
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The First Milking

You push through the frosted glass door and the smell hits you first—sandalwood layered with vanilla, something warm and expensive that makes you think of silk sheets and low lighting. The hallway is narrow, amber lights running along the baseboards, casting everything in a honeyed glow that softens the edges of the world. October cold still clings to your jacket, but in here it's warm, almost too warm, and you can already feel sweat beginning to prickle at the back of your neck.

Your appointment is in Room 7. The door is cracked open, just enough that you can see the edge of something inside—a table, but not the kind you'd find in a normal spa. The sight of it makes your cock twitch in your jeans. You've been hard on and off all day, ever since you booked this session three days ago. Hell, you've been thinking about it for weeks, ever since your buddy Jake told you about this place over beers, his eyes glazed with the memory of whatever happened to him in one of these rooms.

You push the door open.

She's standing near the far wall, backlit by a strip of warm LED lights, and the sight of her makes your breath catch in your chest. Lucia. That's what the booking app said her name was, though you wonder if it's real or just something exotic they give all the girls who work here. She's got dark hair that falls in loose waves past her shoulders, the kind of rich mahogany brown that catches the light when she moves her head. Her face is all soft curves—full lips painted a muted rose color that makes you think of expensive lipstick ads, high cheekbones that give her an elegant look, and dark eyes that meet yours and hold for a beat too long before dropping slowly down your body.

She's wearing a white robe, thin enough that you can see she's not wearing a bra underneath. The fabric clings to her in all the right places, outlining the heavy swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. The robe is tied loosely at her waist with a simple knot, like one good tug would make the whole thing fall open. It ends mid-thigh, leaving her legs bare from there down. They're smooth and tanned, toned in a way that suggests she takes care of herself—probably yoga or pilates or whatever women do to get legs like that. Her feet are bare, toenails painted a deep red that somehow makes the whole picture more intimate, more real.

She's probably five-foot-six, maybe five-seven in heels though she's not wearing any now. Curvy in a way that makes your hands itch to touch her. You can see the shadow of her nipples through the robe, dark circles that suggest they're already hard, and lower down there's the suggestion of a triangle of dark hair between her thighs.

The room smells like her perfume mixed with something earthier—the musk of arousal that you recognize from past lovers, from women who were already turned on before you even touched them.

"First time?" she asks, and there's amusement in her voice, like she already knows the answer. Her voice is lower than you expected, throaty and warm like bourbon.

"Yeah." Your voice comes out rougher than you intended, betraying how nervous you are.

"Don't worry." She steps closer, and now you catch her scent properly—something citrusy, grapefruit mixed with the clean smell of her skin and underneath it something warmer, muskier, the smell of a woman who's already wet. "I'll take care of you."

Her eyes drop to the obvious bulge in your jeans, and you see the corner of her mouth twitch upward in a knowing smile. She knows exactly what effect she's having on you.

He's already hard. Good. This one's going to be fun.

She gestures to the table in the center of the room. It's padded in black leather, the kind that's soft and warm to the touch, but there's something different about it—a hole cut right in the center, a perfect oval about six inches across that makes your cock throb harder just looking at it. You've seen pictures online, read descriptions on forums late at night when you couldn't sleep, but seeing it in person is different. It's real. This is actually happening.

"Strip down," she says, and it's not a request. "You can leave your boxers on if you want, but..." She trails off, her gaze lingering on your crotch, where your cock is straining so hard against the denim it's almost painful. "Most guys don't bother."

You kick off your shoes first, the soft thud as they hit the carpeted floor loud in the quiet room. Your shirt comes off next, and you're hyperaware of her watching you, her eyes tracking over your chest, your stomach, the line of hair that disappears into your waistband. You undo your belt, the clink of metal sharp in the air, and slide your jeans down your thighs.

Your cock is straining against your boxers now, the head already leaking a wet spot into the fabric. The material tents obscenely, and you can feel how swollen you are, how heavy your balls feel hanging there, full and aching.

"Those too," Lucia says, nodding at your boxers, and her voice has dropped even lower, throatier. You hear her take a slow breath, see her tongue dart out to wet her lower lip.

You hesitate for half a second, then hook your thumbs into the waistband and push them down. Your cock springs free, thick and already fully hard, curving slightly upward toward your stomach. It's flushed dark with blood, the shaft veined and textured, and the head is slick with precome that catches the amber light. You're about seven inches, maybe a bit more when you're this turned on, and thick enough that past girlfriends have complained about the stretch.

Lucia doesn't look away. Her gaze drops to your cock and stays there, and you swear you see her pupils dilate. Her tongue darts out again, wetting her lips, and you hear her breath catch.

"Nice," she murmurs, almost to herself, and the word sends a jolt of pride through you. Then louder: "Get on the table. Face down."

You climb onto the padded surface, the leather warm against your chest and thighs, warmer than you expected like someone was lying here recently. There's a cushioned rest for your face shaped like a crescent moon, and as you settle into position, you feel your cock slip through the hole in the center of the table. It hangs there in the open air, heavy and exposed, and the vulnerability of it sends a jolt of arousal straight through you. You can't see what's happening below you. You're completely at her mercy.

The smell of the leather mixes with the coconut oil she's about to use, and underneath it all you can smell yourself—the musk of your arousal, the sharp scent of precome.

"Comfortable?" Her voice is closer now, somewhere behind you, and you feel the table shift slightly as she moves around it.

"Yeah."

You hear the sound of a bottle cap popping open, then the slick noise of lotion being squeezed into her palms—a generous amount by the sound of it. She rubs her hands together, warming the oil, and the scent of it fills the room. Coconut and something earthier, like cedarwood mixed with the musk of arousal that's already building in the air between you.

"I'm going to start with your back," she says. "Get you relaxed before we move to the main event."

Her hands land on your shoulders, and Christ, she's strong. Her thumbs dig into the knots along your spine, working them out with slow, deliberate pressure that borders on painful but in the best way. You groan into the face rest, and she hums in approval, a low sound that vibrates through you.

"That's it. Let it out. Don't hold anything back in here."

She works her way down your back, her palms sliding over your skin, slick with oil. Every time she leans forward, you feel the brush of her robe against your side, the warmth of her body close to yours, and once—just once—you feel what might be the soft press of her breast against your shoulder blade. Your cock throbs below the table, achingly hard now, twitching in the open air. You can feel a bead of precome forming at the tip, the sensation of it about to drip making you shift your hips slightly.

"You're tense everywhere," she murmurs, her hands moving lower, over the curve of your ass. She squeezes, kneads the muscle there with strong fingers that dig deep, and you bite back another groan. "Even here. When's the last time someone touched you properly?"

"It's been... a while," you admit into the face rest.

"I can tell." Her fingers trail down the backs of your thighs, slow and deliberate, and you can feel the warmth of her hands through the oil. "Your whole body is wound up like a spring. But don't worry. By the time we're done tonight, you're going to be completely empty."

The promise in those words makes your cock pulse harder.

Her hands continue their path down your legs, working the muscles in your calves, your ankles, even taking time to massage your feet. It's almost meditative, the rhythm of her touch, and you feel yourself relaxing into the table despite the aching hardness of your cock. Then her hands start moving back up, slower this time, more deliberate.

When she reaches your thighs again, her fingers trail along the inside, getting close to your balls but not quite touching. The anticipation is killing you. Your cock is leaking steadily now, and you can feel the wetness dripping from the tip, probably pooling on the floor below.

And then—

"Fuck," you gasp as her hand wraps around your cock from below the table.

The sensation is immediate and overwhelming. Her palm is slick with oil, warm, and her grip is firm as she strokes you once, slow, from root to tip. Her hand barely fits around your girth, her fingers not quite meeting her thumb, and you can feel every ridge of your cock dragging against her palm.

"Shh," she soothes, but there's heat in her voice now, genuine arousal. "I told you I'd take care of you."

She strokes you again, and this time she takes her time, letting her palm drag along every ridge and vein. Your cock pulses in her hand, another thick bead of precome welling up and mixing with the oil. The sound is obscene—the wet squelch of her hand working your shaft, the drip of fluid hitting the floor below.

"Mmm, you're already so hard," she says, and you can hear the smile in her voice. "And thick. God, I can barely get my hand all the way around you. How do you even fit this thing inside anyone?"

She's right. Your cock is swollen, the girth stretching her fingers, and you can feel the way she has to squeeze to maintain her grip. The shaft is ridged with veins, textured in a way that her palm catches on every stroke, and the head is flared and sensitive, making you jerk every time she twists over it.

"Lucia—" Her name comes out as a groan.

"Don't hold back," she whispers. "I want to hear you. I want to hear every sound you make when you come for me."

She speeds up, her hand moving faster now, twisting slightly at the head of your cock in a corkscrew motion that makes your toes curl against the table. The oil makes everything slippery, obscene, and you can feel it dripping down your balls, pooling on the floor below the table with soft plapping sounds that echo in the quiet room.

"Ahhh—fuck, that's—that's so good—"

Your hips jerk involuntarily, thrusting into her grip, and she laughs—a low, throaty sound that makes your cock throb even harder.

"That's it. Fuck my hand. Show me how much you need this."

You do. You can't help it. Your body moves on instinct, driving your cock through the circle of her fingers, chasing the tight, wet heat. The table creaks under your weight with each thrust, and you hear her breathing harder now, little gasps that tell you she's getting off on this too. The smell in the room is changing—under the coconut and cedarwood, you can smell something sharper, the musk of your arousal mixing with hers, the sweet-sharp scent of pussy getting wet.

"God, you're leaking everywhere," she murmurs, and you hear her kneel down below the table for a better angle. "So much precome. You must've been thinking about this all day, huh? Sitting at work with this fat cock getting hard, imagining what I was going to do to you?"

"Yes," you rasp into the face rest, your breath coming in short gasps. "Fuck, yes, I couldn't stop thinking about it."

"Good boy," she purrs, and the praise makes your cock jump in her hand. "I like it when men come to me desperate. It means I get to watch them fall apart."

She adds her other hand, one gripping the base of your cock, holding it steady, while the other works the head in quick, tight strokes. The dual sensation is overwhelming—too much and not enough all at once. Your balls draw up tight against your body, pulled close by the building pressure, and you feel the telltale heat coiling at the base of your spine, that tightening sensation that means you're getting close.

"Lucia, I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Not yet," she says sharply, and her hands slow immediately, easing off just enough to pull you back from the edge. The pressure recedes, leaving you throbbing and desperate, your cock jerking in her grip as if protesting the denial. "You don't come until I say so. Understand?"

"Please—" The word comes out as a whimper.

"I said, do you understand?"

"Yes—yes, I understand—"

"Good." She releases you completely, and the absence of her touch is almost painful. Your cock bobs in the air, slick and aching, and you can feel it pulsing with your heartbeat. "We've got all night, and I'm going to milk every drop out of you before we're done. But you're going to earn it first."

You hear her moving around the table again, and then her hands are on your ass, spreading your cheeks. The exposure makes you tense for a moment, but then you feel her breath—warm and close—ghosting over your taint.

"Relax," she murmurs, and one slick finger presses against that sensitive strip of skin between your balls and your asshole. She rubs in slow circles, and the pressure sends shockwaves of pleasure straight through your cock. "I'm not going inside. Just giving you a little extra attention."

Her other hand comes back to your cock, wrapping around the shaft, and she starts stroking you again—slow, measured pumps that keep you right on the edge without pushing you over. Meanwhile, that finger keeps circling your taint, pressing, rubbing, sending pleasure radiating through your pelvis.

You're dripping steadily now, a thin strand of precome hanging from the tip of your cock, and you can hear it hitting the floor below—plap, plap, plap—each drop loud in the heated silence.

"Fuck, Lucia, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come—I need to come so bad—"

"Not yet," she says again, but this time there's a smile in her voice, playful and cruel at once. "I want you absolutely desperate first. I want you so close you think you might die if I don't let you come."

She's already got you there. Your whole body is wound tight, every muscle tense, your cock so hard it's almost painful. But she doesn't relent. She keeps working you with those maddeningly slow strokes, that finger pressing and circling, keeping you balanced right on the knife's edge of orgasm without letting you fall over.

Minutes pass—or maybe hours, you've lost all sense of time—and then finally, finally, she speaks.

"Alright," she says, and both hands wrap around your cock now, gripping tight. "You've been such a good boy for me. You can come now. Give me everything."

She doesn't hold back this time. Her strokes are fast, relentless, both hands working in tandem—one pumping up and down the shaft while the other twists over the head. The wet squelching sound fills the room, obscene and loud, and you're moaning openly now, your face buried in the rest, your body writhing on the table.

"That's it," she purrs. "Let me hear how good it feels. Let me hear you break."

"Ahh—ahhh—fuck—I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Then don't," she commands. "Come for me. Right now."

Your body obeys before your mind can catch up. Your cock jerks hard in her hands, and then you're coming—harder than you've ever come in your life. The first rope of cum shoots out with enough force that you hear it splatter wetly on the floor below the table. She keeps stroking you through it, milking every pulse, and more cum pumps out—thick, hot ropes of it that seem to go on forever.

"Uuunnh—fuck—fuck—oh god—"

"That's it," she coos, her hands never stopping, working you through every spasm. "So much. Look at you, coming so hard for me. You've been saving this up, haven't you?"

You can't answer. You're boneless, trembling, your cock still jerking weakly in her grip as the last few pulses dribble out. The smell of cum mixes with the oil and her arousal, sharp and musky and overwhelming. Your head is spinning, endorphins flooding your system, and for a moment everything goes soft and distant.

Lucia finally slows her strokes, gentle now, easing you down from the high. Your cock is still hard—or maybe half-hard, it's difficult to tell through the haze of pleasure still coursing through you. She gives you one last squeeze, milking out a final drop, and then releases you.

You hear her step back, and you imagine her admiring her work—your spent cock hanging through the table, dripping, the floor below probably splattered with your cum.

"Good," she says softly, and you hear the rustle of fabric—her robe sliding against her skin. "But we're not done yet. Not even close."

Your cock gives a feeble twitch at her words, and you feel it already starting to swell again. How is that even possible? You just came harder than you've ever come in your life, and already your body is responding to her voice, to the promise in her words.

"Turn over," she says. "I want to see your face for this next part."

You comply, your limbs heavy and uncoordinated, rolling onto your back with some difficulty. The table is wide enough that you can lie flat, your head resting on a small pillow at one end, and as you settle into position, you finally get a full look at her.

She's shed the robe.

Lucia stands beside the table completely naked, and the sight of her makes your breath catch all over again despite the orgasm you just had. Her body is even better than you imagined. Her breasts are large and heavy, the kind that would overflow your hands if you tried to cup them, probably a full D-cup. They hang naturally with the weight, full and soft, with dark brown areolas the size of half-dollars and nipples that are stiff and pointed, standing out nearly half an inch. Her waist dips in before flaring out to wide hips and thick thighs that look strong, powerful. There's a small swell to her belly, just enough to make her look real, lived-in, not some airbrushed fantasy. And between her thighs you can see the dark patch of her pubic hair, neatly trimmed into a triangle but not shaved, and even from here you can see the gleam of moisture on her inner thighs.

She's watching you take her in, and there's something predatory in her smile, something hungry.

He's looking at me like he wants to eat me alive. Good. I want him starving for it.

"Like what you see?"

"Fuck, yes." The words come out hoarse.

She reaches down and wraps her hand around your cock, which is already hardening again, filling out under her touch. You're still sensitive from the first orgasm, and the sensation makes you hiss and jerk.

"Still got more for me?" she asks, pumping you slowly, watching as your cock responds, growing thicker and longer in her grip.

"I—yeah, I think so."

"You think so?" She raises an eyebrow, her grip tightening just shy of painful. "We're going to need to do better than that. I told you I'm going to milk you dry tonight, and I meant it."

She climbs onto the table, straddling your thighs, and now you're eye-level with her tits. They sway with her movements, heavy and perfect, and you can see her nipples are rock-hard. You want to reach up and touch them, but you're not sure if you're allowed.

"Go ahead," she says, reading your mind, her voice dropping to that throaty purr again. "Touch me. I want your hands on me."

Your hands come up immediately, cupping her breasts, and they're warm and soft in your palms, heavier than you expected. Her nipples press into your skin, hard little points, and you brush your thumbs over them experimentally. She lets out a soft moan, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment, and her hips rock forward slightly.

"Mmm, that's nice. You've got good hands."

She's still stroking your cock with one hand, and with the other, she reaches between her own legs. You watch, transfixed, as her fingers disappear into the dark triangle of hair, and when they emerge, they're glistening with her wetness.

"See how wet you make me?" she murmurs, holding her fingers up so you can see the clear fluid coating them, stringing between her digits. "I've been dripping since I first saw your cock. Do you know how hard it is to stay professional when a man walks in here with a fat cock like yours?"

She brings her wet fingers to your lips, and you open without thinking, without being asked. The taste of her floods your mouth—salt and musk and something sweeter underneath, uniquely her. You suck her fingers clean, your tongue working between them, and she watches you with hooded eyes, her pupils blown wide with arousal.

"Good boy," she whispers, and she pulls her fingers free with a wet pop.

She shifts forward, positioning herself, and then you feel it—the hot, wet press of her pussy against the underside of your cock. She's not taking you inside, not yet, just grinding against you, her slick folds sliding along your shaft from base to tip. The sensation is incredible, different from her hands, softer and hotter and wetter, and you can feel every fold, every ridge of her.

"Ahhh—Lucia—"

"Not inside," she says, her voice breathy now, strained. "Not yet. I'm just using your cock to get myself off first. Is that okay with you?"

"Yes—fuck yes—use me—"

She rocks her hips, sliding her pussy up and down your length, coating you in her wetness. You can feel every detail—the way her outer lips part around your shaft, the way her clit drags along the top of your cock with each stroke, the intense heat of her. She's moaning now, soft little sounds that make your cock throb harder against her.

"Fuck, you feel good," she gasps, her hips moving faster. "So thick. I can feel every—every ridge—every vein—"

Her movements speed up, grinding harder, and you can feel her thighs trembling on either side of you. One of her hands comes down to brace against your chest, her nails digging in slightly, and the other reaches between her legs again, her fingers working her clit as she rides the length of your cock.

You bring your hands up to her breasts again, squeezing, pinching her nipples between your fingers and rolling them. She cries out, her back arching, pushing her tits more firmly into your hands.

"Yes—like that—harder—"

You pinch harder, twist slightly, and she gasps, her whole body shuddering.

"Gonna—gonna come on your cock," she pants, her movements becoming erratic. "Gonna—ahhh—"

Her whole body tenses, her back arching beautifully, and you feel a fresh gush of wetness as she comes. Her pussy pulses against your shaft, and she cries out, a high, keening sound that echoes off the walls. Her thighs clamp tight around you, her whole body shaking, and the smell of her arousal intensifies—sharp and sweet and overwhelming.

She sags forward, catching herself on your chest, her hair falling in a curtain around both of you. Her breathing is ragged, her skin flushed pink and damp with sweat. You can feel her heart racing where her chest presses against yours.

"Fuck," she breathes against your neck. "Fuck, that was good."

Your cock is throbbing against her pussy, still rock-hard and aching. You're so turned on you feel like you might come again just from this, from having her naked and wet on top of you, from the smell of her and the feel of her skin against yours.

"Please," you manage, your voice strained. "Please, I need—"

"I know what you need," she says, lifting herself up slightly and looking down at you with eyes still glazed from her orgasm. "You need to come again, don't you? Need to empty those big, full balls for me."

"Yes—fuck, yes—"

"Then let's give you what you need."

She reaches down and wraps her hand around your cock, positioning it, and then—slowly, so slowly it's almost torture—she sinks down onto you.

The heat of her pussy is incredible, tight and wet and gripping every inch of your cock as she takes you inside. You both moan at the same time, the sound mingling in the air between you. She doesn't stop until she's fully seated, your cock buried to the hilt inside her, and you can feel her walls fluttering around you, still sensitive from her orgasm.

"God, you're so deep," she gasps, her hands braced on your chest. "So fucking deep. I can feel you in my stomach."

"You're so tight," you gasp back, your hands finding her hips, gripping hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck, Lucia, you feel amazing."

She starts to move, lifting herself up until just the head of your cock is inside her, then sinking back down, slow at first, letting you feel every inch of her. Her tits bounce with each movement, and you can't look away from them, from the way they sway and jiggle, from her stiff nipples drawing patterns in the air.

"Yes—like that—" she encourages, her movements speeding up. "Fuck, your cock is perfect. It's hitting—it's hitting everything—"

She rides you harder now, her ass slapping against your thighs with each downward thrust. The wet sounds of your cock driving into her fill the room, obscene and loud—that meaty slap of flesh on flesh mixed with the squelch of her wetness. You're both moaning freely now, not holding anything back, and you can feel how slick she is, her wetness coating your cock and dripping down to pool around your balls, soaking the table beneath you.

You bring your hands up to her breasts again, squeezing them, using them for leverage as you start thrusting up to meet her downward movements. The angle changes, and she cries out, her head falling back.

"Right there—fuck, right there—don't stop—"

You don't. You fuck up into her, hard and fast, your hands gripping her hips now, guiding her movements, pulling her down as you thrust up. The sound of it is filthy—skin slapping, wetness squelching, both of you moaning and gasping and cursing.

Her pussy is gripping you so tight, rippling around your shaft with each thrust, and you know you're not going to last long. The pressure is building again, faster this time, that coiling heat in your balls that means you're getting close.

"Lucia—I'm—I'm not gonna last much longer—"

"Good," she pants, grinding down hard, taking you as deep as possible. "I want you to come inside me. I want to feel you fill me up."

Her words push you right to the edge, and you start pounding into her harder, desperate now, chasing that release. Her pussy is so hot, so wet, gripping you like a fist, and every thrust makes wet, filthy sounds that drive you crazy.

"Lucia—fuck—I'm gonna come—"

"Do it," she commands, grinding down hard, her own pleasure building again. "Come inside me. Fill me up. Give me everything."

You bury yourself as deep as you can go, your cock hitting the deepest part of her, and let go. Your cock pulses, pumping cum deep inside her, and the sensation is so intense it borders on painful. You can feel each throb, each pulse, feel yourself emptying into her wet heat.

"Yes—yes—I can feel it—" she moans, grinding her hips in slow circles, milking every drop from you. "So much—you're coming so much—"

Your vision goes white at the edges, your whole body shaking with the force of your orgasm. It seems to go on forever, pulse after pulse after pulse, until finally you're spent, gasping for breath, your heart hammering in your chest.

Lucia collapses forward onto your chest, both of you breathing hard, both slick with sweat. You can feel your cock still twitching inside her, the aftershocks making you shudder, and you can feel your cum leaking out around your cock, dripping down to soak the table.

After a long moment, she lifts her head and looks at you, a satisfied smile on her lips, her dark hair stuck to her forehead with sweat.

"Mmm, that was a good one," she murmurs, and you feel her pussy clench around your softening cock, squeezing out the last few drops. "But you know we're not done yet, right?"

Your cock, despite everything, gives a weak throb at her words.

He's got stamina. Good. I'm going to enjoy breaking him.

"How many more rounds?" you ask, your voice hoarse.

"As many as it takes," she says, and there's a wicked gleam in her eye. "Until you're completely empty. Until you can't give me one more drop. That's what you paid for, isn't it? To be milked dry?"

She lifts herself off you slowly, and you both groan as your cock slips free. You can see the mess between her thighs—your cum mixed with her wetness, coating her thighs, dripping down.

"Come on," she says, climbing off the table and offering you her hand. "Let's get you cleaned up. Then we're moving to the milking table for real. That first round was just the warm-up."

You take her hand and sit up, your head still spinning, your body feeling wrung out and oversensitive. But at her words—at the promise of more—you feel your cock twitch again, already trying to recover.

This is going to be a long night. And you can't fucking wait.


Chapter 2: Complete Surrender

Lucia leads you by the hand through a door you hadn't noticed before, partially hidden behind a silk screen. The room beyond is darker than the first, lit only by candles arranged along the edges—maybe twenty of them, their flames casting dancing shadows on the walls. The smell is different here too, less clinical. Incense burns somewhere, something woody and resinous, mixing with the lingering scent of sex from your bodies.

The milking table sits in the center of the room, and seeing it up close makes your spent cock twitch with interest. It's similar to the first table but purpose-built for this—the hole is larger, padded around the edges, and there's some kind of mechanism underneath that you can't quite make out in the dim light. The leather is burgundy instead of black, and there are restraint cuffs attached at strategic points.

"Lie down," Lucia says, and her voice has taken on a different quality now—more commanding, less playful. "Face down, just like before."

You climb onto the table, still shaky from the two orgasms you've already had, and settle into position. Your cock slips through the hole, hanging heavy and half-hard in the open air below. This time, Lucia fastens the cuffs around your wrists and ankles—not tight enough to hurt, but firm enough that you couldn't pull free if you tried.

"There," she murmurs, running her hands down your back. "Now you're completely mine."

The vulnerability of it sends a thrill through you. You're naked, restrained, your cock exposed and accessible, and she can do whatever she wants to you. The thought makes you harder.

You hear her moving around below the table, and then there's a soft mechanical whir. The padding around the hole shifts, tightening slightly, creating a soft ring of pressure around the base of your cock.

"This table has some special features," Lucia explains, and you can hear the smile in her voice. "I can control the pressure, the vibration, even the temperature. You're going to feel things you've never felt before."

Her hand wraps around your cock, and you gasp. She's put on a glove—not latex, something softer, almost like silk—and it's slick with oil that feels warmer than before. The combination of textures is immediately overwhelming.

"The glove is infused with warming oil," she says, stroking you slowly. "Can you feel it? It gets hotter the more friction there is."

"Fuck, yes, I can feel it."

She pumps you faster, and true to her word, the sensation intensifies—not burning, but a deep, penetrating warmth that seems to radiate through your cock and into your balls. Your cock swells in her grip, getting fully hard again despite how recently you came.

"Good boy. Your cock responds so well to me."

She works you like this for several minutes, building up a steady rhythm that has you groaning into the face rest. The warming oil makes everything more intense, more sensitive, and you can feel yourself getting close embarrassingly fast.

"Not yet," she says, and the pressure around the base of your cock tightens—some mechanism in the table creating a cock ring effect that keeps you right on the edge without letting you tip over. "I decide when you come. Remember?"

"Yes—fuck—yes, I remember."

"Good. Now let me show you what else this table can do."

The vibration starts low, a gentle hum that you feel more than hear. It's coming from the padded ring around your cock, and the sensation travels up your shaft and into your balls. Your whole pelvis is vibrating, and the feeling is unlike anything you've experienced.

"Oh god—"

"That's just level one," Lucia says, and you hear genuine delight in her voice. She's enjoying this, enjoying having complete control over your pleasure. "I can take it much higher. But first, I want to taste you."

You feel her breath before you feel her mouth—warm air ghosting over the head of your cock, and then her lips close around you and you nearly scream.

Her mouth is hot and wet and soft, and she takes you deep, her tongue working along the underside of your shaft as she swallows you down. The combination of the warming oil, the vibration, and now her mouth is almost too much. Your hips buck involuntarily, but the restraints hold you in place.

"Mmmmph," she hums around your cock, and the vibration of it adds another layer of sensation.

She bobs her head, taking you deeper each time, until you feel the head of your cock hit the back of her throat. She holds you there for a moment, swallowing around you, and your vision goes spotty.

"Lucia—I can't—if you keep—"

She pulls off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to your cock. "I know exactly how close you are. I can feel your cock throbbing, feel your balls drawing up. But you're not coming yet."

The pressure ring tightens again, and the vibration increases—level two, maybe three. Your whole body is shaking now, every nerve ending on fire.

"Please," you gasp. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" Her hand is back on your cock, stroking slowly, maddeningly. "Use your words."

"I need to come. I need it so bad it hurts."

"Where does it hurt?" She's teasing you now, enjoying your desperation. "Show me."

"My balls—they're so full—and my cock—it's aching—"

"Mmm, I can see that." Her other hand cups your balls, rolling them gently. They're heavy and tight, drawn up close to your body. "These are so swollen. You must have so much cum built up in here."

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"Do you want to come in my mouth? Or should I let you come all over my tits? Or maybe—" She pauses, and you hear her shifting position. "Maybe I should ride your cock again, feel you come deep inside my pussy."

"Anything—anything you want—just please—"

"Anything?" There's something wicked in her tone now. "Be careful what you promise."

She releases you completely, and you hear her stand up. The vibration continues, keeping you stimulated but not enough to push you over the edge. You're stuck in this agonizing limbo, so close to orgasm that you can taste it but unable to get there.

"I'm going to tell you a secret," Lucia says, and you feel the table shift as she climbs onto it, positioning herself so she's straddling your back. Her pussy is right above your ass, and you can feel the heat of her, feel how wet she is as she grinds against you. "I don't usually come with clients. This is a job, you know? Professional. But you—there's something about you. That cock, the way you respond to me, how desperate you are. It's got me so fucking wet I can barely stand it."

She grinds harder, and you feel her wetness smearing across your lower back, slick and hot.

"So here's what's going to happen," she continues, her voice husky with arousal. "I'm going to use your cock to make myself come. Really come, not the fake stuff. And while I'm riding you, while I'm using you, you're going to stay right on the edge until I say otherwise. Can you do that for me?"

"I—I'll try—"

"No. Not good enough." Her nails dig into your shoulders. "You will do it. You'll hold back no matter how good it feels, no matter how much you want to come, because your pleasure belongs to me right now. Say it."

"My pleasure belongs to you."

"Good boy."

She climbs off your back and you hear her moving around the table again. The pressure ring loosens slightly, and the vibration decreases—enough to pull you back from the immediate edge but not enough to let you fully come down.

"Turn over," she says, and something in the table clicks. The restraints release automatically.

You roll onto your back, your cock standing straight up, dark and swollen and leaking steadily. Lucia stands beside the table, and in the candlelight her body looks like something out of a painting—curves and shadows, her skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat.

She climbs onto the table, straddling your hips, and positions herself over your cock. Her pussy is right there, inches from your shaft, and you can see how wet she is—her inner lips are swollen and flushed, glistening with arousal.

"Watch," she commands, and she reaches down to spread herself open with two fingers.

You watch, transfixed, as she sinks down onto your cock. The angle is perfect—you can see every inch of your shaft disappearing into her pussy, see the way she stretches around your girth. She takes you slowly, so slowly, and you can see her stomach tensing with the effort of controlling her descent.

"Fuck," she gasps when she's fully seated. "So deep. I can feel you in my fucking throat."

She starts to ride you, and there's nothing controlled about it this time. She's taking what she needs, using your cock for her own pleasure, and watching her is almost as arousing as the physical sensation. Her tits bounce with each movement, heavy and perfect, and her face is flushed with exertion and arousal.

"Touch my tits," she pants. "Squeeze them. Play with my nipples."

Your hands come up immediately, cupping her breasts, and they overflow your palms just like you knew they would. Her nipples are rock-hard, standing out nearly half an inch, and when you pinch them she cries out.

"Yes—like that—harder—"

You pinch harder, twist slightly, and she grinds down on your cock with a moan. Her pussy is gripping you like a vice, hot and wet and perfect, and you can feel her getting close—her walls are fluttering, her movements becoming erratic.

"I'm gonna come," she gasps. "Gonna come all over your fat cock—"

"Do it," you growl, surprising yourself. "Use me. Come on my cock."

She does. Her whole body goes rigid, her back arching beautifully, and you feel her pussy clamp down on your cock as she comes. She's shaking, crying out, and you can feel the gush of wetness as her orgasm crashes through her.

"Fuck—fuck—oh god—"

You keep playing with her tits, pinching her nipples, and it seems to extend her orgasm, making it roll on and on. She's gorgeous like this—completely lost in pleasure, her usual control shattered.

Finally, she collapses forward onto your chest, breathing hard. Her pussy is still pulsing around your cock, little aftershocks, and you're so hard it's almost painful.

"Good boy," she breathes against your neck. "You didn't come. Even with my pussy squeezing your cock, even feeling me come all over you, you held back."

"It's—it's so hard—"

"I know." She lifts her head and looks at you, and there's something softer in her eyes now, something almost affectionate. "You've been so good for me. I think you deserve a reward."

She lifts herself off your cock, and you both groan at the loss. Your cock is absolutely soaked with her wetness, and when it springs free it slaps against your stomach, leaving a smear of her arousal on your skin.

"Back on your stomach," she says. "One more time."

You flip over, settling into position on the table. Your cock slips through the hole again, and this time when Lucia fastens the restraints, they're tighter—not painful, but definitely restrictive.

"This time," she says, and you hear her settling into position below the table, "I'm not going to stop. I'm going to milk every last drop out of you, and you're going to come so hard you see stars. Ready?"

"Yes—god, yes—"

Both of her hands wrap around your cock, and the technique is different now—one hand pumps up and down while the other twists around the head in a corkscrew motion. The combination is immediately overwhelming.

"That's it," she coos. "Let me feel you getting close. Don't hold back this time. I want it all."

The pressure builds fast, faster than before, and you're not trying to hold back anymore. Your whole body is straining toward release, every muscle tight.

"Lucia—I'm—"

"Come for me," she commands. "Right now. Give me everything."

You do. Your orgasm hits you like a freight train, so intense it's almost painful. Your cock jerks in her hands and cum erupts from you in thick, hot ropes. She keeps stroking you through it, milking every pulse, and you're making sounds you don't recognize—desperate, animalistic grunts and moans.

"Yes—yes—so much—" She sounds delighted. "Keep coming for me. More. Give me more."

It seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through you. Your vision actually does go spotty, and you're dimly aware that you're drooling into the face rest, completely undone.

Finally, finally, the pulses slow and then stop. Your cock is still twitching weakly in her hands, oversensitive and spent.

"Good boy," Lucia murmurs, giving you one last gentle squeeze. "Such a good boy for me."

She releases you and unfastens the restraints, and you hear her moving around. When you manage to lift your head, she's standing beside the table with a warm towel, cleaning the oil and cum from your cock with gentle touches that make you shudder.

"That's three," she says softly. "How are you feeling?"

"Destroyed," you manage. "In the best way."

She laughs, and it's a warm sound. "Good. But we're still not done. You paid for the full experience, remember? And I always deliver what I promise."

Your cock, unbelievably, gives a weak twitch at her words.

"Rest for a few minutes," she says, helping you sit up. "Drink some water. And then—" Her smile turns wicked again. "Then I'm going to show you what I can do with my tits."

You reach for the water bottle she offers, your hands shaking, and take a long drink. Your whole body feels wrung out, oversensitive, but underneath the exhaustion there's still that current of arousal, still the promise of more to come.

Lucia's sitting on the edge of the table now, close enough that you can smell her—that mix of arousal and perfume and sweat that's uniquely her. Her tits are right there at eye level, and you can't help but stare at them, at the way her nipples are still hard.

"You like them?" she asks, catching you looking.

"They're perfect."

"Wait until you feel them wrapped around your cock." She reaches out and wraps her hand around your shaft, checking your state. You're soft now, but even her gentle touch makes you twitch. "Just need a few more minutes, I think. You recover fast."

She's right. Despite the three orgasms you've already had, despite how wrung out you feel, her touch is making you respond. Your cock is starting to fill out again, slowly but surely.

"There we go," she murmurs approvingly. "Such a good cock. Always ready for more."

She leans in and kisses you—the first time her lips have been on yours all night. The kiss is deep and dirty, her tongue sliding against yours, and you can taste yourself in her mouth from when she sucked you earlier.

When she pulls back, you're breathing hard again, and your cock is half-hard and getting harder by the second.

"Ready for round four?" she asks.

You nod, unable to form words.

"Then let's get started."


Chapter 3: The Pearl Necklace

Lucia helps you sit up on the edge of the table, your legs dangling over the side, and positions herself between your thighs. Her tits are right there at cock-level, and even soft, your dick twitches at the sight of them. She notices and smiles.

"I love how responsive you are," she murmurs, wrapping one hand around your shaft. "Most guys are completely spent after three orgasms, but look at you. Already starting to get hard again."

She's right. Despite everything, despite how wrung out you feel, her touch is making you swell. Your cock fills out in her grip, lengthening, thickening, until you're about three-quarters hard.

"That's better," she says, pumping you slowly. "But I want you rock-hard for this. I want you so hard it hurts."

She leans down and takes you in her mouth again, and the sensation makes you groan. Her mouth is still hot and wet, her tongue working along the underside of your shaft as she bobs her head. She takes you deep, until you feel the head of your cock hit the back of her throat, and then she swallows around you.

"Fuck—Lucia—"

She hums around your cock, the vibration traveling through your shaft, and you feel yourself getting harder, fully hard now. Your cock is throbbing in her mouth, and when she pulls off, it's flushed dark and leaking precome.

"Perfect," she says, licking her lips. "Now you're ready."

She reaches for a bottle on the nearby shelf—different from the massage oil she used before. This one is clear, the liquid inside thick and viscous.

"This is specialty lube," she explains, pouring a generous amount into her palms. "It's designed for this specifically. Slick enough to feel amazing, but thick enough that it won't dry out too fast."

She rubs her hands together, coating them thoroughly, and then she brings them to her tits. You watch, mesmerized, as she massages the lube into her breasts, making them glisten in the candlelight. She pays special attention to her nipples, pinching and rolling them until they're stiff and pointed.

"Do you know what I'm going to do?" she asks, her voice dropping to that husky purr.

"You're going to—" Your voice breaks. "You're going to fuck me with your tits."

"That's right." She pours more lube directly onto your cock, and the cool liquid makes you hiss. "I'm going to wrap these big tits around your cock and fuck you until you come all over them. Would you like that?"

"Yes—fuck, yes—"

She steps closer, positioning herself between your spread thighs, and then she presses her tits together around your cock. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming—soft and warm and slick, completely different from her hands or her mouth or her pussy. Your cock is engulfed in warm, pillowy flesh, and when she squeezes her tits together, the pressure is perfect.

"Oh god," you gasp, your hands gripping the edge of the table.

"That's it," she murmurs, and she starts to move, sliding her tits up and down your shaft. "Feel how soft they are? How warm?"

You can't answer. You're watching your cock disappear between her breasts, watching the head pop out from her cleavage with each upward stroke. The lube makes everything obscenely slick, and the sound of it—that wet squelching—fills the room.

Lucia finds a rhythm, her tits sliding up and down your cock, and with each downward stroke she squeezes them together tighter, creating more pressure. The head of your cock is rubbing against the soft skin of her upper chest, and every time it emerges from her cleavage, she dips her head down and licks it.

"Fuck—" You're already getting close, the sensation too much after three orgasms.

"Not yet," she says, and she slows down, easing off. "I want to enjoy this. I want to feel your cock throbbing between my tits for a while before I let you come."

He's already so close. I can feel his cock pulsing. This is going to be good.

She varies the technique, sometimes moving fast and tight, sometimes slow and loose. Sometimes she leans back slightly so you can see your entire cock sliding between her tits, sometimes she leans forward and captures the head in her mouth when it emerges.

"Your cock feels so good like this," she says, her voice breathy. "So thick and hard. I can feel every vein, every ridge."

She's not wrong. The lube has made her skin incredibly sensitive, and you can feel every detail of her—the soft warmth of her flesh, the hard points of her nipples pressing against your shaft, the slight texture of her skin.

"Touch yourself," you manage to gasp out. "Please—I want to see you touch yourself while you do this."

Her eyes light up at the request, and she shifts slightly, keeping her tits wrapped around your cock with one arm while her other hand slides down her stomach and between her thighs. You hear the wet sound of her fingers entering her pussy, and she moans.

"I'm so wet," she gasps, working her fingers faster. "Feeling your cock between my tits, seeing how turned on you are—it's making me drip."

She's grinding her palm against her clit while she fingers herself, and the sight of it combined with the sensation of her tits sliding along your cock is almost too much. You can smell her arousal now, sharp and sweet, mixing with the scent of the lube.

"Lucia, I'm—I'm getting close again—"

"I know," she says, and her tits move faster, tighter. "I can feel it. Your cock is getting even harder, and it's leaking so much. You're going to come all over my tits, aren't you?"

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"Good. I want it. I want to feel your hot cum all over my tits, dripping down my stomach."

She's pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy faster now, her own pleasure building, and the sight of her getting off while she fucks you with her tits pushes you right to the edge.

"Gonna come—" you warn her, your whole body tensing.

"Do it," she commands, squeezing her tits even tighter around your cock. "Come for me. Paint my tits with your cum."

Your orgasm hits hard, your cock jerking between her breasts, and you feel cum erupting from you. The first rope shoots up and splatters across her collarbone, thick and white. She keeps moving her tits, milking you, and more cum pumps out, coating her breasts, dripping down into her cleavage.

"Yes—yes—so much—" she gasps, and you realize she's coming too, her hand working frantically between her legs as she rides out her own orgasm.

You're both moaning, both shaking, and your cum is everywhere—on her tits, her stomach, even a few drops on her chin. The sight of her covered in your cum, her face flushed with pleasure, is almost enough to keep you hard.

Finally, the pulses slow and stop, and she releases your cock from between her tits. It's still half-hard, covered in lube and cum, and when it flops against your stomach it leaves a wet smear.

"Fuck," she breathes, looking down at herself. "Look at this mess you made."

There's so much cum coating her tits that it's dripping down her stomach, pooling in her navel. She scoops some up with her fingers and brings it to her mouth, licking it off with a moan.

"Mmm, you taste good," she says, and she scoops up more, this time offering her fingers to you.

You open your mouth and suck them clean, tasting yourself mixed with the sweetness of the lube. It's intimate in a way you didn't expect, sharing this with her.

"That's four," she says, and there's satisfaction in her voice. "How are you holding up?"

"I don't know how I'm going to survive another round," you admit.

"Oh, you will." She reaches for a towel and starts cleaning herself off, though there's so much cum it's going to take a while. "Because the next one is going to be different. The next one, I'm going to take my time. I'm going to edge you until you're begging, until you're crying, and only then will I let you come."

Your spent cock gives a feeble twitch at her words, and she laughs.

"See? Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind thinks it's done."

She finishes cleaning up and helps you lie back down on the table. This time she doesn't restrain you, just has you settle onto your back with a pillow under your head.

"Rest for a bit," she says, running her fingers through your hair in a surprisingly tender gesture. "Drink some more water. Get your strength back. Because what I'm about to do to you—" She leans down and whispers in your ear, her breath hot against your skin. "—is going to break you in the best possible way."

You close your eyes, trying to catch your breath, trying to process everything that's happened so far. Four orgasms in—you've lost track of how long you've been here. An hour? Two? The candles have burned down noticeably, wax pooling at their bases.

Lucia disappears for a moment, and you hear water running. When she returns, she's carrying a basin of warm water and a fresh towel.

"Let me clean you up properly," she says, and she begins washing you with gentle touches—your cock, your balls, your thighs, everywhere that's sticky with lube and cum and her wetness. The warm water feels amazing, soothing, and her touch is almost maternal in its care.

"You're doing so well," she murmurs as she works. "Most men tap out after three. But you—you've still got more to give, don't you?"

"I don't know," you admit. "I've never come this much in one night."

"You'd be surprised what your body is capable of when properly motivated." She finishes cleaning you and sets the basin aside. "And I'm very good at motivation."

She climbs onto the table beside you, lying on her side so she's facing you, and the intimacy of the position is startling. This doesn't feel like a professional transaction anymore. It feels like—

"What are you thinking?" she asks, tracing lazy patterns on your chest with one finger.

"That this doesn't feel like what I expected."

"What did you expect?"

"I don't know. Something more... mechanical? Clinical? But you—" You pause, trying to find the words. "You seem like you're actually enjoying this."

"I am," she says simply. "I told you, there's something about you. The way you respond, the way you surrender control so completely. It's intoxicating."

He's different from the others. Less cocky, more genuine. I could get used to this.

She leans in and kisses you again, slow and deep, and you taste yourself on her tongue. When she pulls back, her eyes are dark with renewed arousal.

"Ready for round five?" she asks.

You look down at your cock. It's soft now, resting against your thigh, and honestly, you're not sure it's capable of getting hard again. But then Lucia's hand wraps around it, stroking gently, and you feel a stirring of interest.

"There we go," she encourages. "Just need a little attention."

She shifts position, moving down your body until her face is level with your cock. She takes you in her mouth while you're still soft, and the sensation is strange but not unpleasant—her warm, wet mouth engulfing you completely, her tongue working against your shaft.

You feel yourself starting to respond, blood flowing back to your cock, making it swell in her mouth. She hums approvingly, the vibration helping you along, and within a minute or two you're half-hard again.

"Good boy," she murmurs, pulling off. "Your cock wants more, even if you don't think you can handle it."

She reaches for another bottle—this one contains oil that shimmers slightly in the candlelight.

"This is infused with menthol," she explains, pouring some into her palm. "It's going to make everything more sensitive. More intense."

She wraps her slick hand around your cock and starts stroking, and within seconds you feel it—a cool, tingling sensation that spreads through your shaft and into your balls. It's not unpleasant, just incredibly intense, and it makes you instantly harder.

"Oh fuck—what is that—"

"Just wait," she says with a wicked smile. "It gets better."

She's right. The tingling intensifies, making every nerve ending fire, and suddenly you're rock-hard again despite having just come. Your cock is throbbing in her hand, more sensitive than it's been all night.

"Now," she says, "let's see how long you can last when everything feels like this."

She straddles your hips again, positioning your cock at her entrance, and sinks down onto you in one smooth motion. The sensation is overwhelming—her pussy is hot and tight and wet, and with the menthol oil making everything hypersensitive, it feels like your cock is being electrified.

"Jesus—fuck—Lucia—"

"I know," she gasps, and you realize she's feeling it too. "It's intense, isn't it?"

She starts to ride you, slow at first, and every movement sends sparks of pleasure shooting through your cock. You can feel every ridge inside her pussy, every pulse of her walls around your shaft, every detail magnified a hundredfold.

"I'm not going to last," you warn her. "It's too much—"

"Yes, you will," she says firmly, and she reaches down to grip the base of your cock, squeezing tight. "You're going to last as long as I want you to."

She rides you like this, keeping that grip on your cock that prevents you from coming no matter how close you get. The sensation is maddening—you're right on the edge, right there, but you can't tip over. Your whole body is straining, desperate for release, but she won't let you have it.

"Please," you beg, and you're not above begging at this point. "Please, Lucia, let me come—"

"Not yet. I want to feel you suffer a little longer."

She's grinding down on your cock, taking you deep, and you can see that she's close too—her nipples are hard, her skin flushed, and there's a sheen of sweat on her body that makes her glow in the candlelight.

"Touch my clit," she commands. "Make me come while you're inside me."

Your hand immediately moves between her legs, finding that swollen nub and rubbing circles around it. She cries out, her hips moving faster, and you can feel her pussy starting to pulse around your cock.

"Yes—right there—don't stop—"

You don't. You keep rubbing her clit, varying the pressure and speed based on her reactions, and within a minute she's coming, her whole body shaking as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on your cock like a vice, and the sensation combined with the menthol oil is almost painful in its intensity.

"Now," she gasps, releasing her grip on the base of your cock. "Now you can come—"

But you're already there. Her permission is all you needed, and your orgasm tears through you with a force that makes your vision go white. Your cock pulses inside her, pumping what feels like the last reserves of cum deep into her pussy, and this time you actually do see stars.

You're making sounds you don't recognize, your body completely out of your control, and Lucia is riding you through it, taking everything you have to give. The menthol makes the orgasm feel like it's radiating outward from your cock to every extremity, and for a moment you think you might actually pass out from the intensity.

Finally—fucking finally—it subsides, leaving you gasping and shaking. Your cock is still inside her, still twitching with aftershocks, and you can feel your combined fluids leaking out around your shaft.

Lucia collapses forward onto your chest, both of you breathing hard, both completely spent.

"Five," she whispers against your neck. "That's five orgasms. How do you feel?"

"Destroyed. Completely destroyed."

"Good." She lifts her head and looks at you, and there's something soft in her expression. "You did so well. So much better than I expected."

She lifts herself off your cock, and you both groan at the loss. Your cock is completely soft now, spent, and you honestly don't think it could get hard again if your life depended on it.

But Lucia has other ideas.

"One more," she says, and there's a note of challenge in her voice. "I promised to milk you completely dry, and I always keep my promises. Can you give me one more?"

You look at her like she's crazy. "I don't think I physically can. I don't think there's anything left."

"There's always something left." She climbs off the table and helps you sit up. "Come on. Just one more, and then you're done. I promise."

She leads you to a chair in the corner of the room—plush and comfortable, and you sink into it gratefully. Your whole body feels like jelly, and you're not sure you could stand on your own right now.

Lucia kneels between your legs, and even soft and spent, your cock twitches at the sight of her in that position.

"Last one," she murmurs, wrapping both hands around your shaft. "I'm going to use every trick I know to get one more orgasm out of you. Are you ready?"

"I don't think ready is the word I'd use."

She laughs, and it's a warm sound. "Just relax. Let me do all the work."

Her hands start moving, slow and gentle at first, just coaxing blood flow back to your cock. She's talking the whole time, her voice low and soothing, telling you how good you've been, how impressed she is, how much she's enjoyed tonight.

"Your cock is beautiful," she murmurs, her hands working steadily. "Even soft like this, I can tell how powerful it is. All those orgasms, all that cum—it all came from right here."

She's massaging your balls with one hand while stroking your shaft with the other, and despite everything, you feel a stirring of interest. Your cock is starting to fill out again, slowly but surely.

"That's it," she encourages. "I knew you had more in you. Your body knows what it wants."

She leans forward and takes you in her mouth, sucking gently, and the combination of her hands and her mouth is gradually bringing you back to life. Within a few minutes, you're half-hard again, and she pulls off with a satisfied smile.

"See? I told you."

She stands and turns around, bending at the waist so her ass is presented to you. She reaches back and spreads her cheeks, and you can see her pussy—swollen and wet, still leaking your cum from the last round.

"I want you to watch," she says, and she slides two fingers into her pussy, pumping them in and out. The wet sounds are obscene, and you watch, mesmerized, as she fingers herself.

"This is your cum," she pants, her fingers moving faster. "All of it inside me, and I'm going to use it to get myself off while you watch."

The sight is incredibly arousing, and you feel your cock getting harder, fully hard now despite everything. She notices and looks back at you over her shoulder with a triumphant smile.

"Ready for that last one?"

You nod, unable to speak.

She turns back around and straddles your lap, facing away from you this time. She reaches down and positions your cock at her entrance, and then she sinks down onto you with a moan.

This angle is different—deeper—and you can see everything: your cock disappearing into her pussy, the way her ass looks from this position, the muscles in her back flexing as she rides you.

"I'm going to make this one count," she says, and she starts moving, slow and deliberate. "I'm going to ride your cock until there's absolutely nothing left."

She's true to her word. She rides you with purpose, her movements calculated to draw out your pleasure. Every time you start to get close, she slows down, keeping you on that edge. And all the while, she's playing with herself—one hand working her clit, the other squeezing her tit.

Time loses meaning. You're not sure how long she rides you like this—ten minutes? Twenty? All you know is that you're floating in this space of intense pleasure that never quite crests, and it's both heaven and hell.

"I can't," you finally gasp. "Lucia, please, I can't take anymore—"

"Yes, you can." But her voice is gentle now, not commanding. "Just a little more. I'm almost there too. We're going to come together this time."

Her movements speed up, and you feel her pussy starting to flutter around your cock—she's getting close. You're not sure you can come again, not sure there's anything left to give, but your body is responding anyway, that familiar tightness building one more time.

"Come with me," she gasps. "Right now—together—"

And somehow, impossibly, you do. Your orgasm is different this time—not the explosive release of the previous ones, but a deep, full-body wave that rolls through you and seems to go on forever. You feel your cock pulsing inside her, and you think maybe a few drops of cum leak out, but mostly it's just the sensation, the pleasure without the physical release.

Lucia comes at the same time, her pussy clenching around your cock, and she's crying out, her whole body shaking. She collapses back against your chest, and you wrap your arms around her, both of you trembling with the intensity of it.

"Six," she whispers when she can finally speak. "Six orgasms. That's—that's impressive."

You can't even respond. You're completely wrung out, every muscle in your body relaxed to the point of uselessness. Your cock is still inside her, soft now, and you're content to just stay like this, holding her.

After a long moment, she lifts herself off you and turns around to face you. She's smiling, but it's different now—not the professional smile from the beginning of the night, but something genuine.

"You were incredible," she says, cupping your face in her hands. "Truly. I don't think I've ever had a session like that."

"I definitely haven't," you manage.

She helps you stand on shaky legs and guides you to a shower in an adjoining bathroom. The water is warm and soothing, and she washes you with gentle hands, taking care of you in a way that feels almost intimate. When you're clean, she helps you dry off and leads you back to the main room.

Your clothes are folded neatly on a chair, and you dress slowly, your body protesting every movement. Everything aches in the best possible way.

"Same time next week?" Lucia asks as you're getting ready to leave, and there's a hopeful note in her voice.

You look at her—this woman who just spent hours taking you apart and putting you back together—and you smile.

"Absolutely."


Chapter 4: The Breaking Point

You're barely dressed when Lucia's hand catches your wrist.

"Wait," she says, and there's something different in her voice now. Not the professional warmth from earlier, not the commanding tone she used during the sessions. This is something raw, almost vulnerable. "I lied."

You turn to face her. She's put on a silk robe—black this time, shorter than the white one from before—and her hair is still damp from the shower you shared.

"About what?"

"When I said we were done." She steps closer, and you can smell her perfume mixing with the clean scent of soap. "I don't want you to leave yet."

Your cock, which you honestly thought was completely finished for the night, gives a weak but unmistakable twitch at her words.

"Lucia, I don't think I can—"

"I know." She cuts you off, one finger pressed to your lips. "Your body needs rest. But there's something I want to try. Something I don't do with clients. Something I've been thinking about all night."

I shouldn't want him this much. This is supposed to be professional. But fuck, I need him.

She takes your hand and leads you through another door, into a room you haven't seen yet. This one is smaller, more intimate. The walls are a deep burgundy, and there's a large bed in the center—not a massage table, but an actual bed with black silk sheets. Candles line the shelves, and there's equipment arranged on a nearby table that makes your eyes widen.

Dildos of various sizes. Vibrators. A wand massager. Anal plugs. Restraints that look more serious than the soft cuffs from before. And bottles—so many bottles of different lubes and oils.

"I want to show you something," Lucia says, and she's already untying her robe. It falls open, revealing her body again—those heavy tits, the curve of her stomach, the dark triangle between her thighs. "I want to show you how I make myself come when I'm alone. And then—" She pauses, her eyes meeting yours. "Then I want you to help me."

She sits on the edge of the bed and spreads her legs, giving you a perfect view of her pussy. It's swollen and pink, still wet from everything you've done tonight, and you can see your cum leaking out of her.

"Sit," she says, gesturing to a chair positioned at the foot of the bed. "Watch."

You sit, your legs still shaky, and watch as Lucia reaches for a bottle of lube. She pours some onto her fingers and brings them between her legs, rubbing slow circles around her clit.

"I think about tonight," she murmurs, her eyes half-closed. "About your cock. How thick it felt in my mouth, between my tits, inside my pussy. How much cum you gave me."

Her fingers move faster, and you watch as she slides two of them inside herself, pumping slowly. The wet sounds fill the room, and your cock is stirring again despite everything, starting to fill out in your pants.

"I think about how desperate you were," she continues, her other hand coming up to squeeze her tit, pinching her nipple. "How you begged me to let you come. The sounds you made. Fuck, those sounds—"

She's breathing harder now, her fingers moving faster, and you can see her thighs starting to tremble. She pulls her fingers out and reaches for one of the dildos—a realistic one, about seven inches long and thick, roughly your size.

"I pretend it's you," she gasps, rubbing the head of the dildo against her clit. "I pretend you're still inside me, still fucking me."

She slides the dildo into her pussy, and you both moan at the sight of it. She starts fucking herself with it, slow at first, then faster, and the wet sounds are obscene.

"Lucia—"

"Don't—don't talk—" she pants. "Just watch—watch me come—"

Her hand is moving faster now, the dildo pumping in and out of her pussy, and her other hand is working her clit in tight circles. Her tits are bouncing with the force of her movements, and you can see the flush spreading across her chest.

"Fuck—fuck—I'm—"

She comes with a cry, her back arching off the bed, and you watch as her pussy clenches around the dildo, see the gush of wetness that soaks the sheets beneath her. She keeps fucking herself through it, drawing out her orgasm, until finally she collapses back on the bed, breathing hard.

You're fully hard now, your cock straining against your pants, and you're pretty sure your mind is completely separated from your body at this point because there's no way you should be able to get hard again.

Lucia opens her eyes and sees you staring at the bulge in your pants. A slow smile spreads across her face.

"I knew it," she says, sitting up. "I knew you'd get hard watching me. Your cock is so fucking responsive."

She slides off the bed and kneels in front of you, her hands already working at your belt.

"Wait—Lucia—I don't think—"

"Stop thinking," she says, pulling your pants down. Your cock springs free, not fully hard but getting there, and she wraps her hand around it. "Just feel."

She takes you in her mouth, and the sensation makes you groan. Her mouth is so hot and wet, her tongue working along the underside of your shaft, and you feel yourself getting harder, thicker, until you're fully erect again.

"That's it," she murmurs, pulling off. "God, I love how easily you get hard for me."

She stands and takes your hand, pulling you toward the bed. "Lie down. On your back."

You do, and the silk sheets feel cool against your overheated skin. Lucia climbs onto the bed and straddles your chest, her pussy inches from your face.

"I want you to eat me out," she says, and it's not a request. "I want to feel your tongue inside me while I suck your cock."

She positions herself in a sixty-nine, her mouth closing around your cock at the same time you bring your hands up to grip her ass, pulling her pussy down to your mouth.

The taste of her floods your senses—salt and musk and the slight bitterness of your own cum still leaking out of her. You lick along her slit, gathering the mixture on your tongue, and she moans around your cock.

"Mmmmph—yes—"

You focus on her clit, circling it with your tongue, occasionally sucking it between your lips. She's grinding down on your face, coating your chin and cheeks with her wetness, and the whole time she's working your cock with her mouth—deep, sloppy strokes that make obscene wet sounds.

Your hands grip her ass, spreading her cheeks, and you let your tongue wander lower, teasing her asshole. She jerks at the sensation, pulling off your cock with a gasp.

"Fuck—you—you can't just—"

"Do you want me to stop?" you ask, and you're surprised by how steady your voice is.

"No," she breathes. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

You go back to work, alternating between her pussy and her ass, getting both holes slick with your saliva. She's trembling above you, her thighs clamping around your head, and she's making these desperate little sounds that go straight to your cock.

"I need—" she gasps. "I need more—"

She climbs off you and reaches for the table, grabbing a bottle of lube and one of the smaller anal plugs. It's tapered, maybe three inches long, with a flared base.

"I want you to put this in me," she says, handing you the plug and the lube. "While I ride your cock."

Your hands are shaking as you pour lube onto the plug, coating it thoroughly. Lucia straddles your hips again, reaching down to position your cock at her entrance, and she sinks down onto you with a long, low moan.

"Okay," she breathes. "Now—now do it—"

You bring the plug to her ass, pressing gently against that tight ring of muscle. She's tense at first, but as you maintain steady pressure, you feel her start to relax, opening up.

"That's it," you encourage, working the plug slowly into her. "Relax. Let me in."

The plug slides in inch by inch, and you watch her face the whole time—the way her eyes flutter closed, the way her mouth falls open, the flush spreading across her chest.

"Oh god—oh fuck—" she gasps when the plug is fully seated, the flared base nestled between her cheeks. "I'm so full—I can feel everything—"

She starts to ride you, and the sensation is different with the plug in her ass—tighter, more intense. You can feel the plug through the thin wall separating her holes, adding pressure, and from the sounds she's making, she can feel it too.

"Fuck—fuck—your cock feels so much bigger like this—"

She's bouncing on you now, her tits swaying with each movement, and one of her hands comes down between her legs to work her clit. You bring your hands up to her tits, squeezing them, pinching her nipples, and she cries out.

"I'm gonna come—already—fuck, I'm gonna come—"

"Do it," you growl. "Come on my cock."

She does, her whole body going rigid, and you feel her pussy clamp down on your cock so tight it's almost painful. She's shaking, crying out, and the sight of her completely lost in pleasure is almost enough to make you come too.

But you hold back. Somehow, impossibly, you hold back.

When her orgasm subsides, she slumps forward onto your chest, breathing hard. Your cock is still inside her, still hard, and the plug is still in her ass.

"I want more," she whispers against your neck. "I want—I want you in my ass."

Your cock throbs at her words. "Are you sure?"

"Yes." She lifts her head and looks at you, and her eyes are dark with need. "I want to feel you in my ass while I use a vibrator on my clit. I want to come with you buried in my ass."

I've never wanted anyone like this. Never. What is he doing to me?

She climbs off you and reaches for the lube again, this time pouring a generous amount directly onto your cock. The cool liquid makes you hiss, and she strokes you, coating every inch of your shaft.

"The plug was just preparation," she explains, reaching back to slowly pull it out. "But your cock is thicker. It's going to stretch me even more."

She positions herself on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and looks back at you over her shoulder.

"Go slow at first," she says. "Let me adjust."

You kneel behind her, taking a moment to appreciate the view—her pussy swollen and dripping, her asshole slightly gaped from the plug, both holes slick and ready. You pour more lube onto her ass, working it in with your fingers, and she moans.

"Please—I need it—"

You position the head of your cock against her asshole, pressing gently. The resistance is immediate—she's tight, so much tighter than her pussy—but you maintain steady pressure, and slowly, slowly, the head of your cock breaches that ring of muscle.

"Ahhhh—fuck—oh fuck—"

"Are you okay?" You freeze, giving her time to adjust.

"Yes—yes—keep going—just slow—"

You push in another inch, then another, and the sensation is incredible. The heat, the tightness, the way her ass grips your cock—it's almost too much. You're only halfway in when she reaches back with one hand, stopping you.

"Wait—wait—let me—"

She reaches for the wand vibrator on the table, turning it on. The buzzing fills the room, and she brings it between her legs, pressing it against her clit.

"Okay—okay—now keep going—"

With the vibrator stimulating her, she relaxes more, and you're able to slide the rest of the way in until your hips are pressed against her ass. You're fully buried in her, and the feeling is indescribable.

"Don't move," she gasps. "Just—just let me feel you for a second—"

You stay still, feeling her ass pulse around your cock, and you watch as she works the vibrator against her clit. Her whole body is trembling, and you can hear how wet her pussy is, juices dripping down her thighs.

"Okay," she finally says. "Fuck me. Slow at first."

You pull back until just the head is inside her, then push back in, slow and deep. She moans, a long, low sound, and you establish a rhythm—slow, deep strokes that make her gasp with each thrust.

"Harder," she pants. "I can take it—fuck me harder—"

You speed up, your hips slapping against her ass, and the sound of it mixes with the buzz of the vibrator and her moans. Your cock is absolutely throbbing, the tightness of her ass pushing you toward orgasm faster than you expected.

"Lucia—I'm not gonna last—"

"Good—I want you to come in my ass—fill me up—"

She turns up the vibrator, and the increased stimulation sends her over the edge. Her ass clenches around your cock, so tight you can barely move, and she's screaming now, completely lost in her orgasm.

The sensation of her ass pulsing around your cock is too much. You bury yourself as deep as you can go and come, your cock pulsing weakly. You don't think there's much cum left—maybe a few drops—but the orgasm itself is still intense, still full-body, and you collapse forward onto her back, both of you shaking.

You stay like that for a long moment, both trying to catch your breath, and then you slowly pull out. Your cock is completely soft now, spent, and you honestly don't think it could get hard again if your life depended on it.

Lucia turns off the vibrator and rolls onto her back, pulling you down beside her. You're both covered in sweat and various fluids, completely wrecked, and she's smiling at you with an expression that's almost tender.

"Seven," she whispers. "Seven orgasms. That's—that's a record."

"I don't think I'm physically capable of an eighth."

"Good." She curls into your side, her head on your chest. "Because I'm done too. That last one—fuck, I've never come that hard in my life."

You wrap your arm around her, and for a while you just lie there together, listening to each other breathe. The candles have burned down even further, and you realize you have no idea what time it is. Late. Very late.

"I should probably go," you finally say, though you don't move.

"Stay," Lucia murmurs. "Just for a little while longer. I like—I like having you here."

So you stay, holding her, and at some point you both drift off into a light doze. When you wake up, maybe an hour later, she's still curled against you, her breathing slow and even.

You carefully extract yourself from her embrace and get dressed as quietly as you can. Before you leave, you write a note on the pad by the bed: "Same time next week. -J"

As you step out into the October night, the cold air hitting your overheated skin, you realize you're already counting down the days until you see her again.


Chapter 5: Devotion

Friday night comes slower than any week in your life. You've thought about almost nothing else—Lucia's body, her voice, the way she took you apart piece by piece until there was nothing left. You've jerked off to the memory at least a dozen times, and it's never quite as good as the real thing.

When you push through that frosted glass door again, the smell hits you just like before—sandalwood and vanilla, warm and expensive. But this time there's an edge of anticipation that makes your hands shake slightly as you walk down the amber-lit hallway.

Room 7's door is open.

Lucia's waiting for you, and the sight of her makes your breath catch. She's wearing something different this time—a deep red lingerie set that looks like it cost more than your rent. The bra pushes her tits up and together, creating cleavage you could get lost in, and the panties are sheer enough that you can see the dark triangle of hair beneath. Thigh-high stockings complete the look, attached to a garter belt that frames her ass perfectly.

"You came back," she says, and there's genuine warmth in her voice, genuine pleasure. "I wasn't sure you would."

"Are you kidding? I've been counting the days."

She smiles at that, and it's different from her professional smile—this one reaches her eyes. "Me too, actually. I don't usually—" She pauses, seeming to reconsider her words. "I've been thinking about you all week."

The admission hangs in the air between you, loaded with meaning. This isn't just a transaction anymore, if it ever was. Something shifted last week, something neither of you expected.

"Strip," she says, and her voice drops to that commanding tone you remember. "I want to see you."

You undress quickly, your fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers in your eagerness. Your cock is already half-hard just from seeing her, and by the time you're naked it's standing at full attention, thick and ready.

Lucia's eyes rake over your body, and you see her tongue dart out to wet her lips. "God, I missed this cock. I've been dreaming about it. Touching myself every night thinking about how it felt inside me."

Fuck, I shouldn't want him this much. This is dangerous. But I can't help it.

She steps closer, and her perfume washes over you—something different than last week, darker and muskier. Jasmine mixed with amber, something that makes you think of silk sheets and midnight confessions.

"I have something special planned for tonight," she says, running one red-painted fingernail down your chest. "Something I've never done with anyone else. But first—" She drops to her knees, and your cock is right there in front of her face. "First I need to taste you. I've been craving it."

Her mouth closes around your cock, and you groan. She takes you deep immediately, no teasing this time, just pure hunger. Her throat opens around you, and she swallows you down until her nose is pressed against your pelvis.

"Fuck—Lucia—"

She pulls back just enough to speak, her lips still wrapped around your shaft. "Mmm, you taste even better than I remembered. I've been thinking about this all week. The weight of your cock on my tongue, the way you throb when you're close, how much cum you give me."

She goes back to work, and it's not gentle. This is face-fucking, pure and simple. She's taking you hard and fast, her hands gripping your ass to pull you deeper into her throat. Saliva drips down her chin, making wet sounds that echo in the room, and you can hear her gagging slightly but she doesn't stop, doesn't even slow down.

"Jesus—if you keep doing that I'm gonna come—"

She pulls off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to your cock. "Not yet. Not until I say so. We have all night, and I'm going to use every minute of it."

She stands and takes your hand, leading you through the door to that second room—the one with the bed and all the equipment. But tonight there's more. She's set out additional items you didn't see last week.

A fucking machine in the corner, its dildo attachment glistening with lube.

A leather sling suspended from the ceiling.

Nipple clamps connected by a chain.

And restraints—serious ones, the kind that buckle and lock.

"Tonight," Lucia says, turning to face you, "I want to push our limits. Both of us. I want to see how far we can go together."

Your cock throbs at her words, leaking precome that drips to the floor.

"But first," she continues, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra, "I need you inside me. I need to feel you again."

The bra falls away, and her tits spill free—those heavy, perfect breasts with nipples already hard and pointing at you. She shimmies out of her panties, leaving just the stockings and garter belt, and climbs onto the bed.

"Come here," she says, spreading her legs. "I want you to see how wet I am. How wet I've been all week thinking about you."

You climb onto the bed between her legs, and she's not lying. Her pussy is glistening with arousal, her inner lips swollen and flushed pink, and you can smell her—that sharp, sweet scent that's uniquely hers.

"Touch me," she breathes. "Feel how ready I am for you."

You slide two fingers into her, and she's soaked, her pussy gripping your fingers immediately. You pump them in and out, curling them to find that spot inside her that makes her gasp.

"Yes—right there—fuck, I needed this—"

You add a third finger, stretching her, and her hips buck up to meet your thrusts. Her tits are bouncing with the movement, and you lean down to take one nipple in your mouth, sucking hard.

"Please—" she gasps. "Please, I need your cock—I need it now—"

You pull your fingers out and position yourself at her entrance, rubbing the head of your cock through her wetness. She's so hot, so wet, and when you push inside her it's like coming home.

"Fuuuuck," she moans as you bottom out, your cock buried to the hilt. "God, you're so deep. I can feel you in my stomach."

You start to move, slow at first, savoring the feeling of her pussy wrapped around your cock. But Lucia's having none of it.

"Harder," she demands, her nails digging into your back. "Fuck me harder. I don't want gentle tonight. I want you to use me."

You give her what she wants, slamming into her with force that makes the bed frame creak. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and she's crying out with every stroke, her voice getting louder and more desperate.

"Yes—yes—fuck me—use my pussy—"

You reach up and grab her tits, squeezing them hard, pinching her nipples between your fingers. She screams, her back arching, and you feel her pussy clench around your cock.

"I'm gonna come—fuck, I'm already gonna come—"

"Do it," you growl, pounding into her even harder. "Come on my cock."

She does, her whole body going rigid, and you feel her pussy pulsing around your shaft as she comes. But you don't stop. You keep fucking her through her orgasm, drawing it out, making it roll on and on.

"Don't stop—don't stop—oh god, I'm still coming—"

Finally her orgasm subsides, leaving her gasping and trembling beneath you. Your cock is still hard inside her, still throbbing with the need to come, but you hold back.

"Good boy," she breathes. "You didn't come. You're learning."

She pushes at your chest, and you pull out of her, your cock slick with her wetness. She sits up and reaches for the nipple clamps on the bedside table.

"I want you to put these on me," she says, handing them to you. "And then I want you to fuck me from behind while you pull on the chain."

Your hands shake slightly as you take the clamps. They're adjustable, with rubber tips to prevent damage, but they still look intense. You bring one to her nipple, positioning it carefully, and slowly let it close.

"Tighter," she says. "I can take more."

You adjust it tighter, and she hisses, her eyes fluttering closed. You do the same to her other nipple, and when you're done, the chain hangs between her tits, swaying with her breathing.

"Now fuck me," she says, getting on her hands and knees. "And don't be gentle."

You position yourself behind her, admiring the view—her ass in the air, her pussy still dripping from her orgasm, the chain hanging from her clamped nipples. You grab her hips and slam into her in one hard thrust.

"Ahhh—fuck—yes—"

You establish a brutal rhythm, your hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. One hand grips her hip, the other reaches forward to grab the chain connecting her nipple clamps. You pull, gently at first.

"Harder—pull harder—"

You pull harder, and she screams, but it's not pain—it's pleasure so intense it borders on pain. Her pussy clenches around your cock, and you can feel how close she is again.

"I'm gonna come again—fuck, how are you doing this to me—"

"Because you love this cock," you say, surprising yourself with your own confidence. "You love how I fuck you."

"Yes—yes, I love it—I love your cock—"

She comes again, even harder this time, and the feeling of her pussy convulsing around your shaft almost pushes you over the edge. But you grit your teeth and hold back, riding out her orgasm until she's a trembling mess beneath you.

You pull out and release the chain, and she collapses forward onto the bed, breathing hard. The clamps are still on her nipples, and you can see the indentations they've left, the way her nipples are swollen and red.

"Take them off," she gasps. "Slowly."

You carefully remove first one clamp, then the other, and she moans as blood rushes back into her nipples. They're incredibly sensitive now, and when you lean down to suck on one, she jerks like she's been electrocuted.

"Too much—it's too sensitive—"

But she's not pushing you away. If anything, she's arching into your touch, seeking more despite the intensity.

You spend several minutes just worshipping her tits, sucking and licking and gently biting, until she's writhing beneath you, moaning continuously.

"I need—" she gasps. "I need something in my ass. Please. I need to be filled."

You reach for the collection of plugs on the table, selecting a medium-sized one—larger than what she used last week. You coat it thoroughly with lube and press it against her asshole, working it in slowly.

"Yes—yes—more—"

The plug slides in inch by inch until it's fully seated, and Lucia moans, a long, low sound of satisfaction.

"Now fuck my pussy again," she says. "I want to feel your cock with the plug in my ass."

You slide back into her pussy, and the difference is immediate. She's even tighter with the plug filling her ass, and you can feel it through the thin wall separating her holes.

"Oh god—I'm so full—"

You fuck her slow and deep, letting her feel every inch, and she's making these desperate little sounds that drive you crazy. Her pussy is dripping, soaking the sheets beneath you, and the smell of sex fills the room.

"I want to try the sling," she gasps after several minutes. "I want you to fuck me in the sling."

You pull out, and she climbs off the bed, the plug still in her ass, and positions herself in the leather sling suspended from the ceiling. It supports her weight, leaving her suspended with her legs spread wide, completely open and accessible.

The sight of her like this—vulnerable, exposed, the plug visible between her ass cheeks—makes your cock throb painfully.

"Come here," she says, reaching for you. "Fuck me like this. As hard as you can."

You step between her spread legs and guide your cock into her pussy. The angle is different, deeper, and when you thrust into her, the sling swings slightly with the momentum.

"Fuck—fuck—that's so deep—"

You grip the chains of the sling for leverage and start pounding into her, using the swing of the sling to drive yourself even deeper. She's screaming now, completely uninhibited, and the sling is creaking with the force of your thrusts.

"I'm gonna come again—fuck, I can't stop coming—"

"Then don't," you grunt, slamming into her. "Keep coming for me. Come as many times as you want."

She does, her third orgasm crashing through her, and this time you feel it building in yourself too. You're not going to be able to hold back much longer.

"I'm close," you warn her. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside me—come inside me—fill me up—"

A few more hard thrusts and you're there, your cock pulsing as you empty yourself deep in her pussy. The orgasm seems to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure, and Lucia is moaning, feeling every pulse.

When it finally subsides, you're both breathing hard, both covered in sweat. You carefully help her out of the sling, and she immediately drops to her knees.

"I want to clean you," she says, and she takes your softening cock in her mouth, licking off the mixture of your cum and her wetness. The sensation is almost too much on your sensitive cock, but you let her, watching as she cleans every inch of you.

When she's satisfied, she stands and kisses you, and you taste yourself and her on her tongue.

"That was amazing," she breathes against your lips. "But we're not done. I still want to try the machine."

Your cock, which had started to soften, immediately begins to harden again at her words. You look at the fucking machine in the corner—the dildo attachment is roughly your size, maybe a bit longer, and it's adjustable for speed and depth.

"I want you to control it," she says, walking over to the bed and lying down. "I want you to watch me get fucked by the machine while you recover. And then—" She spreads her legs, pulling the plug out of her ass with a wet pop. "Then I want you in my ass while the machine fucks my pussy."

"Jesus, Lucia—"

"Can you handle that?" she asks, and there's a challenge in her eyes. "Can you handle watching a machine fuck me before you take my ass?"

"Yes," you say, your voice rough. "Yes, I can handle it."

You wheel the machine over to the bed, positioning it between her spread legs. The dildo is already lubed, and you line it up with her pussy, sliding just the tip inside to make sure the angle is right.

"Ready?" you ask.

"Start slow," she says. "Then speed it up."

You turn on the machine, and it starts with slow, shallow thrusts. The dildo slides into her pussy, pulls out, slides back in, mechanical and precise. Lucia moans, her hands coming up to play with her tits.

"More," she gasps. "Faster."

You increase the speed, and the machine responds, fucking her faster. The wet sounds of the dildo pistoning in and out of her pussy fill the room, and you watch, transfixed, as she gets closer and closer to another orgasm.

"Deeper—make it go deeper—"

You adjust the depth settings, and the machine drives the dildo deeper into her with each thrust. Lucia's back arches off the bed, and she's crying out with each stroke.

"I'm gonna come—oh fuck, I'm gonna come on this machine—"

She does, her whole body shaking, and the machine doesn't stop, doesn't slow down. It just keeps fucking her through her orgasm, drawing it out, and she's screaming now, overwhelmed by the intensity.

"Turn it off—turn it off—it's too much—"

You turn off the machine, and the dildo slides out of her pussy with a wet sound. She's trembling, her pussy red and swollen from the pounding, and there's a puddle of her wetness on the sheets beneath her.

"Fuck," she gasps. "That was—that was intense."

"Are you okay?"

"More than okay." She sits up, and her eyes are bright with arousal. "Now I want you. I want your cock in my ass while I use a vibrator on my clit. I want to come one more time with you buried in my ass."

Your cock is fully hard again, and you coat it with lube while Lucia gets into position on her hands and knees. You can see her asshole, slightly gaped from the plug earlier, and the sight makes your cock throb.

You position yourself behind her and press the head of your cock against her asshole. This time there's less resistance—she's more relaxed, more ready—and you slide in smoothly until you're buried to the hilt.

"Oh god—yes—"

You start fucking her ass with slow, deep strokes, and she reaches beneath herself with one hand, working a small vibrator against her clit. The combination makes her moan continuously, a stream of desperate sounds.

"Faster—fuck my ass faster—"

You speed up, your hips slapping against her ass, and the tightness is incredible. You're not going to last long, not after everything tonight, but you want to make sure she comes first.

"Are you close?" you grunt.

"Yes—so close—don't stop—"

You reach around and grab her tits, squeezing them, using them for leverage as you pound into her ass. The angle drives you even deeper, and Lucia screams.

"I'm coming—I'm coming—fuck—"

Her ass clamps down on your cock, and that's all it takes. You bury yourself as deep as you can go and come, your cock pulsing weakly. You're pretty sure there's not much cum left after earlier, but the orgasm itself is still intense.

You collapse forward onto her back, both of you shaking, and you stay like that for a long moment, your cock still inside her ass, both of you trying to catch your breath.

Finally, you pull out slowly, and Lucia immediately rolls onto her back, pulling you down beside her.

"That was—" she starts, then stops, seeming at a loss for words.

"Yeah," you agree.

You lie there together, both sticky with sweat and various fluids, both completely spent. But there's something different in the air between you now, something that wasn't there before.

"Can I tell you something?" Lucia asks after a while, her voice quiet.

"Of course."

"I don't do this. I don't—I don't develop feelings for clients. It's unprofessional, it's messy, and it never ends well." She pauses. "But with you—I can't help it. I think about you all the time. Wonder what you're doing, if you're thinking about me. And when you walked through that door tonight, I felt—" She stops again, and you hear her swallow hard. "I felt happy. Not professionally satisfied. Actually happy."

This is dangerous. This could ruin everything. But I can't lie to him anymore.

You turn to face her, and in the dim candlelight, you can see vulnerability in her expression that you've never seen before.

"I think about you all the time too," you admit. "This stopped being just a transaction for me last week. Maybe it never was."

She kisses you then, and it's different from all the other kisses tonight. This one is soft, tender, almost reverent. When she pulls back, there are tears in her eyes.

"What are we doing?" she whispers.

"I don't know," you admit. "But I don't want it to stop."

"Me either."

You hold her close, and for a while you just lie there together, listening to each other breathe. Eventually, you'll have to talk about what this means, about where it goes from here. Eventually, you'll have to figure out how to navigate this thing that's grown between you.

But for now, you're content to just be here with her, holding her, feeling her warmth against you.

"Stay tonight," she says suddenly. "Not as a client. Just—stay. Sleep here with me."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes." She looks at you, and there's certainty in her eyes despite the tears. "I'm sure."

So you stay. You help her clean up, help her change the sheets, and then you climb into bed together—not for sex, just to sleep. She curls into your side, her head on your chest, and you wrap your arms around her.

"Thank you," she murmurs, already half-asleep. "For seeing me. Not just my body, but me."

"Thank you for letting me in," you whisper back.

She's asleep within minutes, her breathing slow and even, but you stay awake a little longer. Looking at her in the dim light, you realize that something fundamental has shifted between you. This wasn't supposed to happen. This was supposed to be simple—pay for a service, get what you need, go home.

But nothing about this is simple anymore.

And as you finally drift off to sleep, holding her close, you realize you wouldn't have it any other way.
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