
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Discovery

Mara had always considered herself sexually adventurous—not in the performative way some people wore their kinks like badges, but in the quiet, exploratory sense of someone genuinely curious about pleasure. She and Derek had been together for three years, living together for two, and their sex life had evolved from the urgent, can't-keep-our-hands-off-each-other phase into something deeper. More exploratory. They'd tried light bondage, experimented with role play, incorporated toys without awkwardness. They communicated. They laughed. They fucked with enthusiasm and affection in equal measure.

But the rabbit hole she'd fallen down three weeks ago had consumed her in ways she hadn't anticipated.

It started innocently enough—a late-night scroll through Reddit while Derek was out with his buddies for their monthly poker game. Bourbon and cards and the kind of male bonding that meant she had the apartment to herself until well past midnight. Mara had poured herself a generous glass of Pinot Grigio, curled up on the couch in one of Derek's old college t-shirts, and opened her phone with no particular agenda beyond killing time.

She'd been browsing r/sex, nothing unusual. A thread about best positions for deep penetration. Another about how to talk dirty without feeling ridiculous. The usual mix of advice-seeking and humble-bragging that characterized the subreddit. Then, buried in the comments of a post about "most intense orgasm experiences," someone mentioned a milking table.

Mara had clicked the link without thinking much of it, expecting some agricultural equipment or maybe a joke she wasn't getting. What she found instead made her pause mid-sip of wine, the glass hovering at her lips as the video loaded.

The setup was simple but ingenious: what looked like a professional massage table, the kind you'd find at a high-end spa, with a strategic hole cut into the padded surface. A man lay face-down on top, completely relaxed, his face nestled in the cradle, arms hanging loose at his sides. He appeared to be in a state of complete surrender, trusting and vulnerable.

And underneath—this was the part that made Mara's pulse quicken—a woman worked from below. Her hands, her mouth, everything focused upward through that opening, servicing his cock while he remained prone and still. She couldn't see his face. He couldn't see what she was doing. There was something intensely intimate about it, this separation combined with complete access.

"Holy shit," Mara whispered to the empty apartment, setting her wine glass down carefully.

She watched the entire video, mesmerized. The woman underneath wasn't rushing. She took her time, using oil, alternating between long strokes with her hands and slow, deliberate work with her mouth. The man above barely moved except for the occasional shudder, the flex of his fingers, the way his breathing changed. When he finally came—and the video didn't cut away, showed everything—it was with a guttural sound that the microphone barely captured, his whole body going rigid before collapsing into complete relaxation.

The woman emerged from underneath, smiling, satisfied. She kissed his shoulder blade. He reached back blindly to touch her hair. The intimacy of it, the care, made Mara's chest tight.

She watched three more videos that night. Then five more. Each one slightly different—different tables, different couples, different techniques. Some were clearly professional setups, filmed in what looked like studios. Others were amateur, shaky phone cameras in bedrooms. But they all shared that same element: the surrender, the worship, the focused intensity of pleasure given without the receiver having to do anything except feel.

By the time Derek's key turned in the lock at 1:47 AM, Mara had cleared her browser history and was pretending to read a book, but her mind was racing. Her body was wound tight with arousal she hadn't addressed, too caught up in research to even think about touching herself. The mechanics fascinated her—the trust required, the total surrender, the way the man couldn't see what was happening, could only feel. But more than that, she kept imagining Derek's face. The surprise when she revealed it. The overwhelming pleasure. The complete loss of control.

She wanted to give him that. Needed to, with an intensity that surprised her.

"Hey, babe," Derek said, dropping his keys in the bowl by the door. He was slightly tipsy, loose-limbed and smiling. "You still up?"

"Couldn't sleep," Mara said, which wasn't a lie. "How was poker?"

"Lost forty bucks to Marcus, that smug asshole." He bent to kiss her, tasting like bourbon and the peppermint gum he always chewed before coming home. "But I had fun. You okay?"

"Yeah, just restless. Come to bed?"

They'd had sex that night, and Mara had been almost frighteningly turned on, riding Derek with an intensity that made him grip her hips hard enough to bruise. When she came, she pictured him face-down on that table, his cock hanging through the hole while she knelt underneath, and the orgasm had been so strong she'd actually gasped his name like a prayer.

"Jesus," Derek had panted afterward, both of them sweaty and spent. "What got into you?"

"Just missed you," she'd said, which was true but not the whole truth.

Over the next few days, Mara's research intensified. She learned that professional milking tables ran anywhere from $800 to $3,000 depending on padding quality, height adjustability, and whether you wanted the deluxe model with armrests and face cradles. She discovered forums where couples discussed their experiences in surprising detail. There was r/MilkingTables on Reddit, though it was small and mostly picture-based. But deeper digging led her to specialized websites, couples' blogs, even fucking tutorials on proper hand positioning and edging strategies.

One blog in particular captivated her. Written by a woman who called herself "The Milk Maid" (which Mara found simultaneously cheesy and endearing), it detailed her journey from curiosity to expertise. She'd bought her first table five years ago, she wrote, and it had transformed her relationship with her husband. Not just their sex life—their entire dynamic. There was something about the level of service, the dedication, the skill involved that created a bond she hadn't anticipated.

"I love the control," The Milk Maid wrote in one post. "He's surrendered completely, and I get to orchestrate his pleasure. I decide the pace, the intensity, whether he comes in five minutes or fifty. But it's not about power—it's about worship. I'm worshipping his body, and he's trusting me completely. That combination is fucking intoxicating."

Mara read that paragraph five times, feeling it resonate in her chest.

She wasn't naturally dominant. Their bedroom dynamics had always been fairly balanced—sometimes Derek took charge, sometimes she did, often it was collaborative. But this wasn't about dominance in the traditional sense. It was about service, dedication, skill. It was about giving Derek an experience so overwhelming that he'd surrender to it completely.

The more she read, the more the idea crystallized from fantasy into plan. Derek worked brutal hours at the architecture firm—60-hour weeks weren't uncommon, especially during project deadlines. He came home exhausted, shoulders tight from hunching over his drafting table, stress written across his face in the furrow between his eyebrows that had become more pronounced this year. They still fucked regularly, their sex life healthy and exploratory, but Mara wanted to do something more. Something that would blow his mind and give him the kind of release that went beyond the physical.

She wanted to worship him. She wanted to make him feel cherished, desired, completely taken care of. And she wanted to do it from underneath a milking table.

The logistics, however, were tricky.

Their apartment was a two-bedroom in a decent neighborhood, affordable because they'd signed the lease three years ago before the area gentrified. The second bedroom had been converted into a home office—Derek's drafting table dominated one side, his architecture books and project materials organized on custom shelves. Mara's writing desk sat on the other side, her freelance copywriting setup more modest but functional. It was the only space with a locking door and enough room for what she had in mind.

But Derek worked from home twice a week, sometimes more during busy periods. How the hell was she supposed to get a six-foot table delivered and assembled without him noticing?

Mara spent an entire evening mapping out his schedule, cross-referencing with her own freelance deadlines. She needed a window of at least three days—one for delivery, one for assembly and setup, one for... preparation. Testing. Getting everything perfect.

Then she saw it: Derek had a three-day conference in Chicago coming up in two weeks. Some architecture symposium his firm was sponsoring. He'd mentioned it weeks ago, complaining about the timing but admitting it would be good for networking. Thursday morning through Saturday afternoon. That gave her roughly 60 hours of complete privacy.

Perfect.

The purchase was its own adventure. Mara sat at her laptop one Wednesday afternoon, Derek safely at the office, comparing models with the intensity of someone researching a car purchase. She had multiple browser tabs open—manufacturer websites, review sites, YouTube assembly videos, forum discussions about durability and comfort.

The options were overwhelming. The basic models started around $800 but looked flimsy, the padding thin, the hole diameter questionable. Mid-range options hovered around $1,200-$1,500, with better construction and adjustability. The high-end models pushed past $2,000 but offered features that made Mara's pulse quicken: premium memory foam, infinite height adjustment, removable face cradles that could be positioned at different angles, even optional attachments for wrist restraints.

She spent three hours reading reviews, watching comparison videos, even joining a private Facebook group called "Milking Table Enthusiasts" that had over 4,000 members. The group was surprisingly wholesome—couples sharing their setups, offering advice, posting before-and-after photos of their converted spaces. There was a pinned post from an admin reminding everyone to be respectful and that this was a space for education and community, not just porn.

Mara dove into the discussions. One thread was all about optimal hole diameter (apparently 6-7 inches was standard, but some people preferred smaller for a "snugger fit" and others preferred larger for "freedom of movement"). Another discussed the merits of leather versus fabric padding (leather wiped clean easily but could get cold; fabric felt more luxurious but required more maintenance).

She took actual notes. Created a spreadsheet comparing features and prices. This was perhaps the most organized she'd ever been about a purchase that wasn't a car or furniture.

Finally, she settled on the Deluxe Serenity Pro. It hit every mark on her checklist: adjustable height from 24 to 36 inches (allowing her to kneel comfortably underneath while Derek would be fully supported above), extra-thick memory foam padding in charcoal gray (neutral enough to pass as a regular massage table if anyone somehow saw it before the reveal), removable face cradle with three angle settings, and a hole diameter of 6.5 inches that, according to the specs—and she'd actually measured Derek one night while he slept, using a tailor's measuring tape with a delicacy that would've been comical if she weren't so determined—would provide "optimal access and maneuverability without excess gap."

The reviews were glowing. One woman wrote: "This table changed my marriage. My husband literally cried after the first session." Another: "The height adjustment is CRUCIAL—don't cheap out on a fixed-height model. Being able to customize means you can work comfortably for as long as you want."

The price tag made Mara wince—$1,850, plus $127 for expedited shipping and white glove delivery. She stared at the total: $1,977.

She had the money. A particularly lucrative copywriting project last month—a full website rewrite for a boutique hotel chain—had paid nearly $4,000. She'd been saving it, vaguely thinking about a vacation or maybe finally replacing their aging couch. This definitely qualified as special.

Her cursor hovered over the "Purchase" button for a full minute. This was real money. Real commitment. There was no going back from this—you couldn't exactly return a milking table with a "changed my mind" note.

But then she pictured Derek's face. The surprise. The trust. The moment when he'd lower himself onto the table and feel her hands for the first time from below. The sound he'd make when he realized what she was capable of from that position.

She clicked "Purchase" before she could second-guess herself.

The confirmation email sent a thrill straight through her core. Order #MT-487392. Estimated delivery: Thursday, November 10th, between 9 AM and 1 PM. She'd actually done it.

But buying the table was just the beginning. Mara's research had made one thing abundantly clear: technique mattered. This wasn't just about giving Derek a blow job from an unusual angle. The milking table experience, done properly, was a journey. Building tension, reading body language, knowing when to push and when to pull back, when to use hands versus mouth versus both, how to edge someone for extended periods without crossing the line into frustration.

The forums were full of stories about partners who'd made the experience transcendent and others who'd fumbled it, turning what should have been incredible into awkward and uncomfortable. One man wrote: "My wife surprised me with a milking table and I was so excited, but she just went at it like regular oral. It lasted maybe 10 minutes and felt rushed. We haven't used it since." Another: "The first time was rough—she didn't realize the angle meant she needed different technique. Lots of teeth accidentally. We laugh about it now, but it took a few sessions to figure it out."

Mara refused to be in either category. If she was doing this, she was doing it right.

She ordered books. Actual physical books, delivered to the apartment when Derek was at work. "The Art of Sensual Massage" by Dr. Gordon Inkeles. "Advanced Oral Sex Techniques for Women" by Violet Blue. Something called "The Multi-Orgasmic Man" by Mantak Chia that promised techniques for extending and intensifying male pleasure. And a slim volume she'd found recommended in the Facebook group: "Milking Table Mastery: A Guide for Dedicated Partners" by someone who used the pseudonym Jade Phoenix.

When the discreet brown Amazon packages arrived, she hid them in her side of the closet, behind the shoe rack Derek never touched. Late at night, after Derek fell asleep, Mara would sneak into the bathroom with her phone and read, taking notes in a password-protected document on her laptop.

She learned about using high-quality massage oil for extended sessions—not the cheap stuff that dried out quickly, but actual professional-grade oil that would last. She discovered that the angle from below required different tongue positioning than traditional fellatio; you were working against gravity, which meant certain techniques that worked horizontally wouldn't work vertically. She took actual notes on edging strategies, timing patterns, recognizing the physical cues that someone was close even when you couldn't see their face.

One forum post stuck with her, written by a woman who'd been practicing milking table sessions for years:

"The biggest mind-shift was realizing it's not about speed or intensity. It's about sustainability. You're orchestrating a 30, 40, sometimes 60-minute experience. That means pacing yourself physically, yes, but also reading your partner's body like a book. The clench of his thighs, the flex in his calves, the way his breathing changes, how his cock responds to different pressures. You become fluent in his pleasure to a degree that regular sex doesn't require. And that knowledge—that mastery—is deeply intimate."

Mara copied that passage into her notes, highlighting it.

She started paying more attention to Derek's body during sex, cataloging his responses. The way his breath hitched when she used her tongue a certain way. How his hands would grip whatever he was holding—her hips, the sheets, the headboard—when he was getting close. The particular groan he made right before coming, different from all his other sounds. She filed it all away, building a mental map.

"You're being really observant lately," Derek mentioned one night after sex, both of them catching their breath. "Not complaining, just... you're paying attention to details."

"Just want to make sure you're enjoying yourself," Mara said, trailing her fingers down his chest.

"Always do." He caught her hand, kissed her knuckles. "But yeah, lately it's been... I don't know. More intense? In a good way."

She smiled against his shoulder. If only he knew this was just the warm-up.

The week before Derek's conference, Mara's anxiety spiked. The table was ordered, scheduled to arrive. The research was done. But doubt crept in during quiet moments. What if he hated it? What if the whole thing was too weird, too much? They'd explored plenty together, but this felt different. This was a commitment. A piece of furniture. A statement about their sex life that couldn't be taken back or laughed off.

She almost canceled the order three times. Her finger hovered over the "Cancel Order" button in her email, imagining the relief of stepping back from the edge. They could just continue with their perfectly good sex life. No risks. No potential awkwardness.

But then Derek came home one night particularly wrecked. It was Wednesday, peak of his work hell-week before the Chicago conference. He'd been at the office until 9 PM, surviving on coffee and vending machine snacks, dealing with a client who'd demanded eleventh-hour changes to a design that was already perfect. He dropped his messenger bag by the door like it weighed fifty pounds and collapsed on the couch, shoulders hunched, the stress written across his face in harsh lines.

"Rough day?" Mara asked, though the answer was obvious.

"Fucking brutal," Derek muttered. "I swear to God, if Henderson asks for one more revision to the facade treatment, I'm quitting and becoming a barista."

Mara moved behind the couch and started massaging his shoulders, working out the knots she could feel under his shirt. Derek groaned in relief, his head dropping forward.

"God, what would I do without you?" he muttered.

"You'll never have to find out," Mara promised, digging her thumbs into a particularly tight spot.

He relaxed under her hands, the tension slowly releasing, his breathing evening out. The trust in how completely he surrendered to her touch—eyes closed, guard down, letting her take care of him—made her chest ache with affection.

This. This was why she was doing this. Because Derek worked himself to exhaustion and deserved someone dedicated to his pleasure and relaxation. Because he trusted her completely. Because she wanted to give him something he didn't even know he needed.

She didn't cancel the order.

Thursday morning arrived. Derek's Uber to the airport was scheduled for 8:30 AM. Mara had been awake since 6:00, anxiety and excitement mixing into a jittery energy that made coffee unnecessary. She helped him pack, double-checked that he had his conference badge and hotel confirmation, kissed him goodbye at the door.

"Three days," Derek said, holding her close. "I'll text you when I land."

"Have fun. Network. Don't let the keynote speakers bore you to death."

"I'll try." He kissed her once more, then hefted his carry-on and left.

Mara watched from the window until his Uber disappeared around the corner. Then she checked the tracking number for the table delivery: Out for Delivery. Estimated arrival: 11:47 AM.

She spent the next three hours cleaning the office, creating space. She measured the room three times, making sure the table would fit with adequate clearance. She moved Derek's drafting supplies to boxes in the closet, rearranged the furniture, created what would become her secret workspace.

When the delivery notification pinged at 11:34 AM, Mara practically sprinted downstairs. The delivery truck was huge, the kind used for furniture. Two guys in company uniforms were already unloading a massive box wrapped in brown paper and shipping tape.

"Serenity Pro delivery for Garcia?" the older one asked, checking his tablet.

"That's me," Mara said, hoping her voice sounded normal.

The box was enormous—eight feet long, four feet wide, flat like a coffin. The delivery guys helped her wrestle it into the freight elevator, both of them clearly trying not to ask what was inside. The younger one smiled knowingly when they got to her floor.

"Massage table?" he asked.

"Anniversary present," Mara lied, cheeks burning. "For my husband. He's been stressed."

"Lucky guy," the older delivery man said. They helped her get it inside the apartment door, tipped their caps politely, and left.

Mara stood in the hallway, staring at the massive box now blocking half her living room. Inside that cardboard was $1,850 worth of specialized furniture designed for one purpose: milking Derek's cock until he lost his mind with pleasure.

"Okay," she said aloud to the empty apartment. "Okay. Let's do this."

Assembly took four hours. The instructions were clear enough, well-illustrated with diagrams that actually made sense. But the table was heavy—the base alone must have weighed seventy pounds, solid hardwood construction designed for stability. Mara had to drag each piece into the office, her arms aching, sweat dampening her shirt despite the November chill.

She started with the base, bolting the legs together according to the numbered diagram. Then the height adjustment mechanism, which involved more bolts and washers than seemed necessary but clicked into place with satisfying precision. The padding came next, the memory foam wrapped in that charcoal fabric, secured with heavy-duty velcro and elastic straps.

The face cradle was last—a separate piece that attached at one end, adjustable to three different angles. Mara tested each setting, imagining Derek's comfort level. Too steep and his neck would hurt. Too flat and he wouldn't be able to breathe comfortably. The middle setting felt right.

By the time she'd bolted the final piece into place and tested the stability—sitting on it, bouncing gently, making sure nothing wobbled—her hands ached and she'd drunk three bottles of water. But God, it was beautiful.

The Serenity Pro stood in the center of the office, looking exactly like a high-end massage table you'd find at an expensive spa. The charcoal padding was pristine, professional. The face cradle was properly positioned. And in the center of the table, that strategic, perfect fucking hole that made Mara's imagination run wild.

She tested the height adjustment mechanism, lowering the table until she could comfortably kneel underneath on the floor, then raising it back up. The hydraulics moved smoothly, nearly silent. At the lowest setting, she'd have plenty of headroom. At the highest setting, Derek would be perfectly supported, his body parallel to the ground.

She lay face-down on it herself, positioning her hips over the opening, testing the comfort level. The memory foam was luxurious, cradling her body. The face cradle supported her perfectly. Complete relaxation wasn't just possible—it was inevitable. She understood immediately why the reviews had raved about the padding quality. You could lie here for an hour and not get sore.

And from below?

Mara slid underneath, her heart racing. She looked up through the hole at where Derek's hips would be, and felt heat pool between her legs. The access was perfect. She could use her hands, her mouth, her whole body if she wanted. The angle gave her a full view of his reactions while maintaining that element of mystery and surrender he wouldn't have from above.

"Fuck," she breathed, already imagining his cock hard and heavy, hanging through that opening while she worked him over with oil-slicked hands and eager lips.

Her hand drifted between her legs almost unconsciously, finding herself wet through her jeans just from the visualization. She caught herself, pulled back. Not yet. She had more work to do.

The next day was Friday. Mara spent it shopping with the focus of someone on a mission.

First stop: Victoria's Secret. She spent an hour trying on lingerie, looking for the perfect combination of sexy and functional. It needed to look incredible but also be easy to strip out of when things got messy. She settled on a black lace set—demi-cup bra that made her tits look phenomenal, matching boy-short panties that hugged her ass just right. The kind of thing that said "I dressed up for this" without being costume-y.

Next: Sephora. She spent forty minutes talking to a bemused sales associate about massage oils, explaining she needed something that wouldn't dry out during "extended use" and was safe for "all skin types." She left with a $68 bottle of premium coconut-based oil that the associate promised would "last as long as you need it to."

Then the specialty candle shop downtown, where she bought four expensive jar candles in a warm vanilla scent—enough to create ambiance without overwhelming perfume.

Her final stop was a boutique lingerie shop she'd passed dozens of times but never entered. The window display featured silk robes and delicate nightgowns that screamed expensive. Inside, she was greeted by a woman in her fifties with an elegant French accent who asked, "What's the occasion?"

"Anniversary," Mara said, the lie coming easier now. "I want something special. A robe, maybe? Short, but classy."

The woman's smile was knowing. "I have exactly the thing."

She emerged with a dark red silk robe, short enough to hit mid-thigh, with a tie belt and bell sleeves. It was absurdly expensive—$215—but when Mara tried it on in the dressing room, she understood why. The silk felt liquid against her skin. The color was rich, almost burgundy. The cut was perfect, hinting at what was underneath without revealing everything.

"You look devastating," the French woman said when Mara emerged.

Mara bought it without hesitation.

Saturday afternoon, Derek texted: Conference is brutal but productive. Keynote this morning was actually interesting. Miss you. Can't wait to be home tomorrow.

Mara was sitting cross-legged underneath the milking table, testing sight lines and positions, when the text came through. She smiled at the screen.

Miss you too. Can't wait to see you. I've got a surprise.

His response was almost immediate: Yeah? What kind of surprise?

The kind you have to wait for. She added a winking emoji, feeling bold. She'd never been good at teasing, but the table had made her confident in ways she didn't fully understand yet.

You're going to kill me.

In the best way, she promised. Trust me?

Always.

That word—always—made her chest tight. She looked up through the hole in the table at the ceiling, imagining Derek above her, and felt absolutely certain she was doing the right thing.

Saturday night, Mara did a full dress rehearsal. She waited until after dark, even though Derek was 800 miles away and couldn't possibly walk in. Something about the darkness made it feel more real.

She started with the lighting. Turned off the overhead fixture and lit all four candles, placing them strategically around the room. The warm vanilla scent filled the space without being cloying. The flickering light turned the office into something else—not a workspace anymore, but a sanctuary.

Next, the outfit. She showered first, taking her time, shaving carefully. Then the black lace lingerie, which fit perfectly. The red silk robe over it, tied loosely at the waist. She looked at herself in the mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. She looked like someone who knew exactly what she wanted and how to take it.

She arranged the massage oil and a stack of clean towels within easy reach of the table. Queued up a playlist on her phone—instrumental, mostly ambient electronic music with a slow, sensual pulse. Nothing too distracting, just enough to fill the silence.

Then she turned off the lights except for the candles and approached the table.

The memory foam gave slightly under her palm when she touched it. She walked around the table slowly, trailing her fingers over the padding, the face cradle, finally over the hole itself. Her pulse was racing.

She lay on the table face-down, positioning herself carefully. The padding supported her perfectly. The face cradle meant she could breathe easily, see the floor below. And between her legs, the opening that would grant her perfect access.

This was Derek's position. This was where he'd lie while she worked underneath.

Mara slid off the table and knelt on the floor, positioning herself beneath. She looked up through the hole, picturing it clearly now: Derek's body above her, his cock hanging down, heavy and hard. Her hands slick with oil, starting slow—just stroking his thighs, his ass, building anticipation. Then finally touching him, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, feeling him pulse in her grip.

Her hand slipped between her legs almost unconsciously, finding herself wet through the lace. She was so turned on just from the visualization, from the preparation, from knowing this was all for Derek.

She pictured the whole scene in detail: Derek's breathing going ragged as she stroked him. The way his thighs would tense when she took him in her mouth. How his hips would try not to thrust, trying to stay still and surrender to the sensation. She'd edge him for as long as she could stand it, reading his body, knowing exactly when to pull back and when to push forward.

Mara's fingers worked her clit through the lace, her other hand braced against the table leg above her. She was so close already, her imagination vivid enough to feel real.

When she came, it was with Derek's name on her lips, her body arching underneath the table like she was already in position. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, intense and prolonged, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out even though the apartment was empty.

Afterward, she lay there on the floor beneath the table, catching her breath, feeling the cool air on her flushed skin. Through the hole above, candlelight flickered. Everything was perfect. Ready.

All that remained was Derek's return tomorrow and the moment of truth.

She stood, smoothed her robe, and took one last look at the transformed office. The candles cast dancing shadows on the walls. The table stood in the center, solid and purposeful. The oil and towels were arranged precisely. It looked professional and intimate at the same time, like a private spa designed for two.

Mara's phone buzzed: Flight lands at 2 PM. Be home by 3ish depending on traffic. Can we order in? I'm exhausted.

She typed her response carefully: Already planned on it. Just come straight home when you land. I'll take care of everything.

You're the best. Love you.

Love you too. She paused, then added: Trust me?

With my life.

Mara smiled, looking at the milking table one more time, her pulse already quickening with anticipation for tomorrow. She reached out and touched the padding, letting her fingers trail over where Derek would soon be lying.

"Tomorrow," she whispered to the empty room, to the table, to herself. "Tomorrow I'm going to blow your fucking mind."

She blew out the candles one by one, watching the smoke curl upward in the darkness, and went to bed with her body still humming with the echo of her orgasm and the promise of what was coming.


Chapter 2: The Reveal

Sunday afternoon arrived with the weight of inevitability. Mara had been awake since dawn, her body humming with nervous energy that made sitting still impossible. She'd already showered twice, changed outfits three times, and rearranged the candles in the office for the fourth time before forcing herself to stop and just breathe.

Derek's flight was landing at 2:00 PM. He'd texted from O'Hare during his layover: Boarding soon. See you in a few hours. I missed your face.

Missed yours too, she'd replied, her hands shaking slightly as she typed. Drive safe from the airport.

Now it was 2:47 PM. He could be home any minute. Everything was ready—the office transformed, the candles unlit but positioned, the massage oil and towels arranged, her outfit laid out on the bed. But Mara found herself pacing the living room, second-guessing everything.

What if he thought this was too much? What if the table freaked him out instead of turning him on? What if she'd misread their entire dynamic and he didn't want this kind of service, this level of dedication? What if—

Her phone buzzed: 10 minutes out. Traffic wasn't bad.

Mara's heart kicked into overdrive. Ten minutes. She had ten minutes to get into position, to transform from anxious girlfriend into the confident woman who'd planned this entire seduction.

She moved quickly, muscle memory taking over. Into the bedroom, stripping out of her jeans and t-shirt. The black lace lingerie first—the bra that made her tits look incredible, the boy-short panties that hugged her curves. Then the red silk robe, the fabric whispering against her skin as she tied the belt loosely at her waist. A quick check in the mirror: hair down and slightly tousled, makeup minimal but present, lips glossed. She looked sexy and deliberate, like someone who knew exactly what she wanted.

Into the office. She lit the candles quickly, their warm vanilla scent filling the room as the flames caught and held. Turned off the overhead light. The space transformed instantly—no longer a workspace but something intimate and purposeful, the milking table centered like an altar.

Mara heard the apartment door open.

"Babe?" Derek's voice carried from the entryway. "I'm home!"

"In here!" she called, her voice steadier than she felt. "Come to the office!"

She heard him drop his bags, his footsteps approaching down the hallway. Her pulse hammered in her throat. This was it. No going back now.

Derek appeared in the doorway and stopped dead.

His eyes went wide, taking in the transformed room—the candlelight, the rearranged furniture, Mara standing there in silk and lace, and in the center of it all, the table. That professional, purposeful table with its charcoal padding and strategic opening that couldn't be mistaken for anything ordinary once you really looked at it.

"Holy shit," Derek breathed. "What is this?"

Mara's nervousness crystallized into focus. She'd prepared for this moment, rehearsed what she'd say. "It's a milking table," she said simply, watching his face. "For you. For us."

Derek stepped into the room slowly, his messenger bag sliding off his shoulder and hitting the floor with a soft thud he didn't seem to notice. His eyes were locked on the table, then on her, then back to the table. "A milking table," he repeated, his voice slightly hoarse. "You... you bought a milking table."

"I did." Mara moved closer to him, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. "I've been planning this for weeks. Since you left for Chicago, actually. I wanted to surprise you."

"Surprise me," Derek said, still staring at the table. She could see his mind working, processing. He wasn't stupid—he knew what a milking table was for, what it meant. "Jesus, Mara. This is..."

"Too much?" she asked, vulnerability creeping into her voice despite her best efforts.

"No." He looked at her then, really looked, his gaze traveling over the red silk, the black lace underneath, the way she was standing there offering him something he hadn't known he wanted. "Not too much. I just... I don't know what to say."

Mara stepped closer, close enough to touch him. She could smell his travel scent—airport coffee, recycled air, the cologne he'd put on that morning that had faded to just a hint. "You don't have to say anything," she said softly. "I just want to take care of you. That's all this is. Me taking care of you in a way I've never been able to before."

Derek's hand came up to cup her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone. "You always take care of me."

"Not like this." She turned her head to kiss his palm. "This is different. This is... dedicated. Focused. It's me worshipping you for as long as you can stand it."

She watched his throat work as he swallowed. "Show me," he said quietly. "Show me how it works."

Relief and arousal flooded through her in equal measure. Mara took his hand and led him to the table, circling it slowly so he could see every detail. "You lie face-down," she explained, gesturing to the padding. "Your face goes in the cradle here—it's adjustable, so it'll be comfortable. Your arms can hang loose at your sides or rest on these supports. And your hips..." She touched the area directly over the hole. "This is where you'll be positioned."

Derek stared at the opening, understanding dawning fully. "So you'd be..."

"Underneath," Mara finished. "Working from below. You won't be able to see what I'm doing. You just have to feel it and trust me."

"Trust you," Derek repeated, his voice rough with something that sounded like arousal mixed with awe. "Christ, Mara. How long have you been planning this?"

"Three weeks of research. One week of setup." She met his eyes. "I wanted it to be perfect for you."

He pulled her close then, kissing her with an intensity that stole her breath. When he pulled back, his pupils were dilated, his breathing uneven. "I can't believe you did this," he said against her mouth. "I can't believe you're this fucking perfect."

"I'm not perfect," Mara said, but she was smiling. "I just love you. And I want to make you feel good in ways you've never felt before."

Derek's hands slid down her back, over the silk, coming to rest on her hips. She could feel him hardening against her through his jeans, his body responding even as his mind was still catching up. "How does this work?" he asked. "What do I... what do you want me to do?"

Mara stepped back, taking control now that she knew he was on board. "Strip," she said simply. "Everything. Then lie face-down on the table and let me take care of the rest."

She watched Derek's face shift—surprise giving way to trust giving way to arousal. He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the lean muscle of his chest and stomach, the sparse dark hair that trailed down from his navel. His jeans came next, unbuttoned and shoved down along with his boxers in one motion. His cock was already half-hard, thickening as she watched.

"On the table," Mara said, her voice dropping into a register she barely recognized. Commanding but affectionate. "Face-down, baby. Get comfortable."

Derek climbed onto the table, the padding giving slightly under his weight. He positioned himself carefully, his face settling into the cradle, his arms hanging loose. His body stretched out long and vulnerable, and between his legs, through that strategic opening, his cock hung heavy.

From her position standing beside the table, Mara could see his profile—the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers flexed, the rise and fall of his breathing. "How does it feel?" she asked, trailing her fingers down his spine.

"Weird," Derek admitted, his voice slightly muffled by the face cradle. "But good weird. I can't see anything."

"That's the point." Mara leaned down to kiss his shoulder blade. "You don't need to see. You just need to feel. Can you do that for me?"

"Yeah," Derek breathed. "Yeah, I can do that."

"Good boy," Mara murmured, and she felt him shudder at the praise.

She circled the table once more, observing him from every angle, letting the anticipation build. Then she knelt on the floor and slid underneath, positioning herself directly below his hips.

The view from underneath was everything she'd imagined and more. Derek's cock hung down through the opening, not fully hard yet but getting there, thick and ready. She could see the underside of his balls, the way his thighs tensed slightly on either side of the hole. Above her, his body was completely supported by the table, relaxed and surrendered.

This was her workspace now. Her domain.

Mara reached for the massage oil, warming it between her palms. "I'm going to start slow," she said, her voice floating up to him. "Just touch at first. Getting you ready. Tell me if anything doesn't feel good, okay?"

"Okay," Derek said, his voice already strained.

She started with his thighs, her oiled hands gliding over his skin, working the muscles. Long, slow strokes, firm pressure, professional and purposeful. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing further into the table. She worked methodically—inner thighs, outer thighs, up toward his ass and then back down toward his knees. Building tension without touching where he wanted it most.

"Fuck, that feels good," Derek muttered. "When did you learn to do this?"

"I've been practicing," Mara said, truthfully. She'd spent hours watching videos, reading guides, learning the proper techniques. "I wanted to be good at this for you."

Her hands moved higher, kneading his ass cheeks, spreading him slightly. Derek made a choked sound. "Jesus Christ, Mara."

"Just relax," she soothed, even as her own arousal built watching him respond. "Let me take care of you."

She added more oil to her hands and finally—finally—wrapped her fingers around his cock.

Derek's whole body went rigid for a second before forcing himself to relax. "Oh fuck," he groaned. "Fuck, that's—"

"Good?" Mara asked, stroking him slowly from root to tip, feeling him harden completely in her grip.

"So fucking good," Derek panted.

Mara established a rhythm—long, slow strokes with both hands, one following the other, keeping him slick and worked. She wasn't rushing toward anything. This was about the journey, not the destination. She wanted to make this last, to show him exactly how dedicated she could be.

"You have no idea how long I've been thinking about this," she said, her voice low and intimate from below. "How many times I pictured you on this table with your cock in my hands. How badly I wanted to worship you like this."

"Mara," Derek groaned, his hips twitching despite his best efforts to stay still. "You're going to kill me."

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

She changed her technique—one hand wrapping around the base of his cock, holding him steady, while the other focused on the head. Her thumb circled the crown, spreading pre-cum and oil together, finding the sensitive spot on the underside and working it deliberately.

Derek's breathing went ragged. "Holy shit. Holy shit, that's—Mara, I'm not going to last if you—"

She backed off immediately, switching to long, slow strokes again. This was the art of it, the skill she'd studied for weeks. Reading his body, knowing when to push and when to pull back, keeping him on the edge without letting him fall over.

"Not yet," she murmured. "I want you to feel this for a long time before you come."

"You're evil," Derek panted, but there was a smile in his voice.

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected. She leaned up on her knees, bringing her mouth closer. "And I haven't even used my mouth yet."

She heard Derek swear above her, his fingers gripping the sides of the table. "You're seriously going to—"

"Going to suck your cock from underneath while you lie there and take it?" Mara finished. "That's exactly what I'm going to do."

She licked him first—a long, slow stroke from base to tip with the flat of her tongue, tasting salt and oil and him. Derek made a sound she'd never heard before, somewhere between a groan and a whimper. Encouraged, Mara did it again, then took just the head into her mouth, sucking gently while her hands continued their steady rhythm on his shaft.

The angle was different from this position, exactly like the guides had warned. She had to adjust her technique, using more tongue and less suction at first, finding the right approach. But watching Derek's thighs tremble, hearing the increasingly desperate sounds he was making, she knew she was doing something right.

"Fuck, Mara," Derek gasped. "Your mouth feels so fucking good. I can't—I don't even know what you're doing down there but it's—fuck—"

She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, letting him slide in until her nose pressed against his balls. Then she pulled back slowly, using her tongue on the underside, before taking him deep again. The rhythm was meditative—in and out, hands and mouth working together, oil making everything slick and smooth.

Derek was losing his composure above her. She could hear it in his breathing, feel it in the way his hips kept trying to thrust despite being supported by the table. "Mara, baby, I'm getting close. I'm—fuck, I'm really close."

She pulled off completely, switching back to just her hands with long, slow strokes. Derek groaned in frustration and relief. "You're torturing me," he accused.

"I'm edging you," Mara corrected, adding more oil. "Making it better. Trust me."

"I trust you," Derek said, and the vulnerability in his voice made her chest ache. "I trust you completely."

Mara worked him for another ten minutes—alternating between hands and mouth, building him up and bringing him back down, learning the exact signals that meant he was getting too close. She discovered he was most sensitive when she focused on the head while massaging his balls with her other hand. That combining a tight grip at the base with rapid tongue work on the tip made him literally shake. That whispering dirty things to him from below—telling him how hard his cock was, how good he tasted, how much she loved worshipping him like this—made him somehow even harder.

"Mara," Derek finally gasped, his voice desperate. "Please. Please, I need to come. I can't—I need—"

"I know, baby," she soothed. "I know. You've been so good for me. You want to come?"

"Yes," he practically sobbed. "Please, yes."

"Then come for me," Mara said, and she took him fully into her mouth while her hand worked his shaft in tight, fast strokes. "Come in my mouth, baby. Give it to me."

It took maybe thirty seconds. Derek's whole body went rigid, his thighs clamping around the table, and then he was coming with a guttural shout that echoed in the office. Mara felt the first pulse hit the back of her throat and swallowed, continuing to work him through it as he emptied himself into her mouth. He came hard—harder than she'd ever felt from him before—pulse after pulse until he was finally spent and shaking.

She pulled off gently, licking him clean, placing soft kisses on his still-twitching cock before finally sliding out from underneath the table.

Derek was boneless on the padding, his breathing rough and uneven. Mara climbed onto the table beside him, running her hands over his back in soothing strokes. "You okay?" she asked softly.

"Okay?" Derek's laugh was breathless and slightly hysterical. "Mara, I just—that was—I've never come that hard in my entire life. What the fuck did you just do to me?"

She kissed his shoulder, smiling. "Exactly what I planned to do. Worship you. Make you feel amazing."

Derek turned his head in the face cradle to look at her, his eyes glazed and satisfied. "You're incredible. Seriously. That was... I don't even have words."

"Good," Mara said, pleased. "That was the goal."

They stayed like that for a while, Derek gradually coming back to himself while Mara touched him with gentle affection. Finally, he shifted, pulling himself up to sitting, his legs hanging off the side of the table. He looked down at her with an expression she couldn't quite read.

"What?" Mara asked.

"I just realized," Derek said slowly, "that you did all that for me and didn't get anything."

"I got plenty," Mara assured him. "Watching you lose your mind was better than—"

Derek pulled her between his legs, kissing her hard enough to steal her breath. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with intent. "Get on the table," he said. "Face-down. It's your turn."

Mara's eyes widened. "Derek, the table isn't really designed for—"

"I don't give a fuck," Derek said, already untying her robe, pushing it off her shoulders. "You just spent an hour worshipping my cock. Now I'm going to eat your pussy until you can't remember your own name. Get on the table, Mara."

The command in his voice sent heat straight to her core. She was already soaked, had been since the moment she'd wrapped her hands around him, and the idea of Derek returning the favor made her knees weak.

She climbed onto the table face-down, positioning herself the way he had. The padding felt incredible against her body. Derek moved behind her, and she felt his hands on the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her legs.

"Fuck, you're drenched," Derek said, his fingers sliding through her folds. "You got this wet just from sucking my cock?"

"Yes," Mara gasped as his fingers found her clit. "I loved it. Loved making you feel good."

"You're fucking perfect," Derek muttered, and then his mouth was on her.

He ate her pussy with the same dedication she'd shown his cock—long, slow licks followed by focused attention on her clit, his fingers sliding inside her while his tongue worked her over. The table supported her completely, letting her just feel without having to hold herself up, and the sensation was overwhelming.

"Derek," she moaned into the face cradle. "Oh fuck, Derek, right there—"

He hummed against her, the vibration sending sparks through her nervous system. His fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot, while his tongue circled her clit in tight, rapid movements.

Mara came with a cry, her whole body seizing as the orgasm crashed through her. Derek didn't stop, working her through it until she was shaking and oversensitive, and only then did he pull back.

She felt him climb onto the table behind her, felt the weight of him settling over her back, his cock—already hard again, Jesus Christ—pressing against her ass.

"Can I fuck you like this?" Derek asked, his voice rough against her ear. "On your table?"

"Yes," Mara breathed. "God, yes."

He slid into her in one smooth thrust, both of them groaning at the sensation. The angle was perfect, hitting deep, and Derek set a rhythm that was slow and deliberate, making her feel every inch.

"This table," Derek panted, his hips rolling against hers, "is the best fucking surprise anyone has ever given me."

Mara laughed breathlessly, pushing back against him. "Good. We're going to use it a lot."

"Fuck yes we are," Derek agreed, his pace increasing. "I'm going to fuck you on this table. Eat your pussy on this table. And you're going to milk my cock on this table whenever I need it."

"Whenever you need it," Mara promised, already feeling another orgasm building.

When they came this time, it was together—Derek's rhythm stuttering as he emptied himself inside her, Mara clenching around him and crying out his name. They collapsed together on the table, sweaty and satisfied and completely wrecked.

"Okay," Derek said eventually, his face buried in her hair. "I officially love the milking table."

Mara laughed, turning her head to kiss whatever part of him she could reach. "Good. Because I bought a lot of oil."

They eventually made it to the shower, then to bed, where they ordered Thai food and ate it mostly naked while Derek asked her a million questions about how she'd planned everything. Mara told him about the research, the forums, the books, the dress rehearsal. She didn't tell him about the money—that felt less romantic somehow—but she told him everything else.

"I can't believe you did all this for me," Derek kept saying, shaking his head. "Three weeks of planning. The secrecy. Learning techniques."

"I wanted it to be perfect," Mara said simply. "I wanted to give you something incredible."

"You did," Derek assured her, pulling her close. "That was hands-down the most intense sexual experience of my life."

Later, after the food was eaten and they were curled together in the dark, Derek said quietly, "Can we do it again? Soon?"

Mara smiled against his chest. "Whenever you want, baby. That's what the table is for."

"Tomorrow?" Derek asked hopefully.

"Maybe give yourself a day to recover," Mara suggested, laughing. "But definitely this week."

"Deal," Derek said, and she could hear the smile in his voice.

As she drifted off to sleep, Mara thought about the office down the hall with its candles and table and all the possibilities they'd just unlocked. This was only the beginning. She'd given Derek a taste of what she could do, but she had so much more to learn, so many techniques to master.

The milking table wasn't just a piece of furniture. It was a promise. And Mara fully intended to keep it.


Chapter 3: Refinement

The first week after the reveal, they used the milking table three times.

Monday night, Derek came home from work looking stressed, and Mara had simply taken his hand and led him to the office without a word. Tuesday, it was Derek who suggested it, practically begging after dinner. Thursday, Mara surprised him mid-afternoon when he was working from home, appearing in the doorway of the office in just the red silk robe and a smile that promised everything.

Each session taught Mara something new. She learned that Derek was most sensitive in the late evening, after he'd had time to decompress from work but before exhaustion set in. She discovered that he loved when she talked to him from underneath, her voice floating up through that gap while her hands and mouth worked him over. She figured out that using a warmed towel afterward—something she'd read about in one of the guides—made him literally melt into the table with gratitude.

But it was the little details that fascinated her most. The way Derek's left thigh always tensed first when he was getting close. How his breathing would catch and hold for exactly three seconds before he came. The particular sound he made—not quite a moan, not quite a groan, something uniquely his—when she used her tongue on the underside of his cock head while simultaneously massaging his balls.

She cataloged all of it, filing away every response, every reaction, building a comprehensive map of his pleasure.

By Friday night, Mara was confident enough in her basic technique that she started thinking about advancement. The forums had been full of posts about "leveling up"—partners who'd mastered the fundamentals and started exploring more advanced territory. Extended edging sessions. Prostate stimulation. Sensory deprivation. Even light dominance and control games.

The Milk Maid's blog had an entire series on "Advanced Milking Table Techniques" that Mara had bookmarked but not yet fully explored. Friday night, after Derek fell asleep—thoroughly wrung out from a forty-minute session that had left him barely able to walk to the bedroom—Mara pulled out her laptop and started reading.

Advanced Technique #3: The Extended Edge

Once you've mastered basic edging (bringing your partner close 2-3 times before allowing release), you can explore extended sessions. The goal is to keep them in a state of sustained arousal for 30-60+ minutes, never quite letting them tip over but never backing off enough to lose the thread. This requires incredible body awareness and communication.

Key principles: - Vary your techniques constantly. Repetition will push them over the edge. - Use the "plateau method": build to 80%, hold there for 60 seconds, drop to 50%, build again. - Communicate constantly. Ask if they're close. Tell them you're not letting them come yet. - Watch for frustration vs. enjoyment. Some partners love extended edging; others find it torture. Know your person.

Mara read the whole post twice, taking notes. Sixty minutes. She'd maxed out at forty so far, and that had pushed both of them to their limits. Could she really sustain an hour? Could Derek?

There was only one way to find out.

Advanced Technique #7: Costume and Role Evolution

Don't underestimate the psychological power of presentation. How you dress for milking sessions affects both your confidence and your partner's arousal. Consider evolving beyond basic lingerie into more specific costumes that signal your role.

Examples: - Spa/massage therapist aesthetic: white linen, professional but sensual - Dominant attendant: leather, structured pieces, visual authority - Devoted worshipper: flowing fabrics, soft colors, surrender aesthetic - Playful service: fun patterns, bright colors, lighthearted energy

The key is matching costume to the dynamic you want to create for that particular session.

Mara thought about her red silk robe and black lace, which had served her well but felt increasingly like a default rather than a choice. What dynamic did she want to create? What role was she actually playing when she knelt underneath that table?

The word that kept coming back to her was devoted. Not dominant, not submissive exactly, but... dedicated. Worshipful. Like Derek's pleasure was her singular focus and she'd become an expert at providing it.

She opened a new tab and started shopping.
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Saturday morning, Derek woke up to find Mara already gone, a note on the pillow: Running errands. Back by 2. Miss you already. -M

He texted her around noon: What kind of errands require six hours?

The good kind, she replied. Patience, baby.

Derek sent back a string of curious emojis, which Mara ignored while she paid for her purchases at the specialty boutique downtown. The sales associate—a woman in her thirties with kind eyes and zero judgment—had helped her pick out three new outfits specifically for "intimate massage sessions," understanding exactly what Mara meant without making her spell it out.

She left the boutique with two large bags and drove to the high-end cooking supply store, where she bought the kind of hand towels used in professional spas—impossibly soft, quick-drying, available in sets of twelve. Then to the adult store on the edge of town, where she spent twenty minutes debating before finally buying a small prostate massager and a bottle of specialized lube.

The woman at the register had smiled knowingly. "First time exploring prostate play?"

"That obvious?" Mara had asked, blushing.

"You've got the determined research face. Don't worry—start slow, use lots of lube, and communicate. It's intense but amazing when done right."

Mara had thanked her and left, her face burning but her resolve firm. She wanted to give Derek every possible avenue of pleasure, and the forums had been unanimous: prostate stimulation during milking table sessions was next-level.

She got home at 2:17 PM to find Derek waiting on the couch, looking adorably impatient. "Finally," he said, standing. "What did you buy?"

"Supplies," Mara said mysteriously, holding up the bags. "For the table."

Derek's eyes darkened immediately. "What kind of supplies?"

"You'll see." She kissed him quickly. "Tonight. I'm planning something special."

"It's only 2 PM," Derek protested. "That's like six hours from now."

"Then you'll have plenty of time to anticipate it," Mara said, carrying her bags to the bedroom. "Trust me, it'll be worth the wait."

She spent the afternoon preparing with the same focus she'd brought to the initial setup. The new hand towels got washed and dried, then arranged in the office. She unpacked her new outfits and tried them on, settling on the white linen set for tonight—loose pants that sat low on her hips, a matching wrap top that tied at the side, the whole thing suggesting spa professional but with enough skin showing to be undeniably sensual.

The prostate massager got thoroughly cleaned and set aside with the specialized lube. She'd watched three instructional videos during her research week—enough to understand the basics, but she knew this would require communication and patience.

At 6 PM, she started lighting candles. At 6:30, she queued up her playlist—she'd created a new one specifically for longer sessions, over ninety minutes of instrumental ambient music with a slow, pulsing rhythm. At 7:00, she changed into her white linen outfit and checked herself in the mirror.

She looked professional and sensual at once, like someone who took her craft seriously but enjoyed it immensely. Her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. Her makeup was minimal. The white fabric made her skin look luminous in the candlelight.

Perfect.

She found Derek in the living room, ostensibly reading but clearly distracted. "Hey," she said softly.

He looked up and his jaw actually dropped. "Jesus Christ, Mara. What are you wearing?"

"My uniform," she said simply. "For your session tonight."

"My session," Derek repeated, his voice already rough. "How long have you been planning this?"

"All day." She held out her hand. "Come on. I want to try some new things with you."

Derek followed her to the office like a man in a trance. The room was transformed—more candles than before, the new towels arranged perfectly, everything ready. The table waited in the center, imposing and inviting at once.

"Strip," Mara said, her voice taking on that commanding-but-affectionate tone she'd been developing. "Everything. Then on the table, face-down."

Derek obeyed without hesitation, his hands shaking slightly as he pulled off his clothes. His cock was already half-hard just from anticipation. When he climbed onto the table and settled into position, Mara heard him exhale deeply.

"Comfortable?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice muffled by the face cradle. "This never stops being weird in the best way."

"Good weird is the goal." Mara circled the table once, trailing her fingers over his back, his ass, his thighs. "Tonight's going to be different from our other sessions."

"Different how?"

"Longer," Mara said. "More intense. I'm going to edge you for a really long time before I let you come. And I might try some new techniques. If anything doesn't feel good, you tell me immediately. Okay?"

She heard Derek swallow. "Okay. How long is a really long time?"

"As long as I decide," Mara said, enjoying the small sound he made. "Your only job is to lie there and feel everything I do to you. Can you do that for me, baby?"

"Yes," Derek breathed. "Fuck, yes."

Mara smiled and knelt underneath the table, sliding into her position beneath him. His cock hung down through the opening, already fully hard now, and she could see the tension in his thighs. He was already aroused just from the buildup.

She started the way she'd learned—warming oil between her palms, beginning with his thighs and ass, working the muscles with firm, professional pressure. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing into the table. She took her time, maybe fifteen minutes of pure massage, getting him completely loose and receptive.

Only then did she finally wrap her hand around his cock.

"Fuck," Derek muttered. "Finally."

"Patience," Mara said, stroking him slowly. "We're not rushing tonight."

She established a leisurely rhythm—long, slow strokes from base to tip, her hand slick with oil, keeping him hard but not building toward anything yet. Just steady, pleasant stimulation. She wanted him to feel good without getting close, to settle into the sensation without urgency.

After ten minutes of this, she changed tactics. Both hands now, one wrapped around the base while the other focused on the head, her thumb circling the crown in deliberate patterns. Derek's breathing changed, getting slightly faster.

"You getting close?" Mara asked.

"Not yet," Derek said. "But that feels really fucking good."

"Good." She maintained the pace for another five minutes, then switched again—taking him into her mouth while one hand continued stroking his shaft. She worked him with slow, deep movements, her tongue active on the underside.

Derek's thighs tensed. "Okay, now I'm getting closer."

Mara pulled off immediately, switching back to just long, slow strokes with her hands. "Not yet," she said. "We're just getting started."

"Evil," Derek groaned, but there was a smile in his voice. "You're actually evil."

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected, the same line from their first session. It was becoming their thing.

She kept him in that space for the next twenty minutes—building him up until his thighs tensed and his breathing changed, then backing off just enough to keep him from tipping over. She varied her techniques constantly: hands and mouth, different grips, different rhythms, different pressures. The oil made everything slick and smooth, her movements effortless.

"Mara," Derek finally gasped, his voice strained. "How long has it been?"

She glanced at her phone, propped nearby. "Forty-three minutes."

"Fuck," he groaned. "I feel like I've been hard for a year."

"You're doing so well, baby," Mara praised, her hands maintaining their steady rhythm. "You're taking this so perfectly."

She felt him shudder at the praise. "Can I come soon? Please?"

"Not yet," Mara said, even as her own arousal built watching him struggle. "I want to try something new first. Something I think you'll really like."

"What—" Derek started, then cut off with a sharp inhale as Mara's lubed finger pressed gently against his asshole.

"Is this okay?" she asked immediately, holding still. "I want to try prostate massage while I work your cock. But only if you're comfortable with it."

Derek was breathing hard. "I've... I've never done that before."

"I know. That's why I'm asking." Mara kept her finger pressed there gently, not pushing, just present. "I researched it. I bought the right lube. I'll go really slow. But if you don't want to try it, we won't."

There was a long pause. Then: "Okay. Yeah. Let's try it."

"You're sure?"

"I trust you," Derek said, and Mara's chest ached with affection.

She added more specialized lube to her finger, warming it first. "Just relax," she said softly. "I'm going to go really slow. Tell me if anything hurts or feels wrong."

She pressed forward gently, feeling resistance, then slowly working past it. Derek tensed automatically, and she paused. "Breathe, baby. Just relax into it."

Derek exhaled deliberately, and she felt the resistance ease. She slid her finger in slowly, so slowly, until she was fully inside. Derek made a sound she'd never heard before—somewhere between surprise and intense sensation.

"Okay?" Mara asked.

"Weird," Derek panted. "But not bad. Just... really weird."

"I'm going to find your prostate now," Mara said. "It might feel intense."

She curled her finger forward, searching, and she knew the instant she found it because Derek's entire body jerked. "Holy fuck," he gasped. "What the—Mara, what—"

"That's it," Mara said, pleased. "That's your prostate. I'm going to massage it while I stroke your cock. Just feel it."

She established a rhythm—her finger pressing and releasing against that sensitive spot while her other hand resumed stroking his cock with oil-slick efficiency. The combination made Derek literally shake above her.

"Oh my God," he groaned. "Oh fuck, Mara, that's—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," Mara said firmly. "Just breathe and feel it, baby. Let it build."

She worked him like that for maybe two minutes before Derek was gasping. "I'm gonna come, I'm seriously gonna come, Mara I can't—"

She pulled both hands away completely. Derek made a sound of pure frustration.

"Not yet," Mara said calmly. "We're almost there. Just a little longer."

"I'm dying," Derek panted. "Seriously. You're killing me."

"But what a way to go," Mara teased. She checked her phone: sixty-eight minutes. They'd shattered their previous record, and she wasn't done yet.

She gave him two minutes to come down from the edge, then started again. This time she was relentless—her finger finding that spot inside him while her mouth worked his cock, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit, the combination of sensations overwhelming.

Derek lasted maybe ninety seconds before he was begging. "Please, Mara, please, I need to come, please let me come, I'll do anything—"

"Come for me," Mara said, finally giving permission. "Come right now, baby. Give me everything."

She pressed firmly against his prostate while taking him as deep as she could in her mouth, and Derek came with a shout that probably woke the neighbors. She felt him pulse against her tongue, the orgasm seemingly endless, his whole body rigid and shaking above her. She worked him through it—finger still massaging that spot inside him, mouth and hand still moving—until he was gasping and trying to pull away from the overstimulation.

Only then did she finally ease her finger out and pull her mouth off, placing gentle kisses on his spent cock while he shuddered above her.

"Jesus Christ," Derek slurred, his voice completely wrecked. "Mara. Fuck. I can't... I don't even..."

She emerged from underneath the table and climbed up beside him, running soothing hands over his back. "You okay?"

"Okay?" Derek's laugh was breathless and slightly hysterical. "I think I left my body. I think I'm dead. That was... fuck, I've never felt anything like that in my life."

"Good," Mara said, unreasonably pleased. "That's what I was going for."

She helped him turn over eventually, used the warmed towel to clean him gently, then pulled him into her arms on the table. They lay there together while Derek slowly returned to Earth.

"Seventy-three minutes," he said eventually, having checked the timestamp on the playlist. "You kept me on edge for over an hour."

"Did you hate it?"

"Are you kidding?" Derek tilted his head to look at her. "That was the most intense experience of my life. The prostate thing—Jesus, Mara. How did you even learn to do that?"

"Research," Mara said simply. "I wanted to give you something new."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her deeply. "You're fucking incredible. I don't tell you that enough."

Later, in bed, Derek seemed to be thinking hard about something. "Can I ask you something?" he said finally.

"Anything."

"Do you... do you like doing that to me? Like, genuinely enjoy it, not just because I enjoy it?"

Mara considered the question seriously. "I love it," she said truthfully. "I love the control, the skill, the way I can make you completely fall apart just by knowing your body. I love how much you trust me. I love watching you surrender to the pleasure. It makes me feel... powerful and dedicated at the same time. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," Derek said softly. "It makes perfect sense."

"Why do you ask?"

"Because I want to make sure this is good for both of us," Derek said. "Not just me getting pampered while you do all the work."

Mara straddled him then, taking his face in her hands. "Derek. Listen to me. Making you feel that good makes me feel amazing. Okay? This isn't one-sided. I'm getting exactly what I want from it too."

"Okay," Derek said, smiling. "But you know I'm going to return the favor obsessively now, right?"

"I'm counting on it," Mara said, and kissed him until they both forgot what they were talking about.
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The next few weeks developed a rhythm. They used the table two or three times a week, sometimes more when Derek was particularly stressed. Mara continued refining her techniques, trying new things, pushing boundaries. She introduced temperature play—ice cubes alternating with her warm mouth. She experimented with different oils and lubes, finding combinations that lasted longer or felt more intense. She bought a small vibrator specifically designed for external prostate stimulation and learned to use it in combination with oral.

Derek, true to his word, became obsessed with reciprocating. He learned to eat her pussy on the table with her face-down, the position giving him angles he'd never had before. He bought her expensive toys and spent hours learning exactly how she liked them used. Their entire sex life leveled up, everything informed by the trust and communication the milking table had necessitated.

But it was the psychological dimension that surprised Mara most. The table had become more than just a tool for physical pleasure—it was a space where they could be completely vulnerable with each other. Where Derek could surrender totally and trust that she'd take care of him. Where Mara could express her devotion in a way that felt profound.

She tried to explain it to him one night after a particularly intense session. They were lying in bed, both thoroughly satisfied, Derek's arm around her shoulders.

"The table is like..." Mara searched for the right words. "It's like a meditation on you. When I'm underneath, working on you, the whole world narrows down to just your body and your pleasure. Nothing else exists. It's the most focused I've ever been on anything."

Derek's fingers traced patterns on her shoulder. "That's how I feel up there too. Like nothing exists except what you're doing to me. My work stress disappears. All the bullshit in my head just... stops. It's just sensation and trust."

"Exactly," Mara said. "It's intimate in a way that regular sex isn't. Not better, just... different."

"Different," Derek agreed. "But fucking incredible."

They were quiet for a moment. Then Derek said, "I showed Marcus a picture of the table."

Mara sat up, shocked. "You did what?"

"Relax, relax," Derek laughed, pulling her back down. "I didn't tell him what it was for. I just showed him a picture and said you'd bought me a massage table. He was jealous as hell."

"Oh my God," Mara groaned. "What if he figured it out?"

"He didn't. He just said I was lucky to have someone who thinks about my stress levels." Derek kissed her forehead. "Which is true. I am lucky."

"I'm the lucky one," Mara said. "Not everyone gets a partner who trusts them enough to try new things."

"We're both lucky," Derek decided. "And I vote we use the table again tomorrow."

"You just had a ninety-minute session three hours ago," Mara pointed out.

"Your point being?"

Mara laughed, shoving him playfully. "Give yourself a recovery day, insatiable man."

"Fine," Derek sighed dramatically. "But I'm requesting a session for Wednesday. Extended edge, the prostate thing, and I want you to talk dirty to me the whole time."

"Wednesday," Mara agreed, already mentally planning the session. "I'll make it unforgettable."

"You always do," Derek said, and the sincerity in his voice made her chest ache with love.
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By the end of the month, Mara had filled an entire notebook with observations and techniques. She'd developed her own system for categorizing sessions: "Quick Relief" (under 30 minutes, straightforward, for when Derek just needed release), "Standard Worship" (45-60 minutes, edging, her usual repertoire), and "Extended Journey" (60+ minutes, advanced techniques, serious dedication required).

She'd also created a rating system for her own performance, critiquing herself the way a professional might. Session 14: Good technique, but lost the rhythm twice. Need to work on maintaining consistency during transitions. Derek still came hard, but could've been better. 7/10.

Derek discovered the notebook one night when he was looking for a pen. "Jesus Christ, Mara," he said, flipping through pages. "You're literally taking notes on how to get me off?"

She snatched it back, blushing. "It helps me improve."

"This is the most dedicated thing anyone has ever done," Derek said, shaking his head in wonder. "You're studying my dick like it's a fucking subject in school."

"An important subject," Mara said defensively.

Derek pulled her into his lap, kissing her until she melted. "I love you," he said against her mouth. "I love you so fucking much. You know that, right?"

"I know," Mara said. "I love you too. That's why I want to be the best at this."

"You already are the best," Derek assured her. "But I'm not complaining about the extra effort."

That night, they used the table for what Mara privately thought of as their best session yet. She'd planned it carefully based on all her notes—starting with a full massage to get him relaxed, building slowly with just hands for the first twenty minutes, introducing her mouth only after he was thoroughly worked up, then the prostate stimulation she'd been perfecting, all while talking to him constantly from below.

"Your cock is so fucking hard for me," she murmured, her hands slick with oil. "I love how it feels in my hands. How it tastes in my mouth. I could do this for hours, baby. Just worship you like this."

Derek was groaning above her, his thighs trembling. "Mara, fuck—"

"Not yet," she said firmly. "I'm not done with you yet. You're going to stay hard for me for a long time before I let you come."

She edged him six times over the course of eighty-seven minutes, bringing him to the absolute brink before backing off, reading his body perfectly, knowing exactly when to push and when to pull back. By the time she finally gave him permission to come, Derek was incoherent, babbling her name mixed with pleading and praise.

When he came, it was with such intensity that Mara felt it in her own body, a sympathetic echo of pleasure. She worked him through every pulse, every shudder, until he was completely wrung out and gasping.

"Ten," she wrote in her notebook later, after Derek had fallen asleep. "Perfect session. He trusted me completely and I delivered. This is what it's supposed to feel like."

She closed the notebook, satisfied, and curled up next to him. The milking table had become her craft, her art, her way of expressing love that she'd never been able to articulate before. And she was getting better every single time.


Chapter 4: Mastery

Three months after the reveal, Mara had become something she'd never anticipated: an expert.

Not just competent. Not just skilled. An actual fucking expert at milking Derek's cock until his brain melted out of his ears.

She could read his body like sheet music now—every twitch, every sound, every change in breathing telegraphed exactly where he was in the journey from arousal to desperate need to that final explosive release. She knew that his right thigh tensed exactly 4.7 seconds before orgasm. That the particular catch in his breathing at the back of his throat meant he was at 85% and climbing. That when his fingers curled into fists, he was trying desperately not to come and she had maybe fifteen seconds to decide whether to push him over or pull him back.

Her notebook had become a bible of technique. Forty-seven sessions documented in meticulous detail. Graphs tracking session length, number of edges, recovery time between sessions. Detailed notes on which oil combinations lasted longest (coconut-almond blend, hands down). Which prostate massage angles produced the most intense orgasms (curved slightly toward his belly button, firm steady pressure). Which dirty talk phrases made him absolutely lose his mind ("your cock belongs to me," "I'm not letting you come until I'm ready," anything involving the word "worship").

Derek had discovered the notebook again last week—she'd left it on the kitchen counter by accident—and had spent twenty minutes reading through it with an expression somewhere between arousal and disbelief.

"Session thirty-two," he'd read aloud. "Extended edge, ninety-three minutes total. Six near-orgasms before allowing release. Introduced ice cube stimulation during fourth edge—subject response: extremely positive, involuntary hip thrusting, vocalization increased. Note: combine with prostate massage next time. Rating: 9/10, would've been 10/10 if I'd maintained better rhythm during transition to oral."

He'd looked up at her. "You rated yourself a nine out of ten for a session that made me literally cry with how hard I came."

Mara had shrugged, unapologetic. "I lost the rhythm. I can do better."

"You're insane," Derek had said, but he'd pulled her into his lap and kissed her until they were both breathless. "Insane and perfect and I'm the luckiest bastard alive."

Now, standing in front of her closet on a Friday evening, Mara surveyed her growing collection of "session outfits" with the critical eye of someone taking her craft seriously.

The white linen set—her original purchase—hung freshly laundered. Professional, clean, gave off serious "dedicated spa attendant" energy. She'd worn it for probably twenty sessions now and it still worked, but it felt like a default choice rather than a deliberate one.

Next to it, the black leather set she'd bought three weeks ago on impulse. Leather vest that laced up the front, matching pants that sat low on her hips, the whole thing giving off dominant energy that made Derek's eyes go dark the second he saw it. She'd worn it twice—once for a session where she'd edged him ten times over two hours (his personal record), and once for a quickie session where she'd made him come in under fifteen minutes just to prove she could control the pace completely.

The pink silk negligee set—sheer, delicate, romantic. She'd worn it once for Valentine's Day, creating a softer dynamic where the session had been slow and worshipful rather than intense and demanding. Derek had loved it, but Mara felt like it didn't quite match her natural energy.

And the newest addition: a deep burgundy corset with matching boy-short panties and thigh-high stockings. She'd ordered it online after reading a forum post about "owning your role as pleasure provider." The corset cinched her waist, pushed her tits up dramatically, made her feel powerful and sensual simultaneously. She hadn't worn it yet—had been saving it for the right session.

Tonight felt like the right session.

Derek was at the office until 7:30, dealing with a difficult client presentation. He'd texted her around 5:00: This meeting is hell. Client keeps changing requirements. Might be home late, sorry babe.

Take your time, Mara had replied. I'll make sure you can decompress when you get home.

You're the best.

I know, she'd sent back with a winky emoji, already planning.

She wanted tonight to be special. Not just good, not just intense—transcendent. She wanted to use everything she'd learned over forty-seven sessions and create an experience that would wreck Derek so completely he'd be feeling it for days.

Mara pulled the burgundy corset from the closet and laid it on the bed alongside the matching pieces. Then she started preparing the office.

Candles first—she'd upgraded to more expensive ones that burned cleaner and lasted longer, and she arranged them strategically around the room for maximum ambiance. Then the towels, arranged within easy reach. The massage oil—she'd mixed her own blend now, coconut and almond with a hint of vanilla, in a bottle she kept warmed in a small heating device she'd bought specifically for this purpose.

The prostate massager, thoroughly cleaned and ready. A small dish of ice cubes, because she'd learned that temperature play during extended sessions added an extra dimension Derek couldn't resist. Her phone, queued up with a playlist she'd spent an hour curating—two full hours of instrumental music with a slow, pulsing rhythm that somehow perfectly matched the pace of a really good edging session.

She checked the time: 6:47 PM. Derek would be home in less than an hour.

Mara showered quickly, taking extra care. Shaved her legs until they were smooth as glass. Moisturized her skin until it gleamed. Applied minimal makeup—just enough to look polished without looking like she was trying too hard. Her hair she left down, knowing Derek loved running his fingers through it afterward when they were collapsed together in bed.

The burgundy corset took ten minutes to lace properly, but when she finally had it secured and checked herself in the mirror, the result was worth it. The boning cinched her waist dramatically, making her curves look almost obscene. Her tits were pushed up and together, creating cleavage that would make Derek forget his own name. The matching boy-shorts hugged her ass perfectly, and the thigh-highs made her legs look impossibly long.

She looked like sin personified. Like someone who knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed it immensely.

Perfect.

Mara slipped on the red silk robe over the outfit—she wanted the reveal to have impact—and went to light the candles. By the time Derek's key turned in the lock at 7:43 PM, the office was transformed into her ritual space, warm and intimate and ready.

"Babe?" Derek called from the entryway. "I'm home. That meeting was fucking brutal, I swear to God—"

"Office," Mara called. "Now."

She heard him pause, processing her tone. Then his footsteps, faster now, coming down the hallway.

Derek appeared in the doorway and stopped dead, taking in the candlelit room, the table waiting in the center, and Mara standing beside it in the red silk robe with a smile that promised absolutely everything.

"Hi," she said simply.

"Hi," Derek breathed, his eyes already dark with anticipation. "Bad day?"

"Sounds like you had a bad day," Mara corrected. "Which means you need to forget about work completely and let me take care of you for a few hours."

"A few hours?" Derek's voice was already rough.

"At least," Mara confirmed. "I'm planning something special tonight. Something I've been working up to."

She watched him swallow hard, watched the stress lines in his face already starting to soften as his body shifted into this headspace they'd created together. "What do I need to do?"

"Strip," Mara said, her voice taking on that commanding warmth she'd perfected. "Everything. Then get on the table face-down and don't move until I tell you to."

Derek's hands were shaking slightly as he unbuttoned his shirt, pulled off his undershirt, shoved down his slacks and boxers in one motion. His cock was already responding, thickening as he climbed onto the table and settled into position. Mara could see the tension draining from his shoulders the moment he lowered himself onto the padding.

"Comfortable?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice already muffled by the face cradle. "This table is the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"Better than me?" Mara teased.

"You and the table are a package deal at this point," Derek said, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "Can't separate you."

Mara circled the table slowly, letting her fingers trail over his skin—his back, his ass, his thighs. "I have a new outfit," she said. "Want to see it?"

"You know I do."

She untied the silk robe and let it fall to the floor.

From his position face-down, Derek couldn't see her directly, but he could see her reflection in the full-length mirror she'd strategically positioned for exactly this purpose—a recent addition to the office that had paid for itself in the way Derek's eyes went wide every time he caught glimpses of her working underneath him.

"Holy fuck," Derek breathed, catching sight of her in the mirror. "Mara, you look—Christ, you look fucking incredible."

"You like it?" Mara asked, doing a slow turn so he could see every angle. The corset cinching her waist, her tits practically spilling out of the top, the boy-shorts hugging her ass, the thigh-highs making her legs look endless.

"I love it," Derek groaned. "You're going to fucking kill me looking like that."

"That's the idea," Mara said, pleased. She knelt on the floor and slid underneath the table, positioning herself in her workspace beneath him. "Tonight's going to be different from our usual sessions."

"Different how?" Derek asked, his voice slightly strained. From this angle, she could see his cock already fully hard, hanging down through the opening, ready for her.

"Longer," Mara said, warming the oil between her palms. "More intense. I'm going to edge you more times than I ever have before. And I'm not going to be gentle or patient. I'm going to be demanding. I'm going to make you beg. And when I finally let you come, it's going to be so intense you might actually pass out."

She heard Derek's breathing hitch. "Jesus Christ."

"Sound good?" Mara asked, her hands starting their work on his thighs.

"Sounds terrifying and amazing," Derek admitted.

"Good," Mara said. "Now stop talking and just feel."

She started the way she always did—working his muscles first, getting him completely relaxed before she introduced any sexual stimulation. Her hands moved with professional competence over his thighs, his ass, his lower back. Firm pressure, deliberate movements, working out the stress of his day. Derek groaned above her, his body melting into the table.

After twenty minutes of this—longer than usual, because she wanted him absolutely loose and receptive—Mara finally wrapped her oiled hand around his cock.

Derek made a choked sound.

"Already this hard and I haven't even started yet," Mara observed, stroking him slowly. "You really needed this, didn't you baby?"

"Yes," Derek groaned. "Fuck, yes."

"Tell me about your day," Mara said, maintaining her leisurely pace. "The meeting. What happened."

"The client—" Derek started, then gasped as Mara's hand twisted at the head of his cock. "Fuck. The client kept changing the design requirements. We'd show them something, they'd love it, then two hours later they'd want something completely different."

"Frustrating," Mara sympathized, her hands working him steadily. "Sounds like you had no control over the situation."

"Exactly," Derek panted. "No control. Just trying to meet impossible demands."

"Well here," Mara said, her voice dropping into that intimate purr she'd developed, "you have zero control and I have all of it. And I'm going to use that control to make you feel better than you've ever felt in your life. Doesn't that sound nice?"

"Yes," Derek breathed. "Fuck, yes."

Mara increased her pace slightly, building him up. Both hands now, one stroking his shaft while the other gently massaged his balls. She could feel his thighs tensing, his breathing getting faster.

"Getting close already?" she asked.

"Yeah," Derek admitted. "You're too good at this."

"I know," Mara said without false modesty. "I've practiced. I've studied. I've learned every single thing that makes your cock respond. I know you better than you know yourself at this point."

Derek groaned, his hips twitching despite his best efforts to stay still.

Mara pulled her hands away completely.

"No," Derek whined, actually whined. "Mara, come on—"

"That's one," Mara said calmly. "I'm counting tonight. I'm going to edge you at least twelve times before I let you come."

"Twelve?" Derek's voice cracked. "That's insane. I'll die."

"You won't die," Mara assured him. "You'll just think you're dying. There's a difference."

She waited exactly two minutes—she'd set a timer on her phone—before touching him again. This time she used her mouth, taking him deep without warning, her tongue active on the underside while her hands gripped his thighs.

"Oh fuck!" Derek gasped. "Fuck, Mara, your mouth—"

She worked him with deliberate skill, varying her pace and pressure, using everything she'd learned about exactly how he liked to be sucked. Within three minutes he was panting, his thighs trembling on either side of her.

"Close," he gasped. "Really close—"

She pulled off immediately.

"That's two," Mara announced. "Ten more to go."

"You're evil," Derek groaned, but there was no real complaint in his voice. This was exactly what he needed—to surrender completely, to have no control, to just feel and trust that she'd take care of him eventually.

Mara established a pattern over the next hour. Touch him, build him up, bring him to the edge, stop. Wait precisely two minutes. Repeat. She varied her techniques constantly—sometimes using just her hands, sometimes her mouth, sometimes combining them. She introduced the ice cubes during edge number five, running them over his balls while she stroked his cock, and the combination of cold and hot made Derek literally shout.

During edge number seven, she added the prostate stimulator, pressing it against him externally while her mouth worked his cock, and Derek's whole body went rigid with the intensity.

"Fuck!" he gasped. "Mara, that's—I can't—"

"You can," Mara said firmly. "You can take it. You're doing so well for me, baby. Just breathe and feel it."

By edge number nine, Derek was completely incoherent, babbling a stream of pleading and praise. "Please, Mara, please, I need to come, I need it so bad, you feel so good, your mouth is so good, please let me come, I'll do anything—"

"Not yet," Mara said, her voice steady even though her own arousal was building watching him fall apart. "Three more edges. You can handle three more for me."

"I can't," Derek sobbed. "I seriously can't, I'm going to lose my mind—"

"You can," Mara repeated. "Because I believe you can. And you trust me, don't you?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes, I trust you."

"Then trust that I know what I'm doing," Mara said. "Trust that when I finally let you come, it's going to be worth every second of this."

She brought him to edge number ten using just her hands, both of them working his cock in tight, fast strokes while she whispered filthy encouragement from below. "Your cock is so fucking hard for me. Look at you, so desperate, so needy. I love making you like this. Love watching you fall apart because of what I do to you."

Derek came so close to the edge he actually started to pulse in her hands before she pulled away at the last possible second.

"That's ten," Mara announced, checking her phone. Ninety-seven minutes so far. They'd shattered every previous record and she still had two more edges to go.

For edge number eleven, she decided to be cruel. She took him into her mouth and worked him slowly, agonizingly slowly, building him up over the course of ten full minutes. Every time he got close, she'd back off just slightly, keeping him right on the precipice without letting him tip over. Derek was begging continuously now, a stream of "please" and "Mara" and "I need it" that would've broken her heart if she wasn't so focused on perfecting this.

Finally, when his thighs were shaking so hard she could feel it, when his breathing was ragged and desperate, she pulled off completely.

"Eleven," she said.

Derek actually sobbed. "Mara, please. Please, I can't take another one. I'll literally die. Please just let me come."

"One more," Mara said, her voice gentle but firm. "Just one more edge, baby, and then I'll let you come as hard as you want. Can you do one more for me?"

"I don't know," Derek gasped. "I don't think I can."

"I think you can," Mara said. "I think you're strong enough to take one more. Show me how strong you are."

She waited three full minutes this time, letting him come down further than usual. Then she reached for the prostate massager, lubed it thoroughly, and slid her finger inside him while her other hand wrapped around his cock.

The combination made Derek arch off the table as much as the face cradle would allow. "Oh my God," he choked out. "Oh fuck, Mara, that's—"

She found his prostate and pressed firmly while stroking his cock with perfect rhythm, and Derek lasted maybe forty-five seconds before he was screaming.

"I'm coming, I'm coming, I can't stop it, Mara I'm—"

"No you're not," Mara said, pulling both hands away instantly.

Derek made a sound of pure anguish.

"That's twelve," Mara said, satisfaction flooding through her. "You did it, baby. You took all twelve edges for me. You were so fucking good."

"Please," Derek sobbed. "Please, Mara, let me come. I did what you wanted. Please."

"You did," Mara agreed. "You were perfect. And now you get your reward."

She slid her finger back inside him, found his prostate, and pressed firmly. At the same time, she took his cock fully into her mouth and started sucking with serious intent, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit, everything working in perfect coordination.

"Come for me," she said, pulling off just long enough to give the command. "Come right now, baby. Give me everything."

Derek came with a shout that probably woke up the entire building. She felt the first pulse hit the back of her throat and swallowed, continuing to work him—finger pressing his prostate, mouth sucking his cock, hand stroking his shaft—as he emptied himself with an intensity that seemed endless. He came and came and came, his whole body rigid and shaking, until finally he was gasping and trying to pull away from the overstimulation.

Mara eased off gradually, gentling her movements until she was just placing soft kisses on his spent cock, her finger slipping out of him carefully. She could hear Derek crying—actual tears—above her on the table.

She emerged from underneath and climbed up beside him, running soothing hands over his back. "You okay?" she asked softly.

Derek turned his head to look at her, tears streaming down his face, and smiled. "That was the most intense thing I've ever experienced in my life," he said, his voice wrecked. "I think I left my body for a minute there."

"Good," Mara said, unreasonably pleased. "That's exactly what I was going for."

She helped him turn over eventually, used the warm towels to clean him gently, then pulled him into her arms on the table. They lay there together while Derek slowly returned to Earth, his breathing evening out, his body gradually relaxing from the tension of the extended session.

"Two hours and fourteen minutes," Derek said eventually, having checked the time stamp on the playlist that was still playing softly. "You edged me for over two hours."

"Twelve times," Mara confirmed. "New record."

"New record for making me lose my fucking mind," Derek said. "Jesus Christ, Mara. Where did you even learn to do that?"

"Practice," Mara said simply. "Research. Dedication. Forty-seven sessions of learning exactly what makes you tick."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her with what energy he had left. "You're incredible. Seriously. I don't deserve you."

"You deserve someone who loves taking care of you," Mara corrected. "And I love taking care of you. So it works out."

They stayed on the table for another twenty minutes, just holding each other while the candles burned down and the playlist reached its end. Finally, Derek stirred.

"I should return the favor," he said, his hand sliding down to cup her through the boy-shorts. "You've been working for two hours. Your turn."

"You can barely move," Mara pointed out, but she was already wet from watching him fall apart, and the idea of him touching her was appealing.

"I can move enough," Derek assured her. He slid his hand inside the boy-shorts, finding her slick and ready. "Fuck, you're soaked. Did edging me for two hours make you this wet?"

"Yes," Mara admitted. "Watching you lose control, knowing I was the one doing it to you—fuck, Derek, it makes me so hot."

Derek worked her clit with practiced skill, his fingers finding the rhythm she liked. "You're so fucking perfect," he muttered against her neck. "So dedicated. So skilled. You study my body like it's your fucking job. Do you know how sexy that is?"

"Tell me," Mara gasped, already close from the combination of his fingers and his words.

"It's the sexiest thing I've ever seen," Derek said, sliding two fingers inside her while his thumb worked her clit. "Watching you get better and better at this. Knowing you spend hours researching how to make me feel good. That you take notes. That you care that much about perfecting your technique. It makes me feel so fucking loved."

Mara came hard around his fingers, crying out his name, her body arching against him. Derek worked her through it, not stopping until she was shaking and oversensitive.

"I do love you," she said when she could talk again. "So much. That's why I do all this."

"I know," Derek said, kissing her temple. "I love you too. More than I can even express."

Later, in bed, both of them thoroughly satisfied and drowsy, Derek said quietly, "Can I tell you something?"

"Anything."

"I think I'm addicted to the table," Derek said. "Like, not in a bad way. But I think about it constantly. At work, during meetings, even when I'm doing other stuff. I think about you underneath it, your hands on me, the way you edge me until I can barely remember my own name. It's like... I don't know. It's like you've created this space where nothing else matters except the pleasure you're giving me. And I'm addicted to that feeling."

Mara understood completely. "I think about it constantly too," she admitted. "Planning sessions, thinking about new techniques to try, imagining your reactions. The table has become this... focal point for how I express my love for you. Does that make sense?"

"Perfect sense," Derek said. "It's not just sex. It's something more."

"It's worship," Mara said simply. "Both ways. Me worshipping you, you trusting me enough to surrender completely. That's what makes it special."

They were quiet for a moment. Then Derek said, "I want to use it more. Like, way more. Is that weird?"

"Not weird," Mara assured him. "How much more are we talking?"

"I don't know. Maybe... maybe make it part of our regular routine? Like, certain nights are table nights?"

Mara felt warmth spread through her chest. "I'd love that. Which nights were you thinking?"

"All of them?" Derek suggested, only half-joking. At her look, he amended: "Okay, maybe that's excessive. But at least three or four times a week? I just... I need it now. Need what you do to me on that table."

"Three or four times a week," Mara agreed. "I can work with that."

"You're not sick of it yet?" Derek asked. "Like, it doesn't feel like a chore?"

Mara turned to face him fully. "Derek. Listen to me. Taking care of you on that table is the opposite of a chore. It's the most satisfying thing I've ever done. I love every second of it. The planning, the execution, watching you fall apart, knowing I'm the one who made you feel that good. I could do it every single day and never get bored."

"Every day might actually kill me," Derek said, laughing. "But knowing you'd be up for it is... fuck, that's hot."

"We'll find a rhythm that works," Mara said. "One that gives you what you need without wearing you out."

"Deal," Derek said, pulling her close. "And Mara?"

"Yeah?"

"Thank you. For all of this. For learning, for dedicating yourself, for making me feel more loved and desired than I've ever felt in my life."

Mara kissed him, slow and deep. "You're welcome. But really, I should be thanking you. For trusting me enough to let me do this. For surrendering so completely. For letting me become an expert at your pleasure."

"We're both lucky," Derek decided.

"We're both lucky," Mara agreed.
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The next few weeks, they established a new rhythm. Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays were table nights—blocked out on both their calendars, sacred time where Mara would plan and execute increasingly elaborate sessions. The other nights, they had regular sex, which was still great but served a different purpose.

Mara's technique continued to evolve. She introduced temperature play more systematically, alternating between ice and her warm mouth in patterns that made Derek literally shake. She experimented with different edging rhythms—sometimes bringing him close repeatedly with short breaks, sometimes building him up slowly over extended periods with longer recovery times. She bought a small vibrator specifically designed for external prostate stimulation and learned to use it in combination with oral in ways that made Derek see stars.

She also started exploring the psychological dimension more deliberately. During some sessions, she'd be demanding and controlling, telling Derek exactly what she was going to do to him and not letting him come until she decided he'd earned it. During others, she'd be soft and worshipful, murmuring praise about his body and how much she loved taking care of him. She learned that Derek responded to both—sometimes he needed the control and structure, other times he needed the affection and reassurance.

And the costumes evolved too. The burgundy corset became a regular choice for intense edging sessions. She bought a leather set for when she wanted to project dominance. A soft pink silk set for gentler sessions. She even bought a professional massage therapist outfit—actual scrubs in deep blue—for sessions where she wanted to play up the "clinical expertise" angle, which Derek found inexplicably hot.

By session sixty-three, Mara had perfected what she privately thought of as her "signature session": ninety minutes, ten edges, combining oral, prostate stimulation, ice play, and constant dirty talk. She could execute it flawlessly now, reading Derek's body perfectly, never misjudging when to push or pull back.

Derek had stopped even trying to predict what she'd do during sessions. He'd just climb onto the table, settle into position, and surrender completely, trusting that whatever Mara had planned would wreck him in the best possible way. And he was never disappointed.

"You've ruined me for regular sex," he mentioned one night after a particularly intense session. They were in bed, both thoroughly satisfied, Derek's arm around her shoulders.

"We have plenty of regular sex," Mara pointed out.

"I know, and I love it. But the table sessions are... they're on another level. Like, regular sex is great. The table is transcendent."

"Good," Mara said, pleased. "That's what I'm going for."

"I think you've achieved it," Derek assured her. "You've definitely achieved it."


Chapter 5: Devotion

Six months after Mara first surprised Derek with the milking table, it had become as fundamental to their relationship as morning coffee or goodnight kisses.

Their apartment had evolved to accommodate this new reality. The office was no longer a workspace—it was Mara's domain, her ritual space, the room where she practiced her craft. Derek's drafting table had been moved to the living room corner. Mara's writing desk migrated to the bedroom. The office belonged entirely to the table now, surrounded by her growing collection of supplies: seven different massage oils in various blends, four sets of towels in different colors, three warming devices, an entire drawer dedicated to toys and implements, and a closet full of outfits for different session dynamics.

The notebook had expanded to three volumes. Session one through forty-seven in the first. Forty-eight through ninety-six in the second. The third was still being filled—they were up to session one hundred and thirty-two now, and Mara documented each one with the same meticulous attention to detail.

Their friends had started noticing changes. Marcus had mentioned to Derek that he seemed "weirdly zen lately, like all the work stress just rolls off you." Derek's boss had commented during his performance review that his focus had improved significantly. Even Mara's freelance clients noticed—she was producing better work, more creative, more confident in her writing.

What none of them knew was that three to four nights a week, Mara spent one to three hours underneath a professional milking table, systematically dismantling Derek's sanity and rebuilding it into something transcendent.

This particular Tuesday started like most table days did—with Mara planning.

She woke before Derek, her mind already cataloging possibilities for tonight's session. They'd done an intense one on Saturday (fourteen edges over two and a half hours, Derek had literally cried with relief when she finally let him come), so tonight should be different. Maybe something playful rather than demanding. Maybe shorter, focusing on quality over duration. Maybe introducing that new flavor of lube she'd bought—warming cherry that was supposed to create interesting sensations.

Derek stirred beside her, his arm tightening around her waist. "You're awake," he mumbled, not opening his eyes.

"Planning tonight," Mara said simply.

Derek groaned, pressing his morning erection against her hip. "It's Tuesday. Of course you're planning tonight."

"Any requests?" Mara asked, turning to face him.

Derek opened his eyes, and even sleep-blurred, they were dark with anticipation. "Surprise me. You always know what I need better than I do."

"Flattery will get you everywhere," Mara teased, but she was already mentally adjusting her plans. He wanted to be surprised. That meant avoiding patterns he'd come to expect. Maybe she'd start with oral instead of her usual massage warmup. Maybe she'd edge him quickly at first, then slow down instead of her usual gradual buildup.

Derek kissed her, his hand sliding down to cup her breast through her sleep shirt. "Can I return the favor this morning before work?"

"You have a 9 AM meeting," Mara pointed out, even as she arched into his touch.

"I have forty-five minutes," Derek countered, already pushing her onto her back, his hand sliding between her legs. "I can make you come in ten."

He could. He'd gotten almost as dedicated to her pleasure as she was to his—studying her body the way she studied his, learning exactly what made her fall apart. His fingers found her clit through her underwear, circling with perfect pressure while his mouth worked her nipple through the thin fabric.

Mara came in seven minutes, gasping his name, her thighs clamping around his hand.

"Told you," Derek said smugly, kissing her while she caught her breath. "Now I'm going to spend my entire morning meeting thinking about tonight."

"Good," Mara said, an idea forming. "Keep your phone on you."

Derek paused halfway to the bathroom. "Why?"

"You'll see," Mara said mysteriously.

She waited until 10:30 AM—right in the middle of what she knew was his weekly status meeting—to send the first text.

Mara: Thinking about tonight. About kneeling underneath the table while you lie there completely helpless.

She watched the three dots appear, disappear, appear again. Finally:

Derek: I'm in a meeting

Mara: I know. Just wanted you to know I'm already wet thinking about wrapping my hands around your cock.

Derek: You're evil

Mara: You love it. Pay attention to your meeting, baby. I'll be here thinking about all the things I'm going to do to you.

She sent another text at 11:47, right before she knew he'd break for lunch:

Mara: I'm wearing the burgundy corset tonight. The one that makes my tits look incredible. You know which one.

Derek: Jesus Christ, Mara

Mara: I'm planning to edge you at least eight times. Maybe more if you're being particularly good for me.

Derek: I'm going to die before I even get home

Mara: No you won't. You're going to come home exactly on time, strip the second you walk into the office, and let me worship your cock until you forget your own name.

Derek: Fuck. I have three more meetings today.

Mara: Better bring your A-game then. I want you stressed and wound up when you get home. It makes breaking you down even more satisfying.

She sent one more text at 4:30 PM, knowing he'd be wrapping up for the day:

Mara: I'm lighting the candles now. The table is ready. I'm ready. Hurry home, baby. I need your cock in my hands.

Derek burst through the door at 5:47 PM, a full thirteen minutes earlier than usual. Mara was waiting in the office doorway, already dressed in the burgundy corset with matching boy-shorts and thigh-highs, her red silk robe hanging open to frame the outfit.

"Hi," she said, smiling.

Derek dropped his messenger bag, his eyes traveling over her hungrily. "You've been torturing me all day."

"I know," Mara said unapologetically. "How were your meetings?"

"I have no idea. I couldn't focus on a single fucking thing except your texts." He crossed to her, pulling her close, his hands sliding over the corset. "This outfit should be illegal."

"It's just for you," Mara said, reaching down to palm his erection through his slacks. "Feels like the texts did their job."

"I've been hard since 10:30," Derek admitted. "I had to keep my laptop positioned strategically during the afternoon meeting."

"Poor baby," Mara said, not sounding sympathetic at all. She squeezed him through the fabric, enjoying his sharp inhale. "Strip. Table. Now."

Derek obeyed with gratifying speed, nearly tripping over his pants in his hurry. When he climbed onto the table and settled face-down, Mara could see the tension in his shoulders, the anticipation thrumming through his body.

"Comfortable?" she asked, even though she knew the answer.

"Yeah," Derek said, his voice already rough. "But I need you to touch me. Like, immediately."

"Impatient," Mara observed, circling the table slowly. "I've been building anticipation all day and now you want to rush?"

"Please," Derek said. "Mara, I'm dying here."

"Dying is dramatic," Mara said, but she knelt and slid underneath the table, positioning herself in her familiar workspace. His cock hung down through the opening, already fully hard, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

She wrapped her oiled hand around him without preamble, stroking firmly from base to tip.

Derek groaned, his whole body shuddering. "Fuck, yes."

"That's what you needed?" Mara asked, maintaining her firm rhythm. "My hand on your cock after thinking about it all day?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes, exactly that."

Mara worked him steadily, no teasing, no gentle buildup. Just skilled, purposeful strokes designed to give him the relief he'd been craving since her first text. Within three minutes, Derek's thighs were trembling.

"Already?" Mara asked, amused. "You really did spend all day wound up."

"Your fault," Derek panted. "Those texts—fuck—Mara, I'm really close—"

She pulled her hand away completely.

"No!" Derek actually whined. "Mara, come on, that's cruel—"

"That's one," Mara said calmly. "Did you think I was going to let you come right away just because you've been thinking about it all day? Baby, we're just getting started."

She heard Derek groan in frustration above her, and she smiled. This was going to be fun.

She edged him seven more times over the next ninety minutes, using every technique in her arsenal. Hands and oil, her mouth taking him deep, the ice cubes she'd prepared, the warming lube that made him gasp at the temperature change. She introduced the prostate massager during edge five, working him externally while her mouth covered his cock, and Derek nearly came from the intensity before she backed off at the last second.

By edge eight, Derek was completely incoherent, babbling a stream of pleading. "Please, Mara, please, I can't take anymore, I need to come so bad, you've been torturing me all day, please just let me—"

"One more," Mara said, her voice steady even though her own arousal was making her ache. "Just one more edge, baby, and then I'll let you come as hard as you want."

"I can't," Derek sobbed. "Seriously, I can't, I'm going to explode—"

"You can," Mara said firmly. She wrapped both hands around his cock, stroking with purpose while she talked. "You can take one more for me because you're strong and dedicated and you trust me to take care of you. Show me you can handle it."

She brought him to the absolute edge—she could feel him pulsing in her hands, could hear his breathing stop entirely—and pulled away at the last possible microsecond.

Derek actually screamed in frustration.

"Perfect," Mara praised. "That was perfect, baby. You did so well. Now you get your reward."

She took him fully into her mouth, no teasing, just immediate intense suction combined with her hand stroking his shaft and her other hand massaging his balls. Derek lasted maybe twenty seconds before he was coming with a shout that shook the room, emptying himself down her throat in pulse after pulse while she swallowed and kept working him through the intensity.

When he finally stopped shaking, Mara gently pulled off and placed soft kisses on his spent cock, then emerged from underneath to find Derek completely boneless on the table, tears streaming down his face.

"You okay?" she asked softly, climbing up beside him.

"That was insane," Derek said, his voice wrecked. "The texts all day, then coming home to this, then nine fucking edges—Mara, I think that's the hardest I've ever come in my life."

"Mission accomplished," Mara said, pleased. She ran soothing hands over his back, helping him come down from the intensity.

They lay there together for a long time, Derek gradually returning to coherence while Mara touched him with gentle affection. Finally, he turned his head to look at her.

"I love you," he said simply. "I love you so fucking much. You know that, right?"

"I know," Mara said, warmth spreading through her chest. "I love you too. That's why I do this."

"It's not just this," Derek said. "It's everything. The way you dedicate yourself. The way you've learned my body so completely. The way you torture me all day with texts then deliver on every promise. You're... you're everything to me, Mara."

Something in his tone made her pause. "Derek—"

"I've been thinking about it for a while," Derek interrupted. "About us. About the future. About making this permanent."

Mara's heart kicked into overdrive. "Permanent how?"

Derek shifted, turning to face her properly on the table. "I want to marry you," he said simply. "I don't have a ring right now—I wanted to talk to you first, make sure you'd even want that. But Mara, I can't imagine my life without you. Without this. Without everything we've built together."

Mara felt tears prick her eyes. "You want to marry me?"

"More than anything," Derek said. "You've spent six months learning how to take me apart and put me back together. You've dedicated yourself to my pleasure in ways I didn't even know were possible. You make me feel loved and desired and cherished every single day. Why wouldn't I want to marry you?"

"Yes," Mara said, not even having to think about it. "Yes, I want to marry you."

Derek kissed her, deep and thorough, and Mara tasted salt—she wasn't sure if it was her tears or his. When they finally broke apart, both of them were smiling through the emotion.

"We should probably get an actual ring," Derek said, laughing. "And maybe propose somewhere more romantic than on top of a milking table."

"I don't know," Mara said. "This table is pretty central to our relationship. Seems fitting."

"True," Derek agreed. He pulled her closer, both of them still lying on the table, surrounded by candles and the lingering scent of massage oil. "Can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"After we're married," Derek said carefully, "can we keep doing this? The table, the sessions, all of it?"

Mara laughed, the sound joyful and free. "Derek, I'm not giving up my craft just because we get married. If anything, I'm going to get even better at it."

"Fuck," Derek groaned. "How is that even possible? You're already perfect at this."

"There's always room for improvement," Mara said, channeling her perfectionist streak. "I've been reading about tantric techniques that can extend sessions even longer. And there are some advanced prostate massage methods I haven't tried yet. Plus I want to experiment more with sensory deprivation—blindfolds, maybe noise-canceling headphones so you can't hear what I'm doing, just feel it."

Derek was getting hard again just from her describing potential future sessions. "You're going to kill me," he said, but he was smiling. "Death by dedicated fiancée and her milking table."

"What a way to go," Mara teased, wrapping her hand around his returning erection. "Want me to take care of this too?"

"Always," Derek breathed.

She worked him to another orgasm right there on the table, this one slower and gentler than the first, before they finally cleaned up and moved to the bedroom. They ordered Thai food and ate it mostly naked while planning their engagement—where Derek would buy a ring, when they'd tell their families, whether they wanted a big wedding or something intimate.

"My mom is going to ask how I proposed," Derek said eventually. "What should I tell her?"

"Tell her you asked me on our anniversary," Mara suggested. "Which is in two months. We can make it official then, do it properly."

"With a ring and everything?"

"With a ring and everything," Mara confirmed. "But I'm considering tonight the real proposal. You asked, I said yes. The rest is just formality."

Derek pulled her close, kissing her temple. "I love how practical you are. And how dedicated. And how you're still looking at me like you're already planning tomorrow's session."

"I am planning tomorrow's session," Mara admitted. "It's Wednesday, so we're not scheduled for the table. But maybe a quickie in the morning? Just hands, get you off before work?"

"You're insatiable," Derek said fondly.

"You created this," Mara pointed out. "By trusting me enough to let me do this for you. Now I'm addicted to making you feel good."

"We're both addicted," Derek said. "To this, to each other, to what we've built. And I wouldn't change a single thing."
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The next three months passed in a blur of planning and sessions and deepening intimacy. Derek bought a ring—a simple platinum band with a small diamond, elegant and understated. They made their engagement official on their anniversary, telling their families and friends, posting it on social media. Everyone was thrilled, though nobody knew the full extent of what their relationship actually looked like behind closed doors.

The table sessions continued three to four times a week, Mara constantly refining and evolving her technique. She introduced blindfolds, which made Derek's other senses heighten to the point where just the feeling of oil on his skin made him gasp. She experimented with extended edging that pushed past three hours, testing both their limits. She even convinced Derek to let her restrain his hands to the table supports during one session, giving him zero control, and the resulting orgasm had been so intense he'd actually passed out for a few seconds.

Session one hundred and eighty-nine was when Mara tried something completely new.

It was a Saturday night, three weeks before their wedding. Derek climbed onto the table as usual, settling into position, but before Mara could start her usual routine, she paused.

"I want to try something different tonight," she said.

"Different how?" Derek asked, his voice slightly muffled by the face cradle.

"Role play," Mara said. "We've never really done that on the table. I want to try it."

Derek turned his head to look at her through the mirror. "What kind of role play?"

Mara had planned this carefully, researched it the same way she'd researched everything else. "You're at a high-end spa," she said, sliding into character. "The most exclusive place in the city. You booked their signature service—the extended relaxation package. And I'm your personal attendant, assigned exclusively to you for the next two hours."

She watched Derek's eyes darken with interest. "Keep going."

"My only job," Mara continued, her voice taking on a professional but sultry tone, "is to provide you with the most intense relaxation experience possible. Complete stress relief. Total release. I'm an expert at my craft—trained for years, the best in the business. And you've paid a significant amount of money for my undivided attention."

"Fuck," Derek breathed. "Yes. Let's do that."

Mara smiled, settling fully into the role. "Then let's begin, sir. Please relax completely and let me take care of everything."

She slid underneath the table, adjusting her mental framework. She wasn't his girlfriend now. She was a professional, paid to deliver an experience worth the exorbitant fee. Every touch needed to be perfectly calibrated. Every technique precisely executed. This was a service she was providing, and she was the absolute best at what she did.

"I'm going to start with a standard relaxation massage," Mara said in her professional voice. "Please let me know if the pressure is uncomfortable at any point."

She worked his muscles with clinical competence, her hands firm and knowing. Derek groaned above her, his body relaxing into the table.

"You carry a lot of tension in your shoulders," Mara observed, working a particularly tight knot. "Stressful job?"

"Very," Derek said, playing along. "I work too much."

"Well, you're here now," Mara said soothingly. "For the next two hours, work doesn't exist. Just focus on the sensations and let me handle everything else."

She spent twenty minutes on pure massage before allowing her hands to drift lower, working his ass and thighs with the same professional competence. Then, finally, she wrapped her oiled hand around his cock.

"This is where the signature service differs from a standard massage," Mara said, her professional tone not changing even as she started stroking him. "We focus on complete tension release. All of it. Do you consent to this level of service, sir?"

"Yes," Derek gasped. "Fuck, yes."

"Perfect," Mara said. "I'll be bringing you close to release multiple times before allowing you to finish. This extends the relaxation benefits and ensures the most satisfying conclusion. If at any point you need me to stop, just say so."

She edged him methodically, each one precisely calibrated, maintaining her professional demeanor even as Derek fell apart above her. She narrated what she was doing in that same calm, expert voice: "I'm going to use my mouth now. The warmth and suction create a different sensation than hands alone. Just relax and feel it."

By edge seven, Derek was completely lost in the scenario, responding to her as if she really was a professional he'd hired. "Fuck, you're good at this," he panted. "Best service I've ever had."

"I'm the best in the business," Mara said matter-of-factly, and she meant it. "That's why you booked me specifically. Now let's see if we can find your prostate. This will intensify everything."

She worked him with clinical precision, hitting every point she'd learned over nearly two hundred sessions, and when she finally let him come—after ten edges and two full hours—Derek's orgasm was so intense he literally couldn't speak for five minutes afterward.

When she emerged from underneath the table, Mara broke character, kissing his shoulder blade. "How was that?"

"That was fucking incredible," Derek said, his voice wrecked. "The role play made it even hotter somehow. Like you really were a professional I'd hired."

"I kind of am a professional at this point," Mara pointed out. "I've logged probably three hundred hours underneath this table. That's more practice than most people get at their actual jobs."

"True," Derek agreed. "My fiancée, the professional cock milker."

"Put that on the wedding invitations," Mara teased.

They tried different scenarios over the next few sessions. Doctor and patient (clinical, methodical, Mara in actual scrubs explaining each "treatment"). Demanding boss and personal assistant (Mara in business casual, Derek ordered to lie there while she "provided stress relief as part of his benefits package"). Even once, at Derek's request, a sort of worshipper and deity dynamic that made them both feel slightly ridiculous but was incredibly hot nonetheless.

But underneath all the role play, the core dynamic remained the same: Mara's complete dedication to Derek's pleasure, and Derek's absolute trust in her skill.
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Their wedding was small and intimate, just close family and friends. Nobody knew that the night before, Mara had given Derek a four-hour session that had left him so thoroughly satisfied he'd slept for ten hours straight. Nobody knew that the morning of the wedding, she'd woken him with a quick hand job under the covers, bringing him to a fast, intense orgasm before they even got out of bed.

During the ceremony, when Derek promised to love and cherish her for the rest of his life, Mara thought about the table waiting at home, about the hundreds of hours they'd spent together in that office, about the profound intimacy they'd built through this practice. This wasn't just a marriage of two people—it was a marriage of two people who'd found a unique way to express their love and dedication.

Their honeymoon was in Bali, two weeks of beaches and culture and amazing food. They fucked like newlyweds in their villa, exploring each other with the joy of people who genuinely enjoyed sex together.

But on the fourth night, lying in bed after particularly enthusiastic hotel sex, Derek said quietly, "I miss the table."

Mara laughed, surprised. "We're literally on our honeymoon."

"I know, I know. And this is great. But there's something about the table..." Derek trailed off. "It's different. Special. More intimate somehow."

"I miss it too," Mara admitted. "I keep thinking about techniques I want to try when we get home."

"Of course you do," Derek said fondly. "You've probably been planning sessions in your head this entire trip."

"Maybe," Mara said, not denying it.

When they got home, tanned and relaxed and happy, the first thing they did—before even fully unpacking—was use the table. Mara gave Derek what she thought of as her "welcome home" session: extended, intense, using all her favorite techniques, showing him how much she'd missed this specific form of intimacy.

Derek came so hard he actually cried, and afterward, lying together on the table, he said, "I can't believe we get to do this for the rest of our lives."

"Til death do us part," Mara agreed. "Or until one of us physically can't anymore."

"So basically forever," Derek said.

"Basically forever," Mara confirmed.
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One year after their wedding, Mara's notebook collection had expanded to seven volumes. Session three hundred and forty-seven had been logged that morning—a quick pre-work session where she'd brought Derek off in under twenty minutes, efficient and skilled, because he'd woken up hard and needy and she was always happy to provide.

They'd settled into a comfortable rhythm. Three to four times a week for extended sessions, often two hours or more. Quick sessions before work when Derek needed it. Sometimes spontaneous sessions on weekends when they had nothing else planned and Mara just wanted to worship his cock for a few hours.

The table had become such a fundamental part of their relationship that they'd actually had to buy a second one when they moved to a bigger apartment—the first stayed in their home office, but they'd splurged on a portable version that could be set up in the bedroom for variety.

Mara's technique had evolved to the point where she could read Derek's body with impossible precision. She knew within seconds where he was in his arousal cycle. She could predict with near-certainty how many edges he could handle on any given day based on his stress levels, how much sleep he'd gotten, even what he'd eaten for dinner. She'd become, quite literally, an expert at his pleasure.

And Derek had become completely, utterly addicted to what she could do to him.

"I was thinking," Mara said one evening, both of them lying in bed after a particularly intense three-hour session, "about teaching."

Derek turned to look at her. "Teaching what?"

"Milking table techniques," Mara said. "There's a whole community of people who want to learn this stuff. I could write a guide. Maybe even do video tutorials—nothing explicit, just technique demonstrations with diagrams and explanations."

"You want to teach other people how to do what you do to me?" Derek asked, his tone unreadable.

"Not exactly what I do to you," Mara clarified. "But the fundamentals. The skills. The dedication required. There are so many people on the forums who are struggling to figure it out on their own. I could help them."

Derek was quiet for a moment. Then: "Would you use me as the demonstration model?"

"God no," Mara said immediately. "That's private. Just for us. I'd use diagrams and maybe a dildo for demonstration purposes. But I'd share the knowledge I've built up. The techniques. The psychological understanding. All of it."

"I think that's actually a great idea," Derek said. "You've become such an expert at this. Why not share it?"

"You're okay with it?" Mara asked. "It would mean I'd be public about... well, about what we do."

"Not specifically what we do," Derek corrected. "Just that you have expertise in this area. And honestly, Mara, you do. You're probably one of the most skilled people in the world at milking table techniques. That's worth sharing."

Mara felt warmth spread through her chest. "I love you."

"I love you too," Derek said. "And I fully support my wife becoming the world's foremost expert on how to systematically destroy a man's sanity using a specialized table and incredible dedication."

"Put that on my business card," Mara joked.

But she was serious about the idea. Over the next few months, she started writing—compiling all her notes and observations into a comprehensive guide. She reached out to The Milk Maid, whose blog had inspired her in the beginning, and they collaborated on creating resources for the community. Mara even started a YouTube channel (under a pseudonym) with instructional videos that became surprisingly popular.

Derek supported her completely, even helping her film and edit videos, though he remained firmly off-camera. This was Mara's thing, her expertise, and he was proud of her for sharing it.

Their sessions continued unchanged. If anything, they intensified—Mara's teaching forcing her to articulate and refine techniques, which she then brought back to Derek.

Session four hundred and two was when Mara tried a technique she'd been researching for months: extended prostate massage combined with edging, but done in a way that could theoretically allow for multiple orgasms without the usual refractory period.

"This might not work," she warned Derek as he settled onto the table. "I've read about it, but I've never actually tried it."

"I trust you," Derek said simply.

It took two and a half hours of careful, precise work—massaging his prostate while edging him, finding that perfect pressure and rhythm—but it worked. Derek came three times in the span of forty-five minutes, each orgasm somehow more intense than the last, his body shaking with the sustained pleasure.

"Holy fuck," he gasped after the third one, barely conscious. "How did you do that?"

"Research," Mara said, pleased with herself. "And about four hundred sessions worth of practice."

"You're a fucking wizard," Derek said.

"I'm dedicated," Mara corrected. "There's a difference."
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Two years after they'd gotten married, three years since Mara first bought the table, they were lying in bed on a Sunday morning, Derek's arm around her shoulders, both of them drowsy and satisfied from a leisurely morning session.

"Can I tell you something?" Derek said quietly.

"Always."

"Sometimes I think about the alternate timeline," Derek said. "The one where you never discovered milking tables. Where we just had regular sex and never explored this. And it makes me so fucking grateful that we're in this timeline instead."

Mara turned to face him. "You really think it made that much difference?"

"Are you kidding?" Derek said. "Mara, this changed everything. Not just our sex life—our entire relationship. The trust we've built, the communication, the intimacy. The fact that you dedicated yourself to learning my body so completely. The fact that I learned to surrender so totally. All of it made us closer."

"I feel the same way," Mara admitted. "Sometimes I think about who I was before the table. Less confident. Less sure of myself. Learning to master this taught me I could master anything if I was willing to put in the work."

"You can," Derek said. "You're literally writing the book on milking table techniques. People in three countries are learning from your videos. You've become an actual expert at something most people don't even know exists."

"And you," Mara said, "have learned to trust someone with your pleasure so completely that you'll lie still for three hours while they systematically edge you until you can't remember your own name."

"When you put it like that, we both sound kind of obsessed," Derek said, smiling.

"We are obsessed," Mara agreed. "With each other. With this. With what we've built. And I wouldn't change a single thing."

Derek pulled her closer, kissing her deeply. "Me neither. Not one single thing."

They lay there in comfortable silence for a while. Then Derek said, "Session tonight?"

"It's Sunday," Mara pointed out. "We don't usually do Sundays."

"I know. But I want one anyway. Maybe something different. Surprise me."

Mara smiled, her mind already spinning with possibilities. "Okay. I'll plan something special."

That night, she gave him what would become session four hundred and thirty-seven: a slow, worshipful experience that lasted nearly four hours, where she edged him fifteen times and talked to him constantly from below, telling him how much she loved him, how perfect his body was, how honored she felt to be the one who got to do this for him.

When Derek finally came, it was with tears streaming down his face and her name on his lips like a prayer.

Afterward, holding each other on the table while the candles burned down, Derek said, "I want to do this until we're old and gray."

"We will," Mara promised. "I'll still be kneeling under this table when we're seventy, edging you until you can barely take it."

"That's the hottest thing you've ever said," Derek said, and they both laughed.

But Mara meant it. This wasn't a phase. It wasn't something they'd grow out of. The milking table had become fundamental to who they were as a couple—the physical manifestation of their devotion to each other.
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Five years after that first purchase, Mara had logged over eight hundred sessions. Her guide had become the definitive resource on milking table techniques, selling thousands of copies. Her YouTube channel had over 100,000 subscribers. She'd been interviewed for a podcast about sexuality and relationships, where she'd spoken eloquently about the importance of dedication and skill in maintaining long-term passion.

But none of that compared to the simple joy of kneeling underneath the table three nights a week, her hands on Derek's cock, watching him surrender completely to the pleasure she could provide.

Session eight hundred and sixteen was on a random Tuesday, nothing particularly special about it except that it was theirs. Mara had planned a standard session—ninety minutes, eight or nine edges, the usual combination of hands and mouth and prostate stimulation that she'd perfected over literally hundreds of hours of practice.

Derek climbed onto the table as he had hundreds of times before, settling into the familiar position, and said, "I love you."

"I love you too," Mara replied, warming oil between her palms. "Ready?"

"Always," Derek said.

She slid underneath the table, looking up through that familiar opening at her husband's body, and felt the same thrill she'd felt during session one. This never got old. The anticipation, the control, the absolute trust between them.

Mara wrapped her hand around Derek's cock and began to work, her movements practiced and confident. She'd done this eight hundred and fifteen times before. She knew exactly what to do, exactly how he'd respond, exactly how to build him up and tear him down and rebuild him into something transcendent.

"Your hands feel so good," Derek groaned above her. "After five years, it never stops feeling incredible."

"After five years," Mara said, "I'm still finding new ways to make you fall apart."

She proved it that night, introducing a subtle variation on her usual edging pattern that caught Derek by surprise and made him nearly come before she pulled back at the last second.

"Fuck!" he gasped. "What was that?"

"New technique," Mara said, pleased. "Still learning. Still improving."

By the time she finally let him come—after ten edges and a hundred and three minutes—Derek was completely wrecked, gasping her name, trembling with the intensity.

"Eight hundred and sixteen sessions," Mara murmured afterward, documenting it in her notebook while Derek recovered, "and you still come like it's the first time."

"Eight hundred and sixteen sessions," Derek said when he could speak again, "and you still make me feel like the most desired man on earth."

"You are," Mara said simply. "To me, you are."

They moved to the bedroom eventually, curling up together in their familiar positions. Derek's arm around her shoulders, Mara's head on his chest, both of them drowsy and satisfied and deeply connected.

"Think we'll make it to a thousand sessions?" Derek asked.

"At three or four times a week?" Mara did the math. "We'll hit a thousand in less than a year."

"Then what?" Derek asked.

"Then we keep going," Mara said. "Two thousand. Three thousand. However many sessions it takes to fill the rest of our lives."

"Til death do us part," Derek said.

"Til death do us part," Mara agreed.

She fell asleep thinking about session eight hundred and seventeen, already planning what she'd do differently, how she could improve, what new techniques she wanted to try. The table had become her craft, her art, her meditation. And Derek had become her willing canvas, trusting her completely to create experiences that transcended the physical.

This was their life now. This was their love. Expressed through oil and touch and perfect trust, underneath a professional milking table in their home office, three to four nights a week for the rest of their lives.

And neither of them would have it any other way.
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