
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Introduction

The envelope sat on Marcus's desk like a landmine waiting for the wrong footstep.

He'd been staring at it for the better part of forty minutes now, watching the late afternoon sunlight creep across his apartment floor in that peculiar way November light had—thin and golden and somehow apologetic, like it knew it didn't have much time left before winter swallowed it whole. The beam moved across the hardwood in incremental shifts, across the legs of his desk chair, illuminating dust motes that drifted through the air with infuriating serenity. Everything else in the world was moving forward—time, light, microscopic particles of shed skin and fabric fibers—while Marcus Chen sat absolutely frozen, unable to make himself touch the thing that had been delivered to his door an hour ago.

Premium Spa Experience was embossed across the front of the envelope in gold lettering that caught the dying light. Beneath it, smaller text in elegant script: Serenity Wells Gentleman's Wellness Center. And beneath that, in his best friend Trevor's unmistakable chicken-scratch handwriting that looked like a doctor's prescription written during an earthquake: ENJOY, DIPSHIT.

The winky face Trevor had drawn next to it—crude and lopsided—somehow made the whole thing worse.

Marcus was thirty-two years old. He had a master's degree in mechanical engineering from a respectable state university, a six-figure job as a senior project manager at a tech firm that designed industrial automation systems, a nice two-bedroom apartment in a decent neighborhood where people actually mowed their lawns and didn't blast music at three in the morning. He was a rational adult who made sensible decisions, maintained a proper work-life balance—well, tried to—and lived a relatively drama-free existence characterized by careful planning and risk assessment.

Except when it came to Trevor fucking Morrison and Jason Park and their idiotic monthly poker games that had somehow become a non-negotiable fixture in his life for the past eight years.

He picked up his phone, thumb hovering over Trevor's contact photo—a picture Marcus had taken of him mid-sneeze at a barbecue two summers ago, which Trevor still didn't know was his contact image. He'd already typed out messages twice since the envelope arrived. Both times, he'd stared at the words for thirty seconds before deleting them without sending.

What was he even going to say? Hey man, what the fuck is this? Trevor would just laugh, that particular bark of delight he got when he knew he'd successfully fucked with someone. Is this a joke? Trevor would laugh harder, probably put him on speakerphone so Jason could join in. I'm not actually doing this, right? And then Trevor would remind him—with absolute glee dripping from every word—that a bet was a bet, Marcus had agreed to the terms, and backing out now would make him a welcher and a coward and someone who couldn't honor his word.

God, he'd lost so spectacularly it was almost impressive.

It had been three weeks ago, during their usual Friday night game at Jason's place—the cramped one-bedroom in the older part of town that still had carpet from the nineties and a kitchen with linoleum so old it had started to peel at the corners. Jason kept promising he'd move somewhere nicer, but he'd been saying that for four years now and Marcus suspected he actually liked the shitty charm of it, the way it gave him an excuse to day-drink and pretend he was still in his twenties.

Marcus had been on an absolute tear that night. Winning streak that felt almost supernatural—four hands in a row, then five, then six, chips piling up in front of him in increasingly smug towers while Trevor's stack dwindled and Jason kept having to buy back in with increasingly creative IOUs. Marcus had been reading their tells perfectly. Trevor's left eyebrow twitched when he was bluffing. Jason got chatty when he had good cards, quiet when he had shit. Simple patterns that Marcus's engineer brain had catalogued and exploited without mercy.

"I could literally bet anything right now," Marcus had announced somewhere around midnight, leaning back in his creaky chair with his hands laced behind his head in that universal gesture of cocky masculine confidence. "You guys are so fucking predictable tonight. I've got you completely figured out. I could bet my car and still win."

"Big talk," Trevor had said, eyes narrowing over his cards in a way that, in retrospect, should have been a massive warning sign.

"Not talk. Facts." Marcus had grinned, taking a long pull from his beer—some craft IPA Jason had picked up that tasted like pine needles and regret. "I'm so confident right now, I'll put actual stakes on this next hand. Real stakes. Winner picks something for the loser to do, and the loser has to fucking do it. No complaints, no backing out, no bitching about it later."

Jason had whistled low, setting down his own beer with a soft thunk. "That's dangerous territory, my friend. Very dangerous."

"Only if you lose." Marcus had been so sure. So goddamn sure, riding that high of consecutive wins, that particular flavor of invincibility that came from being slightly drunk and very lucky. "And I'm not going to lose."

Trevor had gotten that look then—the one Marcus had seen a hundred times before in various contexts and should have recognized as the expression of a man about to do something either brilliant or catastrophically stupid. The slight upturn at the corner of his mouth. The calculating gleam in his eye that meant the gears were turning, options being weighed, outcomes being assessed.

"You're serious?" Trevor had asked, and his voice had gone quiet in that way it did when he was actually paying attention instead of just fucking around. "Any stakes we want? Winner's choice, loser has to honor it?"

"Within reason," Marcus had added, some distant part of his brain sending up a flare of caution that his ego immediately stomped out. "Like, you can't make me quit my job or murder someone or donate a kidney or whatever. But yeah. Within the bounds of like, legal and non-life-destroying stakes."

"Within reason," Trevor had agreed, and he'd extended his hand across the table, over the scattered chips and empty beer bottles and the bowl of stale pretzels Jason had put out three hours ago. "Deal?"

Marcus had shaken it. Firm grip, looking Trevor right in the eye, absolutely certain he was about to take this hand and then spend the next month deciding what humiliating but harmless thing to make his friend do.

And then Trevor had laid down a straight flush.

Hearts flowing in perfect numerical sequence from six to ten, fanned out on Jason's ratty tablecloth like a judgment from the poker gods themselves.

Marcus had stared at the cards for what felt like a full minute but was probably only thirty seconds, his brain completely refusing to process what he was seeing. He'd had a full house—kings over nines. A good hand. A hand that won most pots, that beat most combinations. A hand he'd been prepared to go all-in on without hesitation.

But Trevor had been sitting there with hearts flowing in perfect sequence, and there was absolutely nothing Marcus could do about it except watch his tower of chips get dragged across the table.

"Fuck," he'd said, and it had come out hoarse.

"Oh, this is going to be good," Jason had cackled, already three sheets to the wind and delighted by the chaos unfolding before him.

Trevor had leaned forward slowly, elbows on the table, smile widening into something that was equal parts friendly and predatory. "So here's the thing, Marcus. Jason and I have been talking lately, and we think you've been too stressed. Working too hard, not taking care of yourself, not prioritizing your own wellbeing. You need to relax. Like, actually relax. Not just drink beer and play poker relax. Real, therapeutic relaxation."

"I'm relaxed," Marcus had lied, and even he could hear how unconvincing it sounded.

"You're wound tighter than a fucking drum." Trevor had pulled out his phone, scrolling through something he'd apparently already had queued up. "You snap at people at work—don't deny it, Jason's cousin works in your building and she's mentioned it. You never go out anymore except for poker night. When's the last time you went on a date? Had sex? Did anything that wasn't work or sleep or sitting in front of Netflix?"

Marcus had opened his mouth to argue, then closed it, because Trevor wasn't wrong and they both knew it.

"So," Trevor had continued, still scrolling, "Jason and I are going to help you unwind. There's this place—Serenity Wells Gentleman's Wellness Center. Very exclusive, very... therapeutic. They specialize in treatments specifically designed for men. Stress relief, tension release, that sort of thing."

Marcus had felt the first prickle of unease creep up his spine. "What kind of treatments?"

"The relaxing kind," Trevor had said with performative innocence that would have made a theater major jealous. "The kind where you let professionals work out all that tension you're carrying around in your body. Very hands-on approach to wellness."

"That's super vague, Trevor."

"It's a surprise!" Jason had chimed in, grinning like an idiot. "You'll love it. Very... thorough. Very hands-on, like Trev said. They really get in there and work out all the knots."

The way he'd said "get in there" had made Marcus's stomach drop slightly, though he couldn't have articulated why.

Trevor had been typing something into his phone, thumbs moving quickly. "We're getting you the premium package. Top tier service. Not the basic thing—we're going all out here. You're going to feel like a completely new man when they're done with you. Reborn. Transformed."

"I don't want—"

"Ah ah ah," Trevor had interrupted, wagging a finger like a disapproving teacher. "A bet is a bet. You shook on it. You specifically said 'any stakes we want, within reason.' This is completely within reason, Marcus. It's a spa treatment. You're not being tortured. You're being pampered. Professional therapeutic services designed to make you feel good. How is that not reasonable?"

"Why do I feel like there's a catch?"

"No catch." Trevor's grin had been absolutely feral, showing too many teeth. "Just pure, unadulterated relaxation. You'll thank us later. Probably send us a fruit basket or something."

Marcus had known something was off, but he'd been completely boxed in by his own arrogance and the social contract of the bet. He'd made the wager. He'd lost. And Trevor was technically right—a spa treatment wasn't exactly cruel and unusual punishment. Weird, maybe. Slightly humiliating to have his friends force him into self-care like he was some kind of burned-out executive who needed intervention. But doable. Survivable.

"Fine," he'd said finally, draining the rest of his beer in one long swallow. "When?"

"We'll set it up and let you know. Gotta make sure we get you the best specialist available." Trevor had winked. "This is going to be great, Marcus. Trust me."

Those three words—trust me—should have been the final warning siren. Nothing good ever followed "trust me" when Trevor Morrison said it.

That had been three weeks ago. And now the envelope sat on his desk, containing—he assumed—whatever booking confirmation or appointment details his asshole friends had arranged.

Marcus took a deep breath that did absolutely nothing to calm his nerves, picked up the envelope, and tore it open with more force than necessary.

Inside was a glossy brochure that felt expensive to the touch, a gift certificate printed on heavy cardstock, and a printed itinerary on letterhead.

The brochure showed a sleek, modern building photographed at sunset, all clean architectural lines and floor-to-ceiling windows that reflected the sky in shades of amber and rose. Serenity Wells Gentleman's Wellness Center was printed across the top in that same elegant font from the envelope. Below it, in smaller text: Exclusive services for the discerning gentleman. Discover complete relaxation through our specialized therapeutic treatments.

Marcus flipped it open. The interior pages showed various treatment rooms—massage tables draped in pristine white linens, hydrotherapy pools with water so blue it looked photoshopped, some kind of meditation garden with smooth river stones and carefully raked sand. Everything looked expensive and vaguely intimidating in that way high-end spas always did, like you needed a secret handshake and a trust fund just to walk through the door. There were no pictures of actual people receiving treatments, just empty rooms bathed in soft lighting that was probably meant to be soothing but felt slightly ominous.

One page caught his attention, and Marcus felt his stomach perform a slow, sickening roll: The Serenity Wells Premium Experience.

Our signature treatment combines ancient relaxation techniques with modern wellness practices, creating a unique experience designed specifically for male physiology. The Premium Package includes:

- Private consultation with a certified specialist - Comprehensive full-body stress assessment - Specialized table therapy with complete release - Advanced internal therapeutic techniques for deep relaxation - Post-treatment recovery period with hydration and light refreshments

This intensive 90-minute session is designed for gentlemen seeking the ultimate in tension relief and complete surrender to the relaxation process. Our specialists are extensively trained in male anatomy and the specific techniques required to achieve total release. Discretion assured.

Marcus read it three times, each time focusing on different phrases that made alarm bells ring louder in his head.

Complete release.

Advanced internal therapeutic techniques.

Complete surrender.

Extensively trained in male anatomy.

What the fuck did "advanced internal techniques" mean in the context of a spa treatment? And why did they need to specify male anatomy? What exactly required "complete surrender"?

He picked up the itinerary printout with fingers that weren't quite steady.

APPOINTMENT CONFIRMATION

Client: Marcus Chen
Date: Saturday, November 18th
Time: 2:00 PM
Duration: 90 minutes
Treatment: Premium Package (Specialized Male Wellness)
Specialist: Assigned upon arrival based on client needs
Payment Status: Prepaid in full (gift certificate)
Special Notes: Client referred by friends Trevor Morrison and Jason Park. First-time premium experience. Specialist should provide thorough explanation of all procedures and ensure client comfort with the advanced techniques before beginning treatment. Extra time allotted for orientation if needed.

And then, at the bottom in Trevor's unmistakable handwriting, in blue ink that had smudged slightly: Enjoy every single minute, buddy. Especially the "advanced internal techniques" part. You're going to be VERY relaxed when they're done with you. ;) Don't forget to breathe! - T

The winky face made Marcus want to throw the entire packet across the room.

He grabbed his phone and called Trevor.

It rang once. Twice. Three times. Marcus could picture Trevor looking at his phone, seeing Marcus's name, and grinning before he decided to answer.

Four rings, and then: "Marcus! Did you get your present?"

"What the fuck is this?" Marcus didn't bother with pleasantries.

"Language! It's a spa day. A very nice, very expensive spa day that Jason and I are generously gifting you because we care about your wellbeing and mental health."

"What are 'advanced internal therapeutic techniques,' Trevor?"

There was a pause, and then Trevor's laugh exploded through the phone speaker loud enough that Marcus had to pull it away from his ear. It went on for a solid ten seconds—genuine, delighted laughter that sounded like Trevor had just heard the funniest joke of his life.

"Oh man," Trevor finally gasped out between chuckles. "Oh man, you actually read the whole brochure. That's amazing. I thought you'd just see the address and show up blind."

"Trevor."

"Okay, okay." Marcus could hear Trevor composing himself, taking a breath, probably wiping tears from his eyes. "So, Serenity Wells is a very specific kind of wellness center. They specialize in... prostate health. Prostate wellness. That whole area of male anatomy that doesn't get enough attention in traditional medicine."

The words hit Marcus's brain like a foreign language he'd heard before but couldn't quite translate. They made sense individually but not together, not in this context, not connected to an appointment with his name on it.

"I'm sorry," Marcus said slowly. "What?"

"Prostate health," Trevor repeated, clearly enjoying himself immensely. "It's a whole thing, Marcus. Very therapeutic, supposedly. Good for circulation, hormone regulation, stress relief. Some people swear by it."

"You signed me up for—" Marcus couldn't even say it. His mouth literally wouldn't form the words. "Are you fucking kidding me right now?"

"Not even a little bit." Trevor's voice was bright with barely contained glee. "See, the regular package—the basic tier—is just the table work. The milking table experience. Very straightforward process. You lie face-down on this specialized table that has a hole in it for your junk, and a specialist works on you from underneath until you're, you know, completely drained. Therapeutic release. Relaxing! Nothing weird about it."

Marcus's face was burning. His entire body felt like it was on fire. "That's already weird, Trevor. That's already extremely fucking weird."

"But!" Trevor continued, his voice taking on that particular tone of barely suppressed glee that meant he was about to drop the real bomb, the actual punchline to this nightmare joke. "The premium package—which is what Jason and I got you, because we're such good friends who only want the best for you—includes the prostate work. They don't just milk you dry from the outside. They actually go in and work the prostate directly. Really get in there, massage it properly, stimulate it until you get a complete release. That's the 'advanced internal techniques' part. Full prostate massage. With fingers. Inside your ass."

The apartment had gone very quiet. Marcus could hear his own heartbeat pounding in his ears. Could hear the faint hum of his refrigerator from the kitchen. Could hear a car driving past outside with bass thumping.

"You're telling me," Marcus said very slowly, very carefully, "that I have an appointment in three days to have a complete stranger finger my ass."

"Finger your prostate," Trevor corrected cheerfully. "It's different. It's therapeutic. Medical, even. Totally professional environment. They're trained specialists, Marcus. This is their job. They do it all day every day. You're not special."

"I'm not doing this."

"Ah, but you are." Trevor's voice had shifted slightly, from gleeful to firm, taking on that tone he used when he was serious about something despite the joking context. "Because we made a bet. You lost. And you specifically said you'd do whatever we decided, within reason. This is absolutely within reason, Marcus. It's a spa treatment. It's legal—very legal, completely above board. It's not going to hurt you. In fact, quite the opposite from what I've read. You're just embarrassed."

"Of course I'm fucking embarrassed! You're making me go get—" He still couldn't say it. "Jesus Christ, Trevor."

"Look at it this way," Trevor said, and Marcus could hear him settling in, could picture him leaning back in his chair with that expression he got when he was about to be annoyingly reasonable. "When's the last time you got laid?"

"That's none of your—"

"Six months? Eight? Longer? You never date anymore. You work seventy-hour weeks, you come home exhausted, you spend weekends catching up on sleep. When I suggested a regular massage last month at that place near my gym, you said you didn't have time. You don't have time for basic self-care, Marcus. So now you don't get a choice. You're going to go to this appointment, you're going to let a professional help you relax in ways you probably didn't even know were possible, and you're going to experience what is reportedly—and I've done extensive research on this—one of the most intense orgasms a man can physically have."

"I don't want some stranger's fingers in my—"

"You might not want it now," Trevor interrupted smoothly. "But you agreed to the bet. And I think, deep down in that uptight engineer brain of yours, you know you need this. You need to let go of control for once in your goddamn life. Stop being so fucking rigid about everything and just... let someone take care of you. Let yourself feel good without overthinking it."

Marcus wanted to argue. Wanted to tell Trevor to fuck off, that he wasn't going, that this crossed a line and violated the spirit of their agreement and Trevor knew it. But the words stuck in his throat, tangled up with the knowledge that Trevor was right about one thing: Marcus had agreed to the bet. He'd been cocky and stupid and so sure of winning that he'd shaken hands on it, and now he was trapped by his own pride and the social contract of male friendship that said you honored your bets no matter how much you wanted to crawl into a hole and die.

If he backed out now, he'd never hear the end of it. Trevor and Jason would hold it over him forever. Every poker game, every hangout, every group text for the rest of their friendship, they'd bring up the time Marcus Chen welched on a bet because he was too scared to try a spa treatment. Too uptight. Too repressed. Too afraid of a little prostate massage.

He'd be the guy who couldn't honor his word. The coward who backed out when things got uncomfortable.

"I hate you," Marcus said finally, and it came out flat and defeated.

"You'll thank me later," Trevor replied, and he sounded genuinely confident about it. "Seriously, man. I did actual research on this place. Not just jerking you around—I spent like two hours reading reviews, looking at testimonials, making sure it was legit and safe and high quality. The reviews are incredible, Marcus. Guys walk out of there like they've found religion. Like they've discovered a whole new part of themselves. You're going to feel amazing."

"I'm going to feel violated."

"You're going to feel the most relaxed you've been in years. Just go with an open mind. Let yourself enjoy it. Who knows?" Trevor's voice dropped to a teasing lilt. "You might discover you really, really like it. Might discover some things about yourself. Wouldn't that be interesting?"

"Goodbye, Trevor."

"See you next Friday! I want a full report! Every detail!"

"Absolutely fucking not."

"Okay, fine, just the highlights then. Did you—"

Marcus hung up and threw his phone onto the couch, where it bounced once and landed screen-down on a cushion.

Saturday. November 18th. That was three days away.

Seventy-two hours until he had to walk into Serenity Wells Gentleman's Wellness Center and let a complete stranger—

He couldn't even finish the thought without his face burning hotter.

Marcus looked down at the brochure again, at the sleek building and the carefully chosen words. Advanced internal therapeutic techniques for deep relaxation. Such a clinical, antiseptic way to describe what was, fundamentally, someone putting their fingers inside his ass to massage his prostate until he came on a table.

His face was on fire. His cock, traitorously and to his absolute horror, gave an interested twitch against his jeans.

No, he told it firmly, shifting uncomfortably. We are absolutely not into this. This is humiliating. This is a punishment. This is Trevor being an asshole.

But even as he thought it, even as he tried to convince himself that this was purely embarrassing with no other dimension to it, he couldn't stop his mind from going there. Couldn't stop imagining what it would actually be like.

Lying face-down on some specialized table, his cock hanging through a hole where he couldn't see it, unable to see what was happening behind him. And then someone's hands on him—professional hands, experienced hands—and then fingers slick with lubricant pressing against him, and then—

Stop it.

He needed a drink. Several drinks. Maybe an entire bottle.

Marcus got up, walked to his kitchen, and grabbed a beer from the fridge. Then he grabbed a second one for good measure. He cracked the first open and took a long pull, the cold bitter liquid doing absolutely nothing to settle his nerves or quiet his thoughts.

He tried to think about literally anything else. Work—the project deadline coming up in December, the presentations he needed to prepare, the budget meetings he was dreading. The fact that his kitchen tiles needed re-grouting and he'd been putting it off for three months. That documentary about the financial crisis he'd been meaning to watch. Anything, absolutely anything other than the appointment in three days.

But his mind kept circling back to it like a dog returning to a bone it couldn't quite crack.

Advanced internal therapeutic techniques.

Complete surrender to the relaxation process.

You might discover you really, really like it.

He finished the first beer faster than he probably should have and opened the second one, settling onto his couch with his laptop. He told himself he wasn't going to research this. Wasn't going to look it up. Wasn't going to dive down that rabbit hole.

He lasted approximately eight minutes before he opened a private browsing window.

The search query felt ridiculous to type: prostate massage spa experience.

The results were... extensive.

Apparently this was a whole industry Marcus had been completely unaware of. There were wellness centers in major cities across the country specializing in exactly this kind of treatment. Forums full of men discussing their experiences. Review sites rating different establishments. Medical articles about the purported health benefits of regular prostate massage—improved circulation, better sexual function, stress relief, even potential prostate health advantages.

Marcus found himself reading review after review, his face burning hotter with each one but unable to stop scrolling.

I was skeptical going in. The idea of having someone's fingers inside me was weird and uncomfortable. I'm not gay, I've never done anything like that before, and I was honestly just going because my buddies made me as a joke. But the specialist at Serenity Wells—absolutely amazing. Professional, explained everything, made me feel totally at ease. She talked me through every step, never made me feel judged or weird about it. And then when she actually started working my prostate... holy shit. I can't even describe it. It's not like a regular orgasm at all. It's deeper, more intense, almost overwhelming. It builds and builds until you think you can't take anymore and then it just crashes over you in waves. I was literally shaking when she was done. Couldn't stand up for like ten minutes. Booked another appointment before I even left the building. Best experience of my life, hands down.

Marcus's cock was getting harder as he read. He ignored it, kept scrolling.

The thing nobody tells you about prostate massage is how VULNERABLE it makes you feel. You're lying there, ass up, completely exposed, and someone is literally inside you. For the first few minutes I was just mortified. Wanted to die. But the specialist was so calm and matter-of-fact about it that eventually I just... surrendered. Stopped fighting it. And that's when it got incredible. When I stopped resisting and just let it happen, my whole body just opened up to it. The orgasm was insane—lasted probably two full minutes of just continuous waves of pleasure. And the best part? No refractory period. I wasn't tired or done after. Just deeply, profoundly relaxed.

More descriptions of the physical sensations followed—the initial discomfort of penetration that faded into strange pressure, the building pleasure as skilled fingers found the prostate and began to work it, the overwhelming intensity when orgasm finally hit. Comparisons to other kinds of sexual experiences, all of which emphasized how different and powerful prostate stimulation was.

It's not just physical, one review read. There's something psychological about it too. The surrender. The vulnerability. Letting someone take complete control like that. I'm usually the dominant one in bed, always in charge, and this was the first time in my life I've ever just... submitted. Let someone else be in control. And it broke something open in me. Changed how I think about pleasure, about my own body, about what I'm capable of experiencing.

Marcus closed the laptop.

Opened it again.

Kept reading.

There were mentions of the psychological aspect running through almost every review—the vulnerability of the position, the surrender of control, the embarrassment that somehow made it hotter. Men describing how they'd gone in nervous or resistant and come out transformed. How it had changed their sex lives, their relationships with their own bodies, their understanding of what pleasure could be.

The best part, one particularly detailed post read, was how humiliating it felt in the moment—in the best possible way. She had me bent over that table, ass up, and she was laughing while she worked my prostate. Not mean laughing, but teasing. Playful. Calling me a good boy when I moaned, telling me how tight I was, how I was taking her fingers so well. And I was so embarrassed but so fucking turned on at the same time. That mix of humiliation and pleasure was something I'd never experienced before. By the end I was literally begging her for more. Actually begging. Me! I've never begged for anything in my life. But I was so desperate to come, and she was controlling it completely, deciding when and how, and I just... broke. Surrendered completely. Best orgasm of my entire life.

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his jeans in a way that made sitting uncomfortable. He shifted on the couch, trying to adjust himself, failing completely.

This was insane. He was getting turned on reading about the exact experience he was dreading. The thing that was supposed to be his punishment, his humiliation for losing the bet, and here he was with a hard-on reading strangers' descriptions of it.

He closed the laptop decisively this time.

Stood up, paced to his kitchen, paced back.

Sat down and opened it again.

Fuck.

The research spiral continued for another hour. Marcus learned more about prostate anatomy than he'd ever wanted to know. Found diagrams showing exactly where the gland was located, how to access it, what kind of pressure and motion produced the best results. Read articles about the physiological mechanism of prostate orgasm versus penile orgasm, how they utilized different nerve pathways, how combining both could produce especially intense experiences.

He found a thread specifically about Serenity Wells, with dozens of men sharing their experiences there. Apparently it was one of the top-rated establishments in the state. The specialists were extensively trained, the facilities were pristine, the discretion was absolute.

My specialist at Serenity Wells was a woman named Maya, one review read. Gorgeous, probably late twenties, and absolutely KNEW what she was doing. Talked me through everything, made sure I was comfortable, and then proceeded to give me the most intense experience of my life. She was playful about it too—teasing me when I got embarrassed, laughing when I moaned, complimenting me when I relaxed into it. Made the whole thing feel less clinical and more... intimate? But in a professional way. Hard to describe. I've been back six times.

My specialist was Carmen, another said. Firm but gentle. No-nonsense. Got me positioned and just got to work. Very direct communication—"breathe," "relax," "push back against my fingers." When I started getting close she slowed down, drew it out, made me wait. Said she wanted to "build it properly." By the time she finally let me come I thought I was going to die. Saw stars. Literally could not form words for like twenty minutes after. Going back next month.

Marcus finally closed the laptop for good around midnight, his brain overstuffed with information and his body wound tight with an arousal he didn't want to acknowledge.

He took a very long, very cold shower. It didn't help.

He tried to sleep. Couldn't. Lay in bed staring at the ceiling, mind racing.

Saturday was three days away. Seventy-two hours.

He could still cancel. Could text Trevor tomorrow morning and just refuse. Take the hit to his pride, accept that he'd be known as the guy who welched, deal with the consequences.

But he wouldn't.

Because Marcus Chen never backed down from anything. It was his fatal flaw, the stubborn pride that had gotten him into this mess in the first place. The same personality trait that made him good at his job—persistent, unwilling to quit even when projects got difficult—made him absolutely terrible at knowing when to fold.

And besides, a tiny voice in the back of his mind whispered—a voice he was trying very hard to ignore—he was curious now. All that research had done more than terrify him. It had sparked something. A dark curiosity about what it would actually feel like. Whether it would be as intense as all those reviews claimed. Whether he was capable of that kind of surrender.

No, he told himself firmly, rolling over and punching his pillow into a different shape. This is a punishment. Humiliation. You're going to grit your teeth through it and then never think about it again.

But sleep, when it finally came around two in the morning, brought dreams that suggested his subconscious had very different ideas about what Saturday would entail.

Marcus woke up Friday morning after four hours of fitful sleep filled with dreams he absolutely did not want to analyze.

The sunlight streaming through his bedroom window felt accusatory, like it was judging him for the browser history he'd accumulated last night. He rolled over, grabbed his phone from the nightstand, and immediately regretted it when he saw the group text that had blown up overnight.

POKER BOYS (Trevor, Jason, Marcus)

Trevor, 11:47 PM: how's our boy doing? getting excited for tomorrow?

Jason, 11:53 PM: lmaooo he's probably reading reviews right now

Trevor, 11:54 PM: oh 100% he's doing research

Trevor, 11:54 PM: i know marcus. can't do ANYTHING without a full analysis first

Jason, 11:58 PM: engineering brain goes BRRRRR

Trevor, 12:03 AM: bet he's got a spreadsheet by now. "likelihood of enjoying prostate massage: calculating..."

Jason, 12:05 AM: "risk assessment: HIGH"

Jason, 12:05 AM: "embarrassment factor: CRITICAL"

Trevor, 12:12 AM: marcus if you're reading this and haven't gone to sleep yet because you're overthinking: RELAX. you're gonna love it. trust the process.

Jason, 12:15 AM: trust the FINGERS

Trevor, 12:16 AM: lmfaooooo

Jason, 12:16 AM: okay i'm going to bed. marcus sleep well! dream of prostate stimulation!

Trevor, 12:18 AM: sweet dreams princess

Marcus wanted to throw his phone across the room. Instead, he typed out a response.

Marcus, 9:23 AM: I hate both of you

The responses came immediately, like they'd been waiting.

Trevor, 9:23 AM: GOOD MORNING SUNSHINE

Jason, 9:24 AM: big day tomorrow! you excited?

Marcus, 9:24 AM: No

Trevor, 9:25 AM: liar. i bet you spent all night reading about it

Marcus's fingers hovered over the keyboard. He was NOT going to give Trevor the satisfaction.

Marcus, 9:26 AM: I did basic research to know what I was walking into. That's called being prepared.

Jason, 9:26 AM: "basic research" he says

Jason, 9:27 AM: how many hours marcus

Marcus, 9:27 AM: Fuck off

Trevor, 9:28 AM: so like 3 hours minimum. got it.

Trevor, 9:28 AM: find anything interesting?

Marcus, 9:29 AM: I found out that you two are assholes

Jason, 9:30 AM: we BEEN knew that

Trevor, 9:31 AM: seriously though. you're gonna be fine. the place is legit, the specialists know what they're doing, and you're gonna walk out feeling like a new man. just go with an open mind.

Marcus, 9:32 AM: Easy for you to say. You're not the one getting fingered

Jason, 9:32 AM: YET

Jason, 9:33 AM: who knows, maybe after you tell us how good it was we'll want to try

Trevor, 9:33 AM: honestly if marcus comes back raving about it i might actually book myself an appointment

Marcus, 9:34 AM: I'm not going to "rave" about it

Trevor, 9:35 AM: we'll see

Trevor, 9:35 AM: anyway. poker night next friday as usual. you can tell us all about your adventure

Marcus, 9:36 AM: I'm telling you nothing

Jason, 9:36 AM: your face will tell us everything

Marcus, 9:37 AM: I'm blocking both of you

Trevor, 9:37 AM: no you're not

Trevor, 9:38 AM: see you tomorrow night! well, saturday night. after your appointment. we're getting drinks to celebrate your journey of self-discovery

Marcus, 9:38 AM: Absolutely not

Jason, 9:39 AM: 7pm. billy's bar. be there.

Marcus closed the group text without responding and threw his phone onto his bed.

It was Friday. One more day. Twenty-four hours until his appointment.

He could get through twenty-four hours.

He got up, showered—again finding himself being more thorough than usual in certain areas, then getting annoyed at himself for it—and made coffee. Strong coffee. The kind that tasted like regret and poor life choices.

Work was a disaster.

Marcus sat through two meetings without absorbing a single word. His project manager, Sarah, had to repeat a question three times before he realized she was talking to him.

"Earth to Marcus," she'd said, waving a hand in front of his face. "You okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

"Fine," he'd managed. "Just tired. Didn't sleep well."

"Well try to be present for the client call at two. They're going to have questions about the timeline."

The client call at two went about as well as could be expected when Marcus couldn't focus on anything except the knowledge that in approximately twenty-three hours he'd be lying face-down on a table with someone's fingers inside him.

He said "sorry, could you repeat that?" so many times that the client finally asked if there was a connection issue.

By four PM, Marcus gave up on being productive and told Sarah he was taking the rest of the day as personal time. She'd looked concerned but hadn't pushed.

He drove home in Friday afternoon traffic, NPR playing in the background—something about economic policy that he normally would have found interesting but now just sounded like white noise. His mind was elsewhere.

Tomorrow at 2 PM.

Ninety minutes.

Advanced internal therapeutic techniques.

He'd tried not to think about it all day. Had failed spectacularly. Every time his mind wandered, it went straight back to that brochure, those reviews, the explicit descriptions of what would happen.

Back at his apartment, Marcus made the mistake of opening his laptop again.

He told himself he was just going to check email. Maybe watch some YouTube. Normal Friday evening activities.

Instead, he found himself back in private browsing mode, searching for more information like his brain was trying to prepare for a test he couldn't study for.

This time he found video content. Not pornographic—at least not explicitly—but educational videos about prostate massage technique. Clinical diagrams showing anatomy. Demonstrations using models that were probably meant for medical training but felt intensely intimate to watch.

The prostate is located approximately two to three inches inside the rectal wall, a calm female voice explained over animation. Proper technique requires the use of adequate lubrication and a gentle, patient approach. The gland responds best to firm but gradual pressure, with a "come hither" motion of the fingers...

Marcus watched the entire twelve-minute video.

Then watched another one.

Then found himself on a subreddit dedicated to prostate play, reading thread after thread of men discussing their experiences, asking for advice, sharing techniques.

How do I relax enough to actually enjoy it?

My partner tried but I was too tense. Any tips?

Just had my first prostate orgasm and holy shit guys, it's REAL.

Is it normal to feel emotional after? Like I actually cried and I don't know why.

That last one stopped him. Crying? From a prostate orgasm? That seemed excessive.

But the comments were full of people agreeing, sharing their own experiences of unexpected emotional release along with the physical one. Something about the vulnerability of the position, the intensity of the sensation, the surrendering of control.

It's like it bypasses all your normal defenses, one comment read. You can't maintain that masculine armor when someone's literally inside you making you feel that good. Something just breaks open.

Marcus closed the laptop.

Opened it again five minutes later.

This time he found himself on Yelp, reading reviews of Serenity Wells specifically. The place had 4.9 stars out of 5, with over two hundred reviews. Almost all of them were glowing.

Hands down the best therapeutic experience I've ever had. My specialist Carmen was professional, skilled, and made me feel completely comfortable even though I was nervous. The premium package is 100% worth it. Don't be scared. Just trust the process.

I've been going to Serenity Wells for six months now and it's changed my life. My stress levels are down, my sleep is better, and my relationship with my body is completely different. This isn't just about getting off—it's actual wellness.

Maya is an absolute artist. That's the only way I can describe it. She knows exactly what she's doing and she's not shy about it. If you're on the fence about trying this, don't be. You won't regret it.

There were a few negative reviews, but they were mostly from guys who admitted they'd been too tense to relax into it, or who'd had unrealistic expectations.

Couldn't get over the awkwardness, one three-star review said. The specialist was great but I just couldn't let go. Might try again when I'm in a better headspace.

Marcus wondered what headspace you needed to be in to let a stranger finger your ass and decided he definitely wasn't in it.

His phone buzzed. Text from Trevor.

Trevor: stopped by your office to grab lunch. sarah said you went home early. you ok?

Marcus stared at the message. Trevor worked in a different building but sometimes they met up for lunch on Fridays. Marcus had completely forgotten.

Marcus: Fine. Just needed a mental health afternoon

Trevor: lmao is this about tomorrow

Marcus: No

Trevor: liar

Trevor: want me to come over? we can talk about it

Marcus: Absolutely not

Trevor: offer stands. i know this is weird for you but seriously man, you're gonna be fine

Marcus: Can we please stop talking about it

Trevor: sure

Trevor: just remember what i said. open mind. let yourself feel good. it's not gay or weird or anything else your brain is trying to make it. it's just therapeutic touch that happens to feel incredible

Marcus: I thought we were stopping

Trevor: OK OK. going dark. see you tomorrow night at billy's.

Marcus: I haven't agreed to that

Trevor: see you tomorrow night at billy's 😘

Marcus tossed his phone aside and went to his kitchen to make dinner. He wasn't hungry, but cooking would give his hands something to do besides search for more information he didn't need.

He made pasta. Overcooked it. Ate it anyway, standing at his counter because sitting at the table felt like too much effort.

His phone buzzed again. This time Jason.

Jason: trev says you're spiraling

Marcus: I'm not spiraling

Jason: convincing

Jason: look man, real talk for a second

Marcus waited. Jason did "real talk" maybe twice a year, and when he did, it was usually actually worth listening to.

Jason: i know we've been giving you shit about this. and we will continue to give you shit because that's what we do. but like. for real. if you genuinely don't want to go, don't go. bet or no bet. we're not gonna actually hold it against you

Jason: we're assholes but we're not ASSHOLES you know?

Marcus felt something in his chest loosen slightly.

Marcus: Thanks

Marcus: But I'm going

Jason: yeah?

Marcus: Yeah. I don't back out of bets. You know that

Jason: i do know that. which is why trev picked something he knew you'd actually do even though it scares you

Jason: he's devious like that

Marcus: He's an asshole like that

Jason: that too

Jason: anyway. genuinely hope it's good for you. trev did actually do research. place is legit. you're in good hands

Jason: well. you're gonna be in someone's hands. literally.

Marcus: And we're back to regular Jason

Jason: couldn't help myself

Jason: ok for real this time. good luck tomorrow. we'll buy you celebratory drinks after

Marcus: You mean you'll buy me "sorry your friends are terrible" drinks

Jason: tomato tomato

Marcus actually smiled at that. Put his phone down and finished his sad pasta.

The rest of Friday evening passed in a blur of restless energy. He tried to watch a movie. Gave up twenty minutes in. Tried to read. Couldn't focus on the words. Ended up just pacing his apartment like a caged animal, checking the time obsessively.

10 PM.

Sixteen hours until his appointment.

He should sleep. Needed sleep. His body was exhausted from the stress and the poor sleep the night before.

He lay in bed staring at the ceiling for two hours before finally drifting off around midnight, his brain mercifully quiet enough to let unconsciousness take him.
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Saturday morning arrived with all the subtlety of a freight train.

Marcus woke up at eight AM without an alarm, his body apparently deciding that sleep was no longer an option. His first thought was: Six hours.

His second thought was: Fuck.

He got up, made coffee, tried to eat breakfast. Managed half a bagel before his stomach rebelled and he gave up.

The apartment felt too quiet. Too still. Like it was waiting for something.

Marcus showered. For the third time in twelve hours, he was acutely aware of paying extra attention to certain areas. This time he didn't get annoyed at himself—just accepted that he was being practical. If someone was going to be putting fingers inside him, the least he could do was be clean.

He shaved. Trimmed his nails even though they didn't need it. Changed his clothes three times before settling on jeans and a simple black t-shirt—casual enough not to look like he'd put effort in, but not so casual that he looked like he didn't care.

He was ready by noon.

Four hours early.

Fuck.

Marcus tried to distract himself with TV. Nothing worked. Every show felt too frivolous or too serious. He couldn't find the right balance to occupy his mind without making him think about why he needed the distraction in the first place.

He considered going for a run. Decided against it—didn't want to be sweaty or tired for the appointment. Jesus Christ, was he actually planning around this like it was a date?

At 12:30, his phone buzzed.

Trevor: t-minus 90 minutes

Trevor: how you feeling?

Marcus: Like I want to murder you

Trevor: understandable

Trevor: seriously though. breathe. it's gonna be fine

Marcus: Stop texting me

Trevor: you're gonna thank me for this

Trevor: maybe not today. maybe not tomorrow. but someday you're gonna look back and be like "wow trevor really did me a solid"

Marcus: I will never think that

Trevor: we'll see 😏

Marcus put his phone on silent and tried to do breathing exercises he'd learned from some corporate wellness seminar three years ago. In for four, hold for four, out for four.

It helped marginally.

At 1:00, he realized he should probably leave soon to account for traffic and finding parking. The address was twenty minutes away, but he didn't want to be late. Being late would just draw out the anxiety.

At 1:15, he grabbed his keys and wallet.

At 1:20, he stood at his door for five full minutes, hand on the knob, trying to make himself actually turn it.

At 1:25, he got in his car and started driving.

The route took him through the nicer part of downtown, where the buildings were newer and the streets were lined with those ornamental trees that were probably beautiful in spring but just looked skeletal now in mid-November. Saturday afternoon traffic was light, mostly people doing weekend errands, completely unaware that Marcus Chen was driving to what might be the most humiliating experience of his life.

He found the building at 1:40—twenty minutes early. 1847 Westbrook Avenue was exactly as sleek and modern as the brochure had promised. Glass and steel and clean lines, the kind of architecture that said "expensive" without being ostentatious about it.

Marcus pulled into the parking garage and sat in his car with the engine off, watching the minutes tick by on his dashboard clock.

1:45.

1:50.

His hands were shaking slightly. He gripped the steering wheel to make them stop.

1:55.

Okay. Time to go.

He got out of the car, locked it, and walked to the elevator with legs that felt like they belonged to someone else. The elevator was all mirrors and soft lighting, playing gentle jazz that was probably meant to be calming but just made Marcus more aware of his own reflection—a thirty-two-year-old man with dark circles under his eyes and an expression of existential dread.

Third floor.

The hallway was exactly as he remembered from his brief visit yesterday—no, wait. He hadn't visited yesterday. That had been his imagination, his anxiety brain running scenarios. This was his first time actually being here.

Get it together, Chen.

Suite 300.

The frosted glass door with Serenity Wells Gentleman's Wellness Center etched into it in that elegant script.

Marcus stood in front of it for ten seconds that felt like ten minutes.

Then he pushed it open and stepped inside.

The reception area was... not what he'd expected. Somehow he'd been picturing something clinical—white walls, medical equipment, that antiseptic smell of hospitals and doctor's offices.

Instead, it was warm. Inviting, even.

The walls were a soft sage green, decorated with minimalist art—abstract shapes in earth tones that probably cost more than Marcus's car. The furniture was modern but comfortable-looking—low-slung leather chairs in dark brown, a glass coffee table with carefully arranged wellness magazines. Soft instrumental music played from hidden speakers, something with piano and strings that managed to be soothing without being boring.

The lighting was warm and indirect, no harsh fluorescents. There was even a small fountain in the corner, water trickling over smooth stones with a sound that was probably meant to be meditative.

It looked more like an upscale therapist's office than anything medical.

And sitting behind a sleek reception desk was a woman in her forties with silver-streaked dark hair pulled into a neat bun, wearing a cream-colored blouse and a professional smile.

"Good afternoon," she said, her voice matching the gentle energy of the space. "Welcome to Serenity Wells. Do you have an appointment?"

Marcus's mouth had gone dry. He swallowed. "Uh. Yes. Marcus Chen. Two o'clock."

She typed something into her computer, nodded. "Perfect. Right on time. First visit with us?"

"Yes."

"Wonderful. I just need you to fill out some brief paperwork—medical history, consent forms, that sort of thing. Nothing too invasive." She smiled at her own word choice. "And then your specialist will be with you shortly."

She handed him a clipboard with several pages attached and gestured to the seating area. "Take your time. Can I get you some water? Tea? We have an excellent ginger blend."

"Water's fine. Thanks."

Marcus took the clipboard and settled into one of the leather chairs, which was exactly as comfortable as it looked. The receptionist brought him a glass of cucumber water in an actual glass glass, not plastic, with a fresh cucumber slice floating in it.

He looked down at the paperwork.

The first page was standard medical history—allergies, current medications, any chronic conditions. Marcus filled it out mechanically, his engineering brain appreciating the clear, logical format.

The second page was more specific.

SERENITY WELLS INTAKE FORM - PREMIUM PACKAGE

Please answer the following questions to help your specialist provide the best possible experience:

1. Have you ever received a prostate massage before?
☐ Yes ☐ No

Marcus checked No, his face burning even though he was alone in the waiting room.

2. Have you ever engaged in receptive anal play of any kind?
☐ Yes ☐ No

No.

3. Are you comfortable with internal stimulation?
☐ Very comfortable ☐ Somewhat comfortable ☐ Neutral ☐ Somewhat uncomfortable ☐ Very uncomfortable

Marcus stared at the options. Checked "Somewhat uncomfortable" because "completely fucking terrified" wasn't listed.

4. Do you have any concerns or anxieties about today's session? (Optional)

He left that blank. Where would he even start?

5. What are you hoping to achieve from this experience?
☐ Stress relief ☐ Physical relaxation ☐ Sexual exploration ☐ Therapeutic release ☐ Other: _______

Marcus checked "Stress relief" and "Therapeutic release" because those sounded the least humiliating.

The final page was a consent form with language about understanding the nature of the treatment, agreeing to communicate any discomfort, acknowledging that he could stop the session at any time.

Marcus signed his name at the bottom and brought the clipboard back to the desk.

"All set?" the receptionist asked cheerfully.

"Yeah."

"Perfect. Your specialist will come get you in just a few minutes. Feel free to use the restroom if you need to—it's just down that hallway on the left."

Marcus nodded and returned to his seat, his heart pounding so hard he was certain the receptionist could hear it.

The waiting was the worst part. Sitting there in that beautiful, calm space, with the fountain trickling and the soft music playing, while his brain screamed at him to leave, to make up an excuse, to just walk out and deal with the consequences later.

But he didn't move.

Five minutes passed. Then ten.

Marcus was just starting to wonder if they'd forgotten about him when a door opened on the far side of the reception area.

A woman stepped out, and Marcus's brain momentarily short-circuited.

She was probably in her late twenties, maybe early thirties—tall, with long dark hair pulled back in a high ponytail that showed off striking features and deep brown eyes. She wore black leggings and a fitted athletic top that showed toned arms, the kind of practical but flattering outfit you'd see on a yoga instructor or massage therapist.

She was, objectively, beautiful.

She was also smiling at him with an expression that managed to be both professional and amused.

"Marcus?" she asked, and her voice was warm, with a slight rasp to it that made everything sound intimate.

He stood up too quickly, nearly knocking over his water glass. "Yes. Hi. That's me."

"I'm Sloane. I'll be your specialist today." She extended a hand, and Marcus shook it on autopilot. Her grip was firm, confident. "Why don't you come with me? We'll get you set up."

Marcus followed her through the door she'd emerged from, down another hallway with the same warm lighting and sage-green walls.

"So," Sloane said conversationally as they walked, "I see from your intake form this is your first time with us."

"Yeah."

"First time with prostate massage specifically?"

Marcus's face was on fire. "Yeah."

"That's completely normal. Lots of our clients are first-timers." She glanced back at him with that same amused smile. "I also saw you marked 'somewhat uncomfortable' about internal stimulation. Want to tell me more about that?"

They'd reached a room at the end of the hall. Sloane opened the door and gestured for Marcus to enter.

The treatment room was smaller than he'd expected but just as carefully designed as the reception area. The walls were a warm cream color, the lighting soft and adjustable. There was a counter with neatly arranged supplies—bottles of what he assumed was lubricant and oil, clean towels, sanitizing solution.

And in the center of the room was the table.

It looked like a massage table at first glance—padded surface, adjustable height, clean white linens. But there was a strategic opening near where his hips would be, and understanding what that opening was for made Marcus's stomach flip.

"So," Sloane said, closing the door behind them and leaning against the counter with casual confidence. "Let's talk about what's going to happen today. I find that usually helps with the nerves."

Marcus nodded mutely.

"The premium package is ninety minutes," she continued. "We'll start with you face-down on the table—that's the standard position for this work. You'll be completely undressed from the waist down. I'll work on your lower back and glutes first, help you relax, get you comfortable. Then we'll progress to the internal work—the prostate massage itself."

She said it so matter-of-factly, like she was explaining how to change a tire.

"I use medical-grade lubricant," she went on, gesturing to the bottles on the counter. "Plenty of it. The experience should never be painful—maybe a little uncomfortable at first if you're tense, but we'll work through that. I'll talk you through everything I'm doing. Communication is really important. If something doesn't feel good, you tell me. If something feels really good, you can tell me that too."

Marcus managed to find his voice. "Okay."

"Your intake form said you're here for stress relief and therapeutic release," Sloane said, and there was definitely amusement in her eyes now. "Is that accurate, or did your friends sign you up for this as some kind of prank?"

Marcus's silence was apparently answer enough, because she laughed—a genuine, delighted sound.

"Oh, I love it," she said. "Lost a bet?"

"...Yeah."

"And they specifically picked the premium package."

"They're assholes."

"They're good friends," Sloane corrected. "Assholes would have just made you do something embarrassing and pointless. Your friends made you do something embarrassing that's actually going to feel incredible. That's the difference."

She pushed off from the counter, moving to the table to adjust something. "Here's what I tell all my first-timers, Marcus. You can fight this—stay tense, stay in your head, count ceiling tiles and try to pretend it's not happening. And you'll get through it, and you'll tell your friends it was horrible, and that'll be that."

She looked at him directly. "Or you can surrender to it. Let yourself feel it. Let me do my job, which I'm very good at, by the way. And you'll discover things about your body and what it's capable of that you probably never imagined. Your choice."

Marcus stared at her, this confident, beautiful woman who was about to put her fingers inside him, and felt something shift in his chest.

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

"That's okay," Sloane said, and her smile softened into something more genuine. "That's what the first session is for—seeing if you can. No judgment either way. But I've been doing this for five years, Marcus. I've worked with hundreds of men. First-timers, experienced clients, guys who came in terrified and left enlightened. I can read bodies. I'll know what you need."

She gestured to the table. "So. You ready to get started? Or do you need a few more minutes?"

Marcus took a breath.

Thought about Trevor and Jason waiting to hear how this went.

Thought about all those reviews, all those descriptions of intensity and surrender and transformation.

Thought about the part of himself that had gotten hard reading them, despite the embarrassment.

"I'm ready," he heard himself say.

"Perfect." Sloane's smile returned, bright and professional. "Undress from the waist down—you can leave your shirt on if that makes you more comfortable. There are hooks on the wall for your clothes. Once you're ready, lie face-down on the table with your hips over the opening. There's a face cradle at the top so you can breathe comfortably. I'll give you a few minutes of privacy to get situated, then I'll knock before I come back in. Sound good?"

"Yeah."

"Great. Take your time."

She left the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

Marcus stood alone in the treatment room, staring at the table.

This is it. Last chance to bail.

But he didn't bail.

Instead, with fingers that trembled slightly, he kicked off his shoes. Unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans and pushed them down along with his boxer briefs, stepping out of both and folding them with automatic precision born from years of neat habits.

Naked from the waist down, wearing just his t-shirt, Marcus Chen approached the table.

The padding was soft under his palms. The linens smelled clean, faintly of lavender.

He climbed onto the table, positioned himself face-down, settled his hips over the strategic opening that let his cock and balls hang through into empty space below.

His face fit into the cushioned cradle, leaving him staring down at the floor.

He was completely exposed. Vulnerable. Ass up and on display for whatever was about to happen.

Marcus closed his eyes and tried to remember how to breathe.

A moment later, a knock at the door.

"Ready?" Sloane's voice.

"Yeah," Marcus managed.

The door opened. Footsteps approached. He heard the sound of her moving around the room, the pump of a soap dispenser, water running as she washed her hands.

Then her voice, closer now. "Doing okay?"

"Define okay."

She laughed. "Fair enough. I'm going to start with some warm oil on your lower back. Just regular massage work to help you relax. Let me know if the pressure's too much or not enough."

Warm hands settled on his lower back, slick with oil, and began to work in firm, skillful circles.

Despite everything, despite the mortifying position he was in, it felt... good.

Sloane worked methodically—lower back, sides, the muscles along his spine. Her hands were strong, confident, finding tension and working it out with practiced efficiency.

"You're very tight," she observed. "Lots of stress in your shoulders and lower back. You sit at a desk all day?"

"Yeah."

"Thought so. You've got the classic office worker posture imbalances." Her hands moved lower, to his glutes. "I'm going to work on these muscles now. They're connected to your lower back—everything's connected, really. Lots of people carry tension here without realizing it."

Her hands kneaded his ass with the same professional efficiency, and Marcus felt his face burning against the face cradle padding.

This was fine. This was just a massage. Nothing he couldn't handle.

"You're tensing up again," Sloane said, amused. "Breathe, Marcus. In through your nose, out through your mouth. Big, slow breaths."

He tried. His breathing was shaky but he managed it.

"Better," she said. "Now I'm going to start the internal work. I'll use one finger first—just to let you get used to the sensation. Remember, if it hurts or you need me to stop, you speak up. This should feel good. Intense, maybe, but good."

Marcus heard the snap of a glove. The sound of lubricant being squeezed from a bottle.

And then he felt it—a slick finger pressing against his hole, circling, applying gentle pressure.

"Relax," Sloane instructed. "Push back against it slightly—sounds counterintuitive, but it helps. Don't fight it."

Marcus tried. His body was screaming at him that this was wrong, that things didn't go in there, that he should be getting up and leaving right now.

But he didn't move.

Sloane pressed in slowly—so slowly—and Marcus felt himself opening around her finger in a way that was completely foreign and overwhelming.

"There we go," she said softly. "You're doing great. Just breathe."

The finger slid in deeper, and Marcus made an involuntary sound into the face cradle.

"Too much?" Sloane asked.

"No. Just... weird."

"Weird is normal. Give it a minute."

She held still, letting him adjust to the intrusion. And slowly—so slowly Marcus almost didn't notice it happening—the wrongness started to fade into something else.

Not pleasure. Not yet. But not entirely uncomfortable either.

"Okay," Sloane said. "I'm going to start moving now. Looking for your prostate. You'll know when I find it."

Her finger crooked inside him, pressing against his inner walls, searching.

And then she found it.

Marcus's entire body jerked at the sensation—electric, overwhelming, like nothing he'd ever felt before. His cock, which had been hanging half-hard through the table, suddenly filled completely.

"There it is," Sloane said, and he could hear the satisfaction in her voice. "How's that feel?"

Marcus couldn't form words. Could barely form thoughts.

Sloane pressed again, that same spot, and sparks shot up his spine.

"I'm going to work this for a while," she said conversationally, like she wasn't currently destroying his understanding of his own body. "Build it up slowly. You'll get more comfortable with the sensation, and then we'll see about adding a second finger. The goal is complete release—that means a full prostate orgasm. Different from a regular one. More intense. Lasts longer. You'll see."

She began to massage his prostate with small, firm circles of her fingertip, and Marcus felt his grip on reality starting to slip.

Oh fuck, he thought. Oh fuck, Trevor was right.

This was going to change everything.


Chapter Two: Complete Surrender

The pressure inside him was building in ways Marcus didn't understand, couldn't categorize, couldn't fit into any previous experience his brain had filed away for reference.

Sloane's finger—just one finger, he kept reminding himself, it was only one fucking finger—was pressing against his prostate with small, deliberate circles that sent electric shocks through his entire nervous system. Each tiny movement created a sensation that was somewhere between pleasure and something else entirely, something he didn't have words for.

His cock was fully hard now, hanging through the opening in the table, throbbing with each pulse of his heartbeat. He could feel it swinging slightly with each breath he took, and the awareness of being so exposed, so vulnerable, made everything more intense.

"You're doing really well," Sloane said, and her voice had taken on a different quality—still professional, but warmer now, almost affectionate. "Your body's responding beautifully. I can feel your prostate swelling under my touch. That's exactly what should be happening."

Marcus made a sound into the face cradle that might have been words if his brain was working properly.

"Here's what's going to happen next," Sloane continued, her finger never stopping its maddening circles. "I'm going to add a second finger. It'll feel like more pressure at first, but once you relax into it, it's going to feel much better. More surface area for me to work with. I can really massage the gland properly with two fingers."

"Okay," Marcus managed, though his voice came out rough and shaky.

"Good boy," Sloane said, and something about those two words—the casual praise, the slight condescension—made Marcus's cock jerk hard against nothing.

She must have felt his reaction because she laughed softly. "Oh, you like that? Being told you're doing a good job?"

Marcus's face burned. He didn't answer.

"It's okay," Sloane said, her tone gentling. "Lots of guys respond to praise during this. There's something about being in such a vulnerable position—it makes you want approval. Want to be told you're handling it well. Nothing wrong with that."

Her finger withdrew slightly, and Marcus felt the loss of pressure like a physical ache. Then he felt something else—two fingertips now, pressing against his entrance.

"Big breath in," Sloane instructed. "And let it out slowly while I press in."

Marcus breathed in through his nose, the air catching in his throat.

"Now out," Sloane said, and as he exhaled she pushed both fingers inside him in one smooth, confident motion.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Marcus's entire body tensed, hands gripping the sides of the table, a strangled sound escaping his throat.

"Breathe," Sloane commanded, her free hand coming to rest on his lower back in a soothing gesture. "Don't fight it. Just breathe through it. Your body will adjust."

Marcus tried. His breathing was ragged, shallow, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his temples.

"That's it," Sloane murmured. "Just like that. You're taking them so well."

The praise shouldn't have affected him. It absolutely shouldn't have. But his cock was leaking now, he could feel it, pre-cum dripping from the tip onto whatever was positioned below the table to catch it.

Sloane held still for a long moment, letting him adjust to the increased fullness. And gradually—so gradually Marcus almost didn't notice it happening—his body began to relax around the intrusion. The burning stretch faded into something more manageable. Almost... not terrible.

"There we go," Sloane said, satisfaction clear in her voice. "Your body's learning. Now I'm going to start working the prostate with both fingers. This is where it gets really interesting."

She began to move—both fingers pressing and stroking against that spot inside him that made stars explode behind his closed eyelids. The sensation was exponentially more intense than it had been with one finger. It wasn't just pressure anymore; it was a deep, building ache that radiated out through his entire pelvis, down his thighs, up his spine.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped into the face cradle.

"Yeah?" Sloane's voice was amused. "Feeling good now?"

"I don't—" He couldn't finish the sentence. Couldn't articulate what he was feeling because it was too much, too complex, pleasure and discomfort and embarrassment and need all tangled together.

"You don't what?" Sloane prompted, her fingers never stopping their methodical massage. "Don't know how you feel? Don't want to admit it feels good?"

Marcus made an incoherent noise.

"It's okay to enjoy this," Sloane said, and now she was definitely teasing him. "That's literally what you're here for. To feel good. To let someone make you feel good. You don't have to perform masculinity for me, Marcus. I've got my fingers in your ass. We're way past pretending."

The crude directness of it—the way she just said it out loud, acknowledged exactly what was happening—made something in Marcus's chest crack open.

"It feels..." he started, then stopped.

"Tell me," Sloane encouraged. "I want to hear you say it."

"It feels really fucking good," Marcus admitted, and saying it out loud made it somehow more real, more undeniable.

"There you go." Sloane's fingers pressed deeper, found some new angle that made Marcus's hips jerk involuntarily. "See? Honesty. That's what I like. Now we can really get to work."

She began to increase the intensity of her massage—firmer pressure, faster strokes, her fingers working his prostate with the skill of someone who'd done this hundreds of times and knew exactly what she was doing.

Marcus's breathing deteriorated into short, sharp gasps. His fingers were digging into the padded table so hard his knuckles were white. Every nerve in his body seemed to have migrated to that one spot where her fingers were relentlessly, mercilessly stimulating him.

"Your prostate is so responsive," Sloane observed, her clinical tone at odds with what she was doing. "I can feel it swelling more with every stroke. It's absolutely engorged now. You must have been holding a lot of tension in this area."

"Jesus Christ," Marcus panted.

"The more aroused you get, the more sensitive it becomes," Sloane continued, like she was explaining a scientific principle. "It's a feedback loop. Pleasure increases sensitivity, which increases pleasure. Eventually you hit a threshold where you can't hold back anymore. That's what we're building toward."

Marcus's cock was aching now, desperate for friction it wasn't getting. Hanging in open air, untouched, leaking steadily. He wanted to reach down and touch himself, stroke himself to completion, but his hands were pinned under his body, trapped by his position.

"I know what you're thinking," Sloane said, and he could hear the smile in her voice. "You're thinking about how much you want to touch your cock. How easy it would be to just reach down and finish this yourself."

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

"But you're not going to," Sloane said matter-of-factly. "Because that's not what this is about. This is about prostate orgasm, Marcus. Not penile. You're going to come from my fingers inside you, from the massage of this gland, without any other stimulation. And it's going to be more intense than anything you've ever felt."

"I don't know if I can," Marcus gasped out.

"You can," Sloane said with absolute confidence. "Your body knows how. You just have to get out of your own way and let it happen."

She changed her angle slightly, her fingers curling in a different direction, and suddenly the sensation doubled in intensity. Marcus's entire body went rigid, a broken moan ripping from his throat.

"Found it," Sloane murmured. "That's the spot. Right there."

She focused her attention on that precise location, massaging it with firm, rhythmic strokes that had Marcus seeing white behind his closed eyelids.

"Please," he heard himself say, though he wasn't even sure what he was begging for.

"Please what?" Sloane asked. "Use your words."

"I need—" Marcus couldn't think, couldn't form coherent sentences. "I don't know, I just—"

"You need to come," Sloane finished for him. "Is that it? Need me to make you come?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Fuck, yes."

"Then ask me properly," Sloane said, and there was steel in her voice now, command. "Ask me to make you come. Say the words."

Marcus's face was on fire. His whole body was on fire. Every ounce of pride and dignity he'd walked in with had been systematically stripped away, leaving nothing but raw, desperate need.

"Please make me come," he forced out.

"Please make you come how?" Sloane prompted, her fingers slowing torturously.

"With your—" He couldn't say it. Couldn't.

"With my what, Marcus?" She was definitely enjoying this now. "My fingers? In your ass? Massaging your prostate? Say it."

"Please make me come with your fingers in my ass," Marcus said in a rush, mortification and arousal warring in his chest.

"Good boy," Sloane purred, and her fingers immediately resumed their relentless pace. "See how easy that was? Now you're going to come for me. And you're going to come hard. I'm going to milk this prostate until you're empty, until there's nothing left. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned.

"And while you're coming, you're going to remember that this is what you needed. This is what your body was craving. Not control. Not pride. Just pure, overwhelming pleasure."

Sloane's fingers were moving faster now, pressing harder, working that spot inside him with single-minded intensity. The pressure was building to impossible levels, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in his pelvis, spreading through his entire body like liquid heat.

Marcus couldn't think anymore. Couldn't do anything but feel—the stretch of his body around her fingers, the relentless pressure against his prostate, the desperate ache of his untouched cock, the overwhelming vulnerability of his position.

"That's it," Sloane encouraged. "I can feel you getting close. Your prostate is absolutely throbbing now. You're right on the edge."

She was right. Marcus could feel it—something massive building inside him, bigger than any orgasm he'd ever experienced, threatening to sweep him away completely.

"When you come," Sloane said, her voice low and intense, "you're going to make noise. I want to hear it. Don't you dare hold back."

"I can't—" Marcus gasped. "I'm going to—"

"Then do it," Sloane commanded. "Come for me. Right now. Let go."

Her fingers pressed down hard, stroking fast and firm, and something inside Marcus shattered.

The orgasm hit him like a physical blow—pleasure so intense it was almost painful, radiating out from his prostate in waves that seemed to go on forever. His entire body convulsed, back arching, hands scrabbling against the table, a ragged shout tearing from his throat.

He felt himself coming—felt cum spurting from his untouched cock in thick pulses—but it was different from any orgasm he'd ever had. Deeper. Fuller. Like it was being pulled from somewhere in his core rather than just his dick.

And Sloane's fingers never stopped moving, working him through it, drawing it out, milking every last drop from his prostate while Marcus shook and gasped and made sounds he'd never made before.

It lasted forever. Thirty seconds, a minute, an eternity—Marcus had no concept of time, only sensation. Only the overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure that had taken complete control of his body.

Finally—finally—it began to ebb. The waves grew smaller, less intense, until he was just lying there trembling, Sloane's fingers still buried inside him but no longer moving.

"Holy fuck," Marcus breathed when he could form words again.

Sloane laughed—a genuine, delighted sound. "Yeah? Good?"

"I don't—" Marcus's brain wasn't working. "That was—"

"Intense?" Sloane supplied. "Different? Mind-blowing?"

"All of that." His voice was hoarse from the sounds he'd been making.

"And we're only thirty minutes in," Sloane said cheerfully. "We've got another hour to go."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"The premium package is ninety minutes, remember?" Sloane's fingers withdrew slowly, carefully, and Marcus felt the loss like an ache. "That was just the first orgasm. The warm-up. Now that your body knows what it's capable of, we can really have some fun."

"I can't—" Marcus started to protest. "I need—"

"You need a few minutes to recover," Sloane agreed. "Which is fine. I'll give you five. Drink some water, catch your breath. Then we're going to do it again. And this time, I'm going to make it last even longer."

She moved away from the table, and Marcus heard water running, the sound of her washing her hands. His entire body felt like jelly—loose and relaxed in a way he couldn't remember ever feeling before.

A water bottle appeared in his field of vision, held by Sloane's hand. "Drink," she instructed.

Marcus managed to prop himself up enough to take the bottle, bringing the straw to his lips and drinking deeply. The cold water felt incredible against his parched throat.

"How you feeling?" Sloane asked, and her tone had shifted back to gentle, almost caring.

"Like I just got hit by a truck," Marcus admitted.

"A very pleasant truck," Sloane corrected. "Your body's in shock a little bit—that's normal for first-timers. You just experienced something completely new. Your nervous system is still processing it."

Marcus took another long drink of water, his hands shaking slightly. "I didn't know it could feel like that."

"Most men don't," Sloane said. "That's why places like this exist. To show you what's possible when you let go of control and let someone who knows what they're doing take over."

She took the water bottle from him, set it aside. "Five minutes are almost up. You ready for round two?"

Marcus should have said no. Should have said he needed more time, or that once was enough, or that he couldn't possibly do that again.

Instead, he heard himself say, "Yes."

"That's my good boy," Sloane said, and the praise made something warm bloom in Marcus's chest alongside the embarrassment. "Lie back down. Same position. Let's see if we can make you completely fall apart this time."

Marcus settled back into position, his hips over the opening, face in the cradle. His body felt hypersensitive now—every nerve ending alive and aware in a way they hadn't been before.

He heard the snap of a new glove. More lubricant being dispensed.

"This time," Sloane said as her fingers returned to him—still just two, pressing inside with less resistance now that his body had been opened up—"I'm going to edge you. Bring you right to the brink over and over without letting you tip over. Build the pressure until you're desperate."

"Oh god," Marcus breathed.

"You're going to beg me to let you come," Sloane continued conversationally, her fingers finding his prostate again and resuming their massage. "And I'm going to make you wait. Make you earn it. Sound fun?"

It didn't sound fun. It sounded like torture.

It sounded absolutely incredible.

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"Good." Sloane's fingers began to move in earnest, and Marcus felt the pleasure starting to build again already, his recently-spent body responding faster than should have been possible. "Because we've got a full hour left, and I plan to use every single minute of it."

[image: ]

The next hour was the longest and shortest sixty minutes of Marcus's entire life.

Sloane was true to her word—she brought him to the edge of orgasm three times, four times, five times, each time slowing down just as he was about to tip over, leaving him gasping and shaking and begging.

"Please," Marcus heard himself whimper at some point—he'd lost track of time, lost track of everything except the relentless pleasure and the desperate need for release. "Please, I can't take it anymore."

"You can," Sloane said firmly, her fingers slowing to a torturous crawl. "And you will. Because this is what you need, Marcus. To not be in control. To have someone else decide when you get to come. To just surrender completely and take what you're given."

She was right. Somewhere during the endless edging, during the cycles of building pleasure and denial, Marcus had stopped fighting. Stopped trying to maintain any semblance of dignity or pride. He was just a body being expertly manipulated, and he'd surrendered to it completely.

"I think you've earned it," Sloane said finally, after what felt like an eternity. "You've been such a good boy, taking everything I've given you. So here's what's going to happen. I'm going to make you come one more time—a big one. And then we'll be done for today."

"Thank you," Marcus gasped, and meant it.

"But first," Sloane said, and Marcus felt her add a third finger alongside the other two, "I want to see just how much you can take."

The stretch was intense, bordering on too much, but Marcus's body was so relaxed and open now that it accepted the penetration with less resistance than he would have thought possible.

"Look at you," Sloane murmured, sounding genuinely impressed. "Taking three fingers like you were made for this. Such a tight little hole, but you're opening up so beautifully for me."

The crude words should have embarrassed him. Instead, they made his cock—which had been hard again for the past twenty minutes despite having already come—leak more pre-cum onto the table.

"You love this," Sloane observed. "Love being filled up. Love having your prostate worked. Love surrendering control. Don't you?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned, past the point of denying anything.

"Say it," Sloane commanded. "Tell me what you love."

"I love—" Marcus's voice broke. "I love you fucking my ass with your fingers. I love you making me come. I love giving up control."

"Perfect," Sloane purred. "Now come for me one more time. Show me what this pretty prostate can do."

All three fingers focused on his prostate with ruthless precision, massaging it with firm, rapid strokes that had Marcus seeing stars. The pressure built faster this time, his body already primed from the extended edging, and within seconds he was right at the edge again.

"Come," Sloane ordered. "Right now. Give it all to me."

Marcus came with a broken shout, his second prostate orgasm somehow even more intense than the first. His entire body seized up, every muscle rigid, as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him. He felt himself coming again—less volume than before but just as powerful, just as overwhelming.

Sloane worked him through it mercilessly, fingers never slowing, drawing out every last shudder and pulse until Marcus was boneless and shaking and making sounds that might have been sobs.

Finally, mercifully, her fingers withdrew.

Marcus lay there trembling, unable to move, barely able to breathe. His brain was completely offline. He was just sensation and aftershocks and a bone-deep exhaustion.

"Beautiful," Sloane said softly. "Absolutely beautiful. You did so well, Marcus."

He felt a warm, damp towel cleaning him gently—first between his legs, then his inner thighs. Sloane's touch was careful, almost tender now.

"Take your time," she murmured. "No rush. When you're ready, you can get dressed. There's a recovery room next door—comfortable chairs, more water, some light snacks. I recommend spending at least twenty minutes there before you try to drive."

Marcus managed a nod.

Sloane's hand rested briefly on his back. "You really did wonderfully. Most first-timers don't surrender that completely. You should be proud of yourself."

Then she was gone, the door clicking shut softly behind her, leaving Marcus alone with the wreckage of everything he'd thought he knew about his own body.

It took him ten minutes to find the strength to move.

When he finally sat up, his legs were shaky, his ass felt thoroughly used in a way that made his face burn, and his mind was completely blown.

He got dressed slowly, mechanically, and made his way to the recovery room Sloane had mentioned. It was small but comfortable—soft chairs, low lighting, a small table with water bottles and energy bars.

Marcus collapsed into a chair and just sat there, staring at nothing, trying to process what had just happened.

His phone buzzed. Text from Trevor.

Trevor: you must be done by now. how was it?

Marcus stared at the message for a long moment.

How did he even begin to answer that?

He typed out three different responses and deleted them all.

Finally settled on: I'll tell you tonight

Trevor: THAT GOOD HUH

Trevor: i KNEW you'd love it

Trevor: billy's bar at 7. can't wait to hear EVERYTHING

Marcus put his phone away without responding.

He sat in the recovery room for thirty minutes, drinking water, eating a protein bar that tasted like cardboard but that his body apparently needed.

When he finally felt steady enough to stand, he made his way back to the reception area.

The same woman from earlier was there, smiling at him with knowing eyes.

"How was your experience?" she asked.

"Uh. Good. Really good."

"Wonderful. Would you like to book a follow-up appointment?"

Marcus opened his mouth to say no.

Heard himself say: "Yes. Same specialist if possible?"

"Of course. Sloane has openings two weeks from now. Same time work for you?"

"Yeah. That's fine."

She typed into her computer, printed out a confirmation card, and handed it to him. "We'll see you then. Have a wonderful rest of your day."

Marcus walked out of Serenity Wells in a daze, took the elevator down to the parking garage, got in his car.

Sat there for five full minutes before he started the engine.

He'd just booked a second appointment.

Before he'd even told his friends about the first one.

Before he'd had time to process what had happened.

He'd just... immediately signed up to do it again.

What the fuck is wrong with me? Marcus thought.

But he knew the answer.

Nothing was wrong with him.

Everything had just changed.


Chapter Three: The Lies We Tell

Marcus sat in his car in the Serenity Wells parking garage for twenty minutes after his session ended, staring at the concrete wall in front of him like it held answers to questions he didn't know how to ask.

His body felt different. That was the only way he could describe it—like someone had reached inside him and rearranged something fundamental, shifted his understanding of what pleasure was and what his body could do. His ass was sore in a way that made him hyperaware of every movement, every shift in his seat. Not painful, exactly. Just... present. A constant reminder of what had happened.

What he'd let happen.

What he'd begged for.

The memory of his own voice—desperate and broken, pleading with Sloane to let him come—made his face burn with fresh embarrassment even though he was completely alone.

"Please make me come with your fingers in my ass."

He'd actually said that. Out loud. To a stranger.

And then he'd come harder than he'd ever come in his life. Twice.

And then he'd immediately booked another appointment.

Marcus looked down at the confirmation card in his hand. Cream-colored cardstock with elegant printing: Marcus Chen - Premium Package - Saturday, December 2nd, 2:00 PM - Specialist: Sloane.

Two weeks from now. Fourteen days.

He should cancel it. Should call them tomorrow and say he'd made a mistake, that he didn't actually want to come back, that once was enough to satisfy the bet and he was done.

But even as he thought it, he knew he wouldn't.

Because Sloane had been right about everything. About his body knowing what it needed. About surrender. About discovering things about himself he'd never imagined.

And now that he knew what it felt like—what he could feel like—he couldn't unknow it. Couldn't go back to his previous understanding of his own body and pretend that nothing had changed.

His phone buzzed in the cup holder. Text from Trevor.

Trevor: bar in 3 hours. you better show up. i need DETAILS

Marcus stared at the message, his stomach doing an uncomfortable flip.

He was going to have to lie.

Not just a small lie, either. A comprehensive, detailed fabrication about how horrible the experience had been, how uncomfortable and awkward and not at all enjoyable. He'd have to sell it completely—facial expressions, body language, the whole performance.

Because if Trevor and Jason knew the truth—if they had even an inkling that Marcus had loved every second of it, that he was already planning to go back—he would never hear the end of it. They'd hold it over him forever. Every conversation, every poker game, every casual hangout would become an opportunity to remind Marcus Chen that he'd discovered he loved getting his prostate massaged.

No. The only way to maintain any shred of dignity was to commit fully to the lie.

Marcus took a deep breath, started his car, and drove home.
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The three hours between arriving home and meeting his friends at Billy's Bar passed in a strange, dissociative haze.

Marcus showered—carefully, still hypersensitive in places that made his face burn when he thought about why. He dressed in jeans and a navy blue henley, something casual that said he definitely hadn't spent any time thinking about what to wear.

He rehearsed his story in the mirror.

"It was awkward as hell," he said to his reflection, trying to make his expression match the words. "Super uncomfortable. I just wanted it to be over."

His reflection looked unconvincing even to himself.

He tried again. "I mean, it felt weird. Not bad exactly, just... weird. Clinical. Nothing to write home about."

Better. More neutral. Less obviously lying.

"Trevor, I swear to god, if you ever make me do something like that again—"

No. Too defensive. That would make Trevor suspicious.

Marcus sat on his couch, opened his laptop, and—despite knowing it was a terrible idea—started reading more reviews of Serenity Wells.

I've been going twice a month for a year now. It's literally changed my life. My stress levels are down, my sleep is better, my sex drive is through the roof. I can't recommend it enough.

Sloane is incredible. She knows exactly how to read your body and give you what you need. Sometimes that's gentle and slow, sometimes it's intense and rough. Either way, you leave feeling like a new person.

The first time is always the hardest because you have to get over the mental block. But once you do, once you surrender to it, it's absolutely addictive. Fair warning.

Marcus closed the laptop.

Addictive.

That word sat in his brain like a stone.

He looked at the confirmation card again, still sitting on his coffee table where he'd placed it when he got home.

Two weeks.

He could survive two weeks.

At 6:45, Marcus grabbed his keys and headed to Billy's Bar.
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Billy's was a dive bar in the truest sense—sticky floors, neon beer signs, a jukebox that only played classic rock, and a permanent smell of fried food and spilled beer that had soaked into the wood over decades. It was the kind of place where everyone knew everyone, where the bartender remembered your order, and where you could get a burger and a beer for under fifteen dollars.

Trevor and Jason were already there when Marcus arrived, sitting in their usual booth in the back corner. Trevor had a beer in front of him and was scrolling through his phone. Jason was demolishing a plate of loaded fries.

Both of them looked up when Marcus approached, and their grins were absolutely predatory.

"There he is!" Trevor announced loudly enough that several other patrons turned to look. "The man of the hour! How you feeling, buddy?"

Marcus slid into the booth across from them, keeping his expression carefully neutral. "Tired."

"Bet you are," Jason said through a mouthful of fries. "Did you walk funny getting in here? I was watching."

"Fuck off," Marcus said, but there was no heat in it.

Trevor was studying him with those sharp eyes, the ones that could read a poker tell from across a table. "So? How was it?"

Marcus had prepared for this. He'd rehearsed. He could do this.

"Weird," he said, reaching for the menu even though he always ordered the same thing. "Really fucking weird."

"Weird good or weird bad?" Trevor pressed.

"Just weird." Marcus kept his eyes on the menu. "I mean, it's exactly what you said it would be. You lie on a table, someone puts their fingers in your ass, you eventually come. Very clinical. Very awkward."

"Awkward," Jason repeated, and there was skepticism in his voice. "That's it? Just awkward?"

"What do you want me to say?" Marcus looked up, meeting Jason's eyes. "It was uncomfortable. I felt like a fucking specimen being examined. The woman was professional, sure, but the whole thing was just... I don't know. Not my thing."

The lie tasted bitter in his mouth. Not his thing. As if he hadn't been moaning and begging and completely falling apart under Sloane's skilled touch.

Trevor was still watching him. "But you came?"

Marcus's face heated. "Eventually. Yeah."

"How many times?" Jason asked.

"Does it matter?"

"Humor us," Trevor said, leaning forward. "We paid good money for this experience. I want details."

Marcus wanted to crawl under the table. "Twice. She made me come twice."

"In ninety minutes?" Jason whistled. "Damn. That's impressive."

"It wasn't like..." Marcus struggled to find the right words. "It wasn't like normal. It was different. More... intense? But not in a good way. Just overwhelming."

That part was true, at least. It HAD been overwhelming.

"Define 'intense,'" Trevor said, and he had that look—the one that meant he was digging for something, sensing weakness in Marcus's story.

Marcus set down the menu and met Trevor's eyes directly. "It felt like too much. Like I couldn't control my body's response. Which was the whole point, I guess, but it just made me uncomfortable. I prefer being in control."

"You would," Trevor said, but he was smiling now, apparently satisfied. "Control freak to the end."

"Guilty," Marcus agreed, grateful for the easy out.

The waitress appeared—Brenda, who'd been working at Billy's for as long as any of them could remember—and took their orders. Burger and fries for Marcus, same as always. More beer for everyone.

When she left, Jason leaned back in the booth and grinned. "So you're saying you hated it."

"I didn't say I hated it," Marcus corrected carefully. "I said it was weird and uncomfortable. Which it was."

"But you'd never do it again," Jason pushed.

Marcus thought about the confirmation card in his apartment. About the appointment in two weeks that he had absolutely no intention of canceling.

"I fulfilled the bet," he said instead of answering directly. "That was the agreement. I went, I did the premium package, it's done. Can we please never talk about it again?"

"Oh, we're definitely talking about it again," Trevor said cheerfully. "This is primo embarrassment material. I'm going to bring this up at your wedding."

"I'm not even dating anyone."

"Future wedding then. Or your funeral. Whichever comes first." Trevor took a long pull from his beer. "I'm just saying, this is the kind of story that has legs. 'Remember that time Marcus lost a bet and had to get his prostate massaged?'"

"I hate you," Marcus said for what felt like the thousandth time that week.

"No you don't," Trevor replied easily. "You're just embarrassed. Which is fair. But look at it this way—you tried something new, you survived, and now you never have to do it again unless you want to."

Unless he wanted to.

Those words hung in the air for a moment, and Marcus quickly took a drink of water to avoid having to respond.

"Did she at least have good technique?" Jason asked. "Like, was she skilled at it?"

Marcus thought about Sloane's confident fingers, the way she'd known exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply, how to build him up and break him down with surgical precision.

"Yeah," he admitted. "She definitely knew what she was doing."

"See?" Trevor spread his hands. "We got you the good stuff. Premium package, experienced specialist. We could have sent you to some sketchy place with questionable hygiene, but we actually did research."

"How considerate," Marcus said dryly.

"We're excellent friends," Jason agreed. "Speaking of which—" He pulled out his phone and started scrolling. "I was thinking for next month's poker game, we should up the stakes again. Make it interesting."

"Absolutely not," Marcus said immediately. "No more bets. I learned my lesson."

"Did you though?" Trevor asked, eyes twinkling with mischief. "Because I feel like you learned the wrong lesson. The lesson wasn't 'don't make bets.' The lesson was 'don't be so fucking cocky about winning.'"

"The lesson," Marcus said firmly, "was that you two are devious assholes and I should never trust you with anything important ever again."

"That's fair," Jason conceded.

Their food arrived, and the conversation shifted to safer topics—work, the upcoming holidays, Jason's ongoing saga with his nightmare landlord, Trevor's new girlfriend who none of them had met yet but who he insisted was "different from the others."

Marcus ate his burger and participated in the conversation and tried to ignore the constant awareness of his body, the soreness that reminded him with every shift in his seat what had happened that afternoon.

Tried to ignore the way his mind kept drifting back to Sloane's hands, her voice, the overwhelming intensity of surrendering completely.

Tried to ignore the fact that even now, sitting with his friends and lying about hating the experience, part of him was counting down the days until December 2nd.

"You okay?" Trevor asked at one point, and Marcus realized he'd been staring into space for too long.

"Yeah. Just tired. Long day."

"I bet," Trevor said, and there was something knowing in his expression that made Marcus's stomach tighten.

But Trevor didn't push. Just changed the subject to the upcoming football game, and Marcus was grateful for the reprieve.

They stayed at Billy's for another two hours, drinking beer and talking shit and falling into the comfortable rhythms of friendship that had been built over eight years of regular hangouts.

And through it all, Marcus maintained his performance. Acted tired but fine. Slightly annoyed but not traumatized. Ready to move on from the whole embarrassing incident.

When they finally called it a night around nine-thirty, Trevor pulled Marcus aside in the parking lot while Jason was in the bathroom.

"Real talk," Trevor said, his voice dropping the joking tone. "You're actually okay, right? Like, I know we gave you shit, but if it was genuinely traumatic or—"

"I'm fine," Marcus interrupted. "Seriously. It was awkward and weird, but I'm fine. No lasting damage to my psyche."

Trevor studied him for a long moment. "Okay. Good. Because, like, that wasn't the goal. The goal was to get you to relax and try something new, not to scar you for life."

"Mission accomplished on the 'trying something new' front," Marcus said. "Can we please let this die now?"

"For tonight," Trevor agreed. "But I reserve the right to bring it up whenever it's funny."

"Of course you do."

Jason emerged from the bar, and they said their goodbyes with the usual combination of insults and genuine affection that characterized male friendship.

Marcus drove home in silence, his mind racing.

He'd done it. He'd successfully convinced them that the experience had been uncomfortable and unmemorable. They believed him. They'd probably still make jokes about it, but they didn't suspect that he'd loved every second.

His secret was safe.
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Back at his apartment, Marcus went through his evening routine on autopilot—brushed his teeth, changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt, checked his email, set his alarm for Monday morning.

Normal, mundane activities that felt surreal after the day he'd had.

He climbed into bed, turned off the light, and lay in the darkness waiting for sleep.

It didn't come.

His mind wouldn't stop replaying the session. Sloane's voice—"You're taking them so well." The overwhelming sensation of her fingers inside him. The moment when pleasure had crashed over him so intensely he'd forgotten his own name.

Marcus shifted in bed, hyperaware of the soreness, and felt his cock start to harden.

No, he told himself firmly. We are not doing this.

But his hand had already moved to his cock, stroking slowly, and his mind was filling in the details his body remembered with perfect clarity.

The stretch. The pressure. The building pleasure that had seemed endless.

"Such a tight little hole, but you're opening up so beautifully for me."

Marcus came with a stifled groan, his free hand fisting in his sheets, imagining it was Sloane's fingers inside him instead of just the memory.

In the aftermath, lying in his own mess and feeling pathetic, Marcus grabbed his phone.

He shouldn't. He absolutely shouldn't.

He opened his browser.

Private mode, like that made it better.

Started searching.

How often can you get a prostate massage

Is prostate massage addictive

Second session what to expect

How to prepare for prostate massage

The search results were a mix of medical information and forum posts from men discussing their experiences. Marcus read them all with the desperate focus of someone looking for permission, for validation, for confirmation that what he was feeling wasn't abnormal.

Most specialists recommend starting with monthly sessions and adjusting based on how your body responds. Some clients come weekly, others every two weeks. It's really about what feels right for you.

After your first session, your second will typically be easier. Your body will remember, even if you're nervous. The physical and psychological response often happens faster.

It's not uncommon to crave the sensation after your first experience. Prostate orgasms can be incredibly powerful, and once your body knows what's possible, it wants more. That's not addiction—that's just your body seeking pleasure, which is completely natural.

Marcus read until his eyes burned, until the words started to blur together, until he had to face the fact that he was absolutely, completely fucked.

Because he didn't just want to go back.

He needed to go back.

The confirmation card was still on his coffee table. December 2nd. Fourteen days.

Could he wait that long?

Marcus got out of bed, walked to his living room, and picked up the card.

Stared at it in the dim light from his kitchen.

Then, before he could talk himself out of it, he grabbed his laptop and pulled up the Serenity Wells website.

There was an online booking portal. He clicked through to it, entered his information from the confirmation card.

Modify Appointment or Cancel Appointment

Marcus's finger hovered over Modify.

He clicked it.

A calendar appeared, showing available slots. Sloane apparently had an opening on Wednesday afternoon at three.

Four days away instead of fourteen.

Marcus stared at the available time slot for thirty seconds, his heart pounding.

This was insane. He'd just gone today. His body needed recovery time. He should absolutely not be booking another appointment this soon.

He clicked Book Appointment.

A confirmation screen appeared. Your appointment has been updated. Premium Package with Specialist Sloane - Wednesday, November 22nd, 3:00 PM.

Marcus closed the laptop.

Sat in the darkness of his living room.

And wondered what the fuck he'd just done.
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Monday at work was a disaster of distraction.

Marcus sat through meetings without absorbing information, responded to emails on autopilot, and spent far too much time staring at his computer screen while thinking about Wednesday.

Sarah cornered him around two PM.

"Okay, what's going on with you?" she asked, leaning against his cubicle wall with her arms crossed. "You've been weird since Friday. Are you sick? Family emergency? Secret gambling debt?"

"What? No." Marcus tried to shake himself out of his mental fog. "I'm fine. Just distracted."

"Distracted by what?"

By the fact that I'm going back for another prostate massage in two days and I can't stop thinking about it.

"Personal stuff," Marcus said vaguely. "Nothing serious. I'll be more focused tomorrow."

"You better be. The client presentation is Thursday, and I need you sharp." Sarah studied him for another moment, then sighed. "Look, I don't know what's going on, but if you need to take some personal time, take it. I'd rather have you gone for a day than here but useless."

"I'm not useless," Marcus protested.

"You've said 'sorry, could you repeat that?' in four different meetings today. That's useless in my book." But she said it kindly. "Seriously. If you need a day, take a day."

After she left, Marcus considered it.

He could take Wednesday off. Call it a mental health day. Then he wouldn't have to rush from work to his appointment, wouldn't have to worry about being late or someone questioning where he was going.

Before he could overthink it, he sent Sarah an email requesting Wednesday as PTO.

Taking a personal day Wednesday. I'll be caught up on everything before I leave Tuesday.

Her response came thirty seconds later: Approved. Feel better.

Marcus sat back in his chair and tried to focus on actual work.

Managed about twenty minutes before his mind drifted again.

Wednesday. Three PM. Sloane's hands. That overwhelming pleasure.

He shifted in his seat, hyperaware of the soreness that had mostly faded but that he could still feel if he paid attention.

His phone buzzed. Text from Trevor.

Trevor: how you feeling today? recovered from your traumatic spa experience?

The sarcasm was evident even through text.

Marcus: Hilarious. I'm fine.

Trevor: good. jason and i were taking bets on whether you'd be walking funny this morning

Marcus: Mature.

Trevor: hey you're the one who lost the bet. we're just enjoying the spoils of victory

Marcus: The spoils being my humiliation?

Trevor: exactly. speaking of which, should we tell the story at friday's poker game? i'm thinking yes

Marcus: Don't you dare

Trevor: too late, already texted the group

Marcus groaned and opened the poker night group chat, which had indeed blown up with messages.

Derek: wait WHAT did marcus have to do

Mike: this sounds amazing

Trevor: oh it's a GREAT story

Marcus: It's really not

Jason: marcus lost a bet and had to get a premium prostate massage at a fancy spa

Derek: HAHAHA WHAT

Mike: that's fucking hilarious

Marcus: I hate all of you

Derek: so how was it? asking for a friend

Marcus: Awkward and uncomfortable. Moving on.

Trevor: he's being modest. he came twice

Marcus: TREVOR

Derek: oh my god

Mike: i mean. that's impressive?

Jason: very therapeutic we've been told

Marcus put his phone on silent and tried to ignore the ongoing conversation.

This was going to be a thing now. A permanent part of his friendship group's lore. Every poker night, someone would bring it up. Every hangout would include at least one joke about Marcus's prostate massage.

And he'd have to keep lying. Keep pretending it had been uncomfortable and forgettable instead of the most intense sexual experience of his life.

Keep pretending he wasn't going back on Wednesday.
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Tuesday passed in a similar haze of distraction and mounting anticipation.

Marcus actually did manage to get caught up on work, tying up loose ends and preparing for Thursday's presentation so Sarah wouldn't regret approving his PTO.

That night, he did something he'd been avoiding thinking about too hard.

He researched how to prepare properly.

The medical websites were clinical and informative. The forum posts were more explicit and practical.

If you want the best possible experience, you need to clean out thoroughly beforehand. Most specialists appreciate clients who come prepared—it makes everything smoother and more comfortable for everyone involved.

I use an enema bulb about an hour before my appointment. Clean water, nothing fancy. Just make sure everything's clear. Your specialist will appreciate it, and you'll feel more confident.

The first time is always more nerve-wracking, but by your second or third session, prep just becomes part of the routine. Like brushing your teeth before a date.

Marcus ordered an enema kit on Amazon with overnight shipping. Felt his face burning the entire time he was checking out, even though he was alone in his apartment and the Amazon algorithm didn't judge.

Wednesday morning arrived with crystalline clarity—no fog of distraction this time, just sharp, focused awareness that today was the day.

Marcus woke up at eight even though he didn't have to be anywhere. Showered. Made coffee. Tried to eat breakfast and managed half a bagel.

The enema kit had arrived the night before, sitting in its discreet packaging in his bathroom like an accusation.

Around one PM, Marcus steeled himself and followed the instructions he'd researched.

It was awkward and uncomfortable and deeply mortifying even though he was completely alone.

But when he was done, when he'd cleaned out thoroughly and showered again and confirmed that everything was as ready as it could possibly be, he felt... prepared. In control of at least this one aspect of the experience.

He dressed in comfortable clothes—joggers and a t-shirt, nothing fancy. Easier to take off, easier to put back on after.

At two-thirty, Marcus got in his car and drove to Serenity Wells for the second time in four days.

The parking garage felt familiar now. The elevator ride less surreal. The third-floor hallway almost welcoming.

He pushed open the frosted glass door at 2:55 PM.

The same receptionist was there, and she smiled with recognition. "Marcus! Good to see you again so soon. Ready for your appointment?"

"Yeah," Marcus said, and his voice only shook a little.

"Perfect. Sloane's just finishing up with another client. She'll be out in a few minutes. Have a seat."

Marcus settled into the same leather chair he'd sat in on Saturday, accepted the same cucumber water, and tried to calm his racing heart.

He was really doing this.

Four days after his first session, he was back.

Because he couldn't stop thinking about it. Couldn't stop craving the sensation, the surrender, the overwhelming pleasure that had rewired something in his brain.

The door opened.

Sloane stepped out, and her face lit up with genuine surprise and pleasure when she saw him.

"Marcus," she said, walking over with that same confident stride. "I didn't expect to see you again so soon."

"Yeah, well." Marcus stood up, suddenly nervous in a way he hadn't been on Saturday. "I, uh. I moved my appointment up."

"I can see that." Sloane's eyes were dancing with amusement. "Couldn't wait two weeks?"

Marcus's face burned. "I guess not."

"Nothing to be embarrassed about," Sloane said, though her smile suggested she was absolutely enjoying his discomfort. "It's actually pretty common. First-timers who have a good experience often want to come back quickly. Your body remembers what it felt like, and it wants more."

"Is that what this is?" Marcus asked, slightly desperate. "Normal?"

"Completely normal." Sloane gestured toward the hallway. "Come on. Let's get you set up. I'm curious to see how much easier this is for you the second time around."

Marcus followed her down the familiar hallway to the same treatment room.

As the door closed behind them, Sloane turned to him with an expression that was part professional, part predatory.

"So," she said. "Did you tell your friends how much you loved it? Or did you lie through your teeth and pretend it was awful?"

Marcus's silence was answer enough.

Sloane laughed—that same delighted sound from Saturday. "I knew it. Let me guess—you said it was awkward and uncomfortable and you'd never do it again."

"Something like that," Marcus admitted quietly.

"And yet here you are," Sloane said, moving closer, "four days later, already stripped down and ready for round two."

She wasn't wrong. Marcus was already kicking off his shoes, reaching for the waistband of his joggers.

"This time," Sloane said, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed, "I want you to be honest with me from the start. No pretending you're just tolerating this. I want to hear you say what you want."

Marcus paused, joggers halfway down his thighs, and looked at her.

"Tell me," Sloane prompted. "Why did you come back?"

The truth sat in his throat, heavy and mortifying and undeniable.

"Because I can't stop thinking about it," Marcus admitted. "About how it felt. About surrendering control. About coming so hard I couldn't remember my own name."

"Good," Sloane purred. "Now we can really have some fun."


Chapter Four: Breaking Point

"This time," Sloane said, her eyes tracking Marcus with predatory amusement as he stood there in just his t-shirt, joggers and boxer briefs pooled around his ankles, "I want you to be honest with me from the start. No pretending you're just tolerating this. I want to hear you say what you want."

Marcus kicked off his joggers completely, standing there half-naked in the treatment room for the second time in less than a week, and felt his face burning with a mixture of embarrassment and anticipation that was becoming disturbingly familiar.

"Tell me," Sloane prompted, pushing off from the counter and moving closer. "Why did you come back?"

The truth sat in his throat, heavy and mortifying and undeniable. Four days ago he would have choked on it, would have found some way to deflect or minimize. But something had shifted during that first session—some wall had come down that he couldn't rebuild no matter how hard he tried.

"Because I can't stop thinking about it," Marcus admitted, his voice quieter than he intended. "About how it felt. About surrendering control. About coming so hard I couldn't remember my own name."

"Good," Sloane purred, and her smile was absolutely wicked. "Honesty. That's what I need from you. Because now we can really have some fun."

She circled him slowly, and Marcus felt hyperaware of his partial nakedness, of the way his cock was already starting to fill just from the anticipation, from being back in this room with this woman who had completely dismantled his understanding of his own body.

"You know what I think?" Sloane said conversationally, completing her circle and facing him again. "I think Saturday was just the warm-up. The introduction. You were nervous, resistant, fighting yourself the whole time even as you fell apart. But you're not nervous anymore, are you?"

Marcus shook his head mutely.

"No," Sloane agreed. "You're not nervous. You're eager. You came back four days later because you're already craving it. Already addicted to the feeling. Am I right?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Say it," Sloane commanded, her voice taking on that edge of dominance that made his cock twitch. "Say you're addicted to getting your prostate massaged."

Marcus's throat went dry. This was different from Saturday—then, she'd coaxed and guided him. Now she was demanding. Pushing. Testing how far he'd go.

"I'm addicted to getting my prostate massaged," Marcus forced out, and saying it out loud made it real in a way that thinking it hadn't.

"Good boy." Sloane's hand came up to cup his jaw, tilting his face so he had to meet her eyes. "And did you tell your friends that? Did you tell them you loved every second and couldn't wait to come back?"

"No," Marcus admitted. "I told them it was awkward and uncomfortable."

"Of course you did." Sloane released his jaw and stepped back. "Because admitting you loved it would mean admitting something about yourself you're not ready to face. That you like surrendering control. That you like being dominated. That you like having someone's fingers buried in your ass making you beg."

Every word landed like a physical blow, stripping away the pretense Marcus had been maintaining even to himself.

"But in here," Sloane continued, gesturing around the treatment room, "you don't get to lie. In here, you're going to be completely honest about what you want and what you need. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus said.

"Yes what?"

Marcus's brain stuttered. "Yes... ma'am?"

Sloane laughed—delighted and approving. "Oh, I like that. You're a quick learner. Okay, Marcus. Here's how this is going to work. Saturday was your first time, so I went easy on you. Built up slowly, let you adjust, gave you time to process. But you've already experienced it now. Your body knows what's coming. So today, we're going to push further."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, and from Sloane's knowing smile, she'd definitely noticed.

"Strip completely," Sloane instructed. "Everything off. I want you naked."

Saturday, Marcus had been allowed to keep his shirt on. That small concession to modesty, to maintaining some barrier between himself and complete vulnerability.

Not anymore.

Marcus pulled his t-shirt over his head with shaking hands, tossed it aside. Stood completely naked in the middle of the treatment room while Sloane watched him with frank appreciation.

"Much better," she said. "You have a good body, Marcus. You should be proud of it. Now get on the table. Face down, same position as before."

Marcus climbed onto the padded table, the linens cool against his skin. Positioned himself with his hips over the strategic opening, his cock and balls hanging through into empty space below. His face settled into the cushioned cradle, leaving him staring down at the floor.

Completely exposed. Completely vulnerable.

Completely ready.

He heard Sloane moving around the room—water running as she washed her hands, the snap of a glove, bottles being opened.

"I saw from your booking that you moved your appointment up," Sloane said conversationally as she worked. "Originally you were scheduled for December second. But you changed it to today. That's a ten-day difference, Marcus. You couldn't even wait two weeks."

Marcus said nothing, his face burning against the padding.

"That tells me everything I need to know about how much you enjoyed Saturday," Sloane continued. "So today, we're going to explore that. Find out exactly how much pleasure you can handle. How far you can be pushed. Where your limits actually are."

Her hands—warm and slick with oil—settled on his lower back, beginning the same massage routine from Saturday. Working the muscles, finding tension, methodically relaxing him.

"I'm going to ask you some questions," Sloane said as her hands worked. "And I want honest answers. No hedging, no downplaying. Just truth. Can you do that?"

"Yes, ma'am," Marcus said, the honorific coming more naturally this time.

"Good. First question: did you touch yourself thinking about our session?"

Marcus's entire body tensed. "Yes."

"When?"

"Saturday night. After I got home."

"What were you thinking about?" Sloane's hands moved lower, to his glutes, kneading the muscles there.

"The way it felt," Marcus admitted quietly. "Your fingers inside me. The way you talked to me. How intense the orgasm was."

"Did you come?"

"Yes."

"How?" Sloane's hands spread his ass cheeks slightly, not penetrating yet, just exposing him. Making him aware of how accessible he was. "Did you touch your cock? Or did you try to recreate what I did?"

Marcus's breath hitched. "I touched my cock. I couldn't... I didn't know how to recreate it on my own."

"Interesting." One of Sloane's fingers traced down his crack, circling his hole without pressing in. "So you know the pleasure I can give you is something you can't achieve by yourself. That must be frustrating."

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Have you thought about it every day since Saturday?"

"Yes."

"Multiple times a day?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted, shame and arousal warring in his chest.

"Have you gotten hard at inappropriate times—at work, in public—because you were thinking about it?"

Marcus closed his eyes. "Yes."

"Poor thing," Sloane said, and there was genuine amusement in her voice. "Four days of obsessing over something you couldn't have until right now. That must have been torture."

Her finger pressed against his entrance, and Marcus's entire body shuddered at the contact.

"I prepped," Marcus blurted out. "This time. I used an enema. I wanted to be ready."

"Oh?" Sloane sounded pleased. "You did research on how to prepare properly? That's very responsible of you, Marcus. Very eager to please."

"I just wanted..." Marcus trailed off, not sure how to finish the sentence.

"Wanted what?" Sloane prompted, her finger circling his hole with maddening lightness.

"Wanted it to be good," Marcus finished lamely.

"Wanted it to be good for who? For me? Or for you?"

"Both?"

"Honest answer," Sloane said, pressing slightly harder but not penetrating yet. "You cleaned yourself out because you wanted me to think you're a good boy who follows instructions and does things properly. You wanted my approval. Didn't you?"

The accuracy of that statement made Marcus's cock jerk hard against nothing.

"Yes, ma'am," he whispered.

"Such a good boy," Sloane purred, and finally—finally—her finger began to push inside. "So eager to please. So desperate for my approval. I'm going to have so much fun with you."

The penetration was easier this time, just like Sloane had predicted. His body remembered, opened more readily, accepted her finger with less resistance than Saturday.

"See?" Sloane said as her finger slid in smoothly. "Your body knows what this is now. Knows what's coming. It's already starting to relax and open for me. Such a responsive little hole."

The crude language should have embarrassed him more. Instead, it made Marcus moan into the face cradle.

Sloane's finger found his prostate immediately—no searching required this time—and pressed against it with firm, confident pressure.

Stars exploded behind Marcus's closed eyelids.

"There it is," Sloane murmured. "Still just as sensitive as Saturday. Maybe more so, now that your body knows how good this can feel. I'm going to add a second finger now. No warm-up this time. You can take it."

Before Marcus could respond, two fingers were pressing inside, stretching him, filling him in that overwhelming way that made his brain short-circuit.

"Breathe," Sloane commanded, and Marcus obeyed automatically, forcing air into his lungs.

"Good. Now I'm going to tell you how this session is going to work." Both fingers began to move, stroking his prostate with methodical precision. "I'm going to edge you. Bring you right to the brink of orgasm over and over without letting you tip over. I'm going to find out how many times I can do that before you completely break down and beg me to let you come. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," Marcus gasped.

"And while I'm edging you," Sloane continued, her fingers never stopping their relentless massage, "you're going to tell me things. Answer my questions honestly. Confess things you wouldn't admit to anyone else. Because there's something about being on the edge of orgasm that makes people very, very honest."

Marcus wanted to protest, wanted to say he couldn't do that, but Sloane's fingers curled and pressed and suddenly he couldn't form words at all.

"Let's start simple," Sloane said. "Have you ever experimented with anal play before coming here?"

"No," Marcus managed.

"Never? Not even curiosity? Never put a finger inside yourself in the shower?"

"No. Never."

"So I'm the first person who's ever touched you like this. The first person who's ever been inside you. How does that feel?"

"Overwhelming," Marcus gasped. "Intense. I don't know."

"Do you like it?" Sloane asked, her fingers pressing harder. "Do you like being the first to open you up? To show you what your body can do?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, ma'am. I like that you're the first."

"Good boy." Sloane's free hand came to rest on the small of his back, a grounding touch. "Now, when you were lying to your friends about this experience, what exactly did you say?"

Marcus's face burned. "I said it was awkward and clinical. That I didn't enjoy it. That I'd never do it again."

"And they believed you?"

"I think so."

"But the whole time you were lying, you were thinking about coming back. Weren't you?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"Were you hard while you were lying to them? Did sitting in that bar, telling them how uncomfortable and forgettable it was, make your cock hard because you knew the truth?"

Marcus made a strangled sound. "Yes."

"Dirty boy," Sloane said with clear approval. "Getting aroused by your own deception. I bet that made it even hotter, didn't it? Knowing you had this secret. Knowing you'd discovered something about yourself that you weren't going to share."

Her fingers found some new angle, and pleasure spiked through Marcus's entire body. His hips jerked involuntarily, trying to press back against the penetration, seeking more.

"Ah ah," Sloane chided, her hand on his back pressing down to keep him still. "No moving. You take what I give you. Nothing more, nothing less."

"Please," Marcus gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please don't stop."

"Oh, I'm not going to stop," Sloane assured him. "But I am going to slow down."

Her fingers immediately shifted from the firm, rapid strokes to something maddeningly slower. Not enough to build toward orgasm, just enough to keep him right on the edge of desperate need.

"This is what edging feels like," Sloane explained, her voice infuriatingly calm while Marcus was falling apart beneath her touch. "I keep you right here—aroused, desperate, needing more—but never quite giving you enough to finish. It can go on for a very long time if I want it to."

Marcus whimpered into the face cradle.

"Now," Sloane continued, "I want you to tell me about the moments between Saturday and today when you thought about this the most. What were you doing? Where were you?"

Marcus's brain was too scrambled to lie or deflect. The words just spilled out.

"Sunday morning," he gasped. "I woke up thinking about it. I was hard before I was fully awake. Monday at work, I couldn't focus in meetings. Tuesday night I researched how to prepare properly, and I got hard reading about it. Wednesday morning while I was cleaning out, I was already imagining being back here."

"Were you touching yourself during any of these times?"

"Some of them."

"Did you come?"

"Twice. Sunday night and Tuesday night."

"What were you thinking about when you came?"

"Your voice," Marcus admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush. "The way you called me a good boy. The way you told me I was taking your fingers so well. The way you made me beg."

"Oh, Marcus," Sloane said, and there was something almost affectionate in her tone. "You're even more gone than I thought. Already associating my voice with pleasure. Already craving my approval. This is going to be so much fun."

Her fingers picked up speed again, and Marcus felt the pleasure start to build toward that critical threshold.

"You're getting close," Sloane observed. "I can feel your prostate swelling, getting more sensitive. You want to come so badly, don't you?"

"Yes," Marcus panted. "Please, yes."

"Not yet." The fingers slowed again, and Marcus made a sound of pure frustration.

"You're going to learn patience today," Sloane said. "Going to learn that I control when and how you come. That your pleasure belongs to me for the duration of this session. Can you accept that?"

"Yes, ma'am," Marcus groaned.

"Good. Let's try three fingers now. Open up wide for me."

Marcus felt the third finger pressing alongside the other two, the stretch immediate and intense and just on the edge of too much.

"Breathe," Sloane commanded. "Push back against it. Let your body accept it."

Marcus tried. His body was fighting the intrusion even as his mind was screaming at him to surrender to it, to take it, to prove he could handle whatever Sloane wanted to give him.

"That's it," Sloane encouraged as the third finger finally slipped inside. "Such a tight little hole, but you're learning to open up for me. Learning to take what I give you."

The stretch was overwhelming. Three fingers was qualitatively different from two—it wasn't just more, it was a fundamental shift in sensation. Fullness that bordered on pain but somehow translated directly to pleasure in ways Marcus's brain couldn't process.

"How does that feel?" Sloane asked, holding her fingers still inside him while his body adjusted.

"Full," Marcus gasped. "So full."

"Good. You're going to get used to being full. By the time we're done today, three fingers is going to feel normal. Maybe we'll even try four before we're finished."

Four? Marcus's brain couldn't even imagine that.

"But first," Sloane said, beginning to move all three fingers in concert, "we're going to see how many times I can bring you to the edge with three fingers. I'm thinking... five? Six? Let's find out."

And then she began in earnest.

The next forty minutes were simultaneously the longest and shortest period of time Marcus had ever experienced.

Sloane was methodical, relentless, and absolutely ruthless in her edging. She would build him up with firm, rapid strokes against his prostate until he was right on the verge of coming—so close he could feel the orgasm gathering in his pelvis, could feel his cock leaking steadily, could feel his entire body tensing for release.

And then she would slow down. Stop completely. Let him drift back from the edge just enough that the orgasm dissipated.

Then she'd start again.

Each time, she extracted confessions from him. Questions he had to answer while desperately trying not to come.

"Tell me what you fantasized about Tuesday night when you came."

"You. Your fingers. The way you talked to me. Being on this table."

"Have you thought about other people finding out? About your friends knowing the truth?"

"Yes. It scares me but it also... it makes it hotter somehow."

"If I told you that you could come right now, but only if you admitted out loud that you love getting fucked by my fingers, would you say it?"

"Yes. God, yes. I love getting fucked by your fingers."

"Do you want to come back again after today?"

"Yes."

"How often?"

"I don't know. As often as I can."

"Once a week? Twice a week?"

"Yes. Whatever you'll let me do."

"Such a desperate boy. Already planning your addiction around my schedule."

By the fifth time Sloane brought him to the edge and denied him, Marcus was beyond coherent thought. He was just sensation and need and desperate, aching arousal that had nowhere to go.

"Please," he heard himself begging, and he didn't even care anymore how pathetic he sounded. "Please, I need to come. I can't take anymore."

"You can," Sloane said firmly. "You can take more than you think. Your body can handle this. Your mind is what's fighting it."

"I can't," Marcus sobbed. "Please, I'm begging you."

"One more edge," Sloane said. "One more, and then I'll let you come. But I want something from you first."

"Anything," Marcus gasped. "Anything you want."

"I want you to admit why you really came back today. The truth. Not just that you couldn't stop thinking about it. I want you to say what this means to you."

Marcus's mind was too scrambled to construct a careful answer. He just let the truth spill out.

"I came back because I needed this. Because normal sex, normal pleasure, it's not enough anymore. Because you showed me something about myself I didn't know existed and now I can't unknow it. I came back because I'm already addicted to surrendering to you. To being controlled. To being made to feel this good while being completely vulnerable."

"Perfect," Sloane breathed. "That's exactly what I wanted to hear."

Her three fingers pressed hard against his prostate, stroking fast and firm and merciless, and this time she didn't slow down.

"Come for me," Sloane commanded. "Right now. Show me how desperate you've been. Give me everything."

The orgasm that had been building and dissipating and building again for the past forty minutes finally crashed over Marcus like a tsunami.

It was longer than Saturday. More intense. His entire body convulsed, back arching off the table despite Sloane's hand trying to hold him down. He heard himself making sounds—ragged shouts that bordered on sobs—as pleasure radiated out from his core in waves that seemed endless.

His cock spurted thick ropes of cum through the opening in the table, and he could hear it hitting whatever was positioned below. Could feel it being pulled from him by the relentless massage of his prostate, every pulse synchronized with Sloane's fingers stroking that spot inside him.

It went on forever. Thirty seconds, a minute, longer—Marcus lost all sense of time. There was only the overwhelming pleasure and Sloane's fingers and the complete surrender of control.

When it finally began to ebb, when the waves grew smaller and farther apart, Marcus was shaking so hard his teeth were chattering.

Sloane's fingers slowed but didn't withdraw. "Breathe," she instructed. "Nice and slow. That's it."

Marcus tried. His lungs felt like they didn't know how to work anymore.

"That," Sloane said with satisfaction, "was beautiful. You completely fell apart for me. I could feel your whole body letting go."

Marcus couldn't form words. Could barely form thoughts.

"But we're not done," Sloane continued, and Marcus's eyes flew open in shock.

"What?" he managed hoarsely.

"We still have forty-five minutes left in your session," Sloane said matter-of-factly. "And I told you—today we're finding out how much you can handle. That was one orgasm. Let's see if we can get you to three."

"I can't," Marcus protested weakly. "I just came so hard I can't even feel my legs."

"You can," Sloane assured him. "And you will. Because you want to prove to me that you can take everything I give you. Don't you?"

Marcus's traitorous cock, which should have been spent and soft, gave an interested twitch at the challenge in her voice.

"Yes, ma'am," he heard himself say.

"Good boy." Sloane's fingers began to move again—slowly at first, just gentle circles against his oversensitive prostate. "We'll build back up gradually. Give your body a few minutes to recover. And then we're going to do it all over again."
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The second orgasm came twenty minutes later, after Sloane had patiently worked him back to full arousal despite his body's protests that it was too soon, too much, it couldn't possibly do this again.

She'd added a fourth finger during the build-up, and the stretch had made Marcus see stars. Had made him beg incoherently for something—more, less, he didn't even know.

"Four fingers," Sloane had murmured as they pressed inside. "Your tight little hole is taking four of my fingers. You're doing so well, Marcus. Opening up so beautifully for me."

The orgasm when it hit was different from the first—less explosive, more rolling. Waves of pleasure that seemed to originate from deep in his core and radiate outward. His cock barely spurted this time, just leaked steadily as his prostate pulsed under Sloane's relentless massage.

"That's it," Sloane encouraged. "Just ride it out. Let it wash through you. You're doing so well."

When it finished, Marcus was boneless. Couldn't move, couldn't think, could barely breathe.

"One more," Sloane said, and Marcus made a sound of protest that had no words behind it.

"I know," she soothed. "I know it's intense. But you want to prove you can do this. Want to prove you can take everything I give you and come back for more. Right?"

"Yes," Marcus whimpered.

"Then let's finish strong."

The third build-up was almost painful in its intensity. Marcus's body was so oversensitive that every touch felt like too much, but somehow it translated directly to pleasure anyway. His nerves were screaming, his prostate felt swollen and tender, his cock was leaking constantly despite having come twice already.

"You're going to remember this session," Sloane said as her four fingers worked him relentlessly toward one final peak. "Every time you sit down for the next few days, you're going to feel this. Going to remember being opened up and fucked and made to come three times in ninety minutes. Going to remember surrendering so completely you couldn't even form words."

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Yes, yes, please—"

"Come," Sloane commanded. "One more time. Give me everything you have left."

The third orgasm felt like it was being ripped out of him. Not gentle waves but sharp, almost painful spikes of pleasure that bordered on too much but somehow stayed just on the right side of overwhelming.

His cock twitched weakly, barely producing anything this time, but the sensation from his prostate was just as intense. Maybe more so.

Marcus didn't shout this time. He sobbed.

Actual tears leaked from his eyes into the face cradle padding as the orgasm wracked through him, as Sloane's fingers drew out every last shudder and pulse until he was empty and broken and completely unmade.

"Perfect," Sloane breathed, and finally—finally—her fingers began to withdraw.

The loss felt enormous. Marcus's body clenched around the emptiness, already missing the fullness even though moments ago it had felt like too much.

"You did so well," Sloane said softly, and Marcus felt a warm towel cleaning him gently. "Three orgasms. Took four fingers. Confessed things you've never told anyone. You should be very proud of yourself."

Marcus couldn't respond. Couldn't do anything but lie there trembling and trying to remember how to exist in his body.

He felt Sloane's hand rest on his back—a gentle, grounding touch. "Take your time. No rush. I'm going to get you some water and give you privacy to recover. The next room is all set up whenever you're ready."

Then she was gone, and Marcus was alone with the wreckage of himself.

It took fifteen minutes before he could move.

When he finally sat up, his entire body protested. His ass was thoroughly used, tender in a way that made him hyperaware of every movement. His legs were shaky. His hands were trembling.

He got dressed slowly, mechanically, and made his way to the recovery room.

Sloane had left water, electrolyte drinks, protein bars, and a warm blanket on the chair. Marcus collapsed into the seat, pulled the blanket around himself, and tried to process what had just happened.

Three orgasms in ninety minutes.

Four fingers inside him.

Confessions he'd never intended to make.

Complete and total surrender.

Marcus sat there for forty minutes, drinking water, eating a protein bar his body desperately needed, and staring at the wall.

When he finally felt stable enough to stand, he made his way back to the reception area.

The receptionist smiled warmly at him. "How was your session?"

"Intense," Marcus managed, and it was possibly the biggest understatement of his life.

"Wonderful. Would you like to book your next appointment?"

Marcus opened his mouth to say he needed to think about it.

Heard himself say: "Yes. Same time next week if Sloane's available."

"Let me check." She typed into her computer. "Yes, she has an opening next Wednesday at three. Should I book you?"

"Yes."

She printed out another confirmation card and handed it to him.

Marcus looked down at it. Wednesday, November 29th, 3:00 PM.

One week from today.

He'd just scheduled weekly appointments.

What the fuck am I doing? Marcus thought as he walked to the elevator.

But he knew exactly what he was doing.

He was feeding an addiction he'd developed in less than a week.

He was chasing a pleasure he couldn't achieve on his own.

He was surrendering control in ways that terrified and thrilled him in equal measure.

And he wasn't going to stop.
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Marcus drove home in a daze, his body sore and satisfied and thoroughly used in ways that made sitting in his car seat an exercise in awareness.

When he got home, he collapsed on his couch and pulled out his phone.

Multiple texts from Trevor.

Trevor: how's your day off going?

Trevor: doing anything interesting?

Trevor: you're being suspiciously quiet

Marcus stared at the messages.

He should respond. Should say he just needed a mental health day, ran some errands, nothing exciting.

Instead he pulled up his calendar and stared at the new weekly appointment entries he'd somehow accumulated.

November 29th. December 6th. December 13th.

He'd just scheduled himself for weekly prostate massages through the end of the year.

His phone buzzed with a new text.

Trevor: ok seriously. you alive?

Marcus finally responded.

Marcus: Yeah. Fine. Just needed a quiet day.

Trevor: cool. poker friday. you coming?

Marcus: Yeah

Trevor: great. derek's bringing his brother who's visiting from seattle. fresh meat.

Marcus: Perfect

Marcus put his phone down and went to take a shower.

Under the hot water, he carefully soaped himself, hyperaware of the soreness between his legs. Of the way his body still felt opened, used, thoroughly worked over.

He should feel ashamed. Should feel embarrassed.

Instead, he felt... satisfied. Complete. Like something he hadn't known was missing had clicked into place.

That night, lying in bed, Marcus pulled out his laptop one more time.

Searched for information about prostate massage addiction.

Found forums full of men discussing weekly appointments, bi-weekly sessions, their relationships with their specialists, the psychological and physical effects of regular prostate stimulation.

I've been going every week for two years. It's part of my self-care routine now, like going to the gym or getting a haircut. Nothing weird about it—just something that makes me feel good and helps with stress.

My specialist knows my body better than anyone, including my wife. She can read my responses, knows exactly what I need on any given day. It's therapeutic in ways I never expected.

The first few months I was worried I was getting too dependent on it. Now I've accepted that this is just part of who I am. I need this kind of release. And there's nothing wrong with that.

Marcus read until his eyes burned.

Then he opened a document and started typing.

Not work. Not email.

A journal entry, something he hadn't done since college.

Wednesday, November 22nd.

I went back today. Only four days after my first session. I couldn't wait. Couldn't stop thinking about it. I've scheduled weekly appointments now.

Sloane made me come three times today. Worked me with four fingers. Made me confess things I've never told anyone. And I loved every second of it.

I'm lying to everyone—Trevor, Jason, everyone at work. Telling them the first time was uncomfortable and forgettable. But the truth is I'm already addicted. Already planning my life around these appointments.

I don't know what this means about me. Don't know if I should be worried or if this is just... discovery. Finding out things about my body and what I need.

What I do know: I'm going back next Wednesday. And the Wednesday after that. And I'm not going to stop.

Marcus saved the document, closed his laptop, and tried to sleep.

His dreams were vivid and explicit and centered entirely around Sloane's voice telling him what a good boy he was.
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Friday's poker game was simultaneously easier and harder than Marcus expected.

Easier because the initial shock and interrogation about his spa experience had passed. Trevor and Jason had made their jokes, gotten their reactions, and were mostly content to let it become background noise in their friendship rather than the main event.

Harder because Derek's brother Ethan—a software engineer from Seattle who had strong opinions about everything—brought up men's wellness during a lull in the game.

"There's this place in Seattle," Ethan said, studying his cards. "Specializes in male-specific health treatments. Prostate massage, testosterone optimization, that kind of thing. Apparently it's becoming a whole industry."

Marcus's heart stopped.

"Oh yeah?" Trevor said with studied casualness that meant he absolutely knew where this was going. "Marcus actually just experienced something like that. Right, buddy?"

Marcus could have killed him. "Different thing. Can we not?"

"No, I'm curious," Ethan said, setting down his cards. "What was it? How'd you end up doing that?"

"Lost a bet," Marcus said shortly. "Got sent to a spa that does prostate massage. It was fine. Moving on."

"But was it actually therapeutic?" Ethan pressed. "Because the research is actually pretty interesting. Prostate massage can help with circulation, hormone regulation, stress relief. There's actual medical basis for it."

"I mean, I guess?" Marcus really, really wanted this conversation to end. "I only went once. Not exactly a long-term study."

"Would you go again?" Ethan asked. "Like, if it wasn't a bet? If you were just going for the health benefits?"

Marcus thought about the confirmation card in his wallet. About the appointment in five days that he was absolutely, definitely keeping.

"No," he lied smoothly. "Once was enough. Not really my thing."

"Fair enough," Ethan said, picking his cards back up. "I've been thinking about trying it though. The place in Seattle has great reviews."

"You should," Trevor said, and Marcus could hear the grin in his voice even without looking at him. "It's very... educational."

The game continued, and Marcus tried to focus on his cards.

Managed to actually win two hands in a row, which helped distract everyone from the wellness discussion.

But during a break when they were getting more beer, Trevor cornered Marcus in the kitchen.

"You okay?" Trevor asked quietly. "You've been weird since Wednesday."

"I took a mental health day," Marcus said, keeping his voice neutral. "I'm fine."

"You sure? Because you're doing that thing where you're too carefully fine, which means you're actually not fine."

Marcus grabbed a beer from the fridge. "I'm just tired. Work's been stressful. Needed a day off. That's literally it."

Trevor studied him with those sharp eyes. "Okay. But you know you can talk to me, right? If something was actually wrong?"

"I know." Marcus clinked his beer against Trevor's. "I'm good. Promise."

It was another lie in a growing list of them.

But Trevor seemed to accept it, and they returned to the game.

Marcus went home that night having won sixty dollars and maintained his cover story.

He should have felt accomplished.

Instead, he just felt tired of lying.
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The weekend passed in a blur of nervous anticipation.

Saturday Marcus tried to distract himself with errands—grocery shopping, cleaning his apartment, going to the gym for the first time in two weeks. His body was still slightly sore from Wednesday's session, and the awareness of it made working out feel surreal.

Sunday he couldn't focus on anything. Tried to watch football. Ended up just staring at the TV while mentally counting down the hours until Wednesday.

Monday at work was torture.

Sarah noticed immediately that he was distracted again but didn't comment. Just gave him easier tasks that didn't require deep focus.

Tuesday was marginally better. Marcus actually managed to get some real work done, primarily because he knew tomorrow was Wednesday and if he didn't perform today, Sarah would start asking real questions.

Tuesday night, Marcus carefully prepped again. Had gotten better at it, more efficient. The process felt routine now rather than mortifying.

He went to bed early, trying to get actual rest.

Couldn't sleep.

Lay awake thinking about tomorrow. About Sloane's hands. About surrendering control again.

About the fact that this was his new normal now. Weekly appointments to get his prostate massaged. Lying to everyone about it. Building his life around ninety-minute sessions that were slowly but surely becoming the most important part of his week.

Wednesday morning Marcus woke up with an erection and a sense of anticipation that bordered on anxiety.

He went through his work day in a fog, accomplishing the bare minimum, watching the clock obsessively.

At 2:30 PM, he told his team he had a doctor's appointment and left the office.

Drove to Serenity Wells with his heart pounding.

Walked through the frosted glass door at 2:55 PM.

The receptionist greeted him by name now. "Marcus! Good to see you. Sloane's ready for you. You can go right back."

No waiting this time. She'd saved a slot for him, knowing he'd show up.

Marcus walked down the hallway to the treatment room on autopilot.

Knocked once and entered.

Sloane was waiting, and her smile was knowing and warm and slightly predatory.

"Right on time," she said. "Three sessions in less than two weeks. I think we might have a record."

Marcus closed the door behind him. "I couldn't wait."

"I know." Sloane gestured to the table. "Strip. Let's see how much further we can push you today."

And just like that, Marcus was shedding his clothes, climbing onto the table, positioning himself for another session of complete surrender.

This was his life now.

And he'd never been more terrified or more certain that he'd made the right choice.


Chapter Five: The Descent

The fourth session—Marcus's third Wednesday in a row—started exactly like the previous two.

He walked into Serenity Wells at 2:55 PM, was greeted by name by the receptionist who no longer asked if he had an appointment because of course he did, walked down the familiar hallway to the treatment room, and found Sloane waiting with that knowing smile that made his stomach flip.

"Right on time," she said. "You're very punctual, Marcus. I appreciate that in a client."

"I don't want to waste any of the ninety minutes," Marcus admitted, already pulling his shirt over his head.

Sloane laughed. "Honest today. I like it. Strip completely. Let's see what we can do with you this week."

Marcus shed his clothes with practiced efficiency now. No hesitation, no embarrassment about being naked in front of her. That ship had sailed somewhere between session one and session two.

He climbed onto the table, positioned himself with his hips over the opening, settled his face into the cradle.

Ready.

Always ready now.

"I've been thinking about you," Sloane said as she washed her hands, and Marcus felt a thrill run through him at those words. "About how quickly you've progressed. Three sessions in two weeks. Most clients take months to get comfortable enough for that kind of frequency."

"I'm not most clients," Marcus said into the face cradle.

"No, you're not." Sloane's oiled hands settled on his lower back, beginning the familiar massage routine. "You're special, Marcus. You surrendered so completely, so quickly. And now you're already structuring your life around these appointments. Aren't you?"

Marcus thought about the calendar on his phone, about the way he'd started planning his work schedule around Wednesdays at 3 PM, about how everything else in his life had become secondary to these ninety-minute sessions.

"Yes, ma'am," he admitted.

"Good boy." Sloane's hands moved to his glutes, kneading the muscles there. "Today I want to try something different. We've established that you can take four fingers. That you can come three times in a session. So let's explore endurance."

"Endurance?" Marcus's voice came out slightly strangled.

"How long I can keep you on the edge before you completely break." Sloane's finger traced down his crack, circling his hole. "Last time it was forty minutes before your first orgasm. Let's see if we can make it an hour today."

"An hour?" Marcus couldn't imagine it. Forty minutes had felt like an eternity.

"An hour of edging," Sloane confirmed, and two fingers pressed inside him—his body opening easily now, accepting the penetration like it had been waiting for it. "And then when I finally let you come, it's going to be the most intense orgasm you've ever had. Trust me."

Marcus did trust her. That was the terrifying part.

The next hour was exquisite torture.

Sloane brought him to the edge seven times—seven times she built him up with expert fingers stroking his prostate until he was gasping and begging and right on the verge of orgasm, and seven times she slowed down and let him drift back from the brink.

By the time she finally—finally—gave him permission to come, Marcus was sobbing into the face cradle, his body shaking, his mind completely gone.

The orgasm when it hit felt like it lasted five minutes. Endless waves of pleasure that seemed to originate from his very core, radiating out through his entire body while Sloane's four fingers worked his prostate mercilessly.

He came so hard he blacked out for a few seconds.

When awareness returned, he was still trembling, still making small broken sounds, and Sloane's hand was resting gently on his back.

"Beautiful," she murmured. "Absolutely beautiful. That's what an hour of edging does to you, Marcus. Remember that feeling."

He would. God, he would never forget it.

After the session, in the recovery room, Marcus stared at the wall and tried to piece his psyche back together.

He'd just spent an hour being edged. Had begged, pleaded, cried for release. Had been completely unmade by pleasure delayed and then finally, devastatingly granted.

And he was already looking forward to next Wednesday.

When he checked out, the receptionist asked if he wanted to book his next appointment.

Marcus heard himself ask: "Does Sloane have any availability for twice a week?"

The receptionist's eyebrows rose slightly, but her professional smile never faltered. "Let me check." She typed into her computer. "She has an opening on Saturdays at two PM. Would that work?"

"Yes," Marcus said before he could think better of it.

She printed out two confirmation cards—Wednesday and Saturday sessions, now extending through the end of December.

Marcus walked out of Serenity Wells having just committed to twice-weekly prostate massages.

What am I doing? he thought as he got in his car.

But he knew exactly what he was doing.

He was feeding an addiction that had completely taken over his life in less than three weeks.
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The lies became more elaborate as the frequency increased.

Trevor noticed first.

Trevor: you've been weird lately. like weirder than normal.

Marcus: How so?

Trevor: idk. distracted. you cancelled poker last friday. you keep taking random afternoons off work. everything ok?

Marcus stared at his phone, anxiety spiking. He'd cancelled poker because it conflicted with his first Saturday session. Had taken Wednesday afternoons off as "doctor's appointments" which wasn't technically a lie but wasn't exactly the truth either.

Marcus: Just dealing with some health stuff. Nothing serious. Routine appointments.

Trevor: health stuff? should i be worried?

Marcus: No. Really. Just preventive care. Getting older, you know.

Trevor: we're 32 not 62

Marcus: Better to stay on top of things

Trevor: ok. but seriously if something was wrong you'd tell me right?

Marcus: Yes. I promise.

Another lie to add to the growing pile.

At work, Sarah cornered him in the break room on a Thursday afternoon.

"We need to talk about your PTO usage," she said, not unkindly. "You've taken six half-days in the last three weeks. All for medical appointments, according to your requests."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Is that a problem?"

"Not yet," Sarah said carefully. "But HR noticed the pattern. They're asking if there's a serious health issue we should know about. Not the details," she added quickly. "Just whether you need FMLA accommodation or if this is temporary."

"It's temporary," Marcus lied. "Just some follow-up appointments for a thing. Should be wrapped up by the end of the year."

"Okay." Sarah studied him. "You're not sick though, right? Like, nothing serious?"

"Nothing serious," Marcus confirmed, which was technically true. Prostate massage addiction wasn't life-threatening.

"Good." Sarah relaxed slightly. "Just maybe try to schedule appointments outside work hours when possible? I'm getting pressure from above about the team's coverage."

"I'll try," Marcus said, knowing he absolutely would not try because his sessions were sacred and he wasn't giving them up for anything.

That night, lying in bed, Marcus opened his journal—the private document he'd been keeping since starting this whole thing.

Thursday, December 7th.

I'm now going twice a week. Wednesday and Saturday. I've had seven sessions in three weeks. I'm spending $700 a week on this. I've lied to Trevor, to Jason, to Sarah, to HR. I'm structuring my entire life around these appointments.

And I don't care.

That's the scary part. I don't care about the money or the lies or the logistics. All I care about is the next session. The next time Sloane's hands are on me, inside me, making me surrender completely.

I think about it constantly. At work, in meetings, trying to sleep. I replay sessions in my head. I fantasize about the next one. I've started getting hard at inappropriate times just thinking about it.

I'm completely addicted and I have no idea how to stop.

Worse: I don't want to stop.

Marcus closed the laptop and tried to sleep.

Couldn't.

Got up at 2 AM and masturbated thinking about Saturday's session, which was still two days away.

Came thinking about Sloane's voice telling him what a good boy he was.
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Saturday's session introduced something new.

"I've been thinking," Sloane said as Marcus positioned himself on the table, "that we should incorporate some training into our sessions."

"Training?" Marcus asked from the face cradle.

"You're taking four fingers well now," Sloane explained, her oiled hands beginning their familiar routine on his back. "But I think you could take more. With proper preparation and practice."

Marcus's cock twitched against nothing. "More?"

"My whole hand eventually," Sloane said casually, like she was discussing the weather. "But that takes time and patience. So today, we're going to focus on stretching you properly. Opening you up gradually so your body learns to accommodate more."

The idea should have terrified him. Instead, Marcus felt arousal spike through his system so intensely it made him dizzy.

"Okay," he breathed.

"Good boy." Sloane's hands moved to his ass, spreading him open. "We'll start slow. Four fingers to warm you up, then I'll work on stretching you wider. This might be uncomfortable at times, but I need you to communicate with me. Tell me if it's too much."

"Yes, ma'am."

The session that followed was different from the previous ones—less focused on edging and orgasm, more focused on the physical act of opening his body. Sloane was methodical, patient, working four fingers inside him and then slowly, gradually spreading them apart, stretching his hole wider than it had ever been.

It burned. It was intense. It bordered on painful.

But it also felt... right. Like his body was learning a new language, adapting to a new purpose.

"Look at you," Sloane murmured at one point, her four fingers spread wide inside him. "Your tight little hole is stretching so well for me. Learning to open up. Such a good, obedient boy."

Marcus moaned into the face cradle, his cock leaking steadily even though this wasn't directly about pleasure.

By the time Sloane finally let him come—after forty-five minutes of stretching and training—the orgasm felt different. Deeper. Like it was coming from a more primal place.

In the recovery room afterward, Marcus could barely sit. His ass was sore in a way it had never been before—thoroughly used, opened, stretched beyond what he'd thought possible.

And he couldn't wait to do it again.
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The next Wednesday session continued the training.

And the Saturday after that.

By mid-December, Marcus had had twelve sessions in five weeks.

Twelve times he'd stripped naked, climbed onto that table, and surrendered completely to Sloane's skilled hands.

Twelve times he'd come harder than he'd ever come in his life.

Twelve times he'd confessed things, begged for release, been broken down and rebuilt by overwhelming pleasure.

His body had changed. He could feel it. His hole opened more easily now, accepted penetration with less resistance. He could take four fingers with barely any warm-up. Sloane had started using progressively larger training plugs between sessions, working toward the eventual goal of her whole hand.

His mind had changed too. He thought about the sessions constantly. Planned his life around them. Cancelled social engagements if they conflicted. Turned down a work trip that would have required being out of town on a Wednesday.

The lies had become routine.

"Doctor's appointment."

"Physical therapy."

"Specialist visits for that thing I mentioned."

Nobody questioned it anymore. Or if they did, Marcus had gotten good enough at deflecting that they let it drop.

But cracks were starting to show.
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The breaking point came on a Friday night in mid-December.

Marcus was at Trevor's apartment for what was supposed to be a casual hangout—just the two of them, beers and TV, the kind of low-key evening they'd been doing for years.

Except Marcus couldn't focus. Couldn't stop checking his phone. Couldn't stop thinking about tomorrow's session, about what Sloane might do, about whether she'd finally try to fit her whole hand inside him.

"Dude," Trevor said for the third time. "You're not even watching."

"Sorry." Marcus put his phone down. "Distracted."

"No shit." Trevor muted the TV and turned to face him. "What's going on with you? And don't say 'nothing' because that's bullshit."

Marcus's stomach tightened. "I'm fine."

"You're not fine. You've been weird for over a month. You're always distracted, always on your phone, canceling plans, taking time off work. Sarah mentioned you're burning through PTO like crazy." Trevor's eyes narrowed. "Are you in some kind of trouble?"

"No," Marcus said quickly. "I'm not in trouble."

"Then what? Because the last time you acted like this was when you were dating that girl who turned out to be married, and you were constantly sneaking around and lying about where you were."

The comparison hit too close to home. Marcus wasn't dating anyone, but the secrecy, the lies, the constant vigilance—it was exactly the same.

"I'm not seeing anyone," Marcus said, which was technically true.

"Then what?" Trevor pressed. "Because something is clearly going on, and you're shutting me out, and that's not like you."

Marcus opened his mouth. Closed it. Wanted desperately to tell the truth, to unload this secret that was eating him alive.

But how could he explain? How could he tell his best friend that he was addicted to prostate massage? That he was spending $1,400 a week on twice-weekly sessions where a woman fingered his ass until he came multiple times? That he'd structured his entire life around these appointments and couldn't imagine stopping?

"It's medical," Marcus finally said. "The appointments. It's just medical stuff I'm dealing with. Private stuff."

"What kind of medical stuff?" Trevor's concern was genuine. "Marcus, if something's seriously wrong—"

"It's not serious," Marcus interrupted. "It's just... ongoing treatment for a thing. It's helping. I feel better. But it's private, and I don't really want to talk about it."

Trevor studied him for a long moment. "This is about the prostate thing, isn't it?"

Marcus's blood went cold. "What?"

"The spa. The massage. That's what you've been doing, right? You've been going back."

"No," Marcus lied automatically, but his voice betrayed him.

"Marcus." Trevor's expression was a mix of surprise and something else—amusement? "Are you seriously telling me you've been regularly going back to that place?"

"I'm not—" Marcus tried to salvage it. "It's not like that."

"How many times?" Trevor asked.

Marcus stayed silent.

"Marcus. How many times have you gone back?"

"I don't know," Marcus muttered. "A few."

"Bullshit. I can tell when you're lying. How many?"

Marcus took a long drink of his beer. "Twelve."

Trevor's eyes went wide. "Twelve? In how long?"

"Five weeks."

"Jesus Christ." Trevor sat back, processing. "You've been going... what, twice a week?"

Marcus nodded mutely.

"For a month. For prostate massage. The thing you told us was awkward and uncomfortable and you'd never do again."

"I lied," Marcus admitted quietly.

"Yeah, no shit you lied." But Trevor wasn't angry—he was fascinated. "Dude. You're addicted to getting your ass fingered."

"It's not—" Marcus's face was on fire. "It's more complicated than that."

"Is it though?" Trevor leaned forward. "You're going twice a week. You're lying to everyone about it. You're structuring your life around it. That's literally addiction."

Marcus couldn't argue with that logic.

"Does it really feel that good?" Trevor asked, genuine curiosity replacing the teasing tone.

Marcus thought about every session. Every moment of overwhelming pleasure. Every time Sloane made him surrender completely.

"Yes," he admitted. "It's the best I've ever felt in my life."

Trevor whistled low. "Damn. That's... actually kind of amazing? Like, you found something that makes you feel that good, and you're pursuing it. Why are you hiding it?"

"Because it's embarrassing," Marcus said. "Because it's not exactly masculine to admit you're addicted to getting fingered twice a week. Because everyone will judge me."

"I'm not judging you," Trevor said. "I'm impressed. Most people would be too embarrassed to even go back once. You've gone twelve times. That takes actual courage."

Marcus looked at his friend, searching for mockery and finding none.

"You're serious."

"Yeah." Trevor shrugged. "Look, it's definitely weird. But you're a grown adult spending your own money on something that makes you feel good and isn't hurting anyone. Why shouldn't you do it?"

"You're not going to tell everyone?" Marcus asked, slightly desperate.

"Your secret's safe with me," Trevor promised. "But I do have questions."

"Of course you do."

"Is it the same woman every time?"

"Yeah. Sloane."

"And she just... fingers you? For ninety minutes?"

"Basically." Marcus decided if he was doing this, he might as well be honest. "She does massage work first, then works up to four fingers usually. Sometimes more. She edges me for like an hour sometimes before letting me come."

"An hour of edging?" Trevor looked horrified and intrigued in equal measure. "That sounds like torture."

"It is. But then when you finally come it's..." Marcus trailed off, unable to find words.

"Mind-blowing?"

"Beyond that. It's like... complete ego death. I literally forget who I am for a few seconds."

Trevor was quiet for a moment. "You know what? Good for you. Seriously. You found something that makes you feel that good, and you're not letting shame stop you from pursuing it. That's actually really healthy."

"Is it though?" Marcus laughed bitterly. "I'm lying to everyone, including my boss. I'm spending fourteen hundred dollars a week. I think about it constantly. I can't imagine stopping."

"So don't stop," Trevor said simply. "Just... maybe be a little less secretive about it? You don't have to tell everyone, but you also don't have to act like you're hiding a terrible crime. You're getting therapeutic bodywork. That's it."

"Therapeutic bodywork that involves someone's fingers in my ass," Marcus pointed out.

"So? Colonoscopies involve that too, and people talk about those at dinner parties." Trevor grinned. "Okay, bad comparison. But my point stands. You're putting way more shame on this than it deserves."

Marcus wanted to believe him. Wanted to accept that this was just a thing he did, nothing to be embarrassed about.

But the internalized shame ran deep.

"Thanks," Marcus said finally. "For not making it weird."

"Oh, I'm absolutely going to make it weird," Trevor corrected. "Just not judgmentally weird. Supportive weird."

Marcus laughed despite himself. "That's fair."

They resumed watching TV, but something had shifted. Marcus felt lighter, like a weight he hadn't realized he was carrying had been partially lifted.

Someone knew. Someone knew and wasn't disgusted or mocking. Was actually... supportive?

It felt revolutionary.
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That night, Marcus updated his journal.

Friday, December 15th.

Trevor knows. I didn't mean to tell him, but he figured it out. Asked me directly if I'd been going back, and I couldn't lie anymore.

He knows I've been twelve times. That I'm going twice a week. That I've structured my life around it.

And he doesn't think I'm pathetic. He thinks it's actually kind of impressive that I'm pursuing something that makes me feel good.

Maybe he's right. Maybe I've been putting too much shame on this.

Or maybe I'm just so deep in the addiction that I can't see clearly anymore.

Either way, I have a session tomorrow. And I'm going. Because at this point, I don't think I could stop even if I wanted to.
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Saturday's session was transformative.

"I think you're ready," Sloane said as Marcus positioned himself on the table. "For my whole hand."

Marcus's heart rate spiked. "Really?"

"You've been training for weeks now. Taking four fingers easily. I've been stretching you progressively. Your body is ready." Sloane's hands settled on his back. "The question is whether you're mentally ready."

"I am," Marcus said without hesitation.

"Good." Sloane's hands moved through the familiar routine—massage, warm-up, gradually working fingers inside him. One, two, three, four.

Then she began to add her thumb.

The stretch was immediate and intense—beyond anything Marcus had experienced. He gasped into the face cradle, his body instinctively tensing.

"Breathe," Sloane commanded. "Relax. Your body can do this. You just have to trust it."

Marcus tried to breathe, tried to relax, but the sensation was overwhelming.

"Push back against it," Sloane instructed. "Like you're trying to take more. It'll help your body open."

Marcus pushed back, feeling his hole stretch wider, wider, impossibly wide.

And then something gave.

Sloane's entire hand slipped inside him, and Marcus's world exploded into sensation.

"There we go," Sloane murmured, her voice full of satisfaction. "Your tight little hole just took my whole hand. Such a good boy. Such a perfect, obedient boy."

Marcus couldn't speak. Couldn't think. Could only feel the overwhelming fullness, the stretch, the complete violation that somehow felt more right than anything had ever felt in his life.

"I'm going to move now," Sloane said. "Slowly. Let me know if it's too much."

Her hand began to move inside him—not thrusting, just gentle rotation, pressing against his prostate from a completely new angle.

Marcus's orgasm built faster than it ever had before. Within minutes he was on the edge, his body shaking, broken sounds spilling from his throat.

"Come," Sloane said. "Show me what my whole hand can do to you."

The orgasm was transcendent.

Marcus came harder and longer than he ever had, his entire body seizing up, consciousness flickering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him.

When it finally ended, he was crying. Actual tears streaming down his face into the padding.

Sloane's hand withdrew slowly, carefully, and Marcus felt the loss like a physical ache.

"Perfect," Sloane said softly. "Absolutely perfect. You took my whole hand, Marcus. You should be incredibly proud of yourself."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could only lie there trembling and try to process what had just happened.

In the recovery room afterward, wrapped in the blanket and drinking water with shaking hands, Marcus stared at the wall and tried to piece himself back together.

Sloane had fisted him.

Her entire hand had been inside him.

And he'd loved every second of it.

This was who he was now. Someone who needed this. Someone who craved this level of violation and surrender.

When he checked out, he asked if Sloane had any additional availability during the week.

The receptionist checked. "She has a Monday slot at four PM that just opened up. Would you like it?"

"Yes," Marcus said.

Three times a week now.

Monday, Wednesday, Saturday.

He was officially spending over $2,000 a week on prostate massage.

And he didn't care.
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The Monday session was intense but different—focused more on maintaining the progress he'd made Saturday, on teaching his body to accept her whole hand more easily.

Wednesday's session pushed even further—Sloane worked her hand inside him and then curled it into a fist, the sensation so overwhelming Marcus blacked out briefly.

By the time Saturday rolled around again—his sixteenth session in six weeks—Marcus had fully accepted what he'd become.

He was addicted. Completely, utterly, hopelessly addicted to the sensation of being opened, filled, dominated, made to surrender completely.

His life revolved around these sessions now. Everything else was just filler between appointments.

Work existed to fund the sessions.

Social interactions existed to maintain the cover story.

Sleep existed to recover between sessions.

Nothing else mattered.
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On Sunday, December 17th, Marcus's mother called.

"Sweetheart," she said when he answered. "I haven't heard from you in weeks. How are you?"

"Good," Marcus said automatically. "Just busy with work."

"Too busy to call your mother?" His mom's tone was teasing but with an edge of real hurt underneath.

Guilt stabbed through him. "Sorry. You're right. I should call more."

"How's Trevor? Jason? Are you boys still doing your poker nights?"

"Yeah," Marcus lied. He'd skipped the last three games because they conflicted with sessions.

"Good. You need that social time." His mother paused. "Are you eating well? Getting enough sleep? You sound tired."

"I'm fine, Mom."

"You always say that." Another pause. "Marcus, is something wrong? You sound... different."

Marcus thought about the last six weeks. About the sixteen sessions. About Sloane's entire hand inside him. About the way he'd restructured his entire existence around prostate massage.

"Nothing's wrong," he said. "I'm just... figuring some stuff out."

"About?"

"About what makes me happy," Marcus said, which was perhaps the most honest thing he'd said to anyone in weeks.

"Okay." His mother didn't push. "Well, as long as you're taking care of yourself. You're coming home for Christmas, right?"

Christmas. Marcus pulled up his calendar. December 25th was a Wednesday.

He had a session scheduled at 3 PM.

"I..." Marcus hesitated. "I might need to come on the 26th instead. I have something I can't reschedule on the 25th."

"On Christmas Day?" His mother sounded hurt. "Marcus, what could possibly be more important than—"

"It's medical, Mom," Marcus interrupted. "An appointment I can't miss. I'm sorry. I can be there on the 26th, I promise."

There was silence on the other end. Then: "Is everything okay? Medically?"

"Everything's fine. Just routine treatment."

"On Christmas?"

"They're the only ones open," Marcus lied.

"Okay." His mother clearly didn't believe him but wasn't going to push. "The 26th then. We'll celebrate when you get here."

After hanging up, Marcus stared at his calendar.

He'd just chosen a prostate massage session over Christmas with his family.

That should have been his wake-up call. The moment he realized he'd gone too far, needed to pull back, needed to get his priorities straight.

Instead, Marcus opened the Serenity Wells booking portal and scheduled additional sessions for the week between Christmas and New Year's.
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Trevor confronted him again a few days later.

They were grabbing coffee—one of the few social interactions Marcus hadn't cancelled—and Trevor was studying him with those sharp eyes.

"You're going three times a week now, aren't you?" Trevor said.

No point in lying anymore. "Yes."

"Monday, Wednesday, Saturday?"

"Yes."

"Jesus, Marcus." Trevor stirred his coffee thoughtfully. "That's... a lot."

"I know."

"Are you okay? Like, mentally?"

"Define okay."

"You know what I mean." Trevor leaned forward. "You're spending all your money and time on this. You're lying to everyone. You chose it over Christmas with your family. That's not healthy behavior."

"Says who?" Marcus asked, defensive. "Why isn't it healthy to pursue something that makes me feel good?"

"Because it's taking over your life," Trevor said bluntly. "Because you're isolating yourself. Because you're choosing this over relationships, over obligations, over everything else. That's addiction, Marcus. Textbook addiction."

"So what if it is?" Marcus shot back. "So what if I'm addicted to something that makes me feel good and doesn't hurt anyone? Why is that a problem?"

"Because you're not happy," Trevor said quietly. "You're chasing something compulsively, but that's not the same as being happy. When was the last time you did something just for fun? Hung out with friends without checking your phone? Enjoyed something that wasn't related to these sessions?"

Marcus opened his mouth to argue and found he couldn't.

Because Trevor was right.

He wasn't happy. He was chasing the next high, the next session, the next moment of surrender. But in between, he was just... empty. Going through the motions. Existing in a holding pattern until the next appointment.

"I don't know how to stop," Marcus admitted quietly.

"Maybe you don't have to stop," Trevor said. "Maybe you just need to find balance. Like, keep doing it if it makes you feel good, but don't let it consume your entire existence."

"But it already has."

"Then take it back." Trevor's voice was firm. "You're the one in control here, Marcus. Not Sloane, not the spa, not the addiction. You. You can decide to scale back. Go once a week instead of three times. Save some money. Show up for your family. Reconnect with friends."

"But I don't want to," Marcus said, and saying it out loud made it real.

"Why not?"

"Because nothing else feels as good." Marcus's voice cracked. "Nothing else makes me feel the way those sessions do. Everything else is just... bland in comparison."

Trevor was quiet for a long moment. "That's not sustainable, man. You know that, right? You can't build a life around something that makes everything else feel meaningless."

"Why not?" Marcus asked. "People do it all the time. People structure their lives around work, or religion, or relationships. Why is this different?"

"Because those things are about connection and growth," Trevor said. "This is about escape. You're using it to avoid everything else in your life."

"Maybe everything else in my life sucks," Marcus said bitterly.

"Then change it," Trevor challenged. "But don't use this as a substitute for actually living."

Marcus wanted to argue. Wanted to defend himself, his choices, his addiction.

But he was too tired.

"I'll think about it," he said instead.

"Good." Trevor squeezed his shoulder. "I'm not trying to take this away from you. I just want you to be okay. Actually okay, not just chasing the next high."

After they parted ways, Marcus sat in his car and pulled up his calendar.

Looked at all the appointments stretching into the new year. Monday, Wednesday, Saturday. Three times a week, every week, indefinitely.

His finger hovered over the "modify" button.

He could cancel some. Scale back to once a week like Trevor suggested. Find some balance.

But the thought of missing a session—of going four days or a week without Sloane's hands on him, inside him—made his chest tight with anxiety.

He closed the calendar without making changes.

Maybe Trevor was right. Maybe this was unsustainable.

But Marcus wasn't ready to give it up yet.

Not when it felt this good.

Not when it was the only thing that made him feel alive.
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The session on Monday, December 18th, Marcus broke down completely.

Sloane had been working him for forty minutes—her whole hand inside him, fisting him slowly while edging him right up to the brink of orgasm over and over—when something in Marcus just... shattered.

He started crying. Not gentle tears like he sometimes did during intense moments. Full, body-wracking sobs that he couldn't control.

Sloane immediately stilled her hand. "Marcus? Talk to me. Are you okay? Is this pain?"

"No," Marcus gasped between sobs. "Not pain. I just—I can't—"

"It's okay," Sloane said softly. "This happens sometimes. The intensity can bring up emotions. You're safe. I've got you."

But that just made Marcus cry harder, because she had him. Sloane had him. This woman he paid $700 per session had become the primary source of comfort and pleasure and meaning in his life, and that realization was breaking something fundamental inside him.

"I'm addicted," Marcus sobbed. "I'm completely addicted and I don't know how to stop and I don't even want to stop but I know it's not healthy but I can't imagine not having this—"

"Breathe," Sloane commanded gently. "Deep breaths. In and out. That's it."

Marcus tried to breathe through the sobs.

"Marcus," Sloane said, her hand still inside him but motionless now, grounding, "I need you to listen to me. This work we're doing—it brings up things. Physical pleasure this intense can unlock emotional release. That's normal. That's actually healthy."

"It doesn't feel healthy," Marcus gasped.

"But it is." Sloane's free hand rested on his back. "You're processing something. Letting something go. That's good."

"I'm structuring my entire life around this," Marcus admitted. "I'm going three times a week. I'm lying to everyone. I chose this over Christmas with my family. I don't know who I am anymore outside of these sessions."

Sloane was quiet for a moment. Then: "Do you want to stop?"

"No," Marcus said immediately.

"Then don't." Sloane's voice was firm. "But maybe we need to talk about balance. About integration. About making this part of your life instead of your whole life."

"I don't know how."

"We'll figure it out together," Sloane said. "But right now, you need to finish this session. You need release—physical and emotional. Can you do that?"

Marcus nodded against the padding.

"Good boy." Sloane's hand began to move again. "I'm going to make you come. And while you're coming, I want you to let everything go. All the guilt, all the shame, all the confusion. Just let it go and feel."

Her hand worked him with expert precision, and within minutes Marcus was coming—a different kind of orgasm than usual. Not explosive but rolling, endless waves that felt like his entire body was crying in a different way.

When it finished, Marcus was exhausted. Completely wrung out.

Sloane withdrew carefully and helped him into the recovery room personally—something she'd never done before.

She sat with him while he drank water and ate a protein bar, not speaking, just present.

"Thank you," Marcus said finally.

"For what?"

"For not judging me. For being... kind about all this."

Sloane smiled. "Marcus, you've been coming here for six weeks. I've watched you discover something about yourself and pursue it with a level of commitment most people never bring to anything. That's not something to judge. That's something to respect."

"Even though I'm clearly addicted?"

"Addiction is complicated," Sloane said. "Sometimes it's destructive. Sometimes it's just intense desire for something that fulfills a need. You need to figure out which category this falls into for you. But that's your work to do, not mine."

Marcus nodded slowly.

"Can I give you some advice?" Sloane asked.

"Please."

"Don't make this your whole world. It's part of your world—an important part, clearly. But only part. Maintain other connections. Other sources of joy. Other ways of feeling alive. Because if you only feel alive in this room, you're going to lose pieces of yourself that you'll regret later."

The advice hit home in a way Trevor's had earlier.

Coming from Sloane—from the person facilitating his addiction—it carried different weight.

"Okay," Marcus said quietly. "I'll try."

"Good." Sloane stood. "Now get some rest. Take tomorrow off if you need to. Your next appointment is Wednesday, but only if you want to keep it."

Marcus thought about canceling. About scaling back. About proving he could control this.

"I'll be here Wednesday," he said.

Sloane smiled—understanding and slightly sad. "I thought you might say that."
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That night, Marcus opened his journal and wrote the longest entry yet.

Monday, December 18th.

I broke down during today's session. Complete emotional collapse while Sloane's hand was inside me. Started sobbing and couldn't stop.

I told her everything. About the addiction. About choosing this over my family. About not knowing who I am anymore.

She said I need to find balance. Make this part of my life instead of my whole life.

Trevor said basically the same thing a few days ago.

They're both right. I know they're right.

But I don't know how to do it. I don't know how to scale back when this is the only thing that makes me feel real. Everything else is just... noise. Just filler between sessions.

I should cancel some appointments. Should go back to once a week, or even every other week. Should save money, show up for my family, reconnect with friends.

But I'm not going to.

Because I'm not ready to give this up yet.

Maybe that makes me weak. Maybe that makes me a lost cause.

Or maybe it just makes me human—someone chasing the thing that makes them feel most alive, consequences be damned.

I have a session Wednesday. And I'll be there.

Because at this point, I don't know how to be anywhere else.

Marcus saved the document and closed his laptop.

Tomorrow was Tuesday—a day without a session. A day he'd have to just... exist. Go to work, pretend to be normal, wait for Wednesday.

It felt like forever.

He went to bed early, hoping sleep would make tomorrow pass faster.

Dreamed of Sloane's hands inside him, her voice telling him he was a good boy, the overwhelming pleasure of complete surrender.

Woke up hard and aching and desperate for Wednesday to arrive.

This was his life now.

And for better or worse, he'd chosen it.
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