
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Search

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

Serenity Spa - Specialist Milking Table Services

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sienna - Senior Milking Specialist, 5 years experience

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The FAQ section had become his nightly reading material.

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

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

Q: Is this legal?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Session type: Premium Extended Experience (120 minutes)

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

The Special Requests box cursor blinked at him expectantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was really happening.

The next four days were going to be absolute torture.

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

24 hours. No release.

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

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

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

His phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At 1:52 PM, a door opened.

Marcus looked up and his breath stopped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus swallowed hard. "Yes."

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

"I understand."

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

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

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

He was really doing this.

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

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

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

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

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

A knock at the door. "Ready?"

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

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

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

"Good. Comfortable."

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

"Very."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then her fingers brushed the underside of his shaft.

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

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

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

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

"I'll try," Marcus managed.

"Good boy."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

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

"Fuck," Marcus breathed.

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


Chapter 2: Surrender

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

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

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

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

"Oh god," Marcus breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

"Perfect. Tell me when you hit nine."

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

"Nine," he gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus said without thinking.

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

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

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

"And how does that make you feel?"

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

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

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

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

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

"Oh fuck," Marcus moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"How close?"

"Eight. Maybe nine already."

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

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

"Now," he gasped. "I'm—"

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

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

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

"You almost did," Marcus panted.

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

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

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

"Yes."

"Then let's keep going."

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

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

"Please," Marcus heard himself say.

"Please what?"

"I don't know. Just please."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mmm. Doing so well."

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

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

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

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

"Nine-point-five. Fuck, Sienna, I'm—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Too soon?" Marcus managed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was he ready for that?

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

"I'll try."

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

"Yes," Marcus said, and meant it.

"Good boy."

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

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Marcus gasped.

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

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

"Please," he begged without meaning to.

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

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

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

Then she released him.

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

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

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

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

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

He was starting to understand what she meant about surrender.

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

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

"Sienna?" His voice was rough.

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ready for what?" Marcus managed.

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Then let's continue."

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

But Marcus felt something inside him release.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

"We'll see."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Okay. I've got you."

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

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

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

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

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

"How are you feeling?" Sienna asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm interested," Marcus said immediately.

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


Chapter 3: Addiction

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

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

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

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

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

Session type: Premium Extended Experience (120 minutes)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good boy. See you Friday.

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

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

Marcus went to bed early Thursday night, his cock hard and untouched, his mind spinning through possibilities of what tomorrow would bring.

[image: ]

Friday arrived with the same crystalline intensity as last time. Marcus woke up at 6 AM, his cock rigid and demanding attention. He ignored it, following Sienna's 24-hour denial rule religiously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," he said immediately.

"Good. Come on back."

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

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

"Yes," Marcus said without hesitation.

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

"No. Never."

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

"I promise."

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

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

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

A knock. "Ready?"

"Yes."

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

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

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

"Yes," he managed.

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

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

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

"Constantly," Marcus admitted.

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

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

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

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

"Please," Marcus said.

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

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

"Already close," he gasped.

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

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

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

"Fuck!" Marcus shouted, his hips jerking.

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

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

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

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

By edge five, he was already begging incoherently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"How are you doing?" she asked.

"Good. Weird, but good."

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

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

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

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

"Yes—oh my god yes—"

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

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

Marcus whimpered.

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

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

"Holy shit," Marcus gasped.

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

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

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

"I don't know if I can—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes—fuck yes—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she released everything at once.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus came harder than he'd thought physically possible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Same time next week?" she asked.

"Yes," Marcus said immediately.

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

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

He was thoroughly, completely addicted.


Chapter 4: Breaking Point

Marcus didn't make it a week this time.

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

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

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

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

He was addicted. Completely, thoroughly addicted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That sounds like torture, he typed.

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

Yes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus stared at his phone, unsure how to respond.

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

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

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

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

Yes ma'am, he texted.

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

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

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

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

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

Morning. How are you feeling?

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

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

Yes.

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

Marcus's stomach flipped. Okay.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come in," Sienna called.

Marcus entered and his breath caught.

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

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

"Close the door," she said.

Marcus obeyed, the click of the latch sounding final.

"Did you bring the plug?"

He held up the bag mutely.

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

"I am," Marcus said immediately.

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Better."

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

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

"Yes ma'am."

"For how long?"

"An hour. Exactly like you said."

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

Marcus groaned into the face cradle.

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

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

"Fuck!" Marcus gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Marcus moaned.

"Yes what?"

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

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

"Yes ma'am."

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

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

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

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

"Good boy. Again. Edge four."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she pressed something larger against his asshole.

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

"Yes ma'am," Marcus whimpered.

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

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

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

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

"I can't—"

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

Marcus sobbed but nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus drank obediently, his hands shaking.

"Same time next week?" Sienna asked.

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

"Yes," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck," he whispered to his empty apartment.

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


Chapter 5: Transcendence

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

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

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

"Fuck," he whispered.

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

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

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

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

His phone buzzed around 8 PM. Sienna.

How are you holding up?

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

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

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

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

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

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

I won't touch it, he promised.

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

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

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

His phone buzzed at 9 AM, confirming his suspicion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The room was set up completely differently this time.

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

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

"Close the door," she said.

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

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

"Yes ma'am."

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

"Yes ma'am," Marcus breathed.

"Tell me what you want."

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

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

"Yes ma'am."

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

Marcus didn't hesitate. "Yes."

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

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

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

"Yes ma'am."

"Then let's begin."

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

"Fuck!" Marcus gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Let's find out."

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

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

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

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

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

"Please, Sienna, please—"

"Please what?"

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

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

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

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

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

"I'll try," Marcus managed.

"Not good enough. Say yes."

"Yes ma'am."

"Better."

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

"Oh my god," he moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus made a sound that might have been agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But this time, Sienna didn't deny him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He made a sound that might have been yes.

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

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

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

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

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

"How do you feel?" Sienna asked eventually.

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

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

"I'll try."

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

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

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

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

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

"Okay," he said quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Day One: Discovery

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something better.

Something free.
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EPILOGUE: Six Months Later

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

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

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

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

"And who is that?"

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

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

"Thanks to you."

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

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

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

"Wouldn't miss it."

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

He couldn't wait.

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

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

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

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

The milking table had given him that gift.

Complete and total self-knowledge.

And for that, he would be forever grateful.
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