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EPISODE SEVEN 
 
    Raelyn and Samantha sat on the chaise in Chase Walker’s office, their eyes eagerly aimed at the box he set down on the floor in front them. While Rae’s raven hair stayed tamed in a thick plait that coiled its way over just one shoulder, Sam’s contrasting blonde waves surrounded her head, almost obscuring the scissors sticking up from between her fingers. 
 
    Chase held out a hand. “Nurse …”  
 
    As soon as Sam had settled the scissors against his palm, he set about scoring through the thick tape holding the package sealed. 
 
    Neither Sam, nor Rae, spoke through the zip sound—unusual for the both of them. They all too often had far more opinions than Chase wanted to hear.  
 
    Chase was just relieved to have something to distract him, if only for a few minutes. His head had been far too full of stuff it had no right to be of late. 
 
    After snapping the lid free of the ends of the tape, he forced the top of the box open, folding each half against the sides, exposing what Sam called giant bubble wrap inside.  
 
    He grabbed the three linked rows of air-filled sacs and dropped them to the floor, and Sam rubbed her hands together. 
 
    “Here come the goods,” she said, like the blooming delivery was addressed to her. Or for her.  
 
    In actual fact, it was neither.  
 
    “Maybe we’ll get some of our own if they’re any good,” Rae said beside her, but her voice held enough humour that Chase knew not to take her seriously. 
 
    Drawing out the well-packaged products still didn’t give much insight as to the box’s contents, as each item had been individually bagged and wrapped. 
 
    “For goodness sake, come on,” Sam said, reaching out for one of the bags, but Chase snatched it away. 
 
    “I don’t want all our scents and fingerprints on these. Don’t you know felines have a decent sense of smell?” 
 
    At Rae’s barked laugh, he finally smiled. Felt like he didn’t dish anywhere near enough of those out lately. 
 
    “So, just open it already,” Sam said. 
 
    Straightening to his full height, he drew out the first item to its full length. “Ready?” 
 
    “Yesssss.” 
 
    Letting Rae’s throaty chuckles and Sam’s enthusiasm draw his mood into the game, he worked down the zipper at the front of the bundle, arms stretching fully apart to accommodate its length. Once he’d created a big enough gap, he worked the suit bag open, unhooking it from the rigid frame holding the shoulders of the garment within, and tugged the rest of the outfit free. 
 
    A limp lump of fabric sagged over the chest part of the outfit, and Chase lifted it up before breathing out a quiet laugh and turning to the girls.  
 
    “Well …” Rae’s mouth seemed stuck around the word. 
 
    “It’s …” Sam’s lips worked for a moment before stretching into a grin. “Bloody awesome.” She shot to her feet and reached out for a touch. “Seriously, it’s way better than I expected it to be.” She glanced down toward Rae. “I thought it’d be all baggy and itchy and stiff, but …” She rubbed the fabric of the collar between thumb and fingers. “… it’s really soft and … lush.” 
 
    “It actually is,” Chase said, at Rae’s skeptical expression, and she pushed to her feet, also, her fingers reaching.  
 
    “Okay, it feels good. So, let’s work this thing out. No zipper?” 
 
    “No zipper,” Chase confirmed. 
 
    “So, the entire thing’s stretch. And it covers feet. What about hands, how do those work?” 
 
    “They can either be worn and fastened into place by the small stud on the inside of the sleeve, or if the wearer wants to be able to feel, they can take them off and tuck them back, and fasten them there using the stud on the outside of the sleeve.” 
 
    “You sound like a rep for the company,” Rae muttered, before lifting up the hooded section of the suit. “So, this is stretchy and fitted, too. Comes straight over the head from behind.” She stuck her fist inside it like a makeshift head. “And right the way over the face …” 
 
    “With an optional teeth attachment that can be fitted over your own,” Chase finished for her. 
 
    “Wow,” was all she said. 
 
    “Hang on, turn it around, I want to see,” Sam said. 
 
    Slipping the suit fully free from its protective covering, Chase let the plastic rustle its way down to the floor and spun the outfit a half turn, until the front faced him and the rear faced the girls.  
 
    As soon as he had, Sam grabbed its full, very silky-looking tail in her hands, stroking it all the way down to its tip. “This is beautiful.” 
 
    “Sick,” Rae said beside her before pointing to the suit. “That male or female?” 
 
    “Grey tabby, so should be female.” Reaching down, Chase worked his hand between the furry legs of the suit, fiddling through the fabric of the crotch until he’d found the opening. “Yep, female. Which means, the one still in the box should be a ginger tom.” 
 
    “Can we look at that one, too?” Sam asked, her fingers visually itching toward the other item. 
 
    “After we’ve put this one back as it came, yep.” 
 
    “Oh, my goodness, Mr and Mrs Worthington are going to be stoked with these.” 
 
    “Mrs Worthington’s gonna get stoked, all right,” Rae muttered. “Right in her pussy pussy.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to ring and tell them they’re here,” Sam said over Chase’s quiet snort. “Do you think they’ll try them on here. Will we get to see?” 
 
    Rae’s head was already shaking. “No,” she said, prodding her finger toward Sam. 
 
    “No, what?” Sam could bat her lashes and pull an innocent act all she liked, but Chase—and Rae—had known her too long to be fooled. 
 
    “No, we are not getting some—I was joking. I don’t want to be a bloody cat in heat.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “No,” Rae said again, sterner, before nodding to Chase. “Come on, let’s check the other one. The sooner we get these back in the box, the better.” 
 
    ***  
 
    Mr and Mrs Worthington had loved the costumes. When they’d first visited CW Consult, they’d openly expressed their unusual interest in animals. At first, Chase had worried they’d come to ask for an outlet CW Consults couldn’t provide—even his clinic had some lines drawn—but they’d gone on to explain how erotic they found the mating of certain animals, and how they’d even attempted to recreated a mating session at home. Initially, they’d come seeking help, assuming there to be something ‘wrong’ with their fetish, but Chase hadn’t seen any issues with something that didn’t affect anyone, or thing, outside of their own relationship and had, instead, taught themselves to embrace it. And, after a couple of failed attempts at purchasing role-playing outfits of their own that’d left them itchy from rashes, or sore from rough fabrics, Chase had offered to hunt down ones that could work. Between himself, Rae and Sam, and a whole lot of phone calls, they’d eventually found the resulting outfits at an outlet called ‘Sensual Costume’. 
 
    Two hours earlier, the couple had turned up to try on their order. Two hours earlier, Sam had stood mooning over the sleek cut of the fabric and glossiness of the fur, and fawned over the realistic curvature of the tails. Two hours earlier, Sam had stroked Mr and Mrs Worthington so much, Chase swore they’d bordered on inviting her to join them for a pussy-themed evening at their home. 
 
    And two hours after their visit, Sam was still staring off into space and throwing out the occasional comment about soft fur and silky tails, and ‘imagine how amazing it would feel to glide your naked body over that’. 
 
    Chase actually felt sorry for Rae, having to sit out there and listen to it—at least he’d had a couple of ‘easy’ clients in that time: a first-timer, which had just required his office for initial assessment, and an old-timer who’d thought he could turn up with his own selection of ‘hired ladies’ and use the room he assumed he’d booked himself into. 
 
    It had taken some delicate explaining to get him to understand that CW Consults wasn’t a ‘by-the-hour’ hotel. And it had taken some sensitive, yet stern, herding to get the old guy back out of Chase’s office. They’d only got him to leave their floor, completely, by Rae calling an alternative hourly accommodation and Chase arranging a car to take the horny mongrel there. 
 
    As soon as he’d shunted them into the lift and hit the down button, Chase marched back into the foyer of the clinic. Planting his hands on the curved desk, he leaned in toward the girls. “Who has food?” 
 
    “You missed lunch,” Rae said in response. 
 
    “I was updating client plans.” He stuck out his lower lips and blew at an imaginary hair. “I don’t even know how long ago that was—what time is it, anyway?” 
 
    “Three thirty,” Sam said without looking up from whatever she was doing—probably ordering herself a cat role-playing outfit. 
 
    “No wonder I’m starving.” Not moving away, he glanced from one to the other, narrowing his gaze as he stared at each with more intent. 
 
    Rae let him go on for almost a full minute before she slipped her hand beneath the desk and brought out a plastic tub. “You earn more money than us. Learn to feed yourself, Walker.” 
 
    “I would, but you told me to quit buying takeaway.” He grabbed up the tub before she could retract the offer and strode for his office. Kicking the door shut at his rear, he lifted up the corner of the lid and peeked inside. 
 
    Rice and peas. That’d do nicely. 
 
    That’d do nicely indeed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Teeth brushed clean of his stolen meal, lips moisturised with Carex, and hair and clothes brushed into place, Chase sat at his desk, fingertips pressed together atop the wood, awaiting the moment Abi O’Shay would turn up for her appointment.  
 
    He calculated the time in his head to be four forty-five. Fifteen minutes early for her booking. Five minutes later than she usually showed up.  
 
    His door had been shut to, so he couldn’t see out to the reception for the exact moment she arrived. Which left him sat waiting for one of the girls to buzz through.  
 
    Knowing them, they’d leave him sitting an extra few minutes longer than necessary, just for the kick. 
 
    When the buzz came less than a minute later, it seemed to vibrate through the entirety of Chase’s body, until it zipped its way out through his toes and had them pushing his arse back from the desk. He’d already rounded his desk by the time Sam’s voice broke through. 
 
    “Your five o’clock is here, Mr Walker.” 
 
    When he opened the door to Reception, he sighed out his relief at finding Abi hadn’t changed into a clinic robe.  
 
    Finally, his head had ruled over his body with the instruction he’d given. Rae had overruled it, too, when she’d forbidden him to demonstrate oral sex positions with Abi, while she wore nothing more than a clinic robe with the potential to fall wide open and lay her bare. 
 
    Though, what Abi wore instead didn’t exactly tamp down his already-twitchy toe. 
 
    A small skirt splayed around her hips, its hem draped over her thighs a good four inches above her knees. The blouse she’d donned held a gypsy appeal, patterned with embroidery a few shades darker than its red cotton, puffed sleeves making her shoulders appear higher than she set them, the soft collar dipping down to where the top button barely concealed the top swell of her breasts. 
 
    On her lap sat a small white box, and before he could stop himself, Chase asked, “You brought accessories with you today?” 
 
    Her eyes, already aimed his way as he’d appraised her, followed the slight dip of his own toward the box, and she breathed out a quiet laugh that lingered in the curve of her lips. “It’s a gift,” she said, pushing to her feet. “I brought you a treat.” 
 
    A treat? Every time Abi showed up at his office and lost her inhibitions, it felt like a treat to Chase, but he refrained from telling her that. Ignoring the straightening of Rae and Sam in their seats, he smiled right back at her instead. “What kind of treat?” 
 
    Curse his betraying voice and its deepened tone. 
 
    Lifting the lid up on the box, she stepped forward until he could see inside. Dipping in a hand, he wrapped it around one of three balls of dough in there and lifted it up for inspection.  
 
    “Doughnuts?”  
 
    She nodded. “Custard doughnuts.” 
 
    “You make these yourself?” Powdery white sugar already coated the fingers holding it. 
 
    “I did.” She half-pointed toward the one in his hand. “You should try it.” 
 
    Lips curving, he gave a nod. “Okay.”  
 
    As soon as his teeth clamped over it and his lips brushed the sugary sweetness, a low groan left him, his lids lowering over his eyes. He took his time chewing, not even caring that everyone was probably staring at him, or that he could feel the sugar dusting his face. Swallowing, he opened his eyes again and smiled across at Rae and Sam. “That is one fine doughnut.” 
 
    A pretty pink blush darkened Abi’s cheeks when he turned back to her, and he couldn’t help noticing the way she slightly dipped her gaze, as if both embarrassed and pleased by his praise.  
 
    “Where’re ours, then?” Rae asked. 
 
    “Oh, well … I did bring enough for three …”  
 
    Abi twisted toward the reception desk, but before she could so much as take a step, Chase hooked an arm over the box and freed it from her hands. “These are mine,” he said, pointing his half-eaten one their way before spinning for his office. 
 
    “Pig,” Sam shouted after him.  
 
    Abi laughed as she followed behind him. She still smiled as he closed the door. 
 
    “You wouldn’t be trying to distract me from this week’s session, would you?” he asked as he carried the doughnuts across to his desk. 
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of even trying,” she said behind him. 
 
    After popping the box down, he spun and rested his butt against the desk’s lip. Across from him, Abi took the chaise, and as she shuffled until she almost mirrored his pose on the edge of the seat, Chase noted the humour still playing across her features. “Did you do the homework I set?” he asked, like he needed to relocate the uncertainty he associated with the woman. 
 
    Rather than shy away from the probing question, though, she met his gaze as she answered, “Yes.” 
 
    Biting off another chunk of doughnut, he studied her for a long moment, but not once did she back away from the direct eye contact, so much so, his every nerve ending seemed to tingle by the time he swallowed. “How does it make you feel about today’s session?” he finally asked, feeding himself the last piece of cake. 
 
    “Curious,” she said. A simple answer that had a far from simple effect on Chase’s idiot body. 
 
    Brushing away the powder from around his mouth, he nodded. “Curious is good.” Or it would be, had they met under different circumstances and sat across from each other in a different venue. Then Chase would reveal to her everything she held curiosity over, and then some.  
 
    Needing to feed the healthy dose of his own, he asked, “What was your source?” At her slight frown, he added, “Where you got your information from to complete your homework?” In his mind, he imagined her sitting before a small screen, discreetly hidden beneath the covers of her bed, the volume down low. Would she have Googled? Would she have clicked the links a search like that would’ve brought up? 
 
    Would she have been turned on—enough to need relief she would have had to provide herself? 
 
    “I asked Rebecca to meet me for lunch and asked her—Rebecca Shannigan.” She half pointed in his direction, the pink reclaiming her cheeks again. “She was a client here, if you remember me saying …” 
 
    “I remember,” he said. “What did she tell you about oral sex, when you asked?” 
 
    Her colour heightened, before a visible swallow worked its way through her throat. “She told me oral sex is pleasuring another person at their …”  
 
    Her mouth worked a moment before Chase supplied, “Their pussy or cock.” 
 
    She stared at him for a few long beats. “With your mouth,” she finally added, her expression completely deadpan, and Chase had to contain his laugh that wanted to escape. 
 
    “Correct,” he said instead. “Mouth, lips, tongue. So, knowing what the act, itself, would entail, are you still happy to explore the possibilities in today’s session?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her reply held none of the hesitation he’d expected, but came at him fast—a little husky, too. 
 
    The breath Chase gave released a whole lot of tension from his body—which had to be messed up. In truth, he should’ve been hoping for her answer to be no. Because clothing, or no clothing, doing what he was about to with Abi O’Shay would place him in a tightrope situation. And he had no idea how good his balance would be. 
 
    “Maybe we should get started, then,” he said, trying to keep his voice level. 
 
    He must have succeeded, because Abi pushed to her feet looking more than ready to get started.  
 
    Knowing familiarity would help put her at ease, Chase led her through to the bedroom used for her earlier visits. 
 
    “So, I don’t need to get undressed?” she asked, stepping into the room behind him. 
 
    “No,” he said quickly—a little too quickly. For a moment, he wondered if she understood the effect she had on him. Closing them in together, he turned to her, and he had to order his brain away from the thought of her stripping before him—for him—as she stood staring back wearing an expression he couldn’t decipher. “We’ll only be exploring the different ways it can be performed—different positions. We won’t actually be participating in the act itself.” 
 
    Abi glanced away as he spoke, her eyes cast toward the floor. On anyone else, the gesture would’ve spelled disappointment. Chase had no idea what to make of it when coming from Abi. 
 
    “Okay,” she said quietly. 
 
    “Right, well … we should begin, then,” he said, watching her closely. “Do you have a preference for where we should do it?” He inwardly cringed at his choice of words. 
 
    Abi’s gaze swung back up to him. “I thought we were doing it in here.” 
 
    “We are.” He smiled—just about, anyway. His body felt on the verge of twanging, the closer it got to having Abi’s face near his crotch. “I meant, would you prefer using the bed? Or we could take the floor.” He gestured toward the thick rug set before the fake fireplace. 
 
    Abi’s body swayed between the two choices as if she gave careful consideration to the decision. Giving a sharp nod, she said, “The bed.” 
 
    The bed. Meaning he’d be on the bed. With Abi.  
 
    Chase had no bloody idea if that’d be better, or worse, than floor. Or maybe either way’d end up being an unholy nightmare.  
 
    Trying to school his features into an expression that didn’t give away the war his head waged with his eager body, he waved a hand toward the circular bed just waiting and beckoning and promising a world full of torture. “After you,” he said. 
 
    With a few glances his way, as if checking he approved, Abi crossed to the bed. 
 
    And Chase approved, all right. He approved a whole lot. 
 
    She lifted a knee up onto the mattress, followed by the other. As she shuffled on until about a foot from the edge, Chase wondered if she even realised the inward placement of each shoulder, the way each arm pushed at her breasts until their upper mounds fought against the buttons of her blouse. Had she any idea of her body language, or the effect she could have on a man?  
 
    Did have on a man. 
 
    “Here okay?” she asked, only innocence seeming to radiate from those stunning eyes of hers. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. There, just as she was, was very much okay. 
 
    Fighting the urge to lose his tie and loosen his collar, he traced her steps until he stood before where she knelt. “Option number one for oral sex is a simple position.” He had no idea what he was doing when he reached out and grabbed each of her knees. Sliding her around brought her to fully face him, and he slid a hand around each thigh, gently tugging until she took the hint and unfolded her legs. As soon as she had, he drew them forward, hooked her knees over the mattress, letting her feet overhang toward the floor. 
 
    Her gaze burned through him throughout the entire manoeuvre.  
 
    Allowing himself to be drawn right in by those oceanic blues, he placed a hand either side of her thighs and lowered himself to the floor. His chest butted her knees as he crowded in around her—the closest he’d permitted himself to get so far. 
 
    “This position can work well whoever’s receiving the pleasure, whoever is giving it.” For a moment, he mentally argued that he hadn’t planned to put himself in the giving position. At all. He reached for her knees anyway, gently encouraged them apart. 
 
    If he’d been expecting any resistance from her, he didn’t get any. She just swung her legs aside like a darn invitation, leaving nothing but a few scraps of clothing separating Chase from her core. 
 
    “And with the woman, or man, in this position, it allows the recipient stability and a modicum of comfort …” Clearing his throat a little, he continued, “And at the same time, it allows the man, or woman, giving pleasure easy access.” 
 
    “The bed doesn’t get in the way?” she asked, more innocence spilling into the room. 
 
    “Not unless you let it.” When she frowned down at him, he slipped his arms beneath her thighs and pushed through far enough to grip her donkey in his hands. At his sharp tug toward him, she let out a tiny squeak. Forcing away his smile at the sound, he balanced her on the edge of the bed, and before he could talk himself out of it, he grabbed the hem of her skirt and shoved it high against her waist. Confronting himself with the white cotton of her undies. 
 
    For a long moment, he stared at them—mainly at the wetness spreading across the cotton. And his entire mouth seemed to dry up as heat spread through his body and hardened his cock. “Pretty much unrestricted access,” he said roughly. 
 
    “Okay,” she said above him. He could’ve sworn her voice wobbled. 
 
    “If a guy wants to get closer still …” He dared peek back up at her face and almost groaned at the way her lips had parted, the way her left hand had lifted toward his head like her soul already understood the motions of the act they discussed. Dipping his face again, Chase worked a shoulder beneath one of her legs, gritting his teeth against the audible hastening of her breaths. “By a man simply positioning a woman’s legs over his shoulders …” He shrugged his other shoulder beneath her other leg, but as he ducked his face closer to her crotch, his own breaths stalled in his throat.  
 
    Because Abi was wet wet. Really wet. Far wetter than she’d been only a moment before.  
 
    His tongue swiped across his lips, before he finished with, “… usually does the trick.” His voice bordered on being a low growl, and he knew if he didn’t remove himself—and fast—he’d be acting in a way he’d never be able to undo. 
 
    A part of him didn’t care—a big part. That same part wanted him to stay exactly where he was and show Abi the true high of getting her groin licked out, the unadulterated pleasure of having her clit drawn so deep into someone’s mouth, she wouldn’t know whether to beg him to stop, or cry for more. 
 
    A feather-light ruffling of his hair had his body freezing all over. At first, he considered that her breaths had stirred the strands, but at the next brush of the hairs, he knew. She’d touched him. Without provocation, she’d taken one of those pretty hands of hers and initiated contact. 
 
    And Chase had no idea what to make of that—or what to do about it. 
 
    As chastely as the touch began, it ceased. “You said there were other positions?” she said quietly. 
 
    He nodded, mostly because he didn’t trust himself to speak. Pushing up to his feet took him away from the heat of Abi’s body. He allowed himself a quick scan of her face, took in the way her eyes shone, the deepening of the colour tinting her cheeks. “Instead of the recipient using a bed for support,” he said, glancing away, “they can use a wall.” He pointed to the nearest uncluttered patch. “They lean back against the wall, but standing instead of sitting, and the same principle applies to the one giving what we’ve just looked at.” 
 
    “They do it on their knees,” she said. 
 
    His lips curved at her gentle tone, and he nodded. “And just as I demonstrated here.” He pointed from the spot he’d just occupied toward the wall. “Depending on the physics of the couple involved, the whole hooking of the woman’s legs over the shoulders thing works in that position, too.” He silently groaned at his oh, so eloquent wording. 
 
    “Physics?” 
 
    He turned toward her again then. “Yeah. Body weight. Strength. Endurance. Personal balance. Those kinds of factors.” 
 
    “Have you ever done it that way?” she asked, and he could tell from the evident mortification drawing her features down that she probably hadn’t meant to enquire out loud. 
 
    Even so, he answered, “Yes. I like it that way.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    His smile slipped free again. “Because it gives me more control.” 
 
    Her lips shifted, like she had more to say, like she wanted to probe further, but she quickly closed them as if changing her mind. 
 
    To make sure it stayed that way, Chase nodded toward the bed. “Lie back. Get comfortable.” As she went to sink straight back from her position at the edge, he shook his head. “Legs up on the bed, too.” 
 
    With her eyes on him, she obeyed, swinging her legs up and settling herself down on the soft throw covering the bed. “Like this?” 
 
    “Exactly like that.” Climbing onto the bed alongside her, he slipped a hand between her rigid legs. “Except, these need to be more relaxed if you want a guy to get close enough to pleasure you—and if you want us to continue exploring positions today.” 
 
    Once more as accommodating as ever, she drew her heels toward her butt and let her legs ease to the sides. 
 
    He gave a sharp nod. “Better.” Moving into position at her feet jostled the bed, and he stretched an arm between her parted knees, his torso following, until he’d planted the hand down beside her hip and his face hovered over her pelvis. “Again,” he said, peering up at her, “Easy access.” 
 
    To demonstrate—or maybe because he secretly loved the personal torment—he dipped his head in closer, taking his nose to within an inch of her cotton-covered clit, his head brushing her skirt where it’d bunched around the tops of her thighs. And idiot, if the scent of her arousal hadn’t begun to pulse its way free of her pussy. 
 
    Once more, all moisture vanished from Chase’s mouth. 
 
    “This same position applies to both sexes,” he said, all too aware of how much his voice had deepened. “Whoever’s giving. Whoever’s receiving.” He couldn’t help but ponder for a half-beat, whether it’d be more torturous doing as he was—or being the one lying on his back while guiding Abi into positions that’d have her mouth really close to his erection. 
 
    Because he was definitely erect. His cock swelled into a solid mass, like it could break through his trousers using sheer bulk alone. 
 
    Daring to glance up at her, he found her gaze directly on him again. She’d scarcely looked away since the session began. And beneath that heated and inquisitive stare, her chest made a tremulous journey upward before bouncing its way back down. 
 
    Maybe she was as affected by their closeness as he was. 
 
    Harass that. She was affected. Her scent, her colouring, her soaked undies. Why should he discount signs he’d never question on another woman? All signs he’d seen a thousand times before. 
 
    Abi O’Shay was well and truly turned on. And that only amped up Chase’s own arousal by a whole heap of trouble. 
 
    Pushing up from her, he lifted her left leg and slid his own legs out to the side beneath it, and still she watched him, concentration creating a slight frown across her brow. “Whoever’s at the giving end of the deal has more options for position from this angle. They can come on from the side, like this—allowing them to move the recipient’s legs where they want, or need, them. Or …” 
 
    He scooted out from beneath her leg, placed her foot back down against the throw, and shifted around to her side.  
 
    “Or the giver can just as easily come in from this angle.” 
 
    Nudging her legs wider apart with his fingertips, he reached across her torso and braced a hand down on her other side. Using that for support, he crooked his other arm around her nearest thigh and pushed over her body until his face, once more, hovered over her groin. 
 
    “It looks uncomfortable for you,” she said, her voice carrying a definite tremor. 
 
    “Nobody cares about comfort while they’re doing something that feels right and good, Abi.” 
 
    His voice came out sharper than intended, and for a long pause, neither of them spoke. Neither of them moved, either. Which left Chase staring down at a pussy he really wanted but would never have. 
 
    “Often, in this position …” He cleared his throat to rid it of the gravel it clung to. “If the woman is the recipient,” he continued, “her lifting a leg up to hook over the giver’s shoulder will increase the access because it tilts the pelvis upward.” 
 
    Without provocation, the thigh he held onto lifted, before the weight of Abi’s ankle hit his shoulder blade.  
 
    “Like this?” she asked. 
 
    Yeah. Totally like that. 
 
    Except, Chase couldn’t quite get the words out, because all he could focus on was the proximity of her pussy to his mouth, and the lack of barrier, from her skirt sliding even farther out of the way. The dampness of her underwear had evolved into full-out saturation—hell, even the crooks of her thighs had begun to glisten—and Chase wanted nothing more than to dip his face a couple of inches so he could taste her. 
 
    Would her essence be as sweet as she, herself, appeared on the surface? 
 
    Or would it hold a whole unexpected level of darkness that could bewitch its taster as easily as Abi seemed to have bewitched him? 
 
    Not even trying to formulate a decent sentence, Chase grunted his approval, lowering her leg from his shoulder, and ordered his salivating tongue away from the goods. Pushing up until he knelt at her side again, he twisted until he faced her, hoping she couldn’t see in his expression the thoughts he’d just had. 
 
    “Ready for the next position?” 
 
    She gave a short nod, her gaze still on him. 
 
    As soon as she had, he grabbed her hips, flipped her onto her stomach. Ignoring the way his cock surged at her squeak of surprise, he flipped his hands beneath her hips again and hauled upward until her knees supported her and she had to press her palms into the mattress to avoid kissing the throw. 
 
    “You could have warned me,” she said, her voice a little breathy. 
 
    A bold statement for Abi, and Chase seemed only capable of a low rumble of laughter that was a whole lot darker than it should’ve been—telling him he should probably pull back from whatever depth his mind had devolved to. 
 
    “You’ll thank me if you ever experience it this way.” He moved down the bed until kneeling behind her, staring at the sweet mounds of her arse. Her skirt had slipped back into place with her new position, but Chase could still see the curves of her body, and all too easily remembered what hid beneath. 
 
    Being the idiot he was, he took hold of each of her thighs, his fingers splayed enough to brush the undersides of her donkey cheeks, his thumbs outstretched toward what he’d just denied himself. “This way allows the giver to find a position that works for him. He can either dip in close from where he is.” He just caught her glancing back at him over her shoulder before he demonstrated by pushing in close. If not for her skirt, he’d have had the bridge of his nose crammed between her donkey cheeks and his hot breaths breezing all over her groin. “Or he can come in sideways.” He dropped down until he’d propped an elbow between her knees and muscled a shoulder between her thighs, and his face halfway peeked beneath the hem of her skirt at underwear she’d definitely need to change before going home. 
 
    Shuffling down onto his back switched his point of view to a prime one. Chase wanted nothing more than to dive upward and steal a taste. Just one. What would it even hurt, beyond giving Abi a short thrill? 
 
    “How strong are you, Abi—you feeling sturdy there?” 
 
    “I’m stronger than I look.” 
 
    Chase didn’t doubt it. “Then, brace yourself, because you’re about to take some of my weight.” 
 
    “Oka—” 
 
    Grabbing hold of her donkey, Chase hauled himself upward before he could talk himself out of it. With his arms clinging to her hips, his muscles gave a small pang of protest before settling into the task. Somehow managing to have aimed his head right beneath her skirt, Chase balanced with his mouth about a hairsbreadth from Abi’s groin. 
 
    “Depending on how long the couple can hold for …” Chase deliberately let his lips brush the fabric of her undies as he spoke. He knew she felt it by the slight twitch of her hips and the quiet gasp he caught above his head, and he wondered if she peered down the length of her body. Watching him. Waiting. “… this can be a great position for the woman,” he finished, a small thrill rippling along his spine at her tremor. 
 
    Resisting the beseeching of his mind for him to stick out his tongue and lick the goods, he relaxed his hold on Abi and dropped back to the bed. 
 
    She didn’t move as he wriggled free and got back onto his knees, but she let out another sound of surprise when he gripped her hips and rolled her onto her back. 
 
    Legs akimbo, mouth a perfect ‘O’ of what the heck, she stared up at him as if waiting to see what he’d do next. 
 
    Frigging. Adorable. 
 
    “Up against the pillows,” he said, taking hold again and guiding her. As soon as he had her propped where he wanted her, he stretched out each of her legs until he had them straight and tucked between his own. 
 
    Still, she just stared up at him. The surprise had left her eyes, though, making way for what looked very much like heated anticipation. 
 
    “This next position serves mostly the man in the situation.” On his hands and knees, he slowly crawled his way up her body. He loved that she didn’t recoil or complain, but just kept those hypnotic eyes on him the whole time. She didn’t even try retreating when his face closed in on hers and he had to shift his hands to the pillow to continue, then the wall behind her head—giving her a close-up of first his shirted chest then lower abs. 
 
    “From this position, a man can guide himself into a woman’s mouth. Or guide her mouth to his cock.” To demonstrate, he tangled his fingers around her hair and gave a small tug toward himself. Not too much, though. He didn’t want to scare her off. “Or the woman has enough access to make a man pray for all that is holy that she never stops.” 
 
    Her quiet laugh breezed across his stomach, tightening the muscles there as warmth seeped through his shirt to caress him. 
 
    “Scoot down,” he said, his hand pressing against her head where his fingers remained entwined.  
 
    She went to look up, but he held tight, preventing the action. After a moment’s hesitation, she obeyed, and the wiggling of her body between his thighs was like the devil himself had thrown down a temptation, one upon which he expected Chase to act. 
 
    As soon as he had Abi’s chin directly beneath the V of his groin, he relaxed his hold on her. Pressed both palm into the pillows above her head. Shifted his knees back just enough to alter the angle of his crotch. And a slight tilting of his hips took the swell of his throbbing cock to within an inch of the mouth he’d been dreaming about. 
 
    For the first time since the session had started, Abi’s gaze seemed distracted from meeting his. From the lowered state of her lashes, he guessed she held about as much awareness of his erection as Chase did. 
 
    “This position gives me a lot more control than it does you.” He had no idea how he continued to talk.  
 
    He also had no idea when he’d switched from generic references to inserting himself and Abi into the equation. 
 
    “You like control,” Abi said, her voice a mere murmur. 
 
    “Yes, I do. And when the positions are reversed …” He rolled from over her. Lying back against the mattress, he beckoned to Abi, and as soon as she’d gotten onto her knees, Chase slid her closer to him. Over him. The entire time watching the nervous twitch of her lips—like she didn’t know what to make of the game they were playing, but she liked it. 
 
    And they were definitely playing at something. Chase just didn’t know which one of them led. Or which of them followed to see where it could go. 
 
    “Higher,” he ordered, when she stilled with her knees tucked against the sides of his ribcage. 
 
    Holding his arms and shoulders in tight to his chest allowed her to shuffle closer to his face. 
 
    It also allowed his knuckles to brush against her wet undies, and he had to bite down on a dark chuckle of glee at the jolt of her body. 
 
    “Keep coming,” he said, trying his cursedest not to grin like a fricking moron at the way her hands slapped down above his head. The way her hips shimmied over his shoulders. 
 
    Her skirt held just the right length that when she breached the tip of his chin, it merely tickled his flesh with the swaying of her hips. Holding his breath, he kept his gaze riveted on her face, as she covered the final inch until only Chase’s eyes peeked from beneath fabric, while his mouth breathed in the very essence of her pussy like he could taste it from scent alone. 
 
    He had to lick his lips to get them to work. “As I started saying … reversing positions gives you all the control.” 
 
    “Something you don’t like so much.” 
 
    He studied her for a moment. She seemed so much more open to stating her opinion than usual. And Chase was pretty sure he liked it. 
 
    “I wouldn’t exactly say that.” In fact, knowing it was Abi’s pussy hovering in prime position for pouring cum down his throat, Chase decided he did like it. A lot. “You control when you lower your … sex to my mouth.” He wondered if she even noticed the almost unconscious lowering of her pussy toward his parted lips. “You control how much pressure there is between your pussy and my mouth.” Again. She did it again. Heck, even her arms trembled against the top of his head like she struggled to keep herself away. She’d be full-on sitting on his face if she kept it up. “You control the angle of the caresses. The licks. The sucking of your clit. You control every thing about the partnering, Abi.” 
 
    Her groin dropped over that final gap, and like he had no control over his actions, Chase darted out his tongue and took that taste he needed. 
 
    Hoping she wouldn’t notice made him an idiot, because Abi’s sharp gasp pierced the room as she jerked back from him like she’d been electrocuted. 
 
    For five, long seconds, he and Abi stared at each other, his hands itching to slide right up under her skirt, grab her arse, and yank her back to him.  
 
    Above him, the placement of her arms pushed her breasts forward, making Chase all too aware of how heavily she breathed. And all Chase could think about was, if a tiny, stolen taste set her breathing so erratic, how hard would shoving his tongue into her groin have her panting? 
 
    With her skirt still covering most of his face, she wouldn’t see his tongue sliding across his lips, or the smile teasing at the corners of his mouth as the shock in her eyes un-misted, leaving only a very clear desire in its place. 
 
    “There are a lot of positions for this,” she said, breaking the stare-down. Her voice sounded as husky as he’d expected it to. 
 
    “There are probably a whole lot more,” he said. “All anyone has to do to find them is be open to ideas and experimentation.” 
 
    “Are we experimenting?” Her tone made the questions sound like a flirt but inexperience got in the way of her pulling it off. 
 
    Chase’s cock still pulsed hard, his hips twitching upward like he had no control. “Not today,” he said, questioning his own wording as soon as it was out. Like only ‘today’ stood in the way of pursuing all the Abi scenarios he kept in his head, as if ‘tomorrow’ the rules would be different and he could harass her as high as the heavens and make her scream his name until hoarse. He had to mentally shake his head clear before continuing, “But there is one more position we’re going to cover before we wrap up.” 
 
    Her lips curved slightly. Like she was glad the session wasn’t about to end. 
 
    “The next position allows the involvement of both …” … of us … “parties.” Chase loved that she hadn’t bothered moving away to listen, but just stayed there with her chest hovering above his face, and her pussy slowly sinking back down just below his chin. “It allows both …” …of us … “parties to receive the pleasure while giving it.” 
 
    When she still didn’t move, he breathed out a low laugh. “This isn’t the position we need to be in for it, Abi.” 
 
    Her eyes sparked as that colour shot back over her cheeks, and pushing against the pillows, she lifted her leg from over him until she knelt at his side. “Where do you want me?” 
 
    Anywhere and everywhere, balanced on the tip of his tongue. “Depends.” Flexing, he sat up and offered a small shrug. “Do you want to be on top, or bottom?” 
 
    “What’s the difference?” she asked. 
 
    “One allows you the most control. The other—you relinquish some of that control.” He probably should’ve explained which position covered what, but the dark side of his brain that craved what he shouldn’t have didn’t want her to choose the easy option. While having her pussy pressing against him had been awesome, it didn’t quite compete with the absolute hotness leaning over Abi would produce, knowing he had her exactly as he wanted her. 
 
    Would want her. 
 
    If he could even have her. 
 
    Which he couldn’t. 
 
    Kicking his stupid voice of reason out of bed, he studied the shifting expressions on Abi’s face as she seemed to give the decision serious consideration. Her brows bunched inward. Her eyes, while managing to stay on him, flickered side to side. 
 
    After a few shuddering rises of her chest, she said, “Bottom?” like she didn’t quite understand what she was letting herself in for. 
 
    And she didn’t—or wouldn’t, if they planned to actually go ahead with the heck outta each other’s faces. Which they weren’t. 
 
    Nodding, he thumbed toward the bed. “On your back, then.” His deepened tone made the direction sound a whole lot dirtier than it was. 
 
    Without argument, she tipped herself into her butt and unrolled herself over the mattress. “Like this?” 
 
    He waved toward the foot of the bed. “Farther down,” he said. Holding up a hand, he stopped her about halfway, her calves just about overhanging the bottom lip of the mattress. 
 
    With her head tilted up, she stared at him as if seeking approval, and Chase had to drag his focus away from how the position raised her hips from the blanket a little, how even the dipping down of her shoulders did trash to disguise the rapid rise and fall of her chest. It also did absolutely nothing to hide how deliciously dishevelled she looked in comparison to when she’d first stepped into the room.  
 
    Her hair still clumped together some where his fingers had taken hold. Her clothes scarcely covered where she’d probably hoped they would when she’d dressed that morning—like she no longer cared that the button attempting to contain her breasts barely clung to its partnering hole. Or whether, or not, her skirt covered her rear. Heck, even an inch of her stomach showed between the two halves of her clothing. Almost as if, since the beginning of her session—since the beginning of all her sessions—whatever barrier she’d placed between them had suddenly been smashed down. 
 
    Though, maybe sitting on a guy’s face, however briefly, could have that affect.  
 
    And he was staring.  
 
    Giving his head another sharp shake, Chase got to his knees and manoeuvred until kneeling behind Abi’s head. As he did so, her gaze followed him, and she peered up and back at him as he continued to stare down at her. 
 
    “Welcome to the sixty-nine,” he said, before stretching his way over her torso until his chest hovered over her stomach, his cock over her face, and he had a prime view of her pussy folds through her increasingly translucent underwear. 
 
    Almost unconsciously, her legs relaxed to the sides. As if those instincts of hers were once again putting in an appearance.  
 
    “As I said …” His gaze latched onto a fresh spill of wetness across the cotton covering her groin. “This position allows both of us to give and receive pleasure.” 
 
    Her heels scraped across the bedding. Toward her arse. He watched as the action took her knees high, lifted her pelvis. When they ceased moving, her thighs wavered close enough for him to rest his head against, and he had to wonder over the point of the shift. Had she done it with intent?  
 
    Because on any other woman, he’d have seen that as invitation. 
 
    On Abi, he had no idea what to make of it all. 
 
    The softest of touches feathered over his cock, and Chase nearly shot off the bed with how hard he jerked. 
 
    Tucking his chin in tight, he peered between the length of their bodies—and his frown slammed down on seeing her hand poised a needlepoint away from his zipper. 
 
    He opened his mouth, his lips even began forming the question, but his gob crammed closed when she took hold of his belt and unfed it from the buckle. It was like his mouth had even less sense than his brain did, as though seeing where she might be going was a good idea. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    It was a really stupid idea. 
 
    So, why couldn’t he get his voice to protest, or his body to move away. 
 
    Probably because his toe was chuckling his ugly little head off in devious glee. 
 
    The leather of his belt hung in front of Abi’s face in two halves. “My friend told me about this position,” she quietly.  
 
    Chase probably should’ve answered. Heck, even something like, Oh, yeah, what’d she tell you? would’ve been better than his mute staring from his rigid body that suddenly felt alive with an anticipation he had no right to be feeling. 
 
    “I wondered if you would show it to me,” she continued. 
 
    The buzz of his zip cut through the air, and he finally got his act together enough to ask, “Abi, what are you doing?” Arousal thickened his voice as much as it did his cock. Arousal from what, though? She’d only undone his trousers, for frick’s sake. 
 
    “I need to understand what it’s really like. With someone I trust.” Again with the soft voice. “I want to know.” 
 
    His cock acted like it wanted to K.O. his boxers out of the way at her words. His teeth ground beneath the effort of remaining still. “I’m not sure you’re ready for that.”  
 
    His cock probably wanted to punch Chase in the head, too—just to shut him up. 
 
    “I have to be ready,” she said. 
 
    The wedding. Right. How could he forget about the wedding? 
 
    Yet, when her hands edged beneath his clothing, gliding against his bare skin beneath, Chase about forgot his own name. 
 
    “Abi …” 
 
    Cloth rubbed against flesh, as she pushed his clothing down just enough to release him. Between their bodies, Chase could see the length of his overexcited cock bouncing down above Abi’s face. 
 
    It took all his resolve to tell her, “This isn’t something you want to do now. Here.” With me, he almost added. No matter how much Chase wanted to do it himself. 
 
    Her breath washed over him, setting his nerve endings aflame. Her fingertips teased at the sensitive skin of his inner thigh.  
 
    One breath—slow, steady. A lot steadier than he’d have ever expected from her. 
 
    Two breaths. 
 
    Three. 
 
    “I do.” Though she spoke scarcely above a whisper, Chase heard her just fine. 
 
    “You should think it through,” he said, closing his eyes against the torture of having to say that.  
 
    Why was he trying to talk her out of what he craved. What he needed. He’d never be questioning it if it were another client lying beneath him. 
 
    Though, any other client, and he’d have never gotten into the sixty-nine with them to begin.  
 
    “I did,” she said. “I thought about it all week, since Rebecca told me about it.” 
 
    All week? A part of him wondered who, exactly, she’d placed in each scenario her mind had toyed with. 
 
    “I’ve thought a lot about what it would be like,” she said, her voice bordering on sultry, leaving Chase wondering if her desire to continue truly did match his own. A single fingertip stretched up and brushed over the head of his cock, making it twitch, the ease with which it slid across his flesh telling him he’d already leaked some pre-cum. “I’m ready to find out.” 
 
    His focus downright refused to shift when her tongue poked from between her lips and headed for the tip of his hardened length. The instant it made contact, a tiny groan eked out on his released breath.  
 
    “Abi …”  
 
    Her tongue shot out again, less hesitant, expanding to its full length as she curled it beneath the underside of his shaft and licked over his swollen head. Pausing, she asked, “Is this right?” For the first time since she’d shocked the heck out of him, she sounded unsure. 
 
    That probably should’ve been where he took advantage and told her if she had to ask, she wasn’t ready—or some other trash to stop her roaming along a path that would probably be too rocky for her. Completely shunning the practical side of his brain, he murmured, “Anything that involves your mouth and my cock cannot possibly add up to anything less than right.” 
 
    She released an audible sigh, one that blasted his flesh with heat and had his cock jumping about again. “Okay,” she whispered, almost to herself, and wrapping a hand lightly around his rigid shaft, she licked at him again. 
 
    At which point, Chase swayed on his limbs and had trouble swallowing.  
 
    Lick after lick, she treated his cock like her personal treat. Lick after lick, Chase’s hips jerked toward her in search of the next tonguing.  
 
    Abi had come to his clinic claiming to be as green as the grass at Hampton Court Palace. Chase didn’t, for a second, doubt that to be true, but dang, she slathered that tongue of hers around his shaft like she’d spent her life eating ice pops—because she might have been a pro, for the trembling reaction of Chase’s body. 
 
    He couldn’t be sure when his head lifted and rested against her inner thigh. When his breaths had deepened until they bordered on rumbling growls blowing past his lips. 
 
    He also couldn’t be sure when his hips had struck up a rhythm of thrusting and grabbing any attention he could get. 
 
    What he did know for certain, though, was the exact moment her lips yielded beneath his demands and his cock sank straight into the depths of her heated wet mouth. And Chase had no chance of restraining his groan at that point. Certainly no chance of holding his trash together. 
 
    The deeper he plunged into her mouth, the less he felt the feathering of her fingers across his shaft, until they brushed across his leg and both her hands moulded around the backs of his thighs. 
 
    Like she’d given him control—not that Chase even knew what that was anymore. 
 
    Like she’d surrendered her mouth to his needs. 
 
    As if she’d also surrendered to her own needs, her hips began the slow pattern of rocking he’d seen from her before. Seen from her whenever she’d sought pleasure, the answer to her desires. 
 
    Dropping down to an elbow, Chase stared at the swelling of her soft mounds against the restraining cotton. Stared at the outline of her clit and imagined it clawing its way free in search of his attention. 
 
    Would it really hurt to touch? Just once? 
 
    As he rubbed a finger lightly over the fabric of her underwear, even more juices spilled from her, and Abi released a low groan that vibrated along the length of his shaft. 
 
    Idiot. He had to clench his everything to stop himself from leaping off her, spinning her over, and the incredible out of her virginal groin. 
 
    Except, staying where he was kept that pussy flashing up at him like cursed bait, and before he could talk himself out of it, he dipped his mouth toward where she begged to be sampled. Forget his control. Forget holding back. Chase had done little but fantasise over Abi since the first day she’d stepped into his office, and with her finally laid out beneath him, offering a taste, he was darn well going to take it. 
 
    The moment his lips folded over the cotton of her undies, fingertips dug into his thighs and a muffled whimper carried over. His lids lowered as he ducked in for another taste, a quiet mmm humming up from his chest. Even with the blockage of fabric, Chase had no trouble capturing the sweetness of her essence. Had no trouble working his tongue between her folds, dipping into where cum dripped out from her. His hips still moving, his cock throbbing against the insides of her oral heat, Chase shifted back enough to pluck at her stiffened clit with his lips, smiling around the eager bud when her entire body seemed to jerk it closer toward him and the first scrape of her nails grazed his flesh. 
 
    Unable to help himself, he brushed his hand along her inner thigh. Closer. Closer to her heat, her evident pleasure. Because he needed to touch. Just one touch. Needed to feel how wet she was, dang it. And when her mouth clamped tight around his cock and she tried her first real suck of the session, Chase’s eyes near rolled in his head, his lids flipping up as his groan broke out, and he decided there and then he was done with pissing about. Decided there and then that he would touch Abi, even if it was the only time he ever got to do it. Even if she never stepped foot into his practice again, it would’ve been worth it. 
 
    He knew it would. 
 
    Plucking at the edge of her underwear, he slid a finger over the wet flesh beneath, and did a trash job of containing his next groan when more of her juices poured out and coated his skin. 
 
    Beneath the thin cotton, he guided his finger up to her clit, circled the rigid bud, slipped right back down, where he dipped just the tip of his finger into the pool of enticement. 
 
    At another suck of her mouth around his cock, his hips jerked downward. His entire body heated at the grunt she gave when he drove home against her throat. 
 
    Idiot, he loved that sound. He loved it even more when coming from Abi, and that just made him want to hear it a whole lot more. 
 
    Drawing his hips back, he poised above her as he toyed with the rim of her groin. With the plunge of his cock deep into her mouth, he dipped his fingertip back into Abi’s pussy, thrilling at the way she lifted her donkey off the bed like she needed more. 
 
    Heck, she’d only to say and Chase would’ve given her anything she darn well wanted. 
 
    Wrapping his supporting arm around her donkey, he hooked a finger around her undies and tugged them all the way aside. As he thrust down with his hips again, he lowered his face and delved his tongue into Abi’s soaked pussy, fast, creating a rhythm that had them both writhing for the ultimate high and grunting out their effort. With each plunge of his hips, his cock throbbed harder. His balls cinched tighter. His supporting limbs shook that little bit more. 
 
    With each idiot of his tongue, Abi forced her hips up a little higher. Planted her heels in a little deeper. And grew wetter and wetter by the second, until Chase pulled back for a half beat, his chin rolling across her overexcited clit, just so he could watch the cum pouring from her pussy.  
 
    Because it would pour. He’d make sure of it. 
 
    Teeth gritted, he sank his tongue inside her again. And again. Curling it enough to stroke over her ever-tightening walls and fill his mouth with her nectar, a nectar he gulped down like he’d been starved for its taste without even realising.  
 
    At the same time, he rammed his cock into her wet mouth so deep, her lips hugged his balls for a brief moment before he withdrew.  
 
    Around the thickness of his girth, muffled whimpers and slow-released moans crept out, and Chase upped his pace. Both his hips and his tongue thrusting like a couple of mongrels that had his whole body tense and his jaw locked wide and his teeth scraping across the soft flesh surrounding Abi’s groin as she twitched her clit across his chin like she’d found a rhythm of her own.  
 
    Her gasp blasted around his phallus on his next pull back. Her knees lifted until her toes scarcely reached the bed. Beneath him, her hips drove a manic journey of upward thrusts, her donkey fidgeting all over the place, and Chase knew she was close. Knew only a couple more seconds, then she’d be his. 
 
    Driving his tongue into her, he worked a hand beneath his throat and found her clit. Gave tiny slaps against her solid bud in a way that heightened her cries and had all kinds of sparkly trash happening in his head as he continued to harass her mouth just as fast and hard as his tongue harassed her.  
 
    As soon as the walls of her pussy began clenching, he knew he had her, but still, he kept pumping into her. Faster. Deeper. Those fingers of his working the trash out of her clit, until her moaning gasps evolved into a muffled scream and her legs railed at the air like she tried to grab hold and lock him in place. 
 
    Not giving her a chance to fall from her high, Chase shifted his fingers back and flicked over her stiffened tip, then gave gentle slaps, until her scream became a continuous vibration along his cock, and her legs all but wrapped around his shoulders, her entire body locked up tight as a fountain of cum sprayed from her pussy to fill his mouth and soak his face, spraying upward and outward like a mofo and covering just about anything it could reach. 
 
    Yes! He wanted to shout it out. Yes. 
 
    Instead, he just kept on at her clit between pumping his tongue back within the erratic pulsing of her groin, while her mouth with a heightened desperation that had a string of grunts bubbling through his throat. 
 
    He knew he’d be coming any second, but he’d be darned if he could do a single thing to stop it. Not anymore. It was too late. 
 
    It’d been too late since the moment Abi had first unzipped his fly. 
 
    At another wailing scream from Abi, his balls finally exploded the cum through his cock, and he held himself deep inside her mouth, something close to a bark blasting from him as he emptied himself against her throat. 
 
    Her fingers clawed at his donkey, but that only had his hips bucking against her, the chasing juices from his cock, until his body admitted defeat—or victory—and he just stilled. His elbow somehow continuing to support him. His hand, his face, what seemed like his everywhere dripping in Abi’s cum. His body shaking like he had no control over it. 
 
    Which about summed it up perfectly, didn’t it? 
 
    For how many years had Chase kidded himself that he had a grip on himself? That he could hold his trash together. 
 
    Certainly didn’t seem that way right then. 
 
    A muffled whimper cut through the descended quiet, and Chase slowly lifted his head. 
 
    If he’d any doubt over what he’d just done with Abi being real, that got batted right out the field with that single sound. 
 
    Because, no, he hadn’t made it up. 
 
    No, it hadn’t just been one of his many sick fantasies playing out inside his head. 
 
    He really had made Abi come so hard she’d turned into a geyser. 
 
    He really had harassed her mouth so hard, he’d seen a bloody super nova behind his eyes. 
 
    And his cock was still in Abi’s mouth. Still so deep she couldn’t even speak. 
 
    What the holy idiot had he just done? 
 
    The door to the session room burst open, and Rae marched in wearing a whole new level of pissed off like it was a suit she’d had tailored to fit. “All finished in here?” she asked, and Chase had no idea how she managed to sound so amenable, given her expression. 
 
    Offering what might’ve passed as a nod, he finally pushed himself up. His cock felt instantly cold as it slipped from Abi’s mouth. His soaked face felt cold. The rest of his body felt cold, too. Like he’d fallen into an ice pond and someone had blocked all means of escape. 
 
    He didn’t want to look at Abi. He didn’t want to see what he’d just done to her in her face, written into grooves of distrust and disappointment.  
 
    He had to, though. He, at least, owed her that. 
 
    Rolling to the side, onto his knees, he dared glance at the woman he’d just let down beyond any of his past levels of failure, but even knowing what he’d done, how he’d messed up, didn’t quite prepare him for the wide-eyed face-full of shock staring back at him. Her chest heaved, like she sucked in much-needed air. Her hands wrapped around nothing, like they’d stiffened into position as she’d clawed at his flesh. And her mouth … that beautiful mouth of hers stayed rounded and red and swollen as bloody heck.  
 
    Chase had done that. He’d done it to her. He had no bloody clue what to say, where to even start. What could he say to put right what had just happened? 
 
    Unable to look at the ruin he’d caused any longer, he glanced toward where Rae stood watching the two of them like she had trouble reining her opinion in. An opinion that’d be warranted, no doubt.  
 
    As if she sensed his uncertainty, she jerked her head toward the door. “If you want to go and get cleaned up, Mr Walker, I’ll have Samantha come in and help Ms O’Shay to the client bathroom.” 
 
    Nodding as if on autopilot, Chase slid from the mattress, his knees thinking about giving up on him when he stood and made for the door. A part of him wondered why he hadn’t bolted out of there like his arse was on fire, but he knew why, the second he paused at the door and peered back at Abi. Because more than anything, he wanted he and Abi to be anywhere but at his clinic. He wanted Rae and Sam to disappear and it just be the two of them, so he could stroke Abi’s hair, reassure it was okay, tell her how sorry he was—because it never should’ve been so wild and out of control for her first sexual experience. 
 
    It never should’ve been with him.  
 
    He didn’t do any of those things, though. At a hard, warning glare from Rae, he slunk from the room like the slimy mongrel he was and trod the walk of shame toward the staff showers. 
 
    ***  
 
    He knew she stood outside of the showers. Could sense the shifting of her shadow. Hear the quiet huff of her breaths. Ignoring her presence didn’t change the fact she was there, though. Didn’t change the fact she was waiting for him. Nor the fact that he’d brought enough trash into his own clinic to bury himself with. 
 
    Knocking off the shower spray, he reached for a towel, heaved in a long breath, and turned to face the wrath of Rae. 
 
    He didn’t even get far enough to make eye contact, when pain blasted through his face, and he stumbled back a step, his fingers instantly reaching for the spot aside his lip where she’d hit. Not even bothering to push away from the tiles, he dared lift his gaze to hers and almost recoiled at the fury shooting at him like a heat-seeking torpedo. 
 
    “You sucking, granny-idiot of a wanker.” She pointed at him like she could gut him with her finger alone. “You have just risked everything.” Stepping into the shower, she shoved both her hands against his chest until his back bashed the tiles. “I hope it was worth it, you idiot.” Picking up the towel from where it’d fallen, she chucked it at his middle. “Get dressed, look smart, and get your arse into your office. You better make this okay before she leaves here today. D’you hear me, Walker?” 
 
    Offering up a pathetic nod, Chase waited until she’d fired more glare missiles at him and walked away, before venturing out of the safety of the glass enclosure. 
 
    Rae was right. He had risked everything. And despite his nod to her before she’d left, he doubted he had a hope in heck of putting any of it right. 
 
    Because how could he ask Abi to forgive him, when he knew himself that what he’d done with her—to her—made him about as decent as a cockroach. 
 
    *** 
 
    Chase didn’t know whether to sit, or stand, or pace the bloody room, as he waited for Sam to bring Abi in to him, so much so that, when the door clicked open, his feet almost left the floor in his spin to face them with his mouth already open. About as far as he got. Because, he realised, he still had no blooming clue what to say. 
 
    Head tipped to the side, eyes one-hundred percent averted away—from everything, it seemed—Abi passed Sam, as she waved her forward, and stepped into his office. 
 
    As Sam squinted in his direction, her message was clear in the slight jerk of her chin she gave in Abi’s direction. Sort this out. 
 
    Right.  
 
    He’d made the mess. It was his job to tidy it up. 
 
    Squaring his shoulders, he took a step toward Abi, but as soon as Sam closed the door on them, Abi’s gaze sliced its way to his. 
 
    “I thought I was coming in here to apologise.” Her words seemed to sucker punch Chase straight in the chest, as a swallow worked its way along her throat. “But now I’m in here, I’m not sure I can.” 
 
    The skin around his eyes tightened as he took another step closer. “I’m not sure I follow.” 
 
    She pointed somewhere over her shoulder in a half-ended motion. “For in there.” 
 
    His brow creased. “Abi …?” 
 
    “But I’m not sorry. Not really.” She lifted her chin as if to enhance her own standing on that matter. “I’m not sorry I did what I did. I’m not sorry it happened …” Releasing a heavy sigh, she crossed the room and sank down onto the chaise longue. “And I really don’t know what that says about me as a person.” 
 
    Her eyes shot back up to his, holding his gaze and conveying a whole lot of uncertainty and confusion, and Chase could only bring across a chair and plant his own arse down in front of her.  
 
    “Do you want to discuss today’s session further?” He’d no idea how he slipped so easily back into the role of therapist, not after earlier, but it felt like the right thing to do in the moment. Like the angle Abi needed him to take. 
 
    She gave a slight shrug of her shoulders. “Isn’t that how this goes?” she asked, breathing out a soft laugh. “I behave in a way I’ve never behaved before. You ask me if I liked it.” 
 
    “Did you?” His whole body wound tight as he ducked his head a little closer, like his whole future relied on how she’d felt. Maybe it did. 
 
    “I … I don’t—” Her features seemed to flex for an instant before relaxing again, and she gave a nod so minute he almost missed it. “In there,” she said, pointing off to her left, “it felt … surreal. Like it wasn’t quite happening to me, even though I was definitely experiencing it. Does that make sense?” 
 
    Chase nodded. Because it did. “And now?” he asked. 
 
    “I feel … I feel as though I did something sordid. Or something.” 
 
    She had, on an Abi level. Right then, though, the totally selfish part of Chase was more interested in how readily she’d submitted to his touch. “Would you like to focus on how you felt during your session for a moment, then? How did it feel to you, during the act—aside from surreal?” 
 
    “Electric,” she said, her hand instantly lifting to cover her face as she averted her eyes, but she didn’t quite manage to smother the smile she tried hiding. 
 
    Reaching out, Chase tugged her hand down, placed it back in her lap. “Electric is a pretty good start. You want to expand on that?” 
 
    Her chest lifted then lowered with the deep breath she took. Not quite meeting his gaze, she said, “It felt like my body was on fire. But in a good way.” She seemed to stare right into his soul as she asked, “Does it always feel like that?” 
 
    That was a darn question and a half. He cleared his throat, considered where to start. “Before a person has any experience, they hear only what their friends tell them.” He briefly waved a hand toward her. “Or what they’ve researched. But friends only tell us what they want us to hear. And research too often makes it sound like we’re missing out if we’re not sexually active—which is very much the case. But only if you’re lucky enough to find someone you’re sexually compatible with.” Just as the earlier session had told him he was one-hundred percent compatible with Abi—because she’d nearly blown his brains out with her touch. “And even more so if you’re lucky enough to have someone you connect with on a deeper level.” His brain chirped up that Abi fell into that category, too, but he mentally told himself to shut it. “It doesn’t always work out that way, though, especially if there’s a lack of mutual respect during the act. Because then one of the parties can end up feeling unfulfilled—and often disappointed enough to shy away from a reoccurrence. Which can then lead to feeling a lack of self-worth for having giving themselves up for something they didn’t think was worthy of their commitment. Or doubt in themselves, uncertainty that they might be the reason it wasn’t as great as they’d hope it would be.” He wound his finger around air. “It can become a bit of a vicious circle, you know? So … to answer your question, no. It doesn’t necessarily always feel like that.” 
 
    “What if I want it to?”  
 
    No wideness to her eyes. No tremble to her mouth. The question she’d asked had been done so in total seriousness, and Chase had no idea what to make of that. Heck, he didn’t even know what she was asking him—not really. Because there was definitely something underlying her words, and his jaw clenched as he swallowed down her question.  
 
    Chase wanted nothing more than to ensure Abi had fantastic orgasms for the rest of her natural, but another week, or so, and that reassurance would be out of his hands. It already was, for goodness sake, because no way could he offer a repeat performance of what’d gone down during her session.  
 
    “Sorry, Abi,” he said, choosing his words carefully, “but I can’t guarantee your sex life once …” … it’s not with me … “you’re no longer under my direction. The practice doesn’t work that way.” 
 
    Her gaze dropped, like he’d disappointed her somehow. He probably had. “Shall we talk about how I feel now?” she asked, straightening her skirt. 
 
    “How do you feel now?” 
 
    Again with meeting his eyes. “Dirty.” 
 
    Chase had no idea if her reply was a dig at him or a come on. “Dirty, how?” 
 
    “Like … like I just participated in something I shouldn’t have.” Hadn’t they both? “And I’ll never tell another soul about it. Like …” She tapped a curled hand against her chest. “Like I never want to share it because it was my experience alone, and I want to keep it that way.” 
 
    “Because you’re ashamed to share it?” He asked it gently—he definitely didn’t want to her to believe she should feel that way, but she shook her head. 
 
    “Not ashamed. More …” Her eyes flicked upward, like she sought the answer on the ceiling above. “Privileged,” she said, her gaze dropping back down. 
 
    Chase’s brow lowered. “Privileged?” 
 
    He’d hoped she’d expand on that for him, but she merely added, “What happened during my session is private.” She didn’t say the word like she meant it to be nobody else’s business, though. More like she considered the act an experience she, and she alone, owned. As if she thought sharing it would make it less, somehow. 
 
    Chase would’ve agreed wholeheartedly … if Sam had been in the observation room. At least Rae hadn’t seen the whole deal—though it probably wouldn’t have gone as far as it did, if she had. Sam had been on observer duty, and by the time she’d realised how deep Chase had sunk and ran off to grab Rae, the whole shebang with Abi had pretty much already hit its explosive proportions.  
 
    Even so, he nodded to tell her he understood.  
 
    Before he could summon more of a response, she asked, “Are you setting me homework this week, Mr Walker?” 
 
    Chase just stared at her. His mouth might even have gaped a little. He wasn’t sure if her sudden swerving of the convo had him off-guard, or the fact that she talked like she considered returning for more. “Homework?”  
 
    “For … next week?” she asked. Her raised eyebrows seemed to convey as much hope as they did query. 
 
    Again with the staring. His right eye might even have twitched a little.  
 
    So, she did intend coming back next week. Well, dang. “Homework …” he said again, giving a small nod as his brain grabbed at any coherency upstairs. “For your homework … I want you to think about today’s session.” He was a sick, sick mongrel. 
 
    “You say that like I’ll be able to think about anything else.” She smiled, but it wasn’t quite a smile—more an expression that said you should already know this. 
 
    Should he? Or had he already known she’d be able to think of little else, and he just wanted to make sure it stayed that way? Yet again, that placed him across a boundary he’d no right to breach.  
 
    What was so wrong with him that he couldn’t seem to stop? 
 
    “I want you to think about it in relation to what you’ve learned,” he said in an attempt to re-steer. “And in relation to how you could use your new skills in the future.”  
 
    New skills. Like she’d learned how to read. Or ride a bike.  
 
    At least focusing on his stupid wording helped distract him from what, exactly, Abi’s future held. 
 
    “Okay,” she said slowly. “And next week?” 
 
    More reference to her returning—it had Chase’s lungs filling up with air, like he’d been waiting for some kind of sign before he could breathe properly.  
 
    “Next week, we’ll … discuss it.” At her questioning stare, he added, “We’ll discuss what you’ve been thinking about between now and then.” Seemed like the safest bet. Keep her out of the session rooms. Keep her in his office. Just talking. All clothing in place.  
 
    His cock deflated like he’d just kicked it in the teeth, but, dang, Chase needed some kind of block between him and the trouble he could land himself in where Abi was concerned. 
 
    “Next week we’ll be talking?” she asked, and he nodded, despite his body’s protest. “Just talking?” 
 
    At his second nod, all brightness seemed to dim within her eyes, turning them almost grey. Heck, even her shoulders sagged inward like he’d just pulled out a stopper that’d let all the joy out of her soul. 
 
    “I’ll book in for next week, then,” she said, pushing up from the chaise.  
 
    Disappointment seemed to saturate his shoulders as she stared down at him for a moment before turning for the door. Halfway across the room, she paused and glanced back over her shoulder. “I thought you had more to teach me, Mr Walker.” Her voice held a mixture of sadness and confusion, and had Chase on his feet and striding toward her. 
 
    “I do.” Reaching her, he took her shoulder and spun her back to face him. “But after today …” 
 
    “Today was good.” She spoke quickly, like she held no hesitation. Or like she needed to say the words before she could lock them inside. “Today was the best session I’ve had here, by far.” 
 
    He had to agree. But he’d got off lightly, because if he’d lost control with another client, like he had with Abi, he’d probably be looking at a lawsuit and, at the very least, a damaged reputation. Abi, though … she’d enjoyed it. She’d totally enjoyed it. If he hadn’t figured that out already, the heat emanating from her and the high colour in her cheeks gave good confirmation. 
 
    “Today was the best session you’ve had here. I agree. But I overstepped the mark and pushed you in a way I had no right to push you.” 
 
    “I’m glad you pushed me.” More words gushed out. “And if I come back next week, and you push me some more, I still won’t be sorry.” 
 
    His head shook. “You can’t know that.” 
 
    “I can. I do.” 
 
    His hand still gripped her shoulder, and he brought the other up to her face, her skin soft against his palm. Softening his voice, he repeated his words: “You can’t know that, Abi. Please don’t ask me to take the risk of losing more control with you than I already have.” 
 
    Her fingers wrapped over his wrist, her chest making tiny flutters as she stared up at him. Stared up at him like she wanted to kiss him. Or wanted him to kiss her. 
 
    Idiot, Chase wanted nothing more than to do exactly that, but he couldn’t. If Chase kissed her right then, he wouldn’t stop at that. He knew he wouldn’t. Not with his cock dancing a merry tune in his pants again. Not with the memory of their earlier session still burning bright in his mind.  
 
    Letting his forehead lower to hers, he rested there a moment, his eyes closing against the battle he knew he needed to face. “Abi, you’re getting married in a few weeks,” he said quietly. “Whatever’s going on here between us, it doesn’t feel professional anymore, and we need to rein it in now. Before it’s too late.” Letting his lips skim across her temple, he pushed back from her, released his hold. “I’ll understand if you’d prefer not to come back next week.” He couldn’t look at her as he said the words—he’d never have gotten them out if he did. 
 
    She didn’t answer him as she turned away and covered the rest of the floor to the exit. The door swung inward, and when she re-closed it, he knew she no longer stood in his office. 
 
    “Idiot,” he muttered. Bringing his hands up, he gripped at his hair, tugging the strands as he raked his fingers through to the front and over his brow. “Idiot.” He punched at air as he swung for the chaise and sank his butt down with a heavy plop. 
 
    His muscles ached for him to spring up and race after her. His mind begged him to tell her he was sorry and she should totally come back the next week—they’d do whatever she wanted. 
 
    Body coiled tight, his mind screaming out its disapproval, he somehow stayed put, and ten minutes later, he still hadn’t moved, when the door to his office opened and heels clacked inside. 
 
    Raelyn plonked down into the chair facing him, her elbows on her knees as she leaned forward. “Congratulations. You seem to have gotten away with the face of one of your clients.” 
 
    Chase didn’t lift his gaze to hers. He didn’t feel anywhere near proud of himself. 
 
    “Whatever you said to her in here, it’s done the job.” 
 
    His head might’ve nodded. “But we’ve lost her as a client.” He’d lost her. As more than a client, it felt. 
 
    “No we haven’t,” Rae said, and when Chase finally glanced up at her, she smiled. “She booked back in for next week.” 
 
    She booked back in for next week. Such a simple sentence, but one that had his entire body and soul in turmoil.  
 
    While a massive part of him felt real bloody victorious, that small, sensible part of him that didn’t get a say quite so often argued how much more trash Chase could get into with just one more session—until Chase had no idea whether to be happy or stressed by the outcome. 
 
    As if she sensed his splitting thoughts, Rae smacked him on arm. “This is good news.” Rising up from the chair, she began clopping her way back toward the door, her, “Just don’t phoo up,” tossed over her shoulder on route. 
 
    “Yeah,” Chase muttered. Good news. Don’t phoo up. He just needed some help making those two parts of the equation gel. 
 
    *** 
 
    The unremarkable door to Roy’s gym sat squashed between a car body shop and a magazine distributor. Lower half in blue-coated wood, upper half in steel-toughened glass, its description as faded and peeling as the rest of the paint job, only those who already knew of its existence tended to visit.  
 
    Pushing inside left Chase confronted by steps that could’ve used a good scrub and very little light by which to see the way. He made the grimy climb toward another door blocking the way past an upper landing, and shouldering his way through that took him into the gym proper. 
 
    A little less dingy than the stairway, the gym itself had windows stretching across its front and claimed the entire space over the two businesses beneath. One corner of the immediate area had been set up for weights. Another for sparring. But what Roy’s was mostly about, and what really caught the eye, was the boxing ring plonked down in the centre.  
 
    A couple of guys claimed the weights, ones Chase knew by sight only, and he spared them as much attention as they did him before stepping from the shadowed doorway and into the light. As soon as he had, the couple of blokes dancing around each other in the ring quit moving and stared his way. 
 
    Chase knew them both well. Mikey, a guy who’d gone to a different school a few miles over from Chase’s. 
 
    And Jones.  
 
    From the way Jones studied him, Chase knew he’d got his number. Chase only ever headed to Roy’s when he needed a distraction of the non-sexual kind. 
 
    Seemed kind of ironic that Jones might be the one to knock his head into gear yet again. 
 
    Ignoring the way Jones thumped a fist against the palm of his other hand, Chase cut around the ring toward a door at the rear of the gym.  
 
    Beyond there, a glass-fronted office overlooked the gym’s floor, from where Roy watched every tiny movement of his members, and a little farther long, sectioned-off completely, was the locker room and showers. 
 
    Chase never bothered to take a bag, or gear, on the odd occasions he visited the gym. He’d had the same locker since his teens—the key to which he carried around like his own personal property. Locker number twenty-three contained a gym bag that held a few pairs of sweat-shorts, a handful of vests, and two pairs of battered trainers. Above the bag, shower gel and shampoo sat on a shelf in front of a handful of towels and a pair of gloves hung beneath. He probably should’ve taken his gear out occasionally, maybe got it washed, but something about their teen traditions stopped him. Because he’d never bothered with laundry then. He and his mates hadn’t supposed to even be there. Not a single one of them had been old enough when they’d first joined up, and every single one of them had lied about their age.  
 
    Grabbing out his bag of clothes, Chase carried it across to a bench, his gaze catching on one of the shower blocks—as it did every dang time. 
 
    Lying about his age hadn’t only gotten him into the gym. And coming to the gym hadn’t only introduced him to boxing. 
 
    He still remembered the day Mrs Pacton had come bustling up on him—remembered like it’d only just happened the week before. 
 
    Jones had told him afterwards how she’d barrelled through the gym and demanded to know which one of them had ‘messed up’ her son. When none of them had stepped forward as the culprit, she’d marched her way through to the locker room. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the sound of the shower spray, heels clopped against the tiles of the locker room floor. 
 
    Heels. 
 
    Nobody wore bloody heels at Roy’s. 
 
    Blinking water from his eyes, Chase stared as one pissed-off looking bird barged around the corner of the lockers, her eyes filled with fury as they razored the air and landed on Chase. 
 
    “Was it you?” She stabbed a finger his way. “You send my boy home in that mess?” 
 
    A trickle of water ran between his lips as he studied her, and he spat it out, his focus on her the whole time. “I don’t even know who you’re talking about.” 
 
    She stopped just on the outside of the waist-high tiled wall that separated the so-called cubicle from the locker area, her obviously-dyed, golden-blonde hair pulled into a chignon at the back of her head. Hands on the hips of her tapered skirt, she jerked her chin up toward him. “My Stewie. Was it you?” 
 
    Stewie? Name didn’t ring any bells. “Someone hurt him?” 
 
    “Sent him home to me covered in his own blood.” Her head tipped, eyes narrowed, just those two actions somehow bouncing the flouncy bows of her blouse that hung beneath her chin. “He told me it happened down at the gym.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not.” He shook his head free of water as it began a rapid crawl over his brow. “Either way, I doubt he meant this gym.” 
 
    “What other clubs are ‘round here?” 
 
    Chase shrugged and reached for his shower gel. “I dunno, lady. But Roy runs a tight ship. Nobody gets messed up bad. And nobody leaves here without him checking they’re okay.” He squirted a glob of gel into his palm, rubbed it over his chest, up to his shoulder. Even as he turned into the spray a little, he sensed her still standing there. Sensed her watching him. “I dunno what else you want from me,” he said, his lip movement sending a spattering of water outward. 
 
    Still, he didn’t detect so much as a scrape of heel, let alone footsteps retreating away. He made a slow turn toward her, more than ready to tell her to back off, and her eyes skidded up to his so fast he knew they had to have been glued to his arse. Despite her being old enough to be his ma, despite the simmering fury she’d charged in there with, Chase couldn’t help the slight curve of his lips at the appreciation he saw staring back at him. 
 
    He deliberately let his hands slide downward, until the tips of his fingers swept over the V of his pelvis, liking how her gaze followed the movement. “Can I help you with anything else?” 
 
    “How old are you, kid?” She didn’t look up when he spoke, and the slow spread of solidity claimed his cock beneath her scrutiny.  
 
    “Old enough to not be called kid.” He smoothed more shower gel southward, knowing his own touch could get him harder as easily as anyone else’s. 
 
    As if refusing to take the bait, she lifted her gaze, but Chase caught the way she checked out the rest of him. The whole of him. Like she sized up a package she’d ordered to see if it matched the description. “Answer the question,” she said, meeting his eyes again. 
 
    He could’ve told her the truth. That he’d be hitting seventeen in just under two weeks. Instead, he lied with his answer of, “Just turned nineteen. What’s it to you?” 
 
    Her eyes darted down to his crotch then back up. “You know how to use that thing you’re playing with?” 
 
    “Do you?” Just one side of his mouth twitched as he controlled his smile. He could tell from the way her stance had gone from confrontational to cocky that she considered his question way more than he’d expected. 
 
    Or maybe he had expected it. He’d been since the night of his fifteenth birthday, when one of his auntie’s friends had shown him the way to head explosions and the best kind of sweaty skin, and the only time he’d gotten no bites to his suggestive chatter since then had been the night he’d mixed vodka and scrumpy cider and created a holy mess. 
 
    Banging the shower gel down on the low wall between them, he stuck his palms down beside it and leaned over until her face stared back only inches away. “I bet you do. I reckon you know exactly what to do.” 
 
    She didn’t back away. Didn’t even blink, as she said, “Answer my question.” 
 
    He let her pin him with her eyes for almost a whole minute before smiling. “Yes. I know exactly what to do with it.” 
 
    She still didn’t look away as she rummaged in a bag that hung from one of her shoulders. When she pulled her hand out, she lifted it between them, and Chase’s focus zoomed right in on what she held. 
 
    A johnny. 
 
    “Prove it.” She didn’t say it like a demand. Nor like a flirt. More a request that she knew he’d fulfil, so why bother with theatrics. 
 
    He probably could’ve waited a beat, made her wait, but his toe tapped against the tiled wall and she’d offered her groin to him without any gooey-eyed catches attached, and Chase wanted to harass her. Yeah, she might’ve been nearly as old his own ma, but she had decent belly and a skinny waist, and those heels made her legs look like something from Playboy, if Playboy did a section on well-dressed business women. 
 
    Pushing away from the wall, he knocked off the water spray, before turning back to the woman and holding out a hand. She smiled like she’d scored a point as she took it, and he guided her around to the opening of the shower block until she stood on the sodden tiles less than a foot away.  
 
    As soon as he reached for the bow of her blouse, she shook her head, but she still smiled, even as the, “Uhn-uhn,” left her mouth. 
 
    So he couldn’t undress her. She just wanted to mess. 
 
    Lucky for her, Chase happened to like just. 
 
    “How do you like it?” he asked, taking the condom from between her fingers. 
 
    She didn’t speak, just turned her back on him, glanced at him over her shoulder, and Chase smiled. From behind suited him just fine. 
 
    It took around fifteen seconds to unwrap the rubber and roll it over the thickness of his cock’s head, and by the time he’d swiped his palm over his shaft a couple of times, a solid throb had kicked up just beneath the skin.  
 
    He took a step forward until his chest met her back. Reached down for the hem of her skirt, pleased that she didn’t object when he tugged it up over her hips, leaving her donkey peeking out. Leaning away a little, he took a moment to check out her underwear. Black silk. And it covered an arse firmer than he’d expected from a woman her age, like she worked out, kept in shape. Chase appreciated that about her. 
 
    Hands wrapped firmly over her hips, he pushed against her. That time, she did resist, and Chase moved in close until his lips brushed her ear. “Trust me, you’ll want the support.” 
 
    She didn’t argue a second time when he nudged her forward, but she lifted her hands as she reached the tiled wall, braced herself there. 
 
    Slipping a hand between her legs showed Chase how wet she was. For him? Or just for the heck? He didn’t really care, either way. A kick of each foot against the inside of each of her ankles spread her legs a little wider. A grip of her hip tugged her donkey closer to where his cock danced around in excitement. He pushed against her shoulder, forced her to bend at the waist, the move parting the sweet rounds of her donkey, bringing her pussy that little bit higher. 
 
    Reaching down between them, he yanked her undies aside and took hold of his cock, guided it toward her wet groin. Slipped his swollen head just inside the opening. She gave a soft gasp at the invasion, and Chase thrust all the way inside, smiling to himself at her sharp cry of surprise. Gripping her in the exact position he wanted her, he pulled back out, drove his cock back in, the initial buzz of excitement humming through him when she cried out a second time. That was all it took. All it took for him to give in to his body and let his hips find their rhythm and his cock fill her groin as deep as he could get it. 
 
    With each moan of her pleasure, he thrust into her a little harder. With each lift of her donkey, his balls cinched a little tighter. Until he plunged into her so deep her face mashed against the wall and her donkey bounced back at him every time he withdrew.  
 
    Reaching back, she scrabbled at his hip, but in an effort to make him go faster rather than stop him, it seemed. Her eyes, half-lidded, seemed to looked at everything and nothing. At a sharp slap to her donkey cheek, her body jolted and she gave a yelp, but a second later, her mumbled, “Yes,” told Chase she liked it. She liked it a whole lot. So he did it again. And again. Whilst the heck out of her and smashing her against the wall like he wanted to hurt her, all while not harming her at all.  
 
    By the time his balls had cinched into a tight knot of tension, he had his own hand braced against the wall over her shoulder, his other arm wrapped around her tight enough to hold her in place, his own grunts mixed with the higher-pitched cries of the woman. But he waited. Waited until he felt the fisting pulse of her groin around his cock. And he harassed her hard. Harder. His cum shooting into the johnny making his body twitch all over the shop.  
 
    Seconds later, they both ceased to move. His panted breaths seemed to steam the back of her blouse, while hers steamed the tiles.  
 
    Still breathing hard, she shoved against the wall, and he moved back, allowing her to straighten. Reaching behind herself, she pushed him away until his cock slipped free of her pussy, and she adjusted her underwear, tugged her skirt back down over her hips and thighs. Patting at hairs that’d broke free of her chignon, she turned to face him, her eyes still carrying the heaviness of a good orgasm.  
 
    She seemed to study him for a moment before she spoke. “You’re a good looking boy.” 
 
    His brow creased a little. “Thanks.” 
 
    “I might have some work for you, if you play your cards right.” 
 
    That time, his brow arched up. “What kind of work?” 
 
    Without answering, she weaved around him and made for the exit. She didn’t look back at him as she stepped from the shower block. Nor as she paused by the benches and dropped something small down by his piled-up clothes. And she still hadn’t when she reached the end of the locker row. 
 
    Frowning, he called after her. “Wait.” 
 
    She paused, glancing back at him like he’d no right making demands of her. 
 
    “How am I supposed to play my cards right when I don’t even know your name?”  
 
    The smile toying with her lips made her look like she’d just won a prize. Except, Chase didn’t know the name of the game. And he had no idea he was the pawn. “Mrs Pacton to you, boy.” 
 
    As soon as she’d left, he stepped out and crossed to the bench, picked up what she’d left behind. 
 
    A business card that carried the name she’d just given. Its reverse side held a printed phone number. 
 
    The following day, Chase had called her. A week later, Mrs P had sent him on his first escorting job. The first of hundreds.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Dragging his clothes from his gym bag, Chase tore his focus from the shower block where it’d all gone down. Seeing it always reminded him of his encounter with Mrs P. The day his life had shifted, and he’d gone from a bum begging for work, with no experience to back himself, to a sought-after escort—a role that had women paying through the nose for his company, paying even higher for his body, and showering him with gifts like they needed to make sure he returned when asked.  
 
    Chase would’ve returned without the gifts. Partly because he’d loved his job. Mostly because Mrs Pacton had never really given him much of a choice. As long as he worked for her, she ruled him. And Chase had never really minded that—because being beneath her thumb had earned him his dough. 
 
    At least, he hadn’t minded, until Nicolette. 
 
    A couple of years into working for Mrs P, he’d gotten assigned to Nic. She’d been filthy-rich from her husband’s money—a husband who was never there. And she’d been beautiful on the level of making everyone stop and stare. Long, slender body, shoulders cut like blades, high cheekbones surrounded by glossy black hair that always seemed to do exactly as she commanded.  
 
    Because Nicolette commanded everything she came into contact with. Including Chase.  
 
    Within two weeks of being her latest in a long string of escorts, he’d have been willing to get on his knees and beg for each new booking. Not that he had to. Nicolette had a tendency to like at least some consistency—kept the gossipers fuelled, she’d always said.  
 
    For some reason, she’d kept Chase around that little bit longer than most of her toys. To a kid on the cusp of leaving his teens, that’d labelled him as special. Wanted. Loved by a woman who wasn’t his mother. 
 
    Nicolette had seduced him in every possible way—taken his mind, body and soul, and made them all hers. For the first time in his life, Chase had wanted a woman to want more from him, and for a time, he’d thought Nic did. 
 
    One evening a week had progressed to two, then three, until she’d spent as much time with Chase as she had free from her charitable organisations. Not once had she kicked him from her bed after gaining what she wanted—not like with the other escorts she’d booked. No, Chase would still be there come morning, still enveloped within her arms, her long, slender fingers combing through his hair in the best kind of therapy. And their grew slower, deeper, connected. She’d feed him breakfast before sending him on his way for the day. 
 
    It had been the time of his life, until Chase realised she no longer felt like a job. Worse, Chase had convinced himself she felt the same way he’d grown to feel about her. It didn’t matter that he still got paid for any time he spent with her. Didn’t matter that he still found a wad of cash in his jacket pocket after any night she invited him to stay. She didn’t love her husband, that much had been clear, but she treated Chase like she loved him. Made him feel loved.  
 
    When Chase had told her so, everything shifted. Maybe weaving in the idea of her leaving her husband for Chase had been the clincher, because she’d laughed at him—actually laughed. Even called him a ‘stupid boy’. Asked Chase to explain to her why she would ‘want to leave this’ as she’d swept an arm toward the walls of her extravagant home … for him. 
 
    That’d been the last time Chase had seen her. The last time she’d booked him. The last time Mrs P had permitted him to go—because Nic had tattled behind his back about his ‘immaturity in the role he should be playing as escort’. 
 
    For far too many months, he’d pined for Nic. Pined for the way she’d looked at him, the way she’d touched him, the way she’d looked after him. His stupid young brain had fallen in love with every scenario they’d shared. The pampering. The compliments. The richness of it all.  
 
    It’d taken a whole lotta time, and a few kickings from Jones, for Chase to finally understand. He’d only truly been in love with the lifestyle. 
 
    Something banged against one of the lockers, breaking into his thoughts. Some kid Chase only knew as Tooney stuck a key into one of the doors, sending Chase something that might’ve been a nod as he swung open the locker. 
 
    Lowering his gaze, Chase focused back on his foot. Without even paying attention, he’d switched out work trousers for sweat-shorts, shirt for vest. He already had a set of his trainers on his feet, and he finished tying the laces that’d previously broken three times. 
 
    He probably should’ve replaced them—not just the laces, but the shoes themselves—but his ma had always taught him the importance of knowing his roots. Remembering that which he’d come from. Kept a man humble, she always said. 
 
    Chase had to agree.  
 
    When he’d been with Nic, he’d forgotten it all. 
 
    With his removed clobber in one hand, his gym bag in the other, he carried his gear back to his locker, and after grabbing out his gloves hanging from the shelf, he locked everything else inside and turned for the gym itself. 
 
    Out there, a couple of extras had shown up. Guy called Masters from their old neighbourhood, and his kid brother—the two often trained together. The couple of guys lifting weights had condensed the space they took up to make room for the newcomers. One of the good points about Roy’s—nobody caused trash about anything. 
 
    Ignoring the slaps he could hear on a bag over in the nearest corner, Chase cut a path for the ring in the centre. Only one of the earlier two stood within its ropes. Jones. Like he knew what Chase had turned up for and he had every intention of being the one to give it. Something Chase had been counting on. 
 
    His intense eyes poured heat over Chase as he hopped up onto the platform and ducked between the ropes. Straightening took him face-to-face with Jones, and the smile he wore. Not a smile of victory. Nor one of vindication. More a Now, what has you climbing into a ring with me, kinda smile. 
 
    Kicking out each of his legs, Chase rolled his neck side-to-side, while Jones watched his every move. He tugged one glove on, pulled it hard up over his wrist, then did the same with the other. Jones just kept up that watching of his, until Chase started feeling like a specimen about to get squashed. 
 
    Though, hadn’t that been his whole purpose in going there? 
 
    Jigging his shoulders up and down to loosen them, he took a few steps closer to his friend. Slapped a fist against his palm, reversing hands to do it a second time. Finally stilling, he sniffed hard. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Jones’s eyes twitched—about as close to taken aback as he ever looked.  
 
    “You were right.” 
 
    “About?” Jones asked in that deep tone of his. 
 
    “The client. Abi. She’s me up.” He banged a gloved hand against the side of his temple. “In here.” 
 
    “And you think me you up instead is going to help with that?” 
 
    “If anyone can thump stupid out of me, you can.” Chase shrugged. “Gotta be worth a try.” 
 
    Glancing away, Jones nodded toward where a mixed race kid pounded the heck out of a punch-bag. “Hey, Cam. We’re gonna need a protector in here.” He turned back to Chase. “Don’t want to be spoiling that pretty face of yours, Walker.” 
 
    Chase didn’t argue. Mostly because he couldn’t afford for his face to get messed up. Not in his line of work. 
 
    A couple of seconds later, a helmet flew into the ring. Jones caught it, tossed it to Chase, and he stuck it on his head, made sure the face grill was well attached.  
 
    “I’m taking you home after this,” Jones told him, his voice a solid wall of don’t argue. 
 
    Anyone else might’ve minced Jones’s words, but Chase had been boxing with him since their mid-teens. And Jones had been battering the heck out of Chase for the entirety of that time. So Jones knew as well as Chase did: the two of them in the ring together never ended pretty—even more so for Chase. It definitely wouldn’t that night, anyway. Chase wasn’t sure he even had it in him to fight back. 
 
    Nodding, he jogged a couple of steps back. A couple forward. Bringing his elbows in to his sides, he lifted his forearms, beckoned to Jones.  
 
    Like the human equivalent of a battering ram, Jones swung toward him, his fist filled Chase’s vision, and pain exploded through his head like the antidote he’d gone there seeking. 
 
    Staggering to the left, Chase shook his head to demist his focus. Bouncing stiffness from his limbs, he regained his stance, made the pretence of defence in the placement of his arms. Nodded to Jones. 
 
    And Jones hit him again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    Until Chase lost count of the hits. And lost the clarity of the room. And lost the use of his legs. 
 
    Not once, though, did he lose sight of that he’d gone there to boot clear.  
 
    No, Abi O’Shay clung to his brain like she’d no intention of letting go. And if not even the earthquakes of being thumped by Jones could shift her, Chase had no clue what else he could do. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Need more Chase Walker? 
 
    The Therapist: Episode 8–the final episode in Chase and Abi’s story– is coming soon! 
 
    Find out more HERE! 
 
    *** 
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