his whole body tensing, his cock jumping in Melissa's hand.

"Holy fuck!" he'd shouted.

"That's it," Melissa had encouraged, continuing the gentle manipulation. "Feel what it does to you. This is what it means to have your prostate owned. I can make you feel this whenever I want, for as long as I want."

She'd established a rhythm-moving the toy in small circles while stroking his cock, creating an overwhelming dual sensation. Derek had been reduced to incoherent sounds, unable to form words, completely lost to the pleasure.

Melissa had edged him like this twice, bringing him right to the brink before stopping all movement, letting him hover in desperate arousal before starting again.

By the third edge, Derek had been begging. "Please, please let me cum. I can't take anymore. It's too much."

"You can take it," Melissa had said calmly. "You can take whatever I decide to give you. Your prostate belongs to me now, remember? I decide when it gets to cum."

The words had made Derek moan even louder, clearly affected by the dominance in her tone.

Melissa had worked him for another few minutes before finally deciding to grant him release. "Okay, baby. You've been so good. You can cum now."

She'd increased the speed of both the toy manipulation and her cock stroking, and Derek had detonated within seconds.

The orgasm had been explosive. The combination of the prostate massager and the penile stimulation had created sensations Derek clearly couldn't process. He'd screamed again, his body seizing, cum pouring out of him in what seemed like impossible quantities.

And Melissa had discovered something incredible: she could feel his prostate pulsing through the toy. Could feel each contraction as it pumped cum through his system. The sensation of that much power-of literally feeling his orgasm from the inside-had been indescribable.

When Derek had finally stopped cumming, Melissa had carefully removed the toy and helped him down from the table.

He'd been completely wrecked. Shaking, barely coherent, his eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss.

"That was..." he'd started, then trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

"That was you learning to take toys," Melissa had finished for him. "And you did beautifully, baby. I'm so proud of you."

The praise had made Derek practically glow, despite his exhaustion.

________________________________________

Over the following two weeks, they'd had four more sessions with the prostate massager, each one pushing slightly further than the last.

Melissa had started leaving the toy inside Derek for longer periods, making him wear it while she did other things. She'd put it in and then spend twenty minutes just working his cock, making him feel the constant pressure on his prostate while unable to get direct stimulation there. The desperation this created had been beautiful to watch.

She'd also started using the toy during regular sex. She'd insert it, let Derek get used to the sensation, and then they'd fuck with it inside him. The added stimulation had made Derek cum harder and faster than ever before, the combination of his prostate being massaged and his cock being inside her creating overwhelming pleasure.

One particularly memorable session, Melissa had put the toy in and then tied Derek's hands to the bedframe, making him completely helpless. She'd ridden him slowly-agonizingly slowly-while he squirmed beneath her, unable to control the pace, the toy pressing relentlessly against his prostate with every movement.

He'd lasted maybe three minutes before cumming so hard he'd actually sobbed.

The dynamic between them had continued to evolve. Derek had fully embraced his submissive role in these contexts, clearly craving Melissa's dominance and control. And Melissa had discovered that she absolutely loved being the one in charge, loved making decisions about his pleasure, loved watching him surrender so completely.

By the end of those two weeks, Derek had been comfortable wearing the small prostate massager for extended periods. Which meant it was time for the next phase of Melissa's plan.

She'd been researching vibrating prostate toys-ones with remote controls that would allow her to adjust the intensity and pattern of vibration while the toy was inside him. The possibilities this opened up were endless and incredibly arousing.

She'd also been studying techniques for prostate milking without penile stimulation-the holy grail of prostate play that she'd mentioned in her initial proposal to Derek. The idea of making him cum purely from internal stimulation, his cock untouched, was something she desperately wanted to achieve.

On a Friday evening, three weeks after their first prostate session, Melissa had sat Derek down for another conversation.

"We need to talk about Phase 3," she'd said.

Derek had looked up from his laptop, immediately attentive. "Yeah?"

"You're ready for more advanced toys. Bigger, more intense, with additional features. But I want to make sure you're truly comfortable with where this is going before I push further."

Derek had closed his laptop, giving her his full attention. "I'm comfortable. More than comfortable. This has been... incredible, Melissa. Life-changing, honestly."

"Even the dominance aspect? Me taking control, making decisions about your pleasure, training your body to respond specific ways?"

"Especially that part," Derek had said emphatically. "I love surrendering to you. Love knowing that you're in charge, that my prostate belongs to you. It's the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

Melissa had felt warmth bloom in her chest. "Good. Because I want to get more intense. I want to introduce vibrating toys, explore different sizes, work toward making you cum from prostate stimulation alone. I want to push your limits and see what your body is capable of."

"Yes," Derek had said immediately. "All of that. Yes."

"I also want to explore the verbal dominance more. I want to be able to talk to you in crude, explicit ways about what I'm doing to your prostate, what you're feeling, what I'm going to make you do. Is that okay?"

Derek's eyes had darkened with arousal. "Fuck yes, that's okay. I love when you talk like that. When you call my ass yours, when you tell me you own my prostate. It makes everything more intense."

Melissa had leaned in, kissing him deeply. "Then we're going to Phase 3. And baby... it's going to be incredible."

________________________________________

The new toys had arrived the following Wednesday-a package containing a vibrating prostate massager with wireless remote control, a slightly larger non-vibrating massager for when Derek was ready for more size, and a collection of different lubes to experiment with.

Melissa had spent the evening examining everything, reading instruction manuals, testing the vibration patterns on her hand to understand what each one would feel like.

The vibrating massager was sleek and sophisticated-curved perfectly for prostate contact, with multiple intensity levels and vibration patterns. The remote control was small and discreet, allowing her to adjust settings from across the room if she wanted.

The possibilities this opened up were intoxicating. She could put it inside Derek and control his pleasure from a distance. Could make him wear it during dinner, randomly increasing the vibration to watch him squirm. Could edge him over and over with just the press of a button.

On Saturday, she'd set up their most elaborate session yet.

The table had been prepared with extra care-multiple towels, all the lubes, the new vibrating massager charged and ready. She'd also set up a small table next to her with the remote control, easily accessible.

When Derek had walked into the room and seen the setup, his eyes had widened. "What's all this?"

"Phase 3 begins today," Melissa had said, holding up the vibrating massager. "This is going inside you. And I'm going to control it from here." She'd held up the small remote.

Derek had swallowed hard, clearly aroused and slightly nervous. "How does it work?"

Melissa had demonstrated, pressing the button to cycle through the different vibration patterns. The toy had buzzed to life, pulsing and throbbing in her hand.

"Imagine that directly on your prostate," she'd said. "Constant stimulation that you can't control or escape. Me deciding when to increase it, when to decrease it, what pattern to use. Your pleasure completely in my hands."

Derek's cock had been visibly hardening. "Holy fuck."

"Get on the table, baby. Let me show you what your prostate is really capable of."

________________________________________

The session had started with thorough preparation. Melissa had taken her time warming Derek up, using her fingers to stretch him open more than usual. She wanted his body completely ready to accept the slightly larger vibrating toy.

"You're so good at taking my fingers now," she'd praised, working a third finger into him for the first time. "Look how easily your ass opens for me. How well-trained it's becoming."

Derek had moaned at the praise and the stretch, his body accepting the three fingers with only minimal resistance.

"I think you're ready," Melissa had said after several minutes of working him open. She'd withdrawn her fingers and reached for the vibrating massager.

The toy had been generously lubed and warmed to body temperature. Melissa had positioned it carefully, the curved head aligned with Derek's entrance.

"This is going to feel different than the other toy," she'd warned. "Slightly bigger, and of course it vibrates. Start by just feeling it go in, then I'll turn on the vibration once you're adjusted."

"Okay," Derek had breathed.

Melissa had pushed steadily, watching the toy disappear into Derek's body. The silicone had been flexible enough to ease the penetration, but substantial enough that Derek had clearly felt the increased size.

"Oh fuck," he'd gasped. "That's... that's a lot."

"Color?"

"Green. Definitely green. Just... intense."

The toy had slid fully inside, the base settling against his ass, the curved head positioned perfectly against his prostate. Melissa had waited, letting Derek adjust.

After a minute: "How do you feel?"

"Full. Really full. I can feel it pressing on my prostate even without movement."

Melissa had smiled, picking up the remote. "Then let's see what happens when we add vibration."

She'd started on the lowest setting-a gentle, pulsing vibration.

Derek's reaction had been immediate and intense. His whole body had jerked, a choked cry escaping his throat.

"Fuck! Oh my god, what-"

"That's just the lowest setting," Melissa had said, unable to keep the satisfaction out of her voice. "There are nine more levels above this."

She'd let the gentle vibration continue while she started stroking Derek's cock, which had gone rock-hard the moment the vibration had started.

"Tell me how it feels," she'd instructed.

"It's... it's constant. I can't escape it. Every time my prostate tries to adjust to the sensation, it keeps buzzing. It's driving me insane."

"Good. That's the point."

Melissa had worked him like this for several minutes-the gentle vibration on his prostate, her hand stroking his cock. Building arousal, letting him get used to the sensation.

Then she'd increased the vibration to level three.

Derek had practically shouted, his hands clutching at the table's edges. "Holy shit! That's so much more intense!"

"And I'm only at level three," Melissa had reminded him. "Imagine what level ten feels like."

She'd proceeded to edge him brutally, using the vibration control to push him to the brink and then back off. When he'd gotten close, she'd turn the vibration down or off entirely, letting him hover in desperate arousal before building him back up.

After the fourth edge, Derek had been literally begging. "Please, Melissa, please let me cum. I can't take anymore. The vibration is too much, I need to-"

"You can take more," Melissa had said calmly. "Your prostate can handle so much more than you think. We're training it, remember? Teaching it to accept whatever I decide to give it."

She'd increased the vibration to level seven while simultaneously increasing the speed of her cock stroking.

Derek had screamed-actually screamed-the sensation clearly overwhelming him.

"That's it," Melissa had encouraged. "Feel how much power I have over you. How I can make your prostate do whatever I want. You're mine, Derek. This is mine." She'd pressed her free hand against his ass, emphasizing her point. "Say it."

"I'm yours," Derek had gasped. "My prostate is yours. You own it. You own me."

"Good boy. Such a good boy for me. Now cum. Cum for me right now."

She'd increased the vibration to the maximum level-ten-and Derek had detonated.

The orgasm had been the most intense thing Melissa had ever witnessed. Derek's entire body had convulsed violently, his screams echoing off the walls, cum pouring out of him in thick, continuous streams that seemed to go on forever.

And the best part-the absolutely perfect part-was that Melissa could control the intensity of the continued stimulation. Even as Derek had been cumming, she'd kept the vibration at maximum, forcing every last drop from his prostate.

The orgasm had lasted over a minute, maybe closer to ninety seconds, Derek's body wracked with pleasure so intense it bordered on too much.

When Melissa had finally turned off the vibration and stopped stroking, Derek had collapsed completely, boneless and absolutely destroyed.

She'd carefully removed the toy and helped him off the table, supporting him as his shaking legs had barely held his weight.

In bed afterward, Derek had curled into her, still trembling slightly. "That was... I don't have words. That was the most intense experience of my life."

Melissa had stroked his hair, feeling deeply satisfied and powerful and connected to him. "That's just the beginning, baby. We're going to explore so much more."

________________________________________

The weeks that followed had been a blur of increasingly intense sessions.

Melissa had started incorporating the vibrating prostate massager into their regular sex life, not just the milking table sessions. She'd put it inside Derek before they'd fuck, controlling the vibration via the remote while they had sex. The combination had made Derek cum harder and faster than she'd thought possible.

She'd also started making Derek wear the toy during non-sexual activities, just to keep his prostate constantly stimulated. She'd insert it before dinner, keep the vibration on low throughout the meal, watch him squirm and try to maintain normal conversation while his prostate was being relentlessly buzzed.

One particularly memorable evening, she'd made him wear it to a dinner party at their friends' house. Had sent him into a roomful of people with the toy inside him, the remote in her pocket. She'd randomly increased the vibration throughout the evening, watching Derek struggle to maintain his composure, having to excuse himself to the bathroom multiple times because the stimulation had gotten too intense.

The power trip had been incredible. The secret knowledge that she was controlling his pleasure, that his prostate was responding to her commands even in public, had made Melissa wet throughout the entire evening.

Afterward, in the car on the way home, Derek had been a mess-squirming, desperate, his cock hard and straining against his pants.

"Please," he'd begged. "Please let me take it out. I've been on edge all night."

"No," Melissa had said calmly. "You're going to keep it in until we get home. And then I'm going to make you cum with it still inside you while I fuck you."

She had. And Derek had cum so hard he'd nearly passed out.

________________________________________

By the sixth week of their prostate journey, Melissa felt ready to attempt the ultimate goal: making Derek cum from prostate stimulation alone, with absolutely no penile contact.

She'd been researching the technique obsessively, reading detailed accounts from people who'd mastered it. The key seemed to be sustained, rhythmic pressure on the prostate combined with deep relaxation and surrender. It required patience-both from the person giving the stimulation and the person receiving it.

She'd explained her goal to Derek on a quiet Sunday evening.

"I want to try something we haven't done yet," she'd said.

"What's that?"

"I want to make you cum without touching your cock at all. Just pure prostate stimulation."

Derek's eyes had widened. "Is that really possible?"

"According to everything I've read, yes. It takes time and the right technique, but it's absolutely possible. Some men describe it as the most intense orgasm they've ever had-different from penile orgasms, more full-body, more overwhelming."

"And you want to try this with me?"

"I do. But I need you to understand-it might not work the first time. Or even the first few times. It requires a lot of relaxation and surrender, and sometimes the brain gets in the way. We might need to practice."

Derek had nodded slowly. "Okay. I want to try."

________________________________________

Their first attempt had been the following Saturday.

Melissa had set up the session with extra care, creating the most relaxing environment possible. Dim lighting, calming music, comfortable temperature. She'd decided to use the non-vibrating prostate massager for this-the vibration might be too much stimulation, too distracting. She wanted Derek's focus entirely on the sensation of his prostate being massaged.

The session had started with extensive warm-up. Melissa had spent nearly thirty minutes just massaging Derek's body-his back, his ass, his thighs-getting him completely relaxed. Then she'd moved to external prostate massage, working the area through his perineum, building arousal slowly.

By the time she'd finally penetrated him with the toy, Derek had been deeply relaxed and significantly aroused.

Melissa had positioned the toy carefully, making sure it was seated perfectly against his prostate. Then she'd established a slow, rhythmic rocking motion-not full thrusts, just gentle movements that made the curved head massage Derek's prostate consistently.

"I'm not going to touch your cock at all," she'd reminded him. "I need you to focus entirely on what you're feeling inside. On the pressure and sensation in your prostate. Let yourself sink into it."

Derek had nodded, his breathing already deepening.

Melissa had maintained the slow, rhythmic motion for what felt like forever. Five minutes, ten minutes, fifteen. She'd varied the angle slightly, the pressure, paying close attention to Derek's responses.

Around the twenty-minute mark, she'd noticed a change. Derek's breathing had gotten more ragged, his body had started tensing in that familiar way. His cock, which had been mostly soft throughout (not fully erect without direct stimulation), had started to stiffen slightly.

"That's it," Melissa had encouraged quietly. "You're getting close. Don't fight it. Let your prostate bring you there."

She'd maintained the exact same rhythm, not changing anything, letting Derek's body respond naturally.

And then, around twenty-five minutes in, it had happened.

Derek's entire body had tensed, his breath had caught, and then-without his cock ever being touched-he'd started cumming.

It hadn't been spurts like a normal orgasm. Instead, cum had literally dripped out of him in a slow, steady stream, drawn directly from his prostate by the constant massage. And the orgasm had gone on and on-Derek making low, almost pained sounds, his body trembling, the cum continuing to leak out in a continuous flow.

Melissa had maintained the stimulation throughout, watching in awe as Derek experienced what was clearly a fundamentally different kind of orgasm.

When it had finally subsided-after nearly a minute-Derek had been completely wrecked. Tears had been streaming down his face (not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity), his body shaking uncontrollably.

"Holy fuck," he'd whispered. "Holy fucking fuck. What was that?"

Melissa had carefully removed the toy and held him, stroking his hair. "That was a prostate orgasm, baby. Pure, unfiltered prostate pleasure."

"I've never... I didn't know... that was the most intense thing I've ever felt."

"And that's just the first one," Melissa had said softly. "Now that your body knows how to do it, we can do it again. And again. Multiple times in one session if you can handle it."

Derek had looked at her with something approaching awe. "You really do own my prostate."

"Yes," Melissa had confirmed. "Yes, I do."


Chapter 3: Finding Her Confidence

The morning after Derek's first prostate-only orgasm, Melissa had woken up feeling different.

Not physically different, but something fundamental had shifted in how she saw herself, how she understood her own power. She'd made Derek cum without ever touching his cock. Had watched him shake and cry and leak cum in a continuous stream purely from the pressure of her hand manipulating a toy against his prostate.

She'd done that.

She possessed that skill, that knowledge, that control.

Derek had still been asleep beside her, looking peaceful and thoroughly used. She'd studied his face in the early morning light, feeling a surge of possessive affection. This man had surrendered so completely to her, had let her explore and experiment and push boundaries, had trusted her with the most vulnerable parts of himself.

And she'd rewarded that trust by giving him pleasure he'd never imagined possible.

Melissa had slipped out of bed quietly, padding to the kitchen to make coffee. While it brewed, she'd pulled out her laptop and opened the document where she'd been tracking their progression.

Phase 4: Advanced Techniques was supposed to be "ongoing" according to her original plan, but looking at it now, she realized she'd been too conservative in her initial goals. They'd already achieved multiple prostate orgasms in one session (Derek could cum twice now if she pushed him hard enough). They'd explored dominance and submission dynamics extensively.

It was time to set new, more ambitious goals.

She'd created a new section:

Phase 4.5: Total Mastery

Prostate orgasms on command (train his body to cum when she tells him to)

Extended wear sessions (toys inserted for hours, not minutes)

Public play escalation (more intense scenarios than the dinner party)

Size progression (work up to toys that would really challenge him)

Verbal domination mastery (make him beg, make him describe what she's doing to him, make him admit exactly who owns his prostate)

Exploration of limits (find where his boundaries actually are)

Looking at this list, Melissa had felt arousal pool low in her belly. These weren't just goals-they were promises. Things she was going to do to Derek, with Derek, making him surrender deeper and deeper until there was no part of his sexual response she didn't control.

The coffee maker had beeped, pulling her from her planning. She'd poured two cups, carried them back to the bedroom.

Derek had been awake when she'd returned, propped up on the pillows, looking at her with soft, adoring eyes.

"Morning," he'd said, his voice still rough from sleep and from all the screaming he'd done the night before.

"Morning, baby." She'd handed him his coffee, settled into bed beside him. "How do you feel?"

"Sore," he'd admitted with a slight laugh. "My ass is definitely feeling it today. But in a good way. In a 'holy fuck, what did she do to me' kind of way."

Melissa had smiled, running her free hand down his chest. "I made you cum from your prostate alone. That's what I did to you."

"Yeah. You did." Derek had taken a sip of coffee, then looked at her seriously. "Can we talk about last night?"

"Of course."

"That was... intense doesn't even begin to cover it. It was overwhelming in the best possible way, but also kind of scary? Like, I didn't know my body could do that. Didn't know I could feel that much."

Melissa had nodded, understanding. "It's a lot to process."

"It is. But I want you to know-I loved it. I want more of it. I want you to keep pushing me, keep exploring, keep making me feel things I didn't know were possible." He'd paused, gathering courage. "I want you to completely own that part of me. Not just in the moment, but... all the time. I want my prostate to belong to you."

The words had sent electricity through Melissa's entire body. "You mean that?"

"Completely. I've been thinking about it all week, and especially after last night... I don't want this to just be something we do occasionally. I want it to be part of us. Part of who we are together."

Melissa had set her coffee down on the nightstand, turned to face him fully. "Derek, if you're giving me that kind of control, I'm going to use it. I'm going to push you. I'm going to make you do things that scare you a little. I'm going to train your body to respond to me in very specific ways."

"I know. That's what I want."

"I might make you wear toys in public. I might edge you until you're crying. I might make you beg for permission to cum in ways that feel humiliating at first."

Derek's breathing had quickened, his cock visibly hardening under the sheets. "Yes. All of that. I want all of that."

Melissa had felt power surge through her-not cruel power, but the deep, intimate power that came from being trusted so completely. "Then from now on, your prostate is mine. Your ass is mine. Your orgasms are mine. You cum when I say you can cum, and not a second before. Understood?"

"Yes," Derek had breathed.

"Yes, what?"

A pause as Derek had processed what she was asking for. Then: "Yes, Ma'am."

The title had hung in the air between them, formal and charged with meaning.

Melissa had smiled slowly. "Good boy."

________________________________________

That conversation had marked a turning point in their dynamic.

Over the following days, Melissa had started implementing her new authority in subtle ways. During regular sex, she'd started denying Derek's orgasms more frequently, making him ask permission before he came, sometimes denying that permission just because she could.

"Please, can I cum?" he'd gasp while they were fucking, his body trembling with the effort of holding back.

"Not yet," she'd say calmly, even as she rode him harder.

"Please, Ma'am, I can't hold it much longer-"

"You can and you will. You'll hold it until I say otherwise."

And he would. Would strain and shake and fight against his own body's desperate need to release, all because she'd told him to.

The power of it was intoxicating.

She'd also started incorporating prostate play into their everyday sex life more consistently. Not every time-she didn't want it to become routine or expected-but often enough that Derek was always slightly anticipating it, never quite sure when she'd reach for a toy or slide her fingers into him.

One weeknight, they'd been having relatively vanilla sex in bed when Melissa had suddenly pulled out, reached into the nightstand, and emerged with the small vibrating prostate massager.

Derek's eyes had widened. "Now?"

"Now," she'd confirmed, already lubing the toy. "Turn over."

He'd obeyed immediately, presenting his ass to her, and she'd slid the toy inside him with practiced ease. His body had accepted it readily now, barely any resistance.

She'd turned the vibration on medium and then climbed back on top of him, sinking down onto his cock while the toy buzzed away inside him.

Derek had lasted maybe two minutes before he'd been begging to cum, the dual stimulation overwhelming him completely.

"Please, please, Ma'am, I need to-"

"Cum," she'd commanded. "Cum for me right now."

And he had, explosively, his whole body seizing as the orgasm had ripped through him.

Melissa had continued riding him through it, the vibration still going, and had discovered something amazing: with the prostate stimulation continuing, Derek's cock had stayed hard even after orgasm. His refractory period had essentially vanished.

"Holy fuck," he'd gasped. "I'm still hard. How am I still hard?"

"Because your prostate is still being stimulated," Melissa had explained, grinding down on him. "Which means you're going to cum again. Right now."

She'd fucked him relentlessly, the vibration driving his oversensitive prostate insane, and within five minutes Derek had cum again-a smaller orgasm than the first, but still intense, still wracking his body.

When she'd finally removed the toy and let him soften, Derek had been completely destroyed, staring at the ceiling in amazement.

"Two orgasms," he'd mumbled. "Two. In less than ten minutes."

"That's what I can do to you now," Melissa had said with satisfaction. "That's the power I have over your prostate."

________________________________________

By the second week after Derek's full surrender, Melissa had decided it was time to upgrade their toy collection.

The small vibrating massager was good-great, even-but Derek's body was ready for more. She wanted options. Wanted to be able to choose different toys for different purposes, different sensations, different levels of intensity.

She'd spent an entire evening browsing specialty sites, reading reviews, comparing specifications. This time she wasn't shopping as a nervous beginner trying to figure out the basics. She was shopping as someone who knew exactly what she wanted and what Derek's body could handle.

She'd added several items to her cart:

First, a larger prostate massager-still curved for targeted stimulation, but significantly more substantial than their current toys. The reviews described it as "intense" and "not for beginners," which was perfect. She wanted something that would challenge Derek, make him work to accommodate it, remind him that she was always pushing his limits.

Second, an inflatable prostate plug. This was something she'd been fantasizing about for a while-the ability to insert something relatively small and then inflate it once it was inside him, creating a feeling of fullness and pressure that couldn't be achieved any other way. The product description promised "adjustable size" and "intense prostate pressure," which sounded exactly right.

Third, a set of anal beads specifically designed for prostate stimulation. Each bead was slightly curved to hit the right spot as it was inserted or removed, creating a unique sensation. She'd read accounts of people cumming just from having the beads slowly pulled out, the repeated stimulation of each bead passing the prostate triggering orgasm.

Fourth, a remote-controlled vibrating plug that connected to an app on her phone. This was an upgrade from their current remote-controlled toy-the app would give her more granular control over vibration patterns, intensity, and duration. She could program custom patterns, save favorites, even set it to respond to sound (meaning the toy would vibrate in response to Derek's own moans, creating a feedback loop).

The total had come to just over four hundred dollars, which seemed like a lot until Melissa had reminded herself how much use they'd get out of these toys. How many incredible sessions they'd enable. How much pleasure they'd create.

She'd added everything to her cart and checked out, selecting the fastest shipping available.

________________________________________

While waiting for the new toys to arrive, Melissa had started pushing Derek's boundaries in other ways.

One evening, she'd had him kneel naked in their bedroom while she'd stood in front of him, fully clothed, explaining exactly what she was going to do to him later.

"I'm going to put you on the table," she'd said, her voice calm and controlled. "I'm going to finger your ass until you're desperate and leaking. Then I'm going to put the vibrating toy inside you and edge you for an hour. Maybe longer. I'm going to bring you right to the edge of cumming over and over, and every single time, I'm going to stop just before you tip over."

Derek had been breathing hard, his cock already fully erect just from her words.

"And while I'm doing that," she'd continued, "you're going to thank me. You're going to say 'Thank you for edging my prostate, Ma'am' every single time I bring you to the edge and stop. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Derek had whispered.

"Good. And at the end of the hour, if you've been very good and thanked me properly every time, I might-might-let you cum. Or I might not. I might just remove the toy and send you to bed with blue balls, your prostate aching and desperate. Because that's my decision to make now, isn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am. My orgasms belong to you."

"That's right. Your orgasms, your prostate, your ass-all mine. Say it."

"My orgasms, my prostate, and my ass all belong to you, Ma'am."

Melissa had felt herself getting wet from the exchange, from the power in his submission, from the way he'd said those words with complete sincerity.

She had done exactly what she'd promised that night-edged him mercilessly for over an hour, made him thank her each time, watched him struggle and shake and leak precum in a continuous stream. And at the end, she'd made him cum so hard he'd actually sobbed with relief.

But the next time, she hadn't let him cum. Had edged him for forty-five minutes and then simply removed the toy, kissed his forehead, and told him "Not tonight, baby. Your prostate doesn't get to cum tonight."

Derek had looked at her with such desperate, aching need, his cock hard and dripping, his whole body trembling with denied arousal. "Please-"

"No. You'll go to bed like this. You'll feel what it's like to be denied. And tomorrow, if you're good, maybe I'll let you cum."

He'd obeyed, though clearly struggling with it. Had curled up in bed next to her, his hard cock pressing against her thigh, his breathing uneven.

Melissa had stroked his hair, soothing him. "This is part of your training. Learning that your pleasure happens when I decide it happens. Not when you want it."

"Yes, Ma'am," he'd whispered.

She'd let him cum the next morning-woken him up by sliding the vibrating toy into him and stroking his cock until he'd cum all over himself, half-asleep and completely overwhelmed.

But the lesson had been learned: she was truly in control now.

________________________________________

The package with the new toys had arrived on a Thursday afternoon.

Melissa had torn it open immediately, examining each item with growing excitement. Everything was perfect-the larger massager was substantial but not impossible, the inflatable plug was ingenious in its design, the anal beads were beautifully crafted, and the app-controlled vibrator was sleek and sophisticated.

She'd spent the afternoon charging the vibrating toys, downloading the app, experimenting with the different settings and patterns. The app was incredibly detailed-she could create custom vibration sequences, set timers, adjust intensity curves. There was even a "tease" mode that would randomly vary the vibration to keep the wearer constantly guessing.

The inflatable plug had come with a hand pump and pressure gauge, allowing precise control over how much it expanded. The instructions recommended starting small and gradually increasing size over multiple sessions.

That evening, when Derek had come home from work, Melissa had been waiting for him in the bedroom, all four new toys laid out on the bed.

Derek had frozen in the doorway when he'd seen them. "Holy shit. What's all this?"

"Upgrades," Melissa had said simply. "Come look."

He'd approached cautiously, eyeing each toy with a mix of nervousness and unmistakable arousal. "These are... bigger. A lot bigger."

"Some of them, yes. Your body is ready for more now. Ready to be challenged." She'd picked up the larger prostate massager. "See this? This is going inside you this weekend. It's going to stretch you in ways you haven't been stretched before. It's going to make you work to accommodate it."

Derek had swallowed hard. "That looks intense."

"It is. But you can take it. I know you can." She'd set that toy down and picked up the inflatable plug. "And this? This starts small, but once it's inside you, I can pump it up. Make it bigger and bigger until you're so full you can barely think straight."

"Jesus," Derek had breathed, his cock visibly hardening in his work pants.

Melissa had picked up the app-controlled vibrator. "And this one connects to my phone. Which means I can control it from anywhere. I could put this inside you and send you to work, and adjust the vibration throughout the day. Make you deal with random bursts of stimulation while you're trying to focus on meetings."

Derek's breathing had gotten noticeably faster. "You wouldn't."

"Wouldn't I?" She'd smiled wickedly. "You gave me total control, remember? That means I get to decide when and where your prostate gets stimulated."

She'd set the toys down and moved closer to him, running her hand over the bulge in his pants. "We're going to use every single one of these over the next few weeks. I'm going to train your ass to take bigger toys, to accommodate more intense sensations. I'm going to make your prostate so sensitive that even the lightest stimulation will have you leaking."

"Fuck," Derek had muttered.

"Strip," Melissa had commanded. "Right now. I want to try one of these tonight."

________________________________________

That evening's session had been Melissa's introduction to the inflatable plug.

She'd decided to start with this toy because it offered such controlled progression-she could insert it at a manageable size and then gradually increase the fullness, monitoring Derek's response at every stage.

The setup had been familiar: Derek on the table, Melissa working him to arousal with her hand. But this time, after she'd gotten him hard and desperate, she'd spent extra time stretching him with her fingers.

"I'm going to use three fingers tonight," she'd explained, working a third finger into him carefully. "I need to make sure you're opened up enough for this toy."

Derek had gasped at the stretch but accepted it, his body gradually accommodating the three fingers. Melissa had worked him like this for several minutes, scissoring her fingers, stretching him, preparing him.

When she'd judged him ready, she'd lubed up the deflated inflatable plug and pressed it against his entrance. In its uninflated state, it was only slightly larger than their medium toy-manageable for Derek at this point.

"I'm going to insert it now," she'd said. "It's going to feel different because there's a tube attached for the pump."

The plug had slid in relatively easily, Derek's well-trained ass accepting it without too much resistance. Once it was fully seated, Melissa had secured the pump to the valve.

"Okay, baby. Now comes the fun part. I'm going to start pumping it up. Tell me when it gets uncomfortable."

She'd given the pump a few gentle squeezes, watching the gauge needle move. Inside Derek, the plug was expanding, creating increasing pressure.

"Oh," Derek had gasped. "Oh, I can feel it getting bigger."

"Color?"

"Green. Definitely green. It's weird but good."

Melissa had pumped a few more times, gradually increasing the size. The plug was designed to expand in a way that created more pressure on the prostate specifically, rather than just filling the entire cavity.

"How about now?"

"Fuller. A lot fuller. It's pressing really hard on my prostate."

"Too much?"

"No. Just... intense."

Melissa had given it a few more pumps, watching Derek's reactions carefully. His breathing had gotten shallower, his body tensing slightly.

"That's... okay, that's starting to be a lot," he'd managed.

She'd stopped pumping, letting him adjust to the current size. Then she'd reached underneath and started stroking his cock-slow, teasing pulls.

The effect had been immediate. With the plug expanded inside him, creating constant, firm pressure on his prostate, even the lightest stimulation to his cock had made Derek moan desperately.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, that's so much sensation-"

"That's the point," Melissa had said. "Your prostate is compressed right now. Every nerve ending is being activated. Even this gentle stroke is probably overwhelming, isn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am. It's so intense I can barely think."

"Good. I want you overwhelmed. I want you to feel nothing but what I'm doing to your prostate."

She'd worked him like this for about ten minutes, maintaining the gentle cock stroking while the inflatable plug created relentless pressure inside him. Derek had been a mess-writhing on the table, making continuous desperate sounds, leaking precum in amounts Melissa had never seen before.

"Please," he'd finally begged. "Please, Ma'am, I need to cum. The pressure is too much, I can't take it anymore."

"You can take more than you think," Melissa had said. "But because you asked nicely..." She'd increased the speed of her strokes. "Cum for me. Show me what an inflated prostate does when it orgasms."

Derek had detonated within seconds.

The orgasm had been violent and prolonged, his body convulsing, cum pouring out of him in thick streams. And Melissa had noticed something fascinating-she could actually feel his prostate pulsing through the inflated plug, could feel each contraction as it pumped cum through his system.

The sensation had been incredible-this tangible connection to his orgasm, this ability to literally feel what his prostate was doing inside him.

When he'd finally stopped cumming, Melissa had carefully deflated the plug and removed it, watching Derek collapse in exhausted satisfaction.

"That was insane," he'd mumbled. "The pressure was so intense I thought I was going to explode."

"You did explode," Melissa had said with a smile. "All over my hand."

________________________________________

Over the following two weeks, Melissa had systematically introduced each new toy, pushing Derek's limits further with each session.

The larger prostate massager had been a challenge-Derek had needed significant prep and a lot of lube to accommodate it. But once it was inside him, the more substantial size had created sensations that the smaller toys couldn't match. Fuller, more encompassing, more impossible to ignore.

"It's so big," he'd gasped the first time she'd fully seated it inside him. "I feel so fucking full."

"You look beautiful taking it," Melissa had told him. "Look how well your ass has learned to open for me. How well-trained it's become."

She'd fucked him with that larger toy, establishing a rhythm of slow, deep thrusts that had made Derek absolutely lose his mind. The increased size meant she could apply more leverage, more pressure, really work his prostate in ways the smaller toys couldn't.

Derek had cum twice during that session-once from the combined stimulation, and once from the prostate massage alone after she'd removed her hand from his cock and just focused on working the toy inside him.

The anal beads had been a different kind of experience entirely. Melissa had inserted them slowly, one at a time, each bead pressing against Derek's prostate as it slid inside. By the time all six beads were inserted, Derek had been shaking and desperate.

Then she'd started pulling them out-one bead at a time, agonizingly slow. Each bead passing his prostate on the way out had created a pulse of intense sensation, and by the fourth bead, Derek had been cumming-spurting all over the floor as the remaining beads had continued their slow exit, each one prolonging the orgasm.

"Holy fuck," he'd gasped. "That was the weirdest orgasm I've ever had. It just kept going as each bead came out."

"We're doing that again," Melissa had decided immediately. "That was incredible to watch."

The app-controlled vibrator had opened up entirely new possibilities. Melissa had discovered that she could set it to respond to sound, meaning the louder Derek moaned, the more intensely it vibrated. This had created a feedback loop where Derek's own sounds of pleasure had increased the stimulation, which had made him moan louder, which had increased the stimulation further.

She'd edged him like this for nearly an hour one night, the toy pulsing and buzzing in response to his desperate sounds, Derek completely unable to escape the cycle of increasing arousal.

She'd also made good on her threat to use it during the day. One Saturday, she'd inserted the vibrator before they'd gone grocery shopping, the remote app on her phone giving her complete control.

Throughout the store, she'd randomly activated it-sometimes just a gentle pulse as they'd debated between pasta brands, sometimes a more intense vibration that had made Derek actually gasp and grab the shopping cart for support.

By the time they'd gotten home, Derek had been desperate and leaking, his cock hard in his jeans, his face flushed.

"Please," he'd begged as they'd brought the groceries inside. "Please let me cum. I've been on edge for an hour."

"Put the groceries away first," Melissa had said casually, even though she'd been equally turned on by the game. "Then we'll see."

She'd made him complete the task-putting away milk and vegetables and canned goods-all while the vibrator had continued its random pulsing inside him. Watching Derek try to maintain normal functioning while his prostate was being constantly stimulated had been incredibly hot.

When he'd finally finished, she'd bent him over the kitchen counter and fucked him with a dildo while the vibrator had still buzzed inside him, the dual penetration making him cum so hard he'd actually knocked over the fruit bowl.

________________________________________

But beyond the toys and the physical exploration, what had really evolved during this period was Melissa's verbal dominance.

She'd started getting more explicit, more crude, more possessive in how she talked to Derek during their sessions. The gentle, encouraging praise had transformed into filthy, commanding dirty talk that made Derek's cock jump every time.

"Look at you, taking this big toy so well," she'd say while working the larger massager into him. "Your ass is such a good little slut for me, isn't it? Opens right up whenever I want inside."

"Yes, Ma'am," Derek would gasp.

"Say it. Tell me what your ass is."

"My ass is your slut, Ma'am. It opens for you whenever you want."

"That's right. And what about this?" She'd press firmly on his prostate, making him jerk. "Who does this belong to?"

"You, Ma'am. My prostate belongs to you."

"Fucking right it does. I own this. I can make it do whatever I want. I can edge it for hours, I can milk it dry, I can make it cum without even touching your cock. Because it's mine."

The possessive language had made Derek incredibly responsive. Melissa had discovered that the cruder and more dominant she got, the more desperately aroused he became.

One night, while she'd been finger-fucking his ass with three fingers, she'd leaned close to his ear and whispered, "You love having my fingers in your ass, don't you? Love being opened up and used. You're my personal prostate slut now."

Derek had actually cum right then, untouched, just from the combination of her fingers and her filthy words.

After that, Melissa had fully embraced the crude dirty talk. She'd call his ass her "favorite toy," tell him his prostate was "desperate for my attention," make him beg in increasingly explicit ways.

"Tell me what you want," she'd command.

"I want you to fuck my ass, Ma'am."

"Be more specific. What exactly do you want me to do?"

"I want you to put your fingers inside me and massage my prostate until I cum."

"And why should I do that?"

"Because... because my prostate belongs to you. Because I'm your prostate slut and I need you to use me."

"Good boy. Such a good fucking boy for me."

The dynamic had become fully established-Derek as her willing, eager submissive, surrendering his body and his pleasure to her control. And Melissa as his confident, commanding dominant, taking exactly what she wanted from him while giving him more pleasure than he'd ever experienced.

________________________________________

Three weeks into Phase 4.5, Melissa had decided to attempt something she'd been fantasizing about: a marathon session.

She wanted to see how many times she could make Derek cum in a single evening using only prostate stimulation. Wanted to push him past what he thought his limits were, into territory where his body was just a vessel for the pleasure she could create.

She'd planned it carefully, setting aside an entire Saturday evening. She'd told Derek to clear his schedule, rest well the night before, prepare thoroughly. She'd stocked up on lube, water, energy snacks-anything they might need for an extended session.

When Saturday evening had arrived, Derek had been visibly nervous. "How long is this going to last?"

"As long as I want it to," Melissa had said simply. "Until I'm satisfied with how thoroughly I've used your prostate."

She'd set up the play room with everything she might need-all their toys within reach, multiple towels, plenty of supplies. The table had been positioned perfectly, lighting dimmed to something intimate but still bright enough to see clearly.

"On the table," she'd commanded. "Face down. We're going to be here a while."

The session had started with extensive warm-up-nearly forty-five minutes of massage, external stimulation, gradual penetration. Melissa had wanted Derek completely relaxed and aroused before she began the real work.

She'd started with her fingers, working his prostate with practiced skill until he'd cum the first time-a strong, full orgasm that had left him shaking but not depleted.

"One," she'd announced. "That's one orgasm. Let's see how many more we can get."

She'd given him only a few minutes to recover before inserting the vibrating prostate massager, setting it to a medium pulse. Derek's oversensitive prostate had responded immediately, his body tensing.

"It's too sensitive," he'd gasped. "I just came, I can't-"

"You can," Melissa had said firmly. "Your prostate doesn't need a refractory period like your cock does. It can cum over and over. You just have to surrender to it."

She'd stroked his cock while the vibrator had buzzed away, and within ten minutes Derek had cum again-a smaller orgasm, but still intense.

"Two," Melissa had counted. "We're going for at least five tonight. Maybe more."

She'd cycled through different toys-the inflatable plug creating intense pressure, the larger massager providing deep, full stimulation, the anal beads creating that unique sequential sensation. Each toy had coaxed another orgasm from Derek's increasingly sensitive prostate.

By the fourth orgasm, Derek had been crying-not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of cumming so many times in such a short period.

"I can't," he'd sobbed. "I don't have anything left."

"Yes, you do," Melissa had said, her voice firm but caring. "Your prostate still has more to give. Trust me. Surrender to me."

She'd used her fingers for the fifth orgasm, going back to basics, providing the direct, skilled massage that she knew would work. It had taken longer this time-Derek's body fighting against the intensity-but eventually he'd tipped over, cumming in weak spurts, his whole body trembling.

"Five," Melissa had announced triumphantly. "Good boy. Such a good boy for me. We're going to go for one more."

"I can't," Derek had whimpered. "Please, Ma'am, I can't cum again."

"You can and you will. Because I'm not done with your prostate yet."

For the sixth orgasm, Melissa had used the app-controlled vibrator set to the most intense pattern she could program. She'd edged Derek repeatedly, bringing him close and backing off, building arousal even though his body was exhausted.

It had taken nearly thirty minutes, but finally-finally-Derek's body had surrendered one more time. The orgasm had been almost dry-just a few drops leaking out-but the contractions had been there, his prostate still responding to her control.

When it was over, Derek had been completely destroyed. Melissa had carefully removed all toys, cleaned him up, helped him off the table. He'd barely been able to walk, his legs shaking, his entire body exhausted.

In bed, wrapped in blankets, Derek had looked at her with something approaching awe. "Six times. You made me cum six times."

"I did. Because your prostate is mine. And when it's mine, it does what I tell it to do."

"I couldn't do that for anyone else," Derek had whispered. "Only you. Only because I trust you completely."

Melissa had felt her chest tighten with emotion. "I know, baby. I know. And I'll never abuse that trust. I'll push you, challenge you, make you feel things you didn't know were possible. But I'll never hurt you. Never take more than you can give."

"I know," Derek had said, curling into her. "That's why I can surrender like this. Because I know you'll take care of me."

________________________________________

The marathon session had marked another evolution in their dynamic. After proving that Derek's body could produce that many orgasms under her skilled control, Melissa had felt a new level of confidence in her dominance.

She'd started setting new rules, new expectations. Derek had to ask permission before cumming during any sexual activity, not just prostate play. If he came without permission, there would be consequences-usually denial of prostate play for a few days, which Derek had found surprisingly difficult to endure once he'd gotten used to regular sessions.

She'd also started using prostate stimulation as a reward. If Derek did something particularly pleasing-completed a chore she'd been putting off, gave her an especially good massage, or just because she felt like rewarding him-she'd give him a prostate session.

The flip side was that prostate denial became a punishment. If Derek displeased her (which was rare, but occasional), she'd make him go a week or more without any prostate stimulation. No toys, no fingers, nothing. Just regular sex, which Derek still enjoyed but which now felt incomplete to him without the added intensity of prostate play.

"Please, Ma'am," he'd beg after five days of denial. "Please let me have my prostate back. I miss it so much."

"Should have thought about that before you forgot to do what I asked," Melissa would say calmly, even though she'd missed it too. The denial was as much a test of her own discipline as it was a punishment for him.

When she'd finally ended the denial period, Derek had practically cried with relief as she'd slid her fingers into him, finding his prostate immediately, making him feel that sensation he'd been craving.

________________________________________

By the end of Phase 4.5, Melissa had achieved something she'd never quite expected: total confidence in her sexual dominance.

She wasn't playing a role or following a script. This was genuinely who she was now-a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it, who had trained her partner's body to respond to her specific touch, who could make decisions about pleasure and denial with complete authority.

Derek had surrendered so completely that his arousal was almost entirely in her control. She could make him hard with a few words, could make him cum with the right stimulation, could deny him and watch him ache with need.

And the best part-the absolutely perfect part-was that this dynamic had made them closer than ever. The trust required for this level of dominance and submission had created an intimacy that went beyond just the physical.

They'd started having deeper conversations about desires, boundaries, fantasies. Derek had admitted that he'd always had submissive tendencies but had never felt safe enough to explore them until now. Melissa had shared her own discovery of how much she loved being in control, how the power exchange satisfied something she hadn't known was missing.

One evening, lying in bed after a particularly intense session, Derek had said something that had made Melissa's heart clench.

"I love you so much," he'd said quietly. "Not just because of this-though this is incredible-but because you make me feel safe enough to be completely vulnerable. To show you parts of myself I've never shown anyone."

Melissa had blinked back tears. "I love you too. And I love that you trust me with those parts of yourself."

"I want this forever," Derek had continued. "Want you to own my prostate forever. Want to keep exploring and pushing boundaries and discovering new things together."

"Forever," Melissa had agreed, kissing him deeply. "You're mine forever, baby. Your prostate, your pleasure, your surrender-all mine."

________________________________________

Toward the end of this phase, Melissa had started planning something special: a session where she'd combine everything they'd learned, every skill they'd developed, every toy they'd acquired.

She wanted to create the ultimate prostate experience-something that would demonstrate just how completely she'd mastered Derek's body, just how thoroughly trained his prostate had become.

She'd outlined the session in detail:

Ultimate Prostate Experience

Start with extended external massage and teasing (30 min)

Progress to manual penetration and prostate massage (20 min)

First orgasm: Prostate-only, using fingers

Short recovery period with small plug inserted

Second orgasm: Inflatable plug combined with cock stroking

Recovery period with vibrating toy on low setting

Third orgasm: Large massager, intense manual manipulation

Extended wear period with app-controlled vibrator (30 min)

Fourth orgasm: Anal beads removed during orgasm

Final recovery and aftercare

The entire session would last approximately three to four hours and would showcase every technique Melissa had mastered, every toy in their collection, every aspect of Derek's submission.

She'd pitched the idea to Derek one evening. "I want to do something special this weekend. A session that brings together everything we've explored."

"Like a greatest hits?" Derek had asked with a slight smile.

"Exactly. But also a demonstration. A way of showing you how completely I own your prostate now. How thoroughly I've trained it."

Derek's expression had grown serious, aroused. "I want that. I want to feel how far we've come."

"It's going to be intense. The most intense session we've ever done."

"I can handle it. I trust you."

And so Melissa had begun planning in earnest, determined to create an experience that would cement her dominance and his submission, that would celebrate how far they'd come together.


Chapter 4: Mastering the Technique

The "Ultimate Prostate Experience" session that Melissa had planned became something of a legend between them-the benchmark against which all future sessions would be measured.

She'd scheduled it for a Saturday evening when they'd had the entire weekend free. No work obligations, no social commitments, nothing that would require Derek to be functional the next day. Because Melissa's plan was to absolutely destroy him, to push him so far into subspace that he'd need significant recovery time.

The preparation had been meticulous. She'd set up the play room like she was preparing for surgery-every toy cleaned and arranged in order of use, multiple bottles of lube within reach, towels stacked and ready, water and snacks positioned nearby for hydration and energy. She'd even created a playlist of ambient music designed to last four hours without interruption.

Derek had spent the afternoon preparing himself-showering thoroughly, using the enema kit, trimming and grooming. By the time evening rolled around, he'd been visibly nervous but deeply aroused, knowing what was coming but not quite believing his body could handle it.

"Are you sure about this?" he'd asked as Melissa had led him into the play room, taking in the elaborate setup.

"Completely sure," she'd said, her voice calm and commanding. "I know exactly what your body can take. I know your limits better than you do at this point. Trust me."

"I do. Always."

"Then get on the table. We're starting."

________________________________________

The first thirty minutes had been pure, focused teasing.

Melissa had worked Derek's entire body-massaging his back, his shoulders, his thighs. Long, slow strokes designed to relax him completely while building arousal gradually. She'd paid special attention to his ass, kneading the muscle, letting her fingers occasionally dip between his cheeks but never quite touching where he was desperate to be touched.

Derek's cock had been half-hard the entire time, swaying gently beneath the table, leaking occasional drops of precum.

"You know what's coming," Melissa had said softly, her hands working oil into his lower back. "You know I'm going to take you apart piece by piece. Make you cum until you can't remember your own name. How does that make you feel?"

"Nervous," Derek had admitted. "But so fucking turned on I can barely think."

"Good. That's exactly where I want you."

She'd moved to external prostate massage-working the perineum with firm, rhythmic pressure. This area had become so sensitized over the months of training that even this indirect stimulation had made Derek moan and his cock stiffen fully.

"Your prostate knows I'm here," Melissa had observed. "It's already responding to me and I'm not even inside you yet. That's how well trained it is."

After twenty minutes of external work, Melissa had finally lubed her fingers and pressed one against Derek's entrance. His body had opened immediately, accepting the penetration with zero resistance.

"Look at that," she'd praised. "Your ass just swallows my finger. Doesn't even hesitate anymore. It knows it belongs to me."

She'd worked one finger inside, then two, then three-stretching him open, preparing him for what was coming. Derek had been making continuous soft sounds of pleasure, his body completely relaxed and accepting.

When she'd judged him ready, Melissa had curved her fingers to find his prostate-and she'd found it instantly, recognizing the texture and position from months of practice.

"There it is," she'd said, pressing firmly. "My favorite spot."

Derek had gasped, his whole body tensing pleasantly. "Fuck, yes."

"I'm going to make you cum now," Melissa had announced. "First orgasm of the night. Just from my fingers on your prostate. No touching your cock at all. I want to establish from the start that I don't need your cock to make you cum. Your prostate is enough."

She'd established a rhythm-firm, deliberate pressure combined with that "come hither" motion she'd perfected. In and out, curling and releasing, finding the exact angle and pressure that made Derek's breath hitch.

It had taken about fifteen minutes of focused stimulation before Derek's body had started showing the telltale signs-his breathing getting ragged, his prostate swelling under her fingers, his cock dripping steadily even untouched.

"I'm close," he'd gasped. "Ma'am, I'm getting close."

"Then cum," Melissa had commanded. "Cum from your prostate alone. Show me what I've trained you to do."

Derek had obeyed-his body seizing, cum pouring out of his untouched cock in thick streams as Melissa had maintained firm pressure on his prostate, milking it ruthlessly.

The orgasm had lasted nearly forty-five seconds, Derek making broken, desperate sounds the entire time.

When it had subsided, Melissa had slowly withdrawn her fingers. "One. That's one orgasm. We're just getting started, baby."

________________________________________

She'd given Derek only five minutes to recover before implementing the next phase: the small plug inserted to keep him stretched and ready.

The plug had slid in easily, Derek's well-fucked ass accepting it without resistance. Once it was seated, Melissa had left it there, applying constant pressure to his prostate while his body recovered from the first orgasm.

"How does it feel?" she'd asked, stroking his back gently.

"Full. My prostate is still so sensitive from cumming, and now there's constant pressure on it. It's intense."

"It's supposed to be. I want your prostate to never stop feeling me. Even during recovery, I want it worked."

After the five-minute recovery period, Melissa had removed the small plug and replaced it with the inflatable one-inserting it deflated, then slowly pumping it up while she'd started stroking Derek's cock for the first time that session.

The combination had been overwhelming-the plug expanding inside him, creating increasing pressure on his prostate, while Melissa's lubed hand had worked his cock in long, firm strokes.

"Oh fuck," Derek had moaned. "That's so much. The plug is getting so big."

"And I'm going to keep pumping," Melissa had said calmly, giving the pump a few more squeezes. "Until you're stretched so full you can barely stand it. And then I'm going to make you cum like that-stuffed full, your prostate compressed."

She'd pumped until Derek had started making slightly pained sounds-not actual pain, but the edge of discomfort that signaled she was approaching his limit. Then she'd stopped, letting him adjust to the size.

The cock stroking had continued-faster now, more purposeful. Derek's oversensitive system had responded quickly, his second orgasm building much faster than usual.

"Please," he'd gasped. "Please, Ma'am, can I cum?"

"Not yet. Hold it."

Melissa had edged him brutally-bringing him right to the brink and then stopping all stimulation, watching him hover in desperate arousal while the inflated plug had created relentless pressure inside him.

She'd done this three times before finally granting permission.

"Cum. Cum for me right now with that huge plug inside you."

Derek had exploded-the orgasm hitting him like a truck, his body convulsing around the inflated plug, cum spurting everywhere as Melissa had pumped his cock through it.

And she'd felt it again-his prostate pulsing through the plug, each contraction tangible under her control. The sensation had made her pussy clench, her own arousal spiking at the sheer power she wielded.

________________________________________

The session had continued for nearly four hours total.

For the third orgasm, Melissa had used the large prostate massager-the substantial toy that stretched Derek significantly and allowed her to really fuck his prostate with force and depth. She'd established a hard, fast rhythm that had reduced Derek to incoherent begging within minutes.

"Please, please, Ma'am, I need to cum, please-"

"You cum when I say you can cum," Melissa had responded, not slowing the brutal pace. "Your prostate doesn't make that decision. I do."

She'd fucked him with the large toy for nearly twenty minutes before allowing release, and the resulting orgasm had been violent-Derek actually screaming, his body jerking so hard he'd nearly fallen off the table.

After a longer recovery period-ten minutes with the vibrating toy inserted on a low, pulsing setting-Melissa had moved to the anal beads for the fourth orgasm.

She'd inserted all six beads slowly, methodically, each one pressing against Derek's prostate as it had slid inside. By the time they were all inserted, Derek had been trembling and leaking, his cock hard and dripping despite having cum three times already.

"I'm going to stroke your cock," Melissa had explained, "and when you're about to cum, I'm going to start pulling the beads out. Slowly. One at a time. Each bead is going to stimulate your prostate on the way out, prolonging your orgasm."

Derek had only been able to make a choked sound of acknowledgment.

Melissa had worked his cock with one hand while the other had gripped the ring of the anal beads, ready. When she'd felt Derek approaching orgasm-his body tensing, his breath hitching-she'd started pulling.

The first bead had popped out just as Derek had started cumming, the sudden stimulation to his prostate making him cry out. The second bead had come out three seconds later, creating another pulse of sensation that had kept the orgasm going. Third bead, fourth bead, fifth bead-each one prolonging the climax, keeping Derek in that state of overwhelming pleasure for nearly a full minute.

By the time the final bead had slid out, Derek had been sobbing-actual tears streaming down his face from the intensity.

"Four," Melissa had announced, her voice steady even though she'd been incredibly turned on. "Four orgasms. You're doing so well, baby. So fucking well for me."

________________________________________

The final phase of the session had been the most challenging for Derek: extended wear with the app-controlled vibrator set to random patterns for thirty minutes, followed by one more orgasm.

Melissa had inserted the toy and activated the most unpredictable pattern she'd programmed-one that varied intensity and rhythm randomly, giving Derek no way to anticipate or prepare for the sensations.

For thirty minutes, she'd simply watched him cope with it. Sometimes the vibration would be gentle, almost soothing. Then suddenly it would spike to maximum intensity for a few seconds before dropping back down. The unpredictability had been torture for Derek's already oversensitive prostate.

He'd writhed on the table, making desperate sounds, his cock alternating between hard and soft depending on the intensity of the vibration at any given moment.

"Please," he'd begged around the twenty-minute mark. "Please, Ma'am, I can't take much more of this."

"Yes, you can," Melissa had said firmly. "You can take whatever I decide to give you. Your prostate is mine, remember? I decide what it experiences."

By the time the thirty minutes had ended, Derek had been a mess-shaking, crying, desperate for either release or for the stimulation to stop.

Melissa had removed the vibrating toy and replaced it with her fingers-three of them, working his prostate with the exact rhythm and pressure she knew would make him cum.

"One more," she'd said. "One more orgasm to finish the night. Give it to me, baby. Give me everything you have left."

It had taken nearly twenty-five minutes of focused prostate massage to coax that fifth orgasm from Derek's exhausted body. His prostate had been so oversensitulated that it had initially resisted the pleasure, too sensitive to fully respond.

But Melissa had been patient, adjusting her technique, finding new angles, providing the exact stimulation Derek's body needed. And finally-finally-she'd felt his prostate swell and pulse under her fingers, signaling approaching orgasm.

The climax had been almost entirely dry-Derek's body having produced all the cum it could-but the contractions had been there, the pleasure had been there, his complete surrender had been there.

When it was over, Derek had been completely destroyed. Barely conscious, trembling violently, tears streaming down his face, unable to form coherent words.

Melissa had carefully removed her fingers, cleaned him up gently, and helped him off the table. He'd been unable to walk on his own, so she'd supported his full weight, guiding him to their bed.

The aftercare had taken nearly an hour-holding him, stroking his hair, whispering praise and affection, helping him slowly return to himself. She'd given him water, fed him chocolate, wrapped him in soft blankets.

"Five times," Derek had finally whispered, his voice hoarse. "You made me cum five times in one session."

"I did. Because I can. Because your prostate belongs to me and I know exactly what it's capable of."

"I love you so much," Derek had said, the words thick with emotion. "I love you so fucking much for making me feel things I never thought possible."

Melissa had felt tears prick her own eyes. "I love you too, baby. More than you know."

________________________________________

The ultimate session had marked a turning point in Melissa's confidence and skill. She'd proven-to herself and to Derek-that she'd achieved complete mastery over his prostate response. She could make him cum on command, could push him through multiple orgasms, could edge him for hours or make him explode in minutes.

The coordination between external and internal stimulation had become second nature. She no longer had to think about which hand was doing what or how to time the rhythms-her body simply knew. It was muscle memory now, refined through months of practice.

But more than the physical skill, Melissa had achieved something deeper: psychological mastery.

Derek was addicted. Genuinely, deeply addicted to what she did to him.

She'd noticed it starting a few weeks after the ultimate session. Derek had started getting antsy if they went more than a few days without prostate play. He'd become more attentive, more eager to please her, clearly hoping to earn a session.

One evening, after five days without any prostate stimulation (not as punishment, just because they'd both been busy with work), Derek had actually knelt in front of her while she'd been working on her laptop.

"Ma'am," he'd said quietly. "I... I really need you."

Melissa had looked down at him, taking in his desperate expression. "Need me how?"

"Need you to use my prostate. Please. I've been good. I've done everything you asked. Please let me have it back."

The desperation in his voice had been genuine. He wasn't playing a role or following a script-he genuinely craved that specific stimulation, needed it in a way that went beyond simple sexual desire.

"You're addicted," Melissa had observed, not unkindly.

Derek had swallowed hard. "Yes. I'm addicted to what you do to me. To how you make me feel. I can't stop thinking about it. Can't stop wanting it."

Melissa had felt power and arousal surge through her. This was what complete ownership looked like-not just physical control during sessions, but psychological dependence that extended into everyday life.

She'd closed her laptop, stood up, and walked to their bedroom. "Follow me," she'd commanded.

Derek had scrambled to follow, and Melissa had given him exactly what he'd been craving-a thorough prostate session that had left him sobbing with relief and gratitude.

Afterward, she'd held him and they'd talked about it. About the addiction, about what it meant, about whether it was healthy.

"I don't think it's unhealthy," Derek had said thoughtfully. "It's not interfering with my life or our relationship. It's not causing problems. It's just... I've discovered this incredible source of pleasure, and my body craves it now. Is that really different from any other enjoyable activity people seek out regularly?"

Melissa had considered this. "I suppose not. As long as you're not compromising yourself in unhealthy ways to get it."

"I'm not. I'm just more motivated to be the partner you deserve, because I know that pleases you, and when I please you, you reward me with this."

"So it's positive reinforcement," Melissa had said with a slight smile.

"Exactly. You've literally trained me using pleasure as a reward. Classical conditioning."

They'd both laughed at that, but it was true. Melissa had created a feedback loop where Derek's submission and obedience were rewarded with prostate pleasure, which reinforced the submission, which earned more pleasure.

It was elegant, effective, and deeply satisfying for both of them.

________________________________________

As Derek's addiction had deepened, Melissa had started experimenting with using prostate control as a tool for behavior modification in other areas of their relationship.

Nothing serious or manipulative-just gentle nudges toward behaviors she preferred. If Derek remembered to do chores without being asked, he'd earn a prostate session. If he was particularly attentive during dinner or gave her an excellent massage, he'd get rewarded with her fingers inside him.

The system had worked incredibly well. Derek had become more considerate, more thoughtful, more attuned to what Melissa wanted-not because he feared punishment, but because he genuinely wanted to earn the reward.

Melissa had also discovered that she could use prostate sessions as a way to help Derek decompress from work stress. If he came home wound up and tense, she'd put him on the table and work his prostate until he came, and the release would melt away all the anxiety and tension.

"You're using my prostate as a stress relief tool," Derek had observed one evening after such a session.

"Is that a problem?"

"Fuck no. It's the best stress relief I've ever found. Better than exercise, better than alcohol, better than anything."

The prostate play had become integral to their relationship in ways that extended far beyond just the sexual component. It was stress relief, behavior reinforcement, intimate connection, power exchange, and mutual pleasure all rolled into one.

________________________________________

Around this time, Melissa had started exploring forced orgasms more systematically.

She'd discovered early on that with continued prostate stimulation, Derek's refractory period essentially disappeared. She could make him cum and then, instead of stopping, continue the stimulation and force a second orgasm within minutes.

But she'd been cautious about pushing this too hard, worried about oversensitizing him to the point of pain or genuine discomfort.

Now, with their dynamic fully established and Derek's addiction clear, Melissa had decided to explore just how far she could push the forced orgasm technique.

She'd set up a session specifically designed to test this: she would make Derek cum, and then immediately continue stimulation-not backing off, not giving him recovery time, just pushing straight through the oversensitivity into a second orgasm.

The session had started normally-warm-up, penetration, building arousal. Melissa had used her fingers to bring Derek to his first orgasm, watching him cum hard across the floor beneath the table.

Then, instead of withdrawing her fingers or easing the pressure, she'd maintained it. Had kept that same firm massage on his prostate even as Derek had gasped and squirmed.

"Wait," he'd panted. "Ma'am, wait, it's too sensitive-"

"I know," Melissa had said calmly. "We're pushing through it. Trust me."

She'd kept going, ignoring Derek's protests, maintaining that relentless pressure on his prostate. For the first minute or two, Derek had been genuinely uncomfortable-making pained sounds, his body trying to escape the oversensitive stimulation.

But Melissa had held firm, kept her fingers exactly where they needed to be, and gradually-gradually-the discomfort had transformed back into pleasure.

Derek's protests had shifted to moans, his body had stopped fighting and started accepting, and within three minutes of the first orgasm, he'd been building toward a second.

"Oh my god," he'd gasped. "Oh my god, it's happening again. How is it happening again so fast?"

"Because I'm forcing it," Melissa had said. "Your prostate doesn't get to decide when it's done. I do."

The second orgasm had hit Derek hard-maybe not as much physical cum, but the intensity had been just as strong, his body convulsing around her fingers.

And Melissa hadn't stopped. Had pushed straight through into working toward a third.

This time Derek had actually started crying-not from pain, but from the overwhelming nature of cumming so many times in such rapid succession. His system had been completely overwhelmed, unable to process the constant waves of forced pleasure.

The third orgasm had been almost dry, but the contractions had been there, the pleasure had been there, and Derek had been completely wrecked.

When Melissa had finally withdrawn her fingers and let him recover, Derek had been sobbing and shaking and thoroughly destroyed.

"Three times," he'd whispered. "Three times in like ten minutes. How is that possible?"

"Because I know your body better than you do," Melissa had said, stroking his back gently. "I know exactly how far I can push you. Exactly how much your prostate can take."

________________________________________

Forced orgasms had become one of Melissa's favorite techniques after that. The power of making Derek cum against his will-not in a non-consensual way, but in a "your body will obey me even when your mind thinks it can't" way-was intoxicating.

She'd started incorporating it into regular sessions, making Derek cum and then immediately working toward another orgasm, pushing through the oversensitivity, forcing his prostate to produce pleasure even when it felt impossible.

Derek had come to both love and fear these forced orgasm sessions. Love them because the intensity was incredible. Fear them because they were so overwhelming he could barely handle them.

"Please," he'd beg when he'd see Melissa setting up the table with that particular expression on her face-the one that said she was planning to completely destroy him. "Please, Ma'am, I don't know if I can handle it today."

"Yes, you can," she'd say with absolute certainty. "You can always handle what I decide to give you. Your prostate belongs to me, which means I know its limits better than you do."

And she'd be right. Every single time, Derek's body would respond exactly as Melissa expected, producing orgasm after forced orgasm until he was thoroughly used and satisfied.

________________________________________

The mastery of forced orgasms had led Melissa to explore another technique she'd read about: prostate milking to completion.

This was different from forced orgasms. The goal wasn't multiple climaxes in rapid succession-it was one long, continuous orgasm achieved through sustained, rhythmic prostate massage. The idea was to find exactly the right pressure and rhythm to keep Derek's prostate in a state of continuous release, cum flowing out of him in a steady stream rather than spurts.

Melissa had researched the technique extensively, watching tutorials and reading detailed accounts. The key seemed to be patience and consistency-finding the perfect rhythm and maintaining it without variation, letting Derek's body settle into the sensation and respond naturally.

She'd attempted it during a Saturday afternoon session, having cleared the entire day to experiment.

Derek had been on the table, thoroughly warmed up and aroused. Melissa had penetrated him with three fingers, located his prostate, and then started a very slow, very rhythmic massage.

Press, release, press, release. The exact same pressure, the exact same timing, over and over.

For the first ten minutes, Derek had just been aroused and enjoying it. Normal prostate massage sensation.

But around the fifteen-minute mark, something had shifted. His breathing had changed, gotten deeper and more focused. His cock had started leaking precum in a continuous drip rather than occasional drops.

Melissa had maintained the rhythm. Press, release, press, release.

At twenty minutes, Derek's prostate had started responding differently-swelling more substantially, becoming firmer under her fingers.

"Something's happening," Derek had murmured. "It feels different than usual. Like pressure building but not quite like approaching orgasm."

"Don't fight it," Melissa had coached. "Just feel it. Let your prostate respond."

She'd kept going. Press, release, press, release.

At twenty-five minutes, Derek had gasped-and cum had started flowing out of him. Not spurting, not even dripping. Flowing. A continuous stream of thick white fluid, drawn directly from his prostate by the relentless massage.

"Oh fuck," Derek had moaned. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming but it's not stopping."

Melissa had maintained the exact same rhythm, watching in fascination as Derek's cock had continued producing cum in a steady flow. Thirty seconds, forty-five seconds, a full minute of continuous release.

Derek had been making constant, low sounds of pleasure-not the sharp cries of a normal orgasm, but sustained moaning that matched the sustained release.

When the flow had finally slowed and stopped-nearly ninety seconds after it had started-Derek had been completely boneless, thoroughly drained.

"What the fuck was that?" he'd whispered.

"That was true prostate milking," Melissa had said with deep satisfaction. "I literally milked your prostate dry. Kept it in a state of continuous release instead of the normal orgasmic spurts."

"That was the weirdest and most intense thing I've ever felt. It was like cumming for a minute and a half straight."

Melissa had felt pride surge through her. She'd achieved something she'd only read about, had mastered a technique that required perfect rhythm and patience.

From that point on, prostate milking had become a special technique she'd reserve for particular sessions-times when she wanted to really demonstrate her mastery, show Derek exactly how much control she had over his body's responses.

________________________________________

As their fourth phase had progressed, Melissa had also started exploring the psychological aspects of dominance more deeply.

She'd begun incorporating more elaborate verbal domination, creating scenarios and narratives during their sessions that reinforced her ownership of Derek's prostate.

"You know what you are?" she'd ask while her fingers had been buried in his ass, working his prostate systematically.

"Yours, Ma'am," Derek would gasp.

"Be more specific. What exactly are you?"

"I'm your prostate slut. Your toy. Your... your property."

"That's right. You're my personal prostate slut. Your only purpose right now is to take my fingers and cum when I tell you to. Say it."

"My only purpose is to take your fingers and cum when you tell me to."

"Good boy. Such a good fucking boy for me."

The verbal reinforcement had been incredibly effective. Derek had responded intensely to being called her "good boy," her "slut," her "property." The degrading language, delivered with affection and praise, had made him even more submissive and responsive.

Melissa had also started making Derek verbalize what was happening to him during sessions.

"Tell me what I'm doing to you right now," she'd command while working his prostate with the large massager.

"You're... you're fucking my ass with that big toy. Making me feel so full. Working my prostate until I can't think straight."

"And how does that make you feel?"

"Desperate. Overwhelmed. Like I'm going to explode."

"Are you going to cum?"

"Yes, Ma'am. If you keep doing this, I'm going to cum so hard."

"Then beg for it. Beg me to let you cum."

"Please, Ma'am. Please let me cum. My prostate needs it so badly. Please let me release."

Making Derek verbalize his experience had served multiple purposes. It kept him present and engaged, prevented him from floating too far into subspace. It reinforced her dominance by making him ask for permission. And it was incredibly hot for both of them-Derek found the verbal submission arousing, and Melissa loved hearing him describe exactly what she was doing to him.

________________________________________

One particularly memorable session, Melissa had decided to combine nearly every technique she'd mastered into one cohesive experience.

She'd called it the "Perfect Rhythm" session-where she'd demonstrate absolute mastery over Derek's prostate response through perfectly timed and coordinated stimulation.

The session had started with the vibrating prostate massager inserted and set to a slow, pulsing rhythm. While that had buzzed away inside Derek, Melissa had stroked his cock with her hand, matching the rhythm of the vibration.

Every time the toy had pulsed, she'd stroked. When the vibration had paused, her hand had paused. Perfect synchronization.

Derek had been mesmerized by the coordination, his body responding intensely to the matched sensations. Within ten minutes, he'd been desperate to cum.

But Melissa hadn't let him. Had maintained that perfect rhythm while edging him repeatedly, bringing him close and backing off, always keeping the vibration and stroking in sync.

After thirty minutes of this, she'd removed the vibrating toy and replaced it with her fingers. But instead of breaking the rhythm, she'd maintained it-her fingers massaging his prostate in the exact same timing as the vibration had been, while her other hand had continued the synchronized cock stroking.

The consistency had been hypnotic. Derek had been completely lost in it, his body responding like a programmed machine, building arousal in predictable waves that Melissa had controlled perfectly.

When she'd finally decided to let him cum, she'd simply increased the speed of both the prostate massage and the cock stroking while maintaining the synchronized rhythm.

Derek had cum harder than Melissa had ever seen-his entire body seizing, cum pouring out of him in rhythmic spurts that had matched the tempo she'd established. Even his orgasm had followed the rhythm she'd set.

It had been beautiful. Perfect. A demonstration of complete mastery.

Afterward, Derek had been in a daze. "That was... I felt like I was hypnotized or something. Like my body was just following the rhythm you set."

"That's exactly what happened," Melissa had said with satisfaction. "I controlled every aspect of your response. The rhythm, the buildup, the release. All of it."

"I've never felt anything like that."

"Because I've never been this skilled before. I'm still learning new ways to control you, new techniques to make you feel things you've never imagined."

________________________________________

By the end of Phase 4, Melissa had achieved something remarkable: she could reliably make Derek cum in under five minutes if she wanted to, or edge him for hours without letting him release. She could force multiple orgasms in rapid succession or create one long, sustained prostate milking. She could use toys or just her fingers. She could work in perfect rhythm or vary the stimulation unpredictably.

She had complete, total mastery over Derek's prostate response.

And Derek was absolutely, thoroughly addicted to what she could do to him. He craved it constantly, thought about it when they were apart, arranged his life around earning sessions with her.

The dynamic between them had evolved into something neither had quite expected when they'd started this journey. It wasn't just about sex anymore-it was about power exchange, about trust, about the deep intimacy that came from complete surrender and complete control.

One quiet Sunday evening, lying in bed together after a particularly intense session, Derek had said something that had made Melissa's heart clench.

"I want to marry you," he'd said simply.

Melissa had blinked, surprised. They'd been together three years, lived together for over two, but they'd never seriously discussed marriage.

"Because of this?" she'd asked, gesturing vaguely at their play room down the hall.

"Not just because of this. But this is part of it. You've shown me parts of myself I never knew existed. You've made me feel safe enough to be completely vulnerable, to surrender in ways I never thought possible. You've taken such good care of me, pushed me to grow, helped me discover pleasure I didn't know my body was capable of experiencing."

He'd paused, gathering his thoughts. "But more than that, you've done all of this while still being my partner. My equal. My best friend. The dominance doesn't extend outside the bedroom unless we both want it to. You respect me, love me, support me. And that's what makes the submission so powerful-because I know it's contained, safe, given freely rather than taken."

Melissa had felt tears prick her eyes. "Derek-"

"I'm not proposing right now," he'd continued. "I don't have a ring or a plan or anything. I just want you to know that this-us, all of it-has made me absolutely certain that I want to spend my life with you. That I want you to own my prostate forever." He'd grinned slightly at that last part.

Melissa had laughed through her tears, kissing him deeply. "I want that too. All of it. Forever."

They'd held each other in comfortable silence for a while, both processing the weight and beauty of what they'd built together.

Finally, Melissa had said softly, "You know what comes next, right?"

"What?"

"Phase 5. The final phase. Where we explore the absolute limits of what we can create together. Where we push into territory we've only fantasized about."

Derek had shivered slightly-anticipation, not fear. "What did you have in mind?"

Melissa had smiled slowly. "You'll see. But I promise you-everything we've done so far has just been preparation. The real exploration is about to begin."


Chapter 5: Her Creation

Three months after Derek's impromptu marriage talk, Melissa had found herself reflecting on how fundamentally their relationship had transformed.

They were still the same people in most ways-still enjoyed the same movies, still argued playfully about whose turn it was to do dishes, still had inside jokes that made them both laugh until they cried. But underneath all that normalcy was a current of power exchange and sexual intensity that colored everything else.

Derek was hers in a way that went beyond traditional relationship dynamics. His pleasure, his orgasms, his most intimate physical responses-all of it belonged to her now. She decided when he came, how he came, what sensations his body would experience. And Derek had surrendered to this arrangement so completely that it had become the foundation of who they were together.

Melissa had created something. Not just discovered Derek's capacity for prostate pleasure, but actively created it. She'd trained his body, shaped his responses, built neural pathways that associated her touch with overwhelming sensation. She'd transformed him from someone who'd never experienced anal pleasure into someone who craved it desperately, whose entire sexual identity had reorganized around what she could do to his prostate.

She'd made him into her perfect prostate slut. And the power of that creation was intoxicating.

But Phase 5-the final phase of her original plan-was about pushing beyond even that. It was about exploring the absolute limits of what they could create together. About taking risks, testing boundaries, discovering what existed at the furthest edges of their dynamic.

Melissa had been planning this phase carefully for weeks, documenting ideas in her private notes, researching techniques she'd never tried, considering scenarios that both excited and slightly intimidated her.

One evening in late spring, she'd finally decided to share her Phase 5 proposal with Derek.

________________________________________

They'd been having dinner-something simple, pasta and wine-when Melissa had pulled out her laptop and opened the document she'd been working on.

"I want to talk about Phase 5," she'd said, setting the laptop between them on the table.

Derek had set down his fork immediately, giving her his full attention. "Okay. I'm listening."

Melissa had taken a breath, organizing her thoughts. "Everything we've done so far has been incredible. Revolutionary, even. But I think there are still territories we haven't explored. Limits we haven't tested. And I want to push into that space with you."

"What kind of territories?"

She'd turned the laptop so he could see the document. It was titled PHASE 5: ABSOLUTE LIMITS and contained a list of proposed explorations:

Proposed Explorations:

Extended public play (beyond dinner parties-actual risk scenarios)

Prostate training schedules (daily stimulation, tracking responses over time)

Size progression to challenging limits (toys that genuinely push boundaries)

Orgasm denial periods (weeks, not days-testing psychological limits)

Prostate-focused servitude (incorporating domestic service, building D/s beyond bedroom)

Multiple partner scenarios (if desired-observation or participation)

Permanent jewelry/marking (physical symbols of ownership)

Documentation (photos, videos-capturing the progression)

Exploration of pain/pleasure boundaries (impact play, temperature play, etc.)

Whatever else we discover along the way

Derek had read through the list slowly, his expression shifting between arousal, nervousness, and intense curiosity.

"This is... a lot," he'd finally said.

"It is. And we don't have to do all of it. Or any of it, if you're not comfortable. But I wanted to be honest about what I've been thinking about, what I want to explore with you."

Derek had read the list again, lingering on certain items. "Some of these are intense. Like, really intense."

"I know. That's why we'd need to talk through each one carefully, set boundaries, establish safewords beyond our normal system. This isn't about me pushing you past your actual limits-it's about us discovering where those limits are together."

"The multiple partner thing..." Derek had said, his voice carefully neutral. "What does that mean exactly?"

Melissa had chosen her words carefully. "It could mean a lot of things. It could mean me working your prostate while another person watches. Or while you service someone else orally. Or someone else participating in stimulating you while I direct them. Or nothing at all, if that's not something you want."

Derek had been quiet for a long moment. "I've never thought about that. Like, at all. But now that you've said it... I'm curious. Which is weird."

"It's not weird. You've discovered that surrender turns you on. It makes sense to wonder what it would feel like to surrender to me while others witness it."

"Would you want that? To share me like that?"

Melissa had considered the question honestly. "I think there's a version of it that appeals to me. Not sharing you in a way that diminishes what we have, but... demonstrating my ownership. Showing someone else what I can do to you, how completely you belong to me. Making you perform for an audience while I control every aspect of your pleasure."

Derek's breathing had gotten noticeably faster. The idea clearly aroused him, even as it made him nervous.

"And the permanent jewelry thing?" he'd asked.

"A physical symbol that you belong to me. Could be subtle-something most people wouldn't recognize. Or more obvious. But permanent, or at least meant to be worn consistently. A reminder that your body is mine."

"Like a collar?"

"Could be. Or a ring, a bracelet, a piercing. Whatever feels right for both of us."

Derek had sat back, processing everything. Melissa had waited patiently, letting him work through his reactions.

Finally: "I want to try some of these. Not all of them-I need to think about which ones. But the idea of pushing further, of discovering what else is possible... yeah. I want that."

"Which ones interest you most?"

"The training schedule thing. Daily stimulation, tracking responses. That sounds incredible. Like you're literally conditioning my body on a daily basis."

Melissa had felt arousal spike at his words. "I'd love that too. Creating a routine where every single day includes me working your prostate in some way. Building it into our lives as a constant rather than something special."

"The size progression," Derek had continued. "I want to know what my actual limits are. Want to see how much I can take."

"Even if it's challenging? Even if some of the toys are genuinely difficult to accommodate?"

"Especially then. I want you to push me. Want to see how far my body can go for you."

"And the public play?"

Derek had swallowed hard. "That one scares me. But in a good way? Like, the idea of you controlling my pleasure in a situation where we could get caught, where I have to maintain composure while you're making me fall apart... fuck, that's hot."

"So we explore that carefully. Start small, build up."

"Yeah. Exactly."

"What about the others?"

"The multiple partner thing... I want to think about it more. It's not a hard no, but it's not something I'm ready to commit to yet."

"That's fine. We table it for now, revisit later if it becomes relevant."

"The permanent jewelry-yes. Definitely yes. I want to wear something that marks me as yours."

Melissa had felt her chest tighten with emotion. "Okay. We'll figure out what that looks like."

"The documentation..." Derek had paused. "Part of me finds that really hot. The idea of you photographing what you do to me, creating a visual record of my submission. But part of me is nervous about digital security."

"We could do it without faces. Or keep it completely offline-Polaroids that never leave our home. Whatever makes you comfortable while still serving the purpose."

Derek had nodded. "Let me think about it."

"And the pain/pleasure exploration?"

"I'm curious. I've never been into impact play or anything like that, but I trust you to introduce it in a way that works for me. If it turns out I don't like it, we stop. But I'm willing to try."

Melissa had reached across the table, taking his hand. "I'm so fucking proud of you. For being willing to push into this with me. For trusting me with these parts of yourself."

"I trust you completely," Derek had said simply. "You've never given me reason not to. You've only ever made me feel incredible, safe, cared for. Why wouldn't I trust you to guide us through this?"

They'd spent the rest of the evening discussing specific boundaries and implementation plans. By the time they'd gone to bed, Melissa had a clear roadmap for Phase 5.

________________________________________

The training schedule had been the first element of Phase 5 they'd implemented.

Melissa had designed a seven-day rotation that incorporated different types of prostate stimulation each day:

Monday: Morning prostate massage with fingers (10-15 minutes, no orgasm-just stimulation) Tuesday: Evening session with small vibrating toy (20 minutes, edging but no release) Wednesday: Quick prostate milking (fingers, bringing to orgasm efficiently) Thursday: Extended wear day (plug inserted for 2-3 hours in the evening) Friday: Intense session with large toy (full orgasmic session) Saturday: Marathon session (multiple orgasms, various techniques)Sunday: Rest day (no prostate stimulation, allowing recovery)

The schedule had been ambitious, but Derek had embraced it enthusiastically. Within two weeks, his body had adapted to the daily stimulation, becoming even more responsive and sensitive.

Melissa had started keeping detailed notes-tracking how quickly Derek responded each day, how intense his orgasms were, any changes in sensitivity or capacity. The data had been fascinating. On days following rest, Derek had been incredibly responsive, cumming quickly and intensely. By mid-week, his responses had been more controlled but deeply satisfying.

The daily routine had also created a new intimacy between them. Every morning or evening, depending on the schedule, there was dedicated time for Melissa to be inside Derek, working his prostate, maintaining that constant connection.

"I love this," Derek had confessed after the third week. "I love knowing that every single day, you're going to touch me there. That my prostate never goes more than 24 hours without your attention."

"Your body is adapting beautifully," Melissa had observed. "You're more sensitive than ever, but also more capable of handling intense stimulation. The training is working exactly as I hoped."

________________________________________

The size progression had been more challenging but equally rewarding.

Melissa had purchased a graduated set of toys specifically designed to push limits-each one slightly larger than the last, the final toy in the set being genuinely intimidating in size.

They'd started with the first toy in the progression, which had been only marginally larger than their current large massager. Derek had handled it well after adequate warm-up.

The second toy had required more preparation-extensive fingering, patience, and a lot of lube. But Derek had eventually accommodated it, though the stretch had been noticeably challenging.

"That's... that's a lot," he'd gasped as Melissa had worked the toy fully inside him.

"Color?"

"Green. But yellow is close. It's right at the edge of what feels good versus just feeling like too much."

Melissa had been careful with this toy, using it in shorter sessions, always checking in, never pushing past Derek's comfort. Over several weeks, his body had adapted, and what had initially been challenging had become manageable.

The third toy in the progression had been where things had gotten genuinely difficult. It was substantially larger-enough that Melissa had been genuinely unsure if Derek could take it.

The first attempt had failed. Even with extensive preparation, Derek's body had refused to accept the size, tensing up too much to allow penetration.

"I can't," Derek had said, frustration evident in his voice. "It's too big. I can't relax enough."

"That's okay," Melissa had reassured him. "This is about finding limits, not forcing past them. We'll keep working with the second toy until you're completely comfortable, and then we'll try this one again."

It had taken three more weeks of daily training before Derek had been ready to try again. This time, with even more patience and preparation, Melissa had successfully worked the third toy inside him.

Derek had cried-actual tears-from the combination of the intense stretch and the accomplishment of taking it.

"Holy fuck," he'd sobbed. "I can't believe I'm taking this. I feel so fucking full."

Melissa had been incredibly proud of him, working the toy carefully, never pushing too hard, monitoring his reactions closely. The session had been intense but successful, proving that Derek's limits were further than either of them had initially thought.

They hadn't attempted the fourth and final toy in the progression yet-that one was reserved for when Derek felt completely ready, if that day ever came. But knowing it was there, waiting, had been its own form of anticipation.

________________________________________

The public play escalation had started small and built gradually.

First, Melissa had made Derek wear the app-controlled vibrator to a movie theater. She'd inserted it before they'd left the house, and throughout the entire film, she'd randomly activated it via her phone.

Derek had squirmed in his seat, trying desperately to maintain composure while his prostate had been intermittently stimulated. The risk of someone noticing-of him moaning or gasping loud enough to draw attention-had added an edge of danger that had made the experience incredibly intense.

After the movie, in the car, Derek had been desperate and leaking. Melissa had made him wait until they'd gotten home before allowing him to cum, making him describe in detail how it had felt to be stimulated in public.

"It was terrifying and amazing," Derek had admitted. "Every time someone looked in our direction, I was convinced they knew. That they could tell I had a toy inside me, that you were controlling it."

"And that turned you on?"

"So much. The risk, the vulnerability, the fact that you could make me feel that way anywhere. I was so hard the entire movie."

The next public play scenario had been more intense: Derek wearing the vibrator during a dinner with friends.

Melissa had controlled it throughout the evening, sometimes leaving it off for long stretches, sometimes activating it at the worst possible moments-while Derek had been mid-sentence, or trying to eat, or listening to someone's story.

Derek had struggled magnificently, his face flushing, his breathing carefully controlled, occasionally having to excuse himself to the bathroom to compose himself.

Their friends had noticed nothing, which had made the whole experience even hotter. This secret happening right in front of them, completely invisible.

After dinner, in the car again, Derek had been shaking with need. "Please," he'd begged. "Please let me cum. I've been good. I held it together."

"You were perfect," Melissa had praised. "So perfect. I'm going to make you cum so hard when we get home."

She had. Had bent him over their bed with the vibrator still inside him and fucked him with a dildo while stroking his cock, making him explode in minutes.

The most daring public play scenario had come a month later: Melissa had inserted a small plug into Derek before they'd gone grocery shopping, then had casually mentioned, while they'd been in the produce section, that if Derek didn't finish the shopping trip without getting hard, there would be consequences.

The challenge had been impossible. The constant pressure on his prostate combined with the knowledge that Melissa was watching, judging, had made Derek's cock stiffen within ten minutes.

"You failed," Melissa had said calmly as they'd checked out, noting the visible bulge in his jeans.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am," Derek had whispered.

"Three days denial. No prostate play at all. Maybe that will teach you better control."

The three days of denial had been torturous for Derek, who'd gotten so accustomed to daily stimulation. But the session when Melissa had finally ended the denial had been explosive, Derek cumming harder than he had in weeks from the buildup.

________________________________________

The permanent jewelry had required more discussion and planning than Melissa had initially anticipated.

They'd spent several evenings browsing options online, discussing what would feel meaningful versus what would feel too obvious or uncomfortable. Derek had wanted something he could wear every day without it being immediately obvious to others what it signified, but still clearly marking him as owned.

They'd eventually settled on a simple but elegant solution: a thin platinum chain that Derek would wear around his ankle, with a small charm-a discreet "M" for Melissa.

It had been subtle enough that most people wouldn't notice it or would assume it was just a fashion choice. But Derek would know. Every time he felt the weight of it, he'd be reminded that his body belonged to Melissa.

They'd gone together to have it fitted-a jeweler who specialized in custom pieces, explaining that they wanted it sized so it couldn't be removed without tools. Permanent, or as close to permanent as they could get while still maintaining safety.

When the jeweler had fastened it around Derek's ankle for the first time, clicking the small clasp closed, Melissa had felt emotion swell in her chest. This physical symbol of ownership, this marker that Derek wore by choice, signifying his complete surrender.

That evening, they'd had a ceremony of sorts. Just the two of them in their bedroom, Melissa holding Derek's ankle, running her fingers over the new anklet.

"This marks you as mine," she'd said softly. "Every day, for as long as you wear it, you're reminded that your body belongs to me. That I own your pleasure, your orgasms, your submission."

"I never want to take it off," Derek had whispered. "I want to wear it forever."

Melissa had made love to him then-tender and intense, her hand wrapped around his ankle, feeling the chain, while her other hand had worked inside him, bringing him to a slow, powerful orgasm that had left them both crying.

________________________________________

The orgasm denial periods had been the most psychologically challenging element of Phase 5.

Melissa had started with a week-seven full days during which Derek was not allowed to cum at all. She'd still used his prostate daily according to the training schedule, but every session ended before orgasm. Constant edging, constant denial, building desperation to levels Derek had never experienced.

By day three, Derek had been genuinely struggling. By day five, he'd been begging constantly, his entire focus narrowed to the desperate need for release.

"Please, Ma'am," he'd sobbed on day six, Melissa's fingers buried in his ass, working his swollen prostate. "Please let me cum. I can't take another day. I'm going insane."

"One more day," Melissa had said firmly. "You can handle one more day. Your prostate doesn't cum until I say it cums."

The release on day seven had been explosive beyond description. Derek had cum so hard and for so long that Melissa had actually worried he might pass out. The buildup of a week's worth of denial had created an orgasm that had seemed to come from his entire body, not just his prostate.

After that first week, Melissa had implemented periodic denial periods as part of their routine. Sometimes just three or four days, sometimes another full week. Enough to keep Derek aware that his orgasms were a privilege she granted, not a right he possessed.

The longest denial period they'd attempted had been two weeks. By the end, Derek had been a wreck-unable to focus on work, constantly aroused, his prostate so sensitive that even minor stimulation had made him shake.

When Melissa had finally ended that denial, she'd made Derek cum three times in a single session, forcing orgasm after orgasm from his desperate, aching prostate. The relief and intensity had been so overwhelming that Derek had cried for nearly an hour afterward, unable to process the emotional and physical release.

________________________________________

The prostate-focused servitude had evolved more organically than Melissa had expected.

It had started with Derek offering to do chores or tasks in exchange for prostate sessions. Then it had grown into a more structured system where Derek's submission extended beyond the bedroom into domestic service.

Melissa had created a points system: completing certain tasks earned points, and points could be redeemed for different types of prostate play. Simple tasks like doing dishes or laundry earned one point. More involved tasks like deep cleaning or running errands earned three points. Exceptional service-like cooking an elaborate meal or completing a project Melissa had been putting off-earned five points.

Five points could be redeemed for a basic prostate massage. Ten points for a full orgasmic session. Twenty points for a marathon session with multiple orgasms.

The system had worked beautifully, motivating Derek to be more attentive and helpful while reinforcing the dynamic that his pleasure was something earned through service to Melissa.

But beyond the points, Derek had started showing his submission in smaller, more intimate ways. He'd started kneeling when Melissa entered a room. Started asking permission for small decisions. Started referring to her as "Ma'am" even outside of sessions.

Melissa had been careful to ensure this didn't become unhealthy or imbalanced. They'd had multiple conversations about maintaining equality in their partnership while still honoring the power exchange they both craved.

"I don't want you to feel like you're less than me," Melissa had said during one such conversation. "This submission is a gift you give me, not a reflection of your worth."

"I know," Derek had assured her. "It doesn't make me feel lesser. It makes me feel purposeful. Like I have a clear way to show my devotion."

"And you can always step out of it if it gets to be too much?"

"Always. But honestly? It doesn't feel like something I step into and out of anymore. It feels like who we are now."

________________________________________

The pain/pleasure exploration had required the most careful negotiation and gradual introduction.

Melissa had started with temperature play-ice cubes run over Derek's ass and inner thighs while his prostate was being stimulated. The contrast of cold on his skin while warmth and pleasure built inside him had created intense sensations he'd never experienced.

Then she'd introduced light impact-her hand spanking his ass while her fingers had worked inside him. Not hard enough to truly hurt, just enough to create a sharp sensation that contrasted with the deep pleasure of prostate massage.

Derek had responded well to both, discovering that he enjoyed the way pain heightened other sensations, made the pleasure more intense by contrast.

Gradually, Melissa had increased intensity-harder spanking, wax play (warm wax dripped on his ass and back while his prostate was worked), even gentle use of a crop or paddle during sessions.

Derek's limit had turned out to be moderate pain-he enjoyed it as a contrast and intensity boost, but didn't want it to become the focus or to get genuinely harsh.

"I like how it makes me focus more on the prostate pleasure," he'd explained. "Like, when you spank me while fingering me, the sting makes the internal sensation more vivid. But I don't want to go further than that."

Melissa had respected that boundary, using pain as an accent rather than a primary feature.

The most effective combination they'd discovered was ice play during prostate milking. Melissa would run ice over Derek's balls and perineum while maintaining steady prostate massage, and the intense contrast would make him cum in minutes, the orgasm particularly powerful from the sensory overload.

________________________________________

Six months into Phase 5, Melissa had proposed attempting the multiple partner scenario.

They'd discussed it extensively, setting very clear boundaries: the third person would be someone they both trusted, someone who understood the dynamic and would respect it. The person would either watch or participate minimally under Melissa's direction. It would happen in their home, on their terms. Either Derek or Melissa could call it off at any time.

Finding the right person had been challenging. They'd eventually connected with a woman named Sarah through a kink-positive community they'd started exploring. Sarah was experienced with power exchange dynamics, respectful, and genuinely interested in witnessing what Melissa and Derek had created together.

The session had been meticulously planned. Sarah would arrive, watch Melissa work Derek on the milking table, potentially participate if everyone was comfortable.

The evening had been intense from the moment Sarah had arrived. Derek had been visibly nervous, aroused and anxious in equal measure. Melissa had prepared him carefully, working him up slowly while Sarah had watched from a chair positioned to have a clear view.

"He's beautiful like this," Sarah had commented, watching Derek's cock stiffen as Melissa had stroked him. "So responsive."

"He's very well-trained," Melissa had said with pride. "His prostate belongs to me completely. Would you like to see what I can do to it?"

"Please."

Melissa had worked her fingers into Derek, finding his prostate easily, establishing the rhythm she knew would make him desperate. All while Sarah had watched, taking in every detail-Derek's reactions, Melissa's technique, the intimate power exchange happening before her.

"May I touch him?" Sarah had asked after about ten minutes.

Melissa had considered. "You can touch his back. His shoulders. Nothing sexual-I'm the only one who touches his prostate or his cock. But you can provide comfort touches if he wants them."

Derek had nodded eagerly, and Sarah had moved closer, running her hands over his back in soothing strokes while Melissa had continued working his prostate.

The combination-Melissa's skilled fingers inside him, Sarah's gentle touches on his skin, both women focused entirely on his pleasure-had overwhelmed Derek completely. He'd cum harder than Melissa had seen in months, the audience adding a layer of vulnerability and intensity that had pushed him into deep subspace.

Afterward, while Derek had recovered, Melissa and Sarah had talked quietly about what they'd witnessed.

"That was incredible," Sarah had said. "The trust between you two, the skill you've developed. It's beautiful."

"Thank you for respecting our dynamic," Melissa had replied. "For understanding that this was about witnessing, not participating."

"Absolutely. What you have is special. I was honored to see it."

Sarah had left shortly after, and Melissa had spent the next hour in intense aftercare with Derek, processing the experience together.

"How do you feel?" she'd asked.

"Overwhelmed. In a good way. It was so intense having someone watch while you used me. Made the submission feel more real somehow."

"Would you want to do it again?"

Derek had thought about it. "Maybe. But not soon. Once was enough for a while. I'm satisfied knowing we explored it."

Melissa had agreed. They'd pushed into that territory, discovered what it felt like, and could now decide whether it was something they wanted to revisit or leave as a one-time experience.

________________________________________

The documentation had ultimately been Derek's suggestion.

"I want to remember this," he'd said one evening. "Want to have physical proof of what we've created together. How far I've come, how skilled you've gotten."

They'd started with Polaroids-carefully composed shots that captured moments without showing faces. Derek's body on the table, Melissa's hand working inside him, toys being used, the aftermath of intense sessions.

The photos had been beautiful in their own way-intimate, raw, evidence of their journey. They'd kept them in a locked box, private documentation of their private world.

Melissa had also started writing-detailed accounts of particular sessions, descriptions of techniques she'd mastered, reflections on how their dynamic had evolved. Creating a written record to accompany the visual one.

One night, after a particularly intense marathon session, Melissa had photographed the aftermath: Derek thoroughly used and satisfied, cum everywhere, his body marked with light bruises from impact play, the anklet visible around his ankle.

Looking at those photos later, Melissa had felt profound satisfaction. This was what she'd created. This beautiful, trusting, intensely pleasurable dynamic with the person she loved most.

________________________________________

As Phase 5 had progressed, Melissa had started reflecting on the bigger picture of what they'd built.

She'd transformed Derek's sexuality completely. Had taken someone with no anal experience and trained him into someone who craved prostate stimulation constantly. Had created neural pathways that associated her touch with overwhelming pleasure. Had built a power dynamic that satisfied both of them deeply.

But more than that, she'd discovered herself in the process. Had found confidence she didn't know she possessed. Had learned she was capable of dominance, of wielding power responsibly and skillfully. Had developed technical expertise that rivaled anything she'd accomplished in her professional life.

The prostate journey had changed both of them fundamentally.

One quiet Sunday-a rest day on the training schedule-they'd been lying in bed together, Derek's head on Melissa's chest, her fingers absently playing with his hair.

"I've been thinking," Derek had said softly.

"About?"

"About how much my life has changed since you first saw that video. Since you decided to explore this with me."

"Good changes?"

"The best changes. You've given me pleasure I didn't know existed. But more than that, you've given me purpose. Structure. A way to express devotion that feels natural and right." He'd paused. "I'm a better person because of what we've built together."

Melissa had felt tears prick her eyes. "You've given me just as much, you know. You trusted me with the most vulnerable parts of yourself. Let me explore and learn and occasionally fuck up without judgment. You've made me confident in ways I never was before."

"I love you," Derek had said simply.

"I love you too. So fucking much."

They'd lain together in comfortable silence for a while before Derek had shifted, propping himself up to look at her.

"I want to ask you something," he'd said, suddenly nervous.

"Okay?"

He'd gotten out of bed, retrieved something from his nightstand drawer, and then knelt beside the bed-a submissive position, but his eyes had been bright with emotion.

"Melissa," he'd started, "you own my body. My pleasure. My submission. But I want you to own all of me. Forever." He'd opened a small box, revealing a simple, elegant ring. "Will you marry me?"

Melissa had gasped, tears streaming down her face immediately. "Derek-"

"I know we talked about this months ago. But I wanted to do it properly. Wanted to wait until I was absolutely certain, even though I've been certain for years. You're my partner, my dominant, my best friend. I want to spend the rest of my life surrendering to you, serving you, loving you. Will you marry me?"

"Yes," Melissa had sobbed. "Yes, of course yes."

Derek had slipped the ring onto her finger-a perfect fit-and then she'd pulled him into the bed, kissing him deeply, crying and laughing at the same time.

"You proposed while kneeling submissively," she'd pointed out between kisses. "Very on-brand for us."

"It felt right," Derek had said with a grin. "Proposing from a position of submission. Asking you to own me forever in every possible way."

"I'm going to own you so fucking thoroughly," Melissa had promised. "For the rest of our lives, your prostate is mine."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

________________________________________

They'd set a wedding date for the following spring-almost exactly two years since their first prostate session.

In the months leading up to the wedding, Melissa had planned one final session. The ultimate culmination of everything they'd learned, everything they'd built. A ceremony of sorts, marking the transition from Phase 5 into whatever came next.

She'd called it the "Perfect Surrender" session.

The setup had been the most elaborate yet. Their play room transformed with candles, soft lighting, every toy they owned laid out in careful order. Music programmed to last for hours. Supplies meticulously arranged.

Derek had prepared for days-physically and mentally readying himself for what Melissa had promised would be the most intense experience of his life.

When the evening had finally arrived, Melissa had led Derek into the room and had him kneel in the center.

"Tonight," she'd said, her voice formal and commanding, "we honor everything we've created together. Every technique I've mastered, every limit you've pushed, every moment of surrender and control. This session represents the culmination of our journey and the beginning of forever."

She'd had Derek strip slowly, then had spent nearly an hour just touching him-massaging every inch of his body, reacquainting herself with every muscle, every response, every tell.

Then she'd moved to prostate stimulation, working through every technique in order:

External massage building arousal. One finger, then two, then three. The small vibrator on gentle settings. Edging with her fingers. The inflatable plug gradually expanded. The large massager fucking him steadily. The anal beads creating pulsing sensation.

For five hours-five hours-Melissa had worked Derek's prostate through every possible variation, bringing him to orgasm seven times total, forcing pleasure from his body again and again, demonstrating complete mastery over his responses.

By the end, Derek had been completely destroyed-barely conscious, tears streaming, his body wrung completely dry. But the expression on his face had been pure bliss.

Melissa had carefully cleaned him, carried him to their bed, held him through the long, intense aftercare he'd needed.

"That was perfect," Derek had whispered when he could finally speak. "The perfect demonstration of what you've created. Of what I've become for you."

"You're mine," Melissa had said softly. "Completely, totally mine. And I'm going to keep exploring your limits, keep pushing your pleasure, keep creating new experiences for the rest of our lives."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

________________________________________

Epilogue: One Year Later

Melissa sat in their newly renovated home office, reviewing the training schedule for the week. Derek would be home from work in an hour, and it was Monday-morning prostate massage day, though they'd shifted it to evening to better fit their schedules.

She pulled out her journal, flipping through the detailed notes she'd kept over the past three years. Hundreds of sessions documented, techniques refined, limits tested and expanded. A complete record of Derek's transformation from curious beginner to her perfectly trained prostate slut.

Her wedding ring caught the light as she turned the pages, and Melissa smiled. They'd been married for six months now, and if anything, the power dynamic had intensified. The commitment of marriage had only deepened their trust, allowing them to explore even further.

Derek had recently expressed interest in trying the fourth toy in the size progression-the one they'd never attempted. Melissa had been planning that session carefully, knowing it would be genuinely challenging but trusting that Derek's body was finally ready.

She heard the front door open, Derek's footsteps in the hallway.

"I'm home, Ma'am," he called out.

Melissa felt the familiar surge of arousal and affection. "In the office, baby."

Derek appeared in the doorway, still in his work clothes, the platinum anklet visible below his pant leg. He smiled when he saw her, that particular smile that was just for her-part love, part submission, part anticipation.

"It's Monday," he said, a hint of need in his voice.

"It is," Melissa confirmed, closing her journal. "Are you ready?"

"Always ready for you, Ma'am."

Melissa stood, crossed to him, ran her hand along his jaw. "Good boy. Go get prepared. I'll meet you in the playroom in fifteen minutes."

Derek's eyes darkened with arousal. "Yes, Ma'am."

As he left to prepare, Melissa took a moment to appreciate what they'd built. This beautiful, complex, deeply satisfying dynamic that had started with a single video and had evolved into the foundation of their marriage.

She'd created something perfect. Had transformed Derek into exactly what she'd wanted him to be, while simultaneously becoming exactly who she needed to be.

And they had a lifetime ahead of them to keep exploring, keep pushing, keep discovering new territories of pleasure and surrender.

Melissa pulled out her phone, opened the app connected to Derek's current favorite vibrator. She'd installed it in him before he'd left for work that morning, kept it on the lowest setting all day-a constant reminder of her ownership.

Now she increased it to medium, smiling as she imagined Derek's reaction in the bathroom, preparing himself while the vibration intensified.

This was her creation. Her prostate slut. Her husband. Her perfect submissive.

And she was going to spend the rest of her life making him feel things he never imagined possible.
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