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CHAPTER ONE

Kate unburied the unopened envelope where it lay in the center of the kitchen side table.  Just seeing it brought tension into Kate’s shoulders and upper back, because she knew exactly what it was even before seeing the Overdue stamp on the front of it. 

“Dad?” she called out.  Her father called back from the living room where he was busy ignoring the game show on his television.  

“What?”

“This bill buried on the kitchen table!  When did it come?”  

She often missed letters that came into the house, because her father made no effort to be tidy.  The table was covered with magazines, flyers and other papers, and the detritus had spread into the living room, where her father had taken up residence. 

“I have no idea.  Those things just come all the time, and I’ve lost track.”  He always sounded defeated these days.  

Kate felt her own helplessness slowly swirling like thick, black, overused motor oil through her body.  The overdue bill on the table represented yet another month passing by where she felt she was drowning.

When her mother had been alive, she had taken care of everything to do with the household, but since her passing almost a year ago, those duties had fallen onto Kate’s shoulders.  That had included organizing and paying for the funeral and figuring out how the financial side of things worked.  They couldn’t afford lawyers.  Her mother hadn’t had any kind of savings. 

After the funeral it had been difficult to create any kind of consistency.  Her father hadn’t worked for several years due to his disability, and some of the bills that came in after her mother’s hospital stay were ridiculous.  She managed to negotiate some of them down, but even with a meager life insurance settlement, maintaining the home on a single salary and paying for her father’s upkeep was difficult. 

As a result, she had been putting in more hours at the physical therapy clinic than she probably should have, considering her father needed overseeing just to make sure he ate every day.  His entire existence was moving from his bedroom to the living room to watch television, and that was when he even made it upstairs to the bedroom at night.  Thankfully he could still move around enough so bathroom visits and sleeping weren’t an issue, but with her working such long hours, things like laundry piled up, and prepared food just rotted in the fridge. 

His hiding the bills from her when they came in didn’t help her at all.  Ripping the envelope open, her heart fell when she saw that it was a final notice for the hydro, meaning if she didn’t come up with a few hundred dollars within a couple of weeks, their lights would go out.  And there was still an empty fridge to deal with.  Her next paycheck was in a week, and almost all of that had already been allocated for food, plus other past due bills.    

“Dad, we need to talk about this bill I found.”  He grunted in his chair, leaning around her obstructing body so he could see the television.  “You can’t keep hiding this stuff from me.  The power could get shut off.” 

Kate knew that the conversation would be one sided and go the same way that all their conversations had gone recently.  Since her mother died, it was like he’d withdrawn into a shell and had no desire to come out.  

“Leave me alone.” he said quietly.  His expression was vacant. 

The frustration rose quickly through her body.  It was almost impossible to hide her emotions with the stress she was under. 

“Dad, come on!  I’m doing my best to make sure we have things like power and food, and you’re not helping!  If this keeps happening, we’re going to have to look at getting some help for you.”  

“You mean putting me in a home!”  His tone was accusatory, the last thing Kate needed to hear.  Can’t he see I’m doing my damnedest for him?!  

“You know I don’t want to do that to you.  But I can’t keep doing everything, it’s too much for me.  I need to have a life.”  

“Then go get one.  Shuffle me off.  Throw me in a room somewhere and leave me there to rot.  I don’t care.”  

At least this time he didn’t bring up how disappointed Mom would be.  It was a typical salvo in her father’s arsenal whenever they had an argument, and every single time it stung her deeply.  It was like dealing with a petulant child.  

“Dad, just please let me know when any bills come in.  This is serious.” 

“Fine.  Now leave me alone.”  He sat there without moving, still not making any eye contact.    

Tears sprang to her eyes, thinking about the possibility of having to move her father into a cheap government nursing home, which after her mother’s death would feel like a complete betrayal.  Still, he couldn’t handle things on his own, and he needed care.  His health had declined rapidly since her passing, and his attitude along with it.  It was like he just didn’t care about or even notice anything anymore, including the hell he was putting his daughter through.    

I need to start taking better care of myself, she thought.  The stress of the past couple of years had taken their toll on her too, with constant tension in her shoulders and back, and lines around her eyes. While her hair was still long and sandy blonde, she had resigned herself to wearing it in a ponytail every day, so there was no point in having an expensive haircut, not that she could have afforded one.  

At the age of thirty-one, her body was still athletic and slim.  She had small breasts that still sat upright, and she could get away with them not particularly sagging if she didn’t wear a bra.  The best parts of her were her butt and legs, which thanks to years of track and field in high school and college, were still strong and powerful.   She managed to keep at least that level of fitness even though she never had time to get to the gym anymore.  If it wasn’t for her working in a clinic that had exercise equipment she could use between sessions, her body would have gone completely sideways.  Some days, the intensity of a proper workout was the only thing that kept her going.   

Even makeup was a luxury that she rarely had time for.  Then she remembered that her first scheduled appointment of the day was with a man she wanted to look good for.

Some simple eye liner and concealer.  Lipstick just smacks of effort.  It took her only a few minutes to make herself presentable for the person she was looking forward to seeing.  She knew Peter would get her workday off to a pleasant start.     

Kissing her dozing father on the forehead before she swept out the door, she climbed into her increasingly rattling car, and began the typical negotiation with it to see if the Bluetooth link to her phone would actually work this morning.  The drive was relatively short.  Kate knew she was lucky to have found a place to work that was so close to home, in the large city she lived in.     

The clinic was already full of clients waiting when she walked in the door, even just after eight in the morning.  One thing that was great about working in a busy clinic was very little time to worry about where the next patient came from.  There was always a steady stream of bodies recovering from injuries, hoping to move and feel better.   

“Hey Katie!  Buenos días!”  Sonia called out from behind the front desk.  As Kate smiled at her and moved behind the desk to check her files, the receptionist dropped her voice low with a big smile.  “Your first hottie of the day is already here in Room 2!” she giggled.     

Kate blushed, knowing her first client that day was Peter Vecchio.  He had walked into the clinic six months ago, and immediately the women in the office had buzzed about his being there.  Kate had been completely clueless about who he was, so when he ended up on her examining table, it was easy to remain professional and focus on her work.  

After that first session Sonia had pulled her aside and whispered to her about his multi-million-dollar investment company, his affluent lifestyle, and that he was also a top-level triathlete.  To Kate he had appeared just like any other ordinary (but extremely fit) man who had a knee injury and needed therapy.  Quickly he became a regular fixture to her schedule on a weekly, and sometimes even semi-weekly basis.  They had developed a comfortable rapport after a month or so, and she enjoyed seeing him at least once a week.   

It was impossible not to notice how ruggedly handsome he was. What made him even more attractive to the women of the clinic was how kind and polite he was, the antithesis of how a typical rich man would act. 

Kate had dealt with many men over the years whose egos wouldn’t allow them even to consider her advice, even though she had been practicing successfully for six years.

“Sonia, come on.  Let’s do our best to stay professional?”  Kate winked at her fiery Latina co-worker, knowing Sonia wanted desperately for her to find someone to spend time with outside of the clinic.  There was a policy against dating clients of course, but Kate knew that had been ignored in the past. 

She looked around the waiting room filled with people who were busy on their phones or reading the two-year-old magazines they provided, and she knew none of them had overheard Sonia’s obvious matchmaking attempt.    

“Oh, come on.”  Sonia looked at her with mischievous eyes.  “You can’t tell me that touching that man isn’t a major perk of your job.”  She finished the statement with a not-so-subtle wink.  Kate blushed.    

Inside though, she was smiling because Peter was a fantastic client in that he trusted her, and even followed her instructions, and she enjoyed starting her day with people she worked well with.  But that was as far as it went for her.  As a therapist she understood it was important to maintain a professional attitude with clients while still being friendly, so she was always careful not to cross a line with any of them.  Plus, she was so focused on her rehabilitation efforts that she didn’t even have the mental capacity to think about too often them as attractive men, usually only at the very beginning and end of a session. 

She walked into the second therapy room carrying his file.  Peter sat there, patiently waiting as he always did with a smile on his face.  He got his hair cut.  It looks good. His slender athletic frame and salt and pepper hair were always complemented with well-cut shirts and expensive shoes.  

“Hi Peter!  What’s going on today?  Feeling good?”  Kate knew it was important to stay upbeat, even with the weight of the bills and her family situation weighing her down like a fifty-pound tire around her neck.  

“Besides the usual?”  He smiled.  “Feeling…okay, I guess.  Just here for my usual tune-up!”  He was always in a good mood, which was another thing Kate always looked forward to.  It was so much easier starting her day with an upbeat, pleasant person on the table.   

“Let’s go through the list.  Knee?”  

“Still a bit stiff, but no pain.  As long as I warm up before I hit the trails, I’m fine.”  

“Back?”  

“That’s the main problem today.  I think the new trail I rode on Tuesday was a bit too bumpy and caused a problem.” She frowned.  Peter laughed when he saw her disapproving expression.  

“I see the stern look on your face.  And I’ll be riding it again, so we have to make sure this old body can take it.”  He winked. 

“We’ve had this conversation before.  If you want to let your body heal up, you need to take it easy for a little while.  You just turned fifty, after all.”  

“Gee, thanks Mom.” he quipped.  

The reference to her mother, while there was no way he could have known, came at the worst time possible for Kate to bear.  A wave of emotion hit without warning.  Her face fell and she had to turn away quickly, feeling a tear glisten in one of her eyes.  

Peter looked surprised and then concerned.  “Hey…are you okay?  I’m sorry if I…”  

Quickly she shook her head.  “Don’t worry about it.  Let’s get you on the table.”  Just keep it together, Kate.  Be professional.    

An air of awkwardness filled the room.  Kate knew Peter had no idea about what he’d just said and why it would have upset her, but it was hard for her to choke back what she was feeling.  Hold it together, girl.  

“Shirt off. Let’s first look at that back,” she commanded.  One perk about Peter was his body.  She had rarely seen an older man as dedicated to his physical fitness as he was.  Years in the gym and lots of hours on his dirt bike gave him rock solid legs, visible abs which were rare for a man who had just turned fifty, and incredibly buff arms and shoulders. 

Normally Kate was excited about seeing him with his shirt off, but today she knew it was only a distraction from what was really going on with him.  

“Lie down and let me do some release work there.”  The usual session was some intense active release massage, sometimes some scraping at his muscles with an iron tool, and then she also hooked him up to an electroshock machine that made his muscles pulse.  Today seemed to be a bit different, and Kate knew he could tell she was distracted and upset.

He lay face down on the cushioned table and she moved her hands to his lower back.  

“Want to talk about it?” he offered.  Kate smiled at the idea of their roles reversing, so he could be her therapist for a short time.  Part of her almost thought she could trust him with her personal life, but that was far too easy for male clients to get the wrong idea if she shared too much.  She had learned from uncomfortable experience. 

Her hands kneaded his lower back gently, and when Kate found certain stress points, her fingers would dig in and the muscle nodule would intensify, then relax away.  His body always responded well to her touch.  She made a point of being gentle yet long with her strokes, rather than hammering on muscles like so many therapists were prone to do. 

“It’s just family stuff.  Nothing I can’t handle.  Wow, you really did a number on your back this time,” she commented.  “You might need a proper massage.  Like a good hour or so.” 

“You’re doing a pretty GOOD… job right now.”  He squirmed on the table as she found another sensitive spot and pressed hard into it, soon feeling the tight muscle let go under her fingers.  

“I’ll have to set you up with some ultrasound, and then you should book a massage appointment at the front desk.”  

“Is that something you do?  I’d rather just have you work on me if that’s an option; you know my body better than anyone,” he requested.  Kate normally didn’t do full massage even though she was fully qualified for it.  It just took up too much time, and the fatigue over a few sessions was too great. 

She thought about it and realized that not only would it mean extra money, but also more time she could spend with Peter.  It was an attractive thought from both angles.    

“I’m qualified to, but usually I just don’t have the time.  These guys keep me busy all day back to back usually.  I used to do home visits, but it just didn’t make sense with the travel time.” 

“Okay.  What else can I do?”  

“You have my cell number.  If things are worse tomorrow, shoot me a message and I’ll see what I can do to help.  I’ve done massages in homes before.”  She had provided her cell to him after a couple months of working together, but he had never used it, and she was happy he knew to respect her time, and that as a patient he shouldn’t be texting his therapist all the time.    

“Why don’t you turn over, and I’ll see what I can do for that knee.”  

“Actually, if you don’t mind, I need to just relax here for a bit.  That work on my back was pretty intense.”

“Are you sure?  We have some more time.” 

“Um…yep.  Just going to stay here for a second.”  He sounded embarrassed.  

Then she realized why.  His hips were moving slightly, and Kate almost laughed out loud.  He had an erection from the massage she’d just given him, and if he turned over it would be fully evident.  It happened sometimes with patients, and she had trained herself to ignore it, but it happening with Peter was interesting.    

Peter had flirted with her a little bit during their first several sessions.  Kate knew it was probably just part of her personality, and she was flattered that a man nearly twenty years older than she was doing what most guys her own age did all the time, but she had quickly shut it down and remained professional.

She smiled and turned away from the table to type out some notes.  After a few minutes he rolled over, and she couldn’t help but laugh.  “Everything okay?”    

He blushed, which confirmed what Kate had thought.  There was a part of her that was very attracted to him.  He was a very driven man and she knew from his history that once he set goals, he did his utmost to achieve them.  The pictures he had occasionally shown her from many of his travels around the world had taken her breath away, and she could only wish that someday she would be able to explore some of the places he had been. 

He’s definitely a hottie, like Sonia said.  Too bad he’s completely out of my league.

“I’m good.  It feels better already, but I’ll definitely book that massage soon, like you suggested.”    

“Okay.  Let me know how you’re feeling tomorrow, and I’ll see you next week.”  

“It’s a date.”  

She laughed again.  When he said those words, he paused briefly and Kate saw a look pass across his face, almost like he wanted to say more.  She wondered if he was about to ask her something else, but then he just nodded and left the room. 

Was he maybe going to ask me out?  Would I have said yes if he had?  

Returning to her notes she finished them quickly, thoughts of his body and the sexual way it had responded to her touch still running through her head.


CHAPTER 2

Kate’s phone buzzed the following morning during breakfast:  

Had a problem during my long ride this morning and I’m feeling really terrible in my lower back.  Wondering if you ever do home visits on short notice?  

She looked at the dishes on the kitchen counter and knew if she didn’t get out of the house soon she might explode.  The text couldn’t have had better timing. 

Her morning had started off with finding her father asleep in the living room again, and her needing to help him to the bathroom after an embarrassing accident in his chair.  It had happened several times over the past few weeks, which meant his condition was worsening. 

Hi Peter.  I’m happy to help!  Can I come by in about an hour?  Standard clinic fees apply, but you can pay me directly.  

She thought it was really a good thing she could find some extra work that weekend, with the overdue hydro bill breathing down her neck.  And she had a spare massage table at home, so why not make some extra money on a weekend? 

“Dad, I got called into work.  I’ll be back in a couple hours.  There’s a sandwich on the counter if you want it for lunch.”  She knew it would go untouched.  Making her father eat had been a job all by itself over the past few months, and he was losing significant weight.  When Kate picked him up to transfer him into bed after he fell asleep on the couch, which was most nights, she had started to feel more bone than anything else.  

She lugged her table out of the house and slid it into her back seat, hearing the small car groan with the extra weight.  Peter had given her an address in an area of town that suited him completely.  Most people’s cars in his neighborhood cost more than her small townhouse.

Kate considered it to be crossing a line going to Peter’s house and knew it was a slight violation of clinic rules, but his asking for her directly, and her knowing he could keep it quiet, made up her mind.  He was also easy to look at.  She had never given him a direct massage, always passing him off to the other therapists working in the clinic with her, but the idea of using her hands directly on his muscles was a bit titillating.   

She thought back to her boyfriend during therapy school, and how they would exchange massages, and then always end up in a sweaty naked mess on the table.  There was something that turned her on about using her hands on certain people, and Peter was one of those people.   

Then she gave her head a shake.  If she wanted to continue to make money and work, doing something like the fantasy part of her brain was telling her might be possible was not a good idea.  All it would take was one complaint, and she could lose her license, and then she and her father would be out on the street even faster.   

The large house was surprisingly inauspicious from the outside.  While the ivy climbing the red brick gave it a vintage look, she could tell that money had been invested in such things as a well landscaped front lawn. The car parked in the driveway was worth twice her annual salary. 

Wrestling her massage table from the back seat of the car, she carried it slowly to the front door and rang the bell.  Within seconds, Peter stood there with a smile on his face. 

“Good morning!  Thank you so much for coming on such short notice.  I hope I’m not taking you away from your father.”  

If you did it’s not a bad thing, she thought to herself.  

“Not at all.  I don’t get to do this kind of thing a lot because of my schedule.  Your house is gorgeous.” 

He smiled.  “Well, it’s just me, so I keep it simple.  To be honest, I use maybe about half of it or less, but when people come to visit, it’s sometimes useful to have the extra room.” 

“Where do you want me to set up?”  Kate asked, stepping into the large front hall.  As she looked around, she saw simple decorations and basic coverings everywhere.  The house was spotless, something she knew was rare for a man. 

He waved her into a large open room with an upright piano against one wall and guitars stacked on a stand. 

“You’re a musician?”  

“Well, I wouldn’t say that.  I own the instruments, but I can’t necessarily play them.  I just find myself fumbling around when I’m up late at night thinking about business.  It’s a pleasant distraction.” 

All you need is a motorcycle and you’re a Tinder profile dream.  Kate thought to herself.   Is there anything this man could do to make himself more attractive? 

She flipped open her massage table, and with practiced skill quickly laid out the sheets and pillows she needed.  

“I really appreciate your doing this in my home; I know it’s unusual, but when I felt my back tweak during my ride, I couldn’t think of anyone but you to take care of it.” 

Kate was embarrassed again.  In the back of her mind she’d been thrilled when Peter texted and asked for a home appointment, not only because she wouldn’t have to share the fee with the clinic, but also because she was interested in learning more about him.  

“I’m flattered you think so highly of my skills.”  It was the truth.  “Why don’t you get undressed to whatever is comfortable and lie down, and then let me know when you’re ready.” 

She walked into the other room, that contained spectacular art on one of the walls.  He was obviously a connoisseur of whatever style he had, because many of the pieces looked similar.  When he called that he was ready she took a deep breath, slightly apprehensive about being alone with a client in his home.  

It’s okay, it’s Peter.  You can trust him.      

He lay on his stomach as many clients always did, and she could tell through the thin sheet covering him he’d opted for total nudity like many men often did.  Nevertheless, her knowledge he was wearing no more than a sheet and the unfamiliarity of the location drifted away as she prepared to massage him.  Within seconds her mind was focused on the task at hand, and she had even forgotten this was a man she was attracted to. 

Starting on his lower back, she slid her hands in wide circles, sweeping around as she had done hundreds of times before.  Due to her experience, a simple relaxation massage was almost mindless, because it always followed the same procedure.  Warm up the lower back, then move to the upper back and shoulders on either side, and then down to the lower body. 

When she moved her hands to his shoulders and upper back, she could feel the powerful muscles there.  Touching them was much different than just seeing them.  Kate worked hard on the specific areas she knew were a problem for most athletes, and she was rewarded with moans of both pain and pleasure.  Then it was time to transition to his lower half.   

Undraping his legs, she caught a flash of his posterior.  It was hard and muscular, and when she touched his leg, it flexed slightly.  Kate felt like the heat in the room had increased slightly when she placed her hands near his more personal region.  She was starting to sweat a bit, and not only from the exertion of her arms and hands.  Touching a man, especially an attractive one like Peter, sent a subtle buzz through her body.  

Her hands trailed down his muscular legs, kneading him entirely down the back of one, and then when she moved to the other side of the table, she felt him squirm when she slid the sheet over his muscles and began working deeper into his other hip, close to the glutes she’d already worked on the other side.  The room had grown silent, and there was an almost awkward tension in the air after she had transitioned to his lower half. 

“Okay Peter, you can turn over now.”  He hesitated, and she could see his body had tensed up again. 

“So… this is a bit awkward,” he explained as he lay there on his stomach.  “I have a massive erection.” 

Kate almost laughed, but she knew she had to remain professional, especially since she was in his home.  

“If you turn over it’s okay, it’s nothing I haven’t encountered before.  It’s more common than you might think.”  Her mind raced.  Peter was so attractive and pleasant to her, and the thought of his erection displayed for her to see had her excited.  She had been too busy to date anyone because she was trying to work so much to pay the bills, and anything like sexual attention had only been provided by her vibrator when her father was asleep, which was convenient but not very satisfying. 

Shaking her head, she knew she had to maintain her composure.  Lifting the sheet to cover him as he rolled over, she allowed Peter to move onto his back.  Laying the thin sheet down, it tented up quite obviously over his midsection. 

“I guess because you’re so attractive, you get this quite a lot,” he said.  “Plus, I’m sure there are a lot of guys who would be happy to have your hands all over them.” 

Kate bit her lip.  That statement was borderline flirting, and while she’d had clients who had flirted with her in the past, she had never been attracted to any of them.  Peter was different.  Perhaps it was his massive house, the way he spoke to her, or his incredible body or all of the above, but she found herself flushing with embarrassment rather than being offended by his overture. 

“Let’s try to forget about that and just continue the massage, shall we?” 

The tent under the sheet didn’t diminish as she stepped towards his feet and placed her oily hands on his calves, starting to release the muscles in his lower legs.  When her hands slid down towards his feet, Peter gave a quiet moan.  Kate knew foot massages could feel good, but his response made her positive that the pleasure he was feeling was sexual. 

Sliding her fingers between his toes, she began rubbing up and down the soles of his feet and between all the creases she could find.  As she worked on those areas, she watched the tent under the sheet increasing in height.  Peter was obviously breathing harder, and had a full erection because of her paying so much attention to his feet. 

“Are you okay?”  Kate asked.  

“That just feels…so good…” Peter said, his voice tense, and Kate could see he was gritting his teeth.  “No therapist has ever touched my feet like that before.”  

“Do you want me to stop?” she asked, even though inwardly she didn’t really want to.  Her own response was intensely erotic and she found herself beginning to breathe harder as well.  Her nipples were hard under her bra, and there was an air of sexual tension hot and thick in the room that had nothing to do with the heat outside. 

“God, no.”  he moaned.  “In fact…”

“In fact, what?”  Kate asked, sliding her hands off his feet and up the front of his legs.  She reached an area above his knee on one side and had to move around the side of the table to do so.  

When she reached the area beside him, Peter’s hand, which had been clenching the side of the table slid off, and he brushed it against her bare leg.  Her skin immediately flexed like an electroshock jolt had passed through her body.  Kate knew she was dancing dangerously close to the edge of unprofessionalism, but there was an increasing amount of her that didn’t care.  They were alone, and whatever was about to happen, nobody was going to say anything. 

As her hands travelled higher up his leg, she resisted the urge to reach up and caress his erection.  It was the first time she’d ever considered such a thing, but she wanted to see what another man’s hard penis looked and felt like.  Especially Peter’s. 

“I’m going to say something I normally wouldn’t, and if I step over the line, then just tell me and that’s that,” Peter said clearly.  His voice suddenly sounded commanding, which brought a flush of blood to Kate’s face. 

“What’s that?”

“There is three hundred dollars cash in my wallet over there.  It’s yours if you just touch me and… give me some relief.  No questions, and no need for anything else additional.  You’re killing me right now, and if you don’t take care of me, then when this massage is over, I’m going to have to run to the bathroom and do it myself.” 

Kate’s mind reeled at what Peter had just suggested… no, had begged for.  Then her mind flashed to the overdue hydro bill that just happened to be two hundred and fifty dollars.  Doing this for him would take care of that, plus would leave some leftover money for groceries, and it was something that under other circumstances she might have done for free anyway.  She was just aroused enough being alone with him with his hand sliding over her skin to consider it. 

“Three hundred dollars?  And no further expectations?” 

“You can take it right now if you want to.  My wallet is just over there.”  Kate glanced over and saw it sitting on a small desk.   

She didn’t answer him for a moment while her mind considered all that was happening.  It was an easy way to support herself and her family, but it went against all the ethics that had been drilled into her during therapy school.   She looked down at Peter’s athletic naked body lying on the table.  The way his hand was slowly sliding across the bare skin of her leg made up her mind to keep going. 

Without replying, she let her hand slide higher up his thigh and felt him tense when she reached his hip. 

“Relax,” she said in a quiet voice.  His hand continued to caress her leg, and she felt it slide higher into the lower part of her shorts.  She didn’t step away or stop him from probing her hindquarters.  The athletic shorts she had worn leaving the house gave him easy access for his hand to touch her skin, although he confined his explorations to her ass.

Her skin started to respond to his touch, and she felt goosebumps rise.  There was no denying the feeling in the room had changed, and as much as she tried to fight it, she was deliciously turned on.

With careful slowness she let her hand climb higher and moved it onto his hip area, mere inches from where the sheet was tented, and she rubbed him there gently.  She could feel heat emanating from his groin.  He was squirming at her touch. 

Finally, her hand slid across his hip and she felt the back of her hand brush against his erection, causing him to moan softly.  It barely moved as her hand slid across what had to be his shaft. 

“Please,” he moaned.  His hips continued thrusting up as she brushed him again, and finally she took a deep breath and turned her hand around, circling her palm around his hardness.  The slickness of the oil on her hand allowed her to cover it quickly.  His size was generous in her hand and she was thrilled at the sensation of his pulsing within her hand.

Sliding her hand up, she slowly slid the sheet off his body and finally he was totally naked before her.  His erection stood straight up, and she let her hand slide over the head and then down the shaft, gazing at it intently.  He had shaved his balls and the area immediately around it, making it look huge. 

The last time she had even seen a penis was a year and a half ago, and that was a regrettable hookup done while her mother was ill, and she couldn’t get away from the guy fast enough.  This time she was glad to be here and could take her time to enjoy the experience.  

His member was twitching in her hand. She could feel it flex when she moved her hand on the shaft, and he was trying hard to encourage her increase the friction by pushing himself up whenever she was stroking down.  The amount of control she had over him was thrilling.  

She couldn’t take her eyes off of it.  The head glistened with the oil she was using, which had spread all over his hips.  There was a light fuzz of hair around the base, and his erection was one of the biggest she had ever seen. 

“Jesus, Kate.  That’s… so good…”  he moaned.  Kate realized she was probably torturing him with the deliberate slow pace of her strokes, but she had never experienced anything like what she was doing with any man.  Even her ex-boyfriends who had asked to be massaged had never asked for a simple hand job. 

That was when she realized her body was tingling all over, and her panties were damp beneath her shorts.  His hand had been exploring her ass cheek, but as she continued to pump him, it had explored around the front.  Almost in a trance, she didn’t even think of stopping him, and eventually she felt his fingers nearing her labia.  When he finally touched them, it made a bolt of sexual tension fly through her hips and she flinched. 

He quickly pulled his hand away, but when she squeezed him in response and didn’t move her body away, his hand moved back and he began gently caressing her wet spot.  Her breath started coming faster in her chest.  The friction against her panties made her body tingle. 

I want him.  The thought flew into her head but she immediately pushed it away, even though the fantasy of just climbing on top of him and enacting a scene from a pornographic movie flashed through her mind.  It’s been so long.   

His cock flexed again in her hand, and Peter threw his head back.  Kate realized he had been trying hard to hold back his orgasm and his body had just mutinied.  She increased the speed of her strokes, and within moments he cried out as his hips pistoned up.  “AH!  AHH!  YES!”  

Then his cock erupted with white cum.  A massive spurt shot up like a geyser and fell back over her hand and his hips.  As his muscles flexed, another one shot up, smaller than the first, which coated her fingers again.  Kate was transfixed by the sight of his ejaculate all over her hand. 

“Oh…oh…wow…” Peter murmured.  His body relaxed and he dropped his hand away from her cleft.  Kate stood there feeling his cock soften in her hand, and then realized she should let it go.  The volume of his cum was incredible.  

“There are towels in the bathroom over there,” he informed her with a loud breath of release.  “I think I need one.”  Kate retrieved one and wiped off her hand.  The urge to taste what he had released all over her passed through her mind.  She handed him a second towel and he wiped himself off, then sat up. 

He looked at her, sitting there naked and gently cleaning off his skin and smiled.  “Jesus, Kate.  That was exactly what I needed.  I hope… it was okay.” 

All she could do was nod.  Her body was confused, part of her wanted to strip naked with him and take care of her own needs, and the other part was upset because she had just shattered a major professional barrier. 

Peter wrapped the towel around his waist and stood up, slowly walking into the kitchen.  He came back with several bills in his hand.  “Here’s what I promised you.”  

“Thank you.”  Those were the first words she managed to speak.  The atmosphere suddenly became awkward.  Peter standing there in a towel didn’t help to ameliorate Kate’s feelings that their relationship suddenly felt much more transactional and less therapeutic. 

“Kate, I…I don’t want this to change anything between us.”  He said.  “I hope that we can still see each other at the clinic.”  

She nodded her head.  “Of course we can.  Consider this a onetime thing.  It won’t happen again.”  Her mouth was saying the words, but her body was still wondering as she stared at him in the towel, what it might be like to have his hands doing the same thing to her.  Finally, she managed to break her gaze and compose herself.  “I should get going.”    

He picked up the sheets and handed them to her as she closed up the massage table and walked to the door.  They looked at each other, neither one knowing what to say after what had happened.  Finally Peter broke the silence.  “I’ll see you soon.  I hope.”  

All Kate could do was nod, and then walk out the door.  As she loaded the table and sheets into her car, the money in her pocket almost felt like it was burning a hole there.  Then she realized that she would now be able to buy groceries on the way home, and she felt a wave of relief. 

I can never do anything like that again.


CHAPTER 3

Kate was tired the following morning.  She hadn’t slept well after what had happened with Peter, although when she opened their fridge and saw it fully stocked, and then the paid hydro bill on the table, it brought a sense of relief.

All night she had thought about what she had done, with mixed feelings.  The idea of taking money to do what she had done with Peter was something completely against her ethical code, but at the same time it had been so incredibly hot.  

Just thinking about his glistening shaft in her hand, the way he had responded to her touch and his hand on her bare skin while she stroked him and watched his erection explode made her hair stand on end.  Having that kind of effect on a man, especially one as attractive as Peter, was a moment that had flushed her body with a massive thrill.  It was a forbidden feeling, but deep down she had felt alive and sexually free while she was doing it. 

Her appointment calendar started late that day, which always made the commute into work easier.  When she walked into the clinic, Sonia looked at her with an expression Kate hadn’t seen before.  It was a combination of sadness and fear.  Immediately she wondered if there was any way Peter had complained about what had happened on the weekend.    

“Oh my God, Kate!  Thank God you’re here.”  Sonia said with a strained lilt to her voice.  

“What’s up?  You look like your cat ran away again.  Is Sr. Caballero okay?”  Sonia’s cat had a way of managing to escape her house on a regular basis. 

“He’s fine…it’s…”  her voice dropped.  “Bob called a staff meeting for noon.  Seems there’s something big going on, and nobody’s talking.”  

“Well, that doesn’t mean anything.  Until we know what it is, no sense in getting upset about it.”  

Her heart told her differently.  Bob had a track record of holding meetings only when there was something seriously bad going down.  The last one had been to announce one of their longest term staff members had been caught stealing and was fired, plus a police investigation was taking place.

“I’m sure it’s nothing. No big deal. Who’s first for me today?”  Her attempt at distracting her friend fell on deaf ears.  

“Do you think somebody is getting fired again?  Maybe they’re replacing me!”  

“Sonia, if they replaced you the entire place would have to shut down,.” Kate smiled, doing her best to calm her.  This was unusual for sure, but it was probably nothing.     

Kate’s mind was working hard as she worked through her clients leading up to the meeting, but she knew if there was any kind of problem, her head would be the last on any chopping block.  She was the busiest therapist there by a large margin, and she brought in the most referrals.  Her job was certainly secure. 

That was, until Bob dropped his bombshell during the first minute of the staff meeting.    

“I’m sorry to announce that the entire plaza has been bought out, and our clinic will have to close permanently.  It was unexpected by all except for the parties directly involved, and obviously our landlord had been keeping the news from his tenants in order to continue receiving rent from us and not have his income disrupted.”    

A chill washed over the room and all the staff members inside of it.  Kate watched as Bob dropped his eyes and tears sprung to Sonia’s eyes.  Kate was the only one who could speak, and she tentatively asked what they all wanted to know.    

“Bob…how long do we have?” she found the courage to ask.  Bob lifted his head and looked at her with apprehensive eyes.  Kate could tell he didn’t want to say the words. 

“In thirty days, the doors close forever.”  

Immediately after the words were out of his mouth, the room exploded with upset voices.  

“Where are we going to work!?”  

“What about my job!?”  

“This is illegal!  They can’t do this to us!”  

Bob held up his hands and once the room was quiet, he continued.  Kate could tell he was just as affected by the news as anyone else because his voice was trembling, and his eyes were almost continuously downcast.  

“We will do our best to find you new places to work, but effective immediately you should all assume that in thirty days you will be out of work.  It’s not up to me obviously, otherwise I would revoke it.  As I said, this was unexpected.  I checked into the legality with our lawyer and he told me that it’s all above board and yes, they can do this to us.  I’m sorry, I just found out yesterday, and I wanted you all to know as soon as possible.” 

Kate’s head spun into a daze.  Just when she was trying to get above water and ensure she could survive, she would have to find a new place to work, possibly lose a ton of clients, and start from scratch all over again.  She felt despair flooding through her. 

All she could do was turn and walk out of the room, leaving the din of the meeting behind her.  Walking outside the clinic doors into the parking lot, she took a deep breath, trying not to let her feelings overwhelm her.  Kate knew she had to be strong, both for herself and her father.  

Thinking about what had happened the other day with Peter had her wondering about alternative ways to make ends meet.  While it was completely unprofessional, she had made noticeable cash in a short period of time. 

As the feeling of desperation increased inside her head, she thought about the possibility of using her body somehow just like she had with Peter.  That needs to be a last resort for sure!

Kate spent the first two days after hearing the news about the clinic combing her contact base for people who might be able to offer her a place to work.  Day after day she emerged with even more frustration as she found that locations either were saturated with therapists, or they were terrible places to work.  Once he learned of her situation one manager even promised her a job, but only if she would sleep with him on a regular basis.    

After four days, she wanted to cry every time she thought about the looming spectre of the clinic doors closing in just over three weeks.  It had become difficult not to reveal anything to her patients, but Bob had made them all promise to not tell anyone until the company released a statement the following week.  In the meantime, the morale in the building was as low as it could be.

I heard about the clinic getting shut down!  So sorry to hear that!  The text message was from her friend Cara, who she hadn’t heard from in months.  Every woman had a couple of flighty friends who would emerge sometimes and then disappear when they found a man or another friend who would pay more attention to them, and Cara was one of those friends.  They had taken a massage course together years ago, but as far as she knew, Cara had never practiced at all. 

Kate was reaching out to every person she could think of, so she realized Cara probably had heard from one of their other friends who had attended courses with them.  She wondered if there was any way her somewhat estranged friend might be able to help her, even though she didn’t even think Cara herself was even working the last time she spoke to her. 

I know.  Thanks for reaching out.  How have you been, we haven’t talked in so long!  

Kate wasn’t really close with Cara, but she was more than willing to talk to her if she might be able to help.  She knew new opportunities might come up from sources she didn’t expect, so it was worth investing the time to have a coffee with her. 

Let’s grab a drink and catch up!   

As she shut off her phone, she heard Peter’s familiar voice coming from the reception area.  Kate’s body tensed, thinking about how they had left things since her visit to his home several days before.  His voice was upbeat and happy.  

While her moral compass was spinning like a top, she couldn’t help but remember how incredible it had felt when Peter was touching her, and she was in control of him on the table.  The thought of stroking him to a massive orgasm still fueled her nightly fantasies, even though she had felt so conflicted about it afterwards.  His body, his reaction to her touch, and his confidence were all so arousing.  

Walking out of the assessment room, she called out to him.  He looked up with a broad smile.  “Hi Kate!  I’m here for my weekly butt kicking!”  There was no trace of any change in his demeanour.  It brought her some relief that he could easily shift back into a professional relationship.  She realized she was happy to see him.  His eyes sparkled with affection.  She hoped hers weren’t doing the same, but she couldn’t guarantee anything.  

“Hey Peter.  Come on back, it’s good to see you.”  They walked to the back together and once they were in the room, he closed the door behind them.  Immediately once they were alone, a wall of tension filled the air.  Kate found herself unsure of what to say.  Thankfully he broke the ice. 

“How’s your week been?”  It was a simple question, but hard for her to answer.  

Kate found herself wanting to tell him everything, but she knew it wasn’t possible at that moment.  She still had to put up the façade that everything was completely normal.  

“It’s been actually terrible.  Things have been a bit crazy around here.”  

“I can tell.  Sonia isn’t even smiling or talking a mile a minute.”  He paused.  “Is everything okay?  I can tell something is up.”    

All the emotion Kate had pent up while she was working on damage control welled up inside of her, and she felt tears spring to her eyes.  It was as if a dam was overflowing.  

“Hey…wow…what’s going on?”  She saw him start forward as if to hug her, but then stopped himself.  

“I’m not supposed to say anything.  Bob told us to keep it quiet.”  Kate replied, wiping the tears from her face.  

“Is it your dad?  He’s okay?”  He looked genuinely concerned for her.  

“No, thank God.  It’s…the clinic.  It’s closing down in three weeks.”

Peter paused and she saw a fleeting expression wash over his face.  It was a combination of sympathy and conflict.  Kate knew he was probably trying to process what she was going to do and possibly thinking about offering his help.    

“What!?  No wonder you’re upset.  And three weeks is barely any time to do anything,” he started.  “But I’m certain you can find another place to work, you’re the best therapist here.” 

“I’ve been trying.  There’s nowhere within a reasonable distance that has room for me in their schedule unless I want to severely cut my hours.”  The emotion threatened to overwhelm her again.  “And that means I can’t afford…” her voice choked off.    

Peter stepped forward and his hands moved gently to her shoulders.  She felt comforted by his touch.  “Listen, if you need help…”  his eyes met hers.  The sympathetic look changed slightly, almost looking like guilt.   

Kate suddenly flashed with anger.  If he thought he could pay her for sexual favours again, then he had no idea what kind of woman she was, and he had only his own ulterior motives in mind.  She hadn’t expected his reaction to be so selfish.      

“I don’t need that kind of help!” she lashed out through gritted teeth with anger in her eyes.  He dropped his arms to his sides and stepped back.  

“Woah…that wasn’t at all what I meant, Kate.  I meant maybe I can reach out to my network and see what I can do.  That’s all.  I want to help you.”  

Suddenly she felt embarrassed at herself.  Peter had never given her any indication of being anything but someone who genuinely cared about her.  Kate could feel his need to provide some encouragement and offer her a way to get through her situation, even if the words hadn’t been spoken.     

“I’m sorry.  It’s been a crazy week since we found out, and it’s not fair for me to take it out on you.  My head just isn’t on my shoulders right now.”  

“No problem.  Just let me know if there’s anything I can do.”  His hands twitched at his sides, and Kate realized all he wanted to do right now was hold her.  

“Let’s get started, what’s your situation today?”  She shook her head to clear it.  Getting back into work mode would help her forget everything that was happening.  

“Um…the usual.  Back’s a lot better now; knee is the worst of it.” 

Peter sat quietly on the table and Kate started to assess his knee but her mind was somewhere else.  All she could think about was the possibility of having to work somewhere else, to build her business back from scratch, and the financial hole she was already wallowing in.  Tears welled in her eyes again as she held Peter’s leg, and she had to let it go. 

“I’m so sorry, Peter.  I don’t think I can do this today.”  

She felt his arms lift and embrace her, and this time, knowing that it was coming purely from a good place, she leaned into him.  The strong hold around her felt comforting, and suddenly she couldn’t keep the emotions inside her.  Apropos of nothing, she noticed he smelled faintly of aftershave, although all she really wanted to do right now was to weep.  

This time she started actively sobbing, her tears flowing freely, and she surrendered her head to Peter’s shoulder.  The emotions she’d been bottling up for days were overwhelming. 

“Hey…it’s going to be okay,” she heard him say.  His hands gently laid on her back and one started moving in a gentle circular motion, rubbing her reassuringly.  The other moved into her hair and stroked it.  Kate felt incredibly comforted.

Without warning, she felt her body responding to his touch.  Her breasts rubbed against his chest, and she found herself turning to feel more contact against him.  It was as if his body was a warm cocoon she wanted to lose herself in.  She felt her heart beating faster with his closeness.  

She looked up and suddenly their lips were only inches apart, and she could feel his breath on her.  A flood of tension flew into her body.  All Kate could think about was kissing him and letting even more emotion take control of her, this time purely to forget about everything going on.  His hand continued its slow circles on her back. 

Peter was visibly shaking with restraint, and his hands were now frozen in her hair and on her back.  Gently he leaned forward, and instead of kissing her lips like Kate was craving, he kissed her forehead.  “You’re going to be fine.  I promise.” 

The comfort she felt, now in his arms, even after everything that had happened to her and between them, made her slide her head under his chin to rest against his chest.  It felt completely natural to have his powerful arms holding her during that moment. 

She looked up into his eyes again, desperately hoping he might reassure her with his lips crushing into hers.  Her body was tingling both from the contact, and because a man she trusted was holding her in his arms. 

Instead, he pushed her back and let her go, standing up and immediately turning away from her.  “I can tell you’re having a rough day.  Is there someone who can take care of you?  You probably shouldn’t be with any patients today.”  He was fumbling with his shorts, and Kate realized he had another erection he was trying to hide. 

Her own body was feeling hot, and her nipples were erect. The deeply emotional contact between them had spiked her arousal level.  She shook her head again, trying to dispel what she was feeling.  He’s a patient first.  But I really wish he would just kiss me.

Instead, she spoke. “You’re right.  I’m having coffee with a friend in about an hour, so I should be okay.  I’ll take the rest of the day off.” 

“You have my number.  Text me anytime if you need anything.  Or even just for a sounding board.”  

Kate nodded gratefully.  Peter stood there gazing into her eyes, and again she felt the urge to step into his body and feel his arms around her while she kissed him intensely.  He reached out with a hand again, and stroked her hair.  “I’ll see you soon, I hope.”  

The moment was over, and Kate sighed as Peter left the clinic.  During that interlude he could have done anything to take advantage of her, and he hadn’t.  That reticence made her realize even more clearly that he was somebody who genuinely cared about her.  

While she had done her best to get rid of the despair coursing through her body, his touch had turned a small glowing ember into a low level fire that she didn’t want to extinguish. 


CHAPTER 4

“Hey girl!  So good to see you!”  Cara embraced her in a hug.  

Kate looked her up and down.  Wow, what happened to you? she thought.  Cara was dressed in a beautiful summer dress that flowed across her body perfectly.  What really drew Kate’s attention was the jewelry on her wrist and around her neck.  Diamonds sparkled on both pieces. 

She also looked down and saw shoes that must have cost several hundred dollars on Cara’s feet.  How the heck is she getting all this quality stuff without a real job?

“Really good to see you too.  I’m glad you reached out; it’s been way too long.” 

“I know, right?  Well, it happens, people go along different paths and all.  When I heard about what was going on with the clinic I thought I should reach out.  How is everything going?” 

Kate told her about the announcement at the start of the previous week. 

“It came out of nowhere, and the terrible thing is that we only have another three weeks to figure something out.  I haven’t been able to find another clinic that will take me on.  I’m considering just treating patients in my home, but with my dad there…” she trailed off, trying to ensure the feelings that had overwhelmed her with Peter didn’t emerge again.

“Anyway, what about you?  You look amazing and no offense, but I think those shoes cost more than everything I made last week.  What have you been doing?” 

Kate knew Cara had a massive Instagram feed with tens of thousands of followers, thanks mostly to the provocative pictures she posted.  Cara had told her when she started thinking about being an influencer that Kate should do the same thing, but the attention-seeking behaviour had completely turned her off. 

“Living the life, I guess.  I really don’t have to work with all the sponsorship money I’m bringing in.”  

“Wow, that must be nice.  Don’t you get bored?”  

“I’m busy most days.  You’d be amazed how many guys are out there who will pay you to just go out with them.”  Kate’s eyes flew open. 

“You mean like…an escort?”  Cara laughed.  

“Oh my God, no.  We just go to lunch or dinner, I laugh at their jokes and pay attention to them.  They get a beautiful younger woman on their arm, and I get money and most of them buy me things.  I’ve sold most of the jewelry I’ve been given.  No sex whatsoever. Maybe a kiss on the cheek from time to time.”          

“What?  That sounds too good to be true.”  

“Well, you do have to be able to put up with some really awful men sometimes.  But most of them are just lonely and want companionship.  It’s kind of sad really, but that’s the way the world works, I guess.  Sometimes I feel like I’m doing them some good.  Last week I had a date with this younger guy who just literally had no idea how to talk to girls.  It was like a coaching session.  I’m seriously considering getting into that for guys, teaching them how to have real conversations with a woman.” 

Kate’s mind started working quickly.  “How did you find out about this?”  From what Cara was saying, it might be a great way for her to bridge the gap between the shutdown of the office and finding a new clinic to work at. 

“Through one of my Instagram contacts.  There’s an entire website.  Here, let me show you.” 

Cara leaned over with her phone and Kate watched as she pulled up a profile that looked much like any dating site she’d seen.  “It’s called Platonic Date.  It’s amazing.  The app does everything for you.”  

She pulled up her own information.  Kate recognized some of her Instagram pictures posing in fashionable outfits, and then a couple of her in workout clothing that showed her body off impressively.  

“Don’t the guys…expect more?  There’s no way guys will just take you out and not expect something.”  Kate had heard about women who dated guys for gifts and money, but sex was always on the table. 

“Well, you make it really clear through the site that you’re not into that, and I’ve never had a problem.  And truthfully…”  she leaned forward.  “If the guy is hot, I’ve had a couple of dates that went a bit further.  One guy flew me to London for a weekend and we ended up in bed for a couple of days, but he was incredible.  We still see each other once in a while.  He’s like a sugar daddy now.”  

Her mind racing, Kate scanned over the web site.  It was very clearly stated that it was for consenting adults and there was no hint of anything sexual on the site.  Could I do this?  

“Anyway, it’s giving me lots of disposable income until I can figure out my next move.  I’m thinking of investing in some real estate, and maybe some other things.” 

Kate found herself distracted for the rest of the conversation as she contemplated what Cara had shown her.  Once they were done, she rushed home to access her computer.  

When she was alone and had taken a deep breath, she pulled up the website and scanned it.  It was essentially like a regular dating site, just with payment options for dating situations.  On the profile you could even indicate how much per hour you were expecting for your time out with someone. 

At this stage, what do I have to lose?  she asked herself. 

Looking through her saved photos, she thought about what she wanted to present on the site.  Nothing provocative.  Finally, she decided on one taken at a wedding where she was wearing a cute dress, and another where she had just finished an outdoor clinic day, to show her in her work element.  

The site was easy to use, and her profile was quickly finished.  When it came time to answer some of the questions, her mind went to the idea she was selling herself for money, but she told herself it was just her time and company that she was providing.  There was nothing wrong with that.      

Clicking submit, she closed the computer and went into the kitchen to begin preparing dinner for her father.  The TV blared in the background.  I’m doing this for both of us.

As she sat there watching the night’s edition of Jeopardy, she felt her phone vibrate.  Pulling it out, her eyes bulged that she had over twenty notifications from the website within two hours of posting her profile. 

“I’ll be right back, Dad.”  She ran to her computer and logged into the site.  Inquiries and messages flooded her screen. 

You look incredible in that dress, can we do lunch?

Hey there beautiful, I haven’t seen you on here before and want to know if I can take you out?

There’s a great new restaurant in town, would you like to join me?

That dress would be perfect for my corporate fundraiser, are you available?

Kate reeled that she had been so successful so quickly.  She knew she looked good in her pictures, but the response was almost overwhelming. 

Culling through the responses, there were some obvious messages where the guy was blatant about offering her money for sex, but Cara had told her to expect that.  Delete.

After narrowing it down to three decent messages, she took a deep breath and responded to one of them.  She was shocked when almost immediately upon hitting send, she had an answer from a man named Tim who wanted to take her to a new restaurant for dinner.  

His messages sounded reasonable, and his profile showed that he was older than she was, and indicated he was an entrepreneur.  Immediately she thought of his similarity to Peter in both of those respects, although Peter was far more attractive. 

“I’m going to make three hundred dollars for having dinner with someone,” she said out loud.  It was as if she needed to justify it to herself.  There was a large part of her thinking she was selling herself, but as long as nothing physical was expected, then she wasn’t crossing a moral boundary she’d be uncomfortable with. 

They agreed on a date for two nights later, and Kate finally closed the laptop.  Well, this will certainly be a new experience, she thought.  Thinking about meeting a stranger for financial compensation wasn’t something she would have even considered before, but desperate times called for unconventional measures.


CHAPTER 5

Preparing for the date took Kate longer than she expected.  Being nervous about meeting somebody new was normal, but under the circumstance she found herself in, her nervousness had inflated tenfold.  She decided on a simple dark blue dress, and she did her makeup properly for the first time in what felt like months.

Looking in her full length mirror, she appraised her body again to make sure she didn’t look too provocative, and perhaps give her date the wrong idea.  It was the perfect combination of demure with just a hint of sexiness.  Even so, it was daring enough, especially the cleavage, that she hoped she wouldn’t encounter anyone she knew tonight.     

Tim had only sent her a couple of messages to confirm the location and the time they were to meet.  He was very polite in his texts and Kate was looking forward to spending time with somebody she hadn’t met before, even though she was nervous about the situation.  If the date worked out, maybe there would be lucrative chances for more.    

Kate saw several heads turn as she walked into the crowded restaurant.  It was dimly lit with low wattage bulbs overhead, and expensive linens on the tables.  There was a long bar on one side of the lengthy room and soft jazz music playing in the background.  When she had looked online, she saw it was one of those restaurants where they didn’t even have prices on the menu.  A dining experience she knew would always be completely out of her reach.  It was the first time she’d ever set foot in a place so affluent. 

Scanning the seats at the bar, Tim had said he would be wearing a black suit and red tie, and there was no one seated by that description.  Finding an empty stool, she awkwardly sat down, adjusting her dress carefully.  Within moments, there was a man sitting down on the seat beside her, smiling at her broadly.   

“Can I buy you a drink, beautiful?” His smile reeked of coarseness and he didn’t even bother to disguise his eyes travelling down her legs and up her dress. 

She realized what she probably looked like, and even though the date that night was to be purely platonic, Cara had told her she would need to play the part of a girlfriend a little bit, just to make the guy feel like he was having a proper date.  The whole situation felt so awkward to her.  

“I’m just waiting for someone, thanks,” she replied, turning away from him.  

Looking around the expensive room, she thought about having the kind of life where she could be taken out to expensive dinners, drive fancy cars and even live in massive houses.  It was easy to see why women got hooked on situations where they could use their looks for money, but Kate knew there was no way she would be able to do that.

What she had done for Peter was still weighing on her mind.  It was one simple step beyond why she was waiting at the bar, to get paid to do certain things with her body.  At least tonight she had the satisfaction of not needing to get physical with a man.  Kate didn’t know if she would be able to resist crossing that boundary again if she needed to.  She was beginning to feel desperate.    

A man in a well cut black suit and red tie walked into the restaurant.  He scanned the bar and she waved to him.  She breathed easier when she saw he looked like his profile pictures.  Breaking into a large smile, he walked towards her.  

Jesus.  His suit is probably worth more than my car. 

“Well hello, you must be Kate!”  He greeted her warmly and moved to kiss her on the cheek.  As he leaned in, she felt his hand land on her knee and slowly slide up her thigh.  She flinched in shock and quickly pushed it away. 

Quickly composing herself as if nothing had happened, she smiled back.  “Hello yourself.  Nice to meet you in person!  This place is beautiful.”  

“You look pretty beautiful yourself.”  He said again with a wide smile.  “Your pictures don’t do you justice.  Have you ordered a drink?”  

“Not yet, I thought I’d wait.”

“Bartender!”  He cut her off and waved abruptly down the bar.  “A bottle of the ’89 Pinot!”  Turning back to her, he leaned in again.  “That dress looks amazing on you.”  

She felt his hand drop to her knee again.  Quickly she adjusted herself and subtly pushed it away.  “Thank you.”  He looked at her and a brief flash of frustration passed over his face.  Kate sighed inwardly.  Cara had warned her that some guys could get really physical right away, and you just had to establish your boundaries.  

The hostess walked up to them.  “Your table is ready, sir.”  Without a word Tim quickly waved at the bartender again and rudely walked in front of Kate behind the hostess.  She could see his eyes were following the younger woman’s ass in her tight black dress, and she knew he would have a lecherous smile on his face.   

Swallowing hard, Kate steeled herself.  All you need to do is get through this dinner, and you can pay some more bills.  Smile and be a pleasant date. 

They sat down and Tim immediately poured her a substantial glass of wine.  Raising his glass with a smile, he clinked his against hers and then took a large gulp.  “This wine costs four hundred dollars a bottle, you know.”  

Just smile and ignore it.  “So, Tim, you’ve told me a bit about yourself, but I’d love to know more.”  Kate hadn’t flirted with a man in a long time, and she felt awkward trying to do so, especially when he had already shown in the first ten minutes he was a complete jackass. 

She was almost relieved when he started to talk about what he did for work and dominated the conversation.  The only problem was he continually stared at her breasts while he spoke and kept drinking wine like it was water.  Soon she was wishing for a thick sweater. 

When the waiter arrived, Tim cut her off again when she tried to order and ordered for them both.  Grinding her teeth, she continued telling herself it would be a short evening and she could put up with anything for a while.  Cara had told her that sometimes she would run into a guy who was hard to deal with.  She felt relieved there was no expectation of anything beyond the dinner they were having. 

Periodically through dinner she felt Tim slide his leg under the table just far enough to rub it against her lower leg, and when she repositioned hers, he would wait a while and then try it again.  He also tried repeatedly to get her to empty her wineglass so he could refill it.

“Drink up, Kate.  That’s some expensive wine you’re not drinking.”  She would simply smile and take a small sip and then put the glass back down.  As the bottle was slowly being emptied, his attempts to touch her under the table grew more obvious, and his leering gaze became ever more uncomfortable. 

Kate was relieved when the waiter came to ask about dessert and Tim waved him away.  Soon the dinner would be over, and she could head home and shower off the effects of the evening.  

“I’m great with skipping dessert.  Should we get the bill?”  A lecherous smile crossed his lips when Kate suggested they finish things.  

He leaned forward and as he spoke, she saw him look right into her cleavage.  “I thought we could have some dessert somewhere more private.  I got us a hotel room down the block.  We can be there in ten minutes.”  She couldn’t keep her face from registering her absolute shock.  It was completely unexpected.  His expression on the other hand held complete expectation.   

“What makes you think I’m going to a hotel room with YOU?” she demanded angrily.  “This was very clearly supposed to be a platonic night out, and that’s what you agreed to.” 

He laughed.  “Oh, come on.  You didn’t dress that way for no reason.  You’re gorgeous, and I’d really like to get to know you…even better.”  His breath smelled of the red wine he was full of as he leaned closer.  

“Come back to the room and that’s where you’ll get your money.  That is, once we’re done.  I’ll even give you extra if you’re really good to me.”  His fingers slid down her bare arm and she snatched it away.  

Anger flashed through her.  “Listen, you pompous asshole.  If you think for one second I’m spending any more time with you than I absolutely have to, you’re an idiot.  This date is over.  And I expect to receive the amount we agreed on for spending time with you.  It’s pretty obvious why you have to pay women to spend time with you.  If you want a hooker, go down the street and pick one up.  Or just go fuck yourself!” 

She was angry.  Not only at the fact that Tim was expecting her to open her legs for a few hundred dollars and an expensive meal, but that she even had to be in this situation in the first place, thanks to her father’s condition and losing her job.  Biting her lip, she fought against tears.  

He leaned back and grinned.  “Baby, if you want your money, then you’d better come to the hotel and treat your Daddy with proper respect.  Sounds like my little girl might need a spanking.”  Laughter erupted from his mouth.   

With that, Kate couldn’t hold back her anger any further.  She grabbed the mostly full glass of red wine still on her side of the table and threw it at him.  The dark liquid ran down his face and coated his white shirt and jacket with a crimson stain.  

He pushed his chair back violently, stood up and yelled at her.  “You fucking bitch!”  The other restaurant patrons turned to stare at them.  

Kate saw anger flash into his eyes as he wiped the wine off his face with a napkin.  She was happy she was in a public place and not alone anyplace with him. 

“Is there a problem here?”  she heard a familiar deep voice ask from behind her.  Turning her head, she gasped.  It was Peter!  He looked at Tim with a steely gaze and then stepped forward in front of Kate, protecting her. 

While Tim was definitely younger and larger than Peter, it was easy for anyone to see that the slender though buff Peter would easily have the upper hand if it came to anything physical. 

“Who the fuck are you?”  Tim snarled.  “This bitch just threw wine on me.”    

“I, the fuck, am a friend of hers.  And if you the fuck go near her again, then I’m going to do something about it.  I think she’s made it clear she wants you to leave her alone,”  Peter replied.  His voice was as steely as his posture.  Kate looked up at him and felt a massive rush of gratitude. 

“Well, you must enjoy hanging out with skanky hookers then.  Fuck this bitch, I’m out of here.”  He pushed past Peter with a glare, wine still dripping from his jacket and quickly stalked out through the restaurant door. He hadn’t paid, and Kate watched a very muscular man pursue him.

Kate felt relieved and embarrassed at the same time.  She looked up at Peter, who now only had concern in his eyes as he looked down at her.  Seeing that look in his eyes made tears spring again to hers, and she had to turn away.  His hand touched her shoulder and she flinched.  

“Are you okay Kate?  I was at the bar and saw what was going on.  That guy was treating you like crap.  I hope it’s okay.  Was that a…date?”  

Wiping tears away, Kate looked back at him.  “It’s fine, Peter.  Thank you.  I should get out of here.”  She stood up and saw him quickly widen his eyes at the dress and heels she wore.  I didn’t want to see anyone I knew dressed like this.  A flash of embarrassment started. 

“Hang on.  I’ll escort you out.”  He walked to the bar and picked up a long coat.  Returning to her, he draped it over her shoulders.  “You might be warmer in this.” 

She accepted the coat and gave him a grateful smile.  Her body was still shaking with anger.  He slid his arm into the crook of hers.  The gesture was simple, but it felt completely natural and comforting. 

They walked out of the restaurant into the cool night air and stood there on the sidewalk.  Kate felt she needed to explain what had happened.  

“Peter…I don’t know how…”  He turned and looked at her.  

“Don’t worry about it, Kate.  I’m just sorry that had to happen to such a wonderful woman.  That guy is obviously an asshole.  How did you even end up on a date with him?” 

She had to drop her eyes.  “Just online.  I…I’d rather not explain it.”  The embarrassment she felt about the whole situation overwhelmed her again, and more tears began flowing.  

“Hey…it’s all going to be okay, I’m here.”  Peter whispered and suddenly Kate found his arms around her and her face was once again buried in his shoulder.  She tensed and then realised it was safe, so she let her emotions go and started to sob.  Everything that had happened over the past two weeks came flooding out of her in a wave, and she shook with cries while he held her tightly. 

When she finally calmed down and pulled her head back, Kate looked up and all she saw in Peter’s eyes was genuine concern and affection.  She inhaled and quickly wiped her eyes and nose with her hand, smearing her makeup. 

He smiled warmly at her.  “Well, at least if dating doesn’t work out, you can work as a circus clown.”  His quick unexpected wit made her laugh. 

“It wasn’t a date.”  The truth was hard for her to admit, but she trusted him.  “It was kind of an…online arrangement.  He was supposed to pay me for a platonic date, but he seemed to think he could sleep with me for the money.” 

His brow furrowed.  “I’ve heard of things like that.  Are things really that bad for you?”  

“Well, the clinic is closing, I still have medical bills from my mother’s passing, and my dad can’t function outside the house without assistance.  So…yeah.  You can see what I have to resort to.  I’m embarrassed to even tell you.”  Tears welled in her eyes again as the disappointments of the evening overwhelmed her. 

“You’re not…like having to…?”   The tone implied he was wondering if she was selling herself.  

“No, nothing like that.  I was supposed to be a dinner date for the night, and that was it.  And there are guys that will pay you for that.” 

Then he said something that surprised her. “So, if that’s the case…why don’t you go out with me, then?”  Kate stared at him.  

“Peter, don’t be silly.  I can’t possibly.  You’re a client and…”  she choked off the rest, because it would have meant admitting there was a large part of her that wanted him to be more than that.   

“Why not?  And I promise it would be purely platonic.  I haven’t had a nice date with an attractive woman in a long time, and I already know I love your company.  How much was that guy going to pay you for tonight?”  

Kate paused.  It was true she had already accepted his money for something she definitely shouldn’t have, but maybe this was a bit different.  And he wasn’t wrong in saying he wasn’t a stranger.  And if he got out of line, she even knew where he lived. 

“Three hundred dollars.”  

“Perfect.  I’ll make it six hundred for a full night out with zero expectations.  Pinky swear.”  He drew his pinky finger across his chest and held it up in the air.  Kate giggled, unable to help herself at his silly gesture. 

“Are you sure?”  She looked into his eyes to detect any hint of regret.  

“Kate, spending an evening out with you would be my honour.  Tomorrow night, if you’ll have me?”  

She sighed.  “Okay, Peter.  I’ll be glad to go out with you.  Tomorrow would be great.”  Relief washed over her body. 

“Excellent news.  Now let’s get you home,” he smiled.  Kate followed him towards a parking lot, and he led her towards a small sedan.  It was very unassuming, for what she knew about him. 

As they drove towards her home, she thought about how she had ended up in the car in the first place with a man with whom she was supposed to have a professional relationship.  The conversation between them was easy and flowed naturally as it always had at the clinic.  Before she knew it, they had pulled up in front of her house. 

“Are you sure you’ll be okay tonight?”  Kate looked towards her darkened front door.  She then looked back at Peter.  

He sat across from her and she looked into his deep brown eyes that remained locked onto her own.  The fact he was willing to help her, the fact he had come to her rescue, and the fact he seemed really to care about her well being, seemingly more than any man ever had in her entire life, began sinking in. 

The urge to kiss him suddenly danced into her head, and she wondered how it would feel to have their lips pressing together while his naked body slid against hers.  She thought about what might happen if she asked him to take her to his house, and how wonderful it might feel to spend the night in his arms while they kissed and touched, and she used his body to forget about all her troubles. 

“Kate?”  His repeated address broke the spell.  “Are you going to be okay?” 

“Yes,” she said finally.  “I’ll be fine.  See you tomorrow night.”  Kate opened the door and stepped out of the car.  She walked slowly to the front door, noticing that Peter waited until she was at the door and had opened it before he flashed his lights and drove away. 

With a sigh she stepped inside, seeing only darkness except for the familiar light of the television highlighting her father asleep in his easy chair.  

Walking into her bedroom, she finally managed to see herself in the mirror.  Her makeup was smeared all over her face.  Her dress was tightly wound around her body.  

I look like a cheap hooker, she thought to herself.  And Peter still thinks I’m beautiful.

Quickly turning on her laptop, she accessed the site where her dating profile was, and ignoring dozens of notifications, she deleted her profile.  After the night she had just experienced, she knew that whatever might happen, dealing with men who only wanted her for one thing was not the direction she was going to go.  

A warm feeling passed through her as she thought about what the following evening might bring while she was out with Peter.  Slowly stripping off her clothing, she embraced the hot water of the shower and let it wash away the stink of the evening.  Her body glowed when she thought about the tension between her and Peter, and she secretly hoped the following night would provide a way for them to embrace their connection.   


CHAPTER 6

Kate woke up and as she slid out of bed, she saw the dress she had abandoned on her bedroom floor, and memories of the previous night came flooding back to her.  Her sleep had been fitful with lots of scattered dreams, but fortunately all she could dwell on was Peter and how he had been so protective and kind to her the night before. 

She couldn’t keep the smile off her face, and even her father commented on what a good mood she was in as she prepared his breakfast and assisted him to the table to eat.  Kate knew the day ahead would drag along, but in a good way, thinking about what might happen that night when she was finally alone together with a respectful Peter in a relaxed setting. 

As she opened the door to the clinic, she was immediately greeted with a boisterous cry from behind the desk. 

“Whooo!  Girl!  Check these OUT!”  Sonia exclaimed.  On the counter was a stunning arrangement of white roses.  “And GUESS who they are from!”  

Sonia hadn’t been excited about anything in over a week, so Kate was glad to giggle along with her.  She had never received flowers from anyone.    

With a flourish, Sonia removed the card and read it in a loud voice.  

“Kate.  Looking forward to tonight, and I hope you enjoy these at the clinic.  See you soon.  PETER!  Is that Peter Vecchio!?  Oh my God!”    

Kate blushed when Sonia said the name, and all she could do was nod.  “I KNEW IT!  I KNEW he had a thing for you!  Did he ask you out?  What the heck, girl, spill it.” 

“Yes, he did…when he was here the other day.”  Kate knew she couldn’t reveal what had happened the night before.  Just thinking about it made her body feel a rush of delight as if she were a teenager who had just shared her first kiss with a boy she liked.

Throughout the day she found herself enjoying her work for the first time in weeks.  It felt natural to be at work again after all the pressure she had been under over the past couple of weeks, and her actually looking forward to what was going to happen that night rather than just watching television with her father, made a massive difference to her work day.

Picking the outfit for that night, she dressed much more simply in a casual green summer dress, hoping Peter would like seeing her in it.  He didn’t seem the type to frequent fancy restaurants like she had been invited to last night, and her wish was just to enjoy the evening and keep things simple.  

He had promised things would be purely platonic, but always in the back of her mind was the knowledge that their physical attraction to each other was already firmly established, and she had really enjoyed what they had already experienced together at his house.  

Kate wondered if tonight might be a chance to see if things could go a bit further.  As a result, she felt like a nervous schoolgirl when he texted her he was outside. 

She walked out of the house and saw a Tesla Roadster parked in the driveway with Peter standing beside it.

“That’s not what you were driving last night,” she said as she approached the car.

“I have…a few cars?”  He looked sheepish saying it.  “That sounds like a brag, but I just sometimes like driving different cars.”   

“I’ve never been in one of these before.” 

“Well, I’m glad it’s your first time.”  He quipped with a wink.  “These cars are amazing.  Don’t get me started on how amazing Elon Musk is, or I’ll bore you to death before we even get to the restaurant.” 

He opened the passenger side door for her unexpectedly.  Without thinking, she leaned over the centre console and pushed the drivers’ side door open for him in return.

He smiled.  “You passed the door test,” he said as he climbed in. 

“What’s that?”  

“Have you ever seen the movie Scent of a Woman?  It’s a movie for old fogies like me from the early nineties.  You know, when you were barely even born.”  Kate laughed because he was right.  She had barely been out of diapers in 1990.   

“Anyway, in the movie the main character is telling his protégé that on a first date, he should open her door, and then see if she opens his for him in return.  It’s a test to show if the woman is considerate or not.” 

“So, I passed, I guess?”  

“Well, these doors sort of open themselves.  But yes, you did.”  She laughed again.  The easy way he joked with her and that the conversation felt so natural between them made her nerves slowly calm down.  As he drove out of the driveway, she realized she had no idea where they were going, and it didn’t even matter to her. 

“Thank you for the flowers at the clinic, by the way.  They’re beautiful.  But I think you made Sonia’s head explode.  She’s already printing our wedding invitations.”  There was a twinkle that sprung to his eye when Kate said that, but he just laughed and nodded. 

“I figured as much.  I didn’t want to send them to your house.  I hope you weren’t too embarrassed.” 

“Are you kidding?  Nobody has ever sent me flowers before.  Especially for a…”  her voice trailed off but then she continued.  “… first date.”  Admitting this was really a proper date was difficult for her. 

“Well, it’s standard protocol in my world.  I think people deserve to know they’re appreciated.  And I do appreciate your company tonight.”  His words were so genuine Kate felt a shiver pass through her.  She fought the urge to reach out and touch his hand to show him she really appreciated the gesture. 

“Before I forget, check your email.  I sent what I promised about half an hour ago.”  

Kate pulled out her phone and saw she had received a transfer for six hundred dollars.  She had a flash of apprehension, thinking about what her date the night before had expected for his money. Peter was quick to dispel that.   

“But don’t worry.  Zero expectations.  Platonic only, I promise.”  He removed his hands from the steering wheel and slid them into his pockets.  Kate gasped as the car began veering out of its lane for a moment and then suddenly corrected itself, driving perfectly down the road at a matched speed to the car in front of it. 

“Self driving car.  Pretty cool, eh?  And it lets me keep my hands to myself.”  She laughed and the tension of what he might expect during the evening quickly melted away from her. 

“Where are we going tonight?”

“Well, after what happened to you last night, I wanted to give you a really good dining experience and to make sure no assholes interrupted us.  But I want it to be a surprise, so once we get there you’ll see what I came up with.”  He winked and she laughed again.  “How was the clinic today?” 

Now relaxed, Kate told him stories about her patients that day, and Peter countered with stories of his own.  The conversation flowed easily as the car drove them out of the city and onto the highway.  She realized they were leaving the city.  

“Where are you taking me?”  

“Just kidnapping you for a night.  Don’t worry, like I said, you can just tell the car you want to go home, and it will drive itself there if you want to leave,” he grinned with a mischievous look on his face. 

They continued being driven for about twenty miles before turning off onto a rural road Kate had never been down before.  Soon they turned onto a long road winding up a hill, until finally he turned off through a wrought iron gate.  As they drove down the path, Kate saw a large house emerge into view with about twenty cars parked outside. 

The house was a massive mansion with what looked like two wings emerging from a large central area.  It was well lit from the front, made of stone and had ivy climbing up the outside. 

“What is this place?”  she asked.  “It’s…incredible.”  

Peter pulled the car into a parking spot and shut off the engine.  “It’s my favourite restaurant.  Not many people know about it.”  He quickly opened his door and ran around the car to open Kate’s for her.  “Welcome.”  

Taking her arm into his like he had done the night before, they promenaded slowly to the massive front door. It was rich, dark wood and had beautiful ornate panels carved into it.  As they approached, the door opened and a stunning middle aged woman greeted them, dressed in a simple black dress that fit her small frame perfectly.  “Mr. Vecchio!  So good to see you.  And this must be the woman we have heard so much about.” 

Kate turned red and glanced at Peter.  “The woman they’ve heard so much about?”  

Peter laughed.  “Thank you, Carla.  We’re not even inside the door, and I’m already busted.”  

Carla smiled at Kate.  “Welcome.  May I take your coat?  Mr. Vecchio, your table is ready.”  Kate’s head swam as the other woman slipped her coat off her shoulders.  Peter looked at her in her green dress and she watched his eyes travel quickly up and down her body.  She had wanted to keep her outfit simple but still look attractive for him, and she enjoyed watching him devour her with his eyes.  And not like Tim had done last night; Peter’s gaze was appreciative yet respectful.

They followed Carla, who handed her coat to another staff member as they passed through the busy restaurant.  As they walked through, other patrons waved to Peter and a couple of the tables stood up and greeted him warmly.  Kate felt like she was here with a celebrity. 

Entering a secluded area containing only a single large booth, Carla ushered Kate into one side and unfolded her napkin, placing it in her lap.  Peter slid into the booth opposite her. 

“Your usual bottle of wine?”  Carla asked.  

“That depends, Carla.  Kate here is an expert at both drinking AND throwing wine, so let’s let her decide.” He looked at her again with a grin.  Kate laughed.  

“Um…I like white wine?”  She felt completely out of place, and the whole atmosphere was slightly intimidating, but her being here with Peter made it feel much more comfortable. 

“I’ll bring you our best Chardonnay.  You’ll love it, I’m sure!”  Carla promised.  Kate nodded agreeably at her and she quickly walked away.  Where they were positioned in the restaurant they were secluded from the other tables, and it felt cozy under the gentle lighting.  

“How the hell do you even know about this place?”  Kate asked.  

His expression changed to embarrassment. “Well.  Here’s the thing.  To be totally honest, I own it.  The building, at least.” 

Kate’s mind reeled in shock.  The house and what was inside of it had to be worth millions of dollars, and there wasn’t a car parked outside that didn’t cost six figures.  And she had never even heard of a restaurant out in this area.  

“What?  How…but you live in the city?”  She knew this building had to have several dozen rooms.  The restaurant was on the main floor and there was another level above it.  Not to mention the two substantial wings.

“Can you imagine living out here?  It would be lonely, and there are zero bike trails.  I tried it for a bit and got so bored and lonely, I decided to convert it into an exclusive restaurant.  Welcome to Vecchio’s.  Two Michelin stars.  I’m really proud of it.”   

“I thought you were a tech person?”  

“Well, I am. But a man can have other interests, right?  I like good food, good wine…and good company.”  At the last item he winked at her.  “So this made sense.  It also gives me a perfect place to host fundraisers and support local charities when I can.”

His playful manner and banter were infectious.  Kate was overwhelmed with the glamour of the restaurant, but Peter managed somehow to make it seem completely normal that he had taken her to his own Michelin rated restaurant in an exotic mansion. 

A plate appeared in front of her suddenly with a small piece of what looked like fish on it.  

“I didn’t order anything?”  

“I took the liberty of ordering a tasting menu for us.  I’m a good listener, so I know you don’t like pickles but love sushi.”  Kate laughed as he explained.  “Chef Antoine is phenomenal.” 

As course after tiny course came out, each one accompanied by the perfect pairing of wine, Kate found herself laughing more than she had in months.  Peter’s ease with the situation and his stories about how he grew up, his business dealings, and even how he felt about his staff were all incredibly refreshing. 

The chef came out of the kitchen after their wide assortment of main dishes were finished, and presented them with a beautiful small cake, decorated with extravagant curls of truffles.  In ornate script with light chocolate in the middle were spelled out their names with a heart encircling them.  

“I think they like playing matchmaker.”  He was obviously embarrassed as the chef winked at Kate.  “Sorry about that.”  

“I think it’s cute.  They obviously adore you.”  He blushed, but Kate knew it was true.  

Once the final crumb of cake was finished and her wineglass was empty, Kate felt like no time had passed, even though it had been hours.  Peter’s company and the aura of the night were like something out of a fairy tale.  Standing up, she felt herself instinctively taking his arm again as they walked towards the exit.      

“I hope we see you again, Kate.”  Carla handed her coat to Peter and he gallantly placed it around her shoulders.  She felt comfortable when his arms rested on her shoulders for a moment that lasted slightly longer than it could have.  The wine she had consumed had her head in a warm glow.  It felt relaxing.   

The car was waiting outside, and again he opened her door for her.  As she had before, she reached over and opened his, this time smiling at him when she did it.  He laughed.  

As they left the parking lot and headed back to the city, she felt his hand slide across hers on the centre console.  Naturally she opened her fingers and they squeezed each other’s hands.  It was the perfect romantic moment for the end of their date, and Kate couldn’t wait to learn if he would try to kiss her.  She felt like a fourteen-year-old out on her first date. 

They pulled up in front of her house, and Peter released her hand.  

“This has been a perfect evening,” he said.  His gaze was now more than just a simple look.  Kate felt the lovely effects of the evening and she knew if she could, she would want to invite him inside to continue their night together. 

“Yes.  It has.”  Please, just make a move already.  She sat there without moving, staring into his eyes and feeling the intensity of his gaze on hers.  Finally, he moved forward and leaned in to kiss her.  Kate leaned to meet his lips with her own and felt a rush of desire pass straight through her body when their lips touched. 

He was tentative at first, but one brief kiss became two, and then three, each one more intense than the one before.  Kate felt his hands on her neck and sliding into her hair and with that, feeling him touch her skin with his lips on hers, it was like a floodgate opened inside of her.  

She opened her mouth and slid her tongue against his lips.  He opened them, and she felt his against hers, and then the two started to slide together erotically.  Feeling the synergy of their mouths merging together sent a flush straight down her body into her hips, and she felt her nipples harden.  

His hand became firmer in her hair, pulling her mouth into his even harder, and she heard him moan softly as their kissing intensified.  It was like neither of them ever wanted their lips to stop touching each other. 

Kate shifted and leaned her body more closely into his, placing her hand on his trousered leg.  His body tensed for a moment, and then his own hand tentatively touched her bare leg.  She wanted to show him it was okay to touch her, so she sighed into his mouth when he did.  Her legs shifted and she opened them slightly to allow him access to touch her more intimately. 

The kisses continued to intensify until their lips and tongues swirled and their hands were roaming freely over each other.  She pushed her body towards his, yearning for more, and suddenly wishing there weren’t any clothes in the way, and that his car had a bench seat so she could get closer to him.  

Breaking the kiss finally, she looked into his eyes and saw intensity burning in his gaze.  His hand still firmly gripped her hair.  

“Jesus…Kate.”  Before he could say another word, she thrust her lips against his again and furiously they kissed, the intensity even higher than the prior ones.  She felt his lips and teeth gently nip at hers and it made her sigh.   

This time she slid her hand up his thigh and felt the hardness within his pants, and his hand slid up her leg.  She opened her legs further to allow him to touch her and shivered when the tips of his fingers grazed her panties.  She knew they were hot and damp, and all she could think about was how much she wanted more of him touching her.  

Moaning softly into his mouth, she urgently gripped the head of his cock through his trousers, rubbing her palm across the head.  At the same time his hand slid out from between her legs and she felt him cup her breast over her dress, then slide his hand inside to graze her hard nipple.  She moaned when she felt the gentle friction. 

“Oh my God…Peter…”  

Their foreheads pushed together as he broke the kiss again.  This time they were both panting from the lack of breath of their lips being sealed together.  He took her upper lip with his own and sucked it gently, then kissed her again.  

“I don’t want to stop, Kate.”  His eyes were like steel burning into hers.  

“I don’t want you to.”  It was easy for her to admit.  Her body was singing with electricity from the way he was touching and kissing her.  

Furiously he met her lips again with his own, and they continued the dance of tongues and lips and hands deliciously.  Her body was on fire from his touch.  She never wanted to let it end. 

Finally he broke the kiss again and leaned back, panting and staring at her.  Kate bit her lip, feeling so much desire for him and realized that she hadn’t ever felt anything like that before with a man.

All she wanted was for him to tell her he was driving them to his house so he could ravage her, and she would have agreed in a heartbeat.  Her body was ready for him to strip her naked, to throw her onto a bed and then to have his body become one with hers. 

“We need to stop this.  I promised you the night wouldn’t go even as far as it already has.”  His teeth gritted when he said that, and she watched him reach down and adjust the obviously uncomfortable erection in his pants.  “You should go inside.” 

Disappointment flooded her body, but she knew he was right.  As much as she wanted him in that moment, if the magic of the evening they had just experienced was what she hoped it had been for them both, there would be another night.  

“Okay.  But I need to see you again.”  

With his steely gaze locked into hers again he almost growled.  “Try to keep me away.”  

She opened the door, adjusting her bodice to cover her breast again, and slid out of the car.  Just like he had the night before, he waited until she walked slowly to the door and opened it.  Kate looked back and with a squeal of tires, his car accelerated away.  

Closing the door behind her, she leaned back against it, still breathing hard.  The pent up desire was too much inside her and she was glad to see the house was quiet and that her father had managed to get himself upstairs and into bed, so she didn’t have to worry about him hearing what she was about to do.  

Walking quickly to the empty living room, she sat down and slid her dress up over her hips and closed her eyes, recalling how Peter’s lips and tongue had felt against hers, and how well his fingers had set her body on fire. 

She slid her panties to one side, and her cleft was waiting to be touched, wet and swollen.  Her hand moved down, and when she touched her sensitive lips she hissed, and then felt a surge of intensity flood her body.  Sliding first one finger into herself, then another, she imagined this was Peter entering her, and she was feeling his thick cock taking her for his own.  Her fingers sped up of their own accord, and before long she could hear the wet sounds of her fervent masturbation echoing through the otherwise quiet house. 

It took only seconds for her body to start to shudder and spasm, and she bit her tongue to prevent herself from crying out loudly as an orgasm slammed into her.  Panting rapidly, she withdrew her fingers, smelling her musky scent and feeling her body relax into the throes of gentle release.  Kate imagined this must be how drug addicts felt.  She could only fantasize about how it would feel to have the real thing.  

Once her body had calmed down enough, she quietly walked down the hallway.  Her phone buzzed in her purse as she entered her room.  When she saw Peter’s name on the message indicator, a thrill passed through her. 

I had an incredible time tonight, and I want to see you again.  Just tell me when.  And I’m willing to wait until you’re ready, but I want you.  I want you more than I’ve ever wanted a woman.

The message was straightforward and direct, just like he had always been with her.  With quivering hands, she responded.  

I’ve never experienced a night like tonight, so thank you.  And I feel the same.  

There was no response.  She climbed into her bed, feeling the low hum of her body that had experienced so much in one night, and thought lascivious thoughts about what she wanted to experience the next time they met. 


CHAPTER 7

The next morning, even her father being grumpy over his breakfast couldn’t stop Kate from smiling. 

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked with a sour expression after the first couple of bites of his oatmeal.  “And can we please get some more decent cereal?”  Kate just ignored him.  Her body was still riding the high she’d felt when Peter drove away the night before.  

“I’ll go shopping later today, I promise.  Oatmeal is good for you.”  

“So is broccoli, but I avoid that whenever I can too.”  Kate laughed.  Thinking about her day ahead, she finally felt like things were on a positive swing, even though she had yet to figure out her work situation.  She was glowing for the first time that she could remember.

Are you coming to work this morning?  Her phone pinged with a message from Sonia.  

Yes, I’ll be there in a bit.  What’s up?  There was no response.  Kate thought it a bit odd for Sonia to be messaging her that early in the morning, but the thought quickly left her head once she returned to her morning routine.  

When she walked into the clinic, the smile she had was quickly erased.  Sonia sat behind the desk and with a grim expression on her face motioned her over as soon as Kate stepped through the door. 

“What’s up?  Did something happen?”  

“So, I had my friend Josephine do some digging into our situation.  She works in the County Clerk’s office, and I asked her to track down who is buying us out.  You’re not going to believe who is one of the partners in the corporation.”  Her expression looked grim. 

Kate wrinkled her brow.  “Who?”  

“Peter.  As in Peter Vecchio, your client.  That asshole is one of the people shutting us down so quickly that we can’t find work.” 

Kate reeled at the revelation that it was even possible for Peter to be an instigator of the downfall of the clinic.  “There’s no way.  He would have told me.”  At least I think he would have. 

“Well, maybe he was just using you in order to get info on the place so he could shut us down.  He’s a fucking snake.  Notice how he hasn’t booked any appointments since the whole thing went down?  Probably that estúpido wouldn’t have the balls to step through the door and actually face us.”

Kate had been with him just last night, and he hadn’t mentioned a word about the clinic.  She had just assumed it was because he didn’t want to talk about work, but now she realized it was possible he didn’t want to reveal anything to her.  And then she had almost allowed herself to be be seduced in his car, or perhaps the other way around.  

Embarrassment flowed through her, quickly replaced by anger.  After everything she’d been going through, all of which he knew about, he had kept secret the single thing that was the most important part of their whole relationship, and he had obviously done it knowingly.      

“Anyway, if he reaches out, tell him Sonia told him vete a la mierda – to go fuck himself!”  She had never seen Sonia so angry. 

The idea that Peter had betrayed her was so hard to believe. 

Her phone pinged again.  She looked at the sender and almost laughed at the timing of it.  

Just wanted to say good morning!  I had such an incredible night with you last night, and I hope we can do it again soon. 

Her hand was trembling.  Was it possible Peter had been duping her all along?  That there was some kind of sick ulterior motive behind his interest in her, and finally almost seducing her the night before?  He had to have known everything that was happening but chosen to hide it.  Why? 

The idea that her judgement was so impaired about him made her almost feel nauseous.  Looking down at the words, anger bubbled up inside of her. 

She began typing a response, but then thought twice about it and put her phone away.  There was a patient waiting for her, and even though Kate knew she was completely distracted, she needed to take care of as many people as possible before the clinic shut its doors for good.  Both for their sake, and for the sake of her unpaid bills. 

The morning passed quickly as she focused on her work, and there were no more messages from Peter.  Kate couldn’t think about anything but how much she wanted to respond and find out exactly what was real about him and what was lies.  It would be almost impossible for her to know for sure what his intentions were.  

Her cell phone suddenly buzzed in her pocket with a number she didn’t recognize.  

“Hello?”

“Is this Kate MacMillan?”  

“Yes, it is.”

“This is Eastern Hospital.  Your father was brought here, and he gave us your number as his emergency contact.” 

Kate’s heart dropped and her vision started to swim.  “Oh my God!  Dad!  Is he okay?”  

“Paramedics brought him in with laboured breathing, and we’ve got him stable in the emergency room.”  She flashed back to her mother in a hospital bed with tubes all over her body, gasping for breath.  It had ben a horrible experience to watch someone she cared so much about suffering in pain, and the idea of her father going through the same thing so soon afterwards felt unbearable. 

“I’ll be right there.”  She hung up the phone and ran out of the assessment room past her waiting client.  “Sonia!  It’s Dad!  I have to go!”  The Latina woman didn’t even have time to respond before Kate was out the door and into her car, screeching out of the parking lot.  

She made it to the hospital in record time, breaking about a dozen traffic laws in the process, and screeched into the parking lot.  Rushing through the emergency department, the nurses directed her to a closed bed.  Her heart almost stopped momentarily when she saw the bed was gone.  

“Nurse!?  Where is my father?”  

“He’s just down the hall getting some imaging done.  He’s stable.”  Kate’s breath let out in a long gasp.  Within moments, she saw the bed being trundled back into the area.  Her father was unconscious and looked grey, with tubes linked up to his body. 

“Do they know what happened?  Did he have a heart attack?”  

“They just ran the tests.  Once the doctor takes a look, we’ll know more and be able to update you, but we’re busy, so it could be a while.  You’re welcome to remain here with him. If you need anything urgently, please just press the call button.”  

Her father looked frail dressed in only a thin gown, more so than she had realized.  She sat down beside him and took his hand.  It was unresponsive.  The beeps of the machines he was hooked to drilled through her brain with every second that passed.  Please, please be okay, Dad!

Her phone vibrated again and without even looking, Kate knew who it was.  The message on the screen made her anger from earlier emerge once again. 

Hope your day is going well.  I don’t want to bother you, but I can’t stop thinking about you.  

Ordinarily that type of message would have made her happy, but sitting by her father’s hospital bed and trying to process everything that she had learned only made her get angrier.  

I’m at the hospital.  My father had some kind of attack.  Leave me alone.  The final words likely weren’t necessary, but she wanted him to do just that.    

The phone in her hand rang immediately, and she saw it was Peter.  Angrily she clicked it off.  It rang again.  Then another text came through.  

Where are you?

Kate ignored it and finally pressed the buttons that would shut her phone down completely.  

Screw him.  She took her father’s hand again and watched as the lines on the monitor continued bouncing monotonously across the screen. Monotonous is good, right?

Another hour passed and while the nurses were attentive, Kate was starting to worry seriously about the results of the tests on her father.  She was told by a nurse there was only one cardiologist on call, so it might take several hours to interpret the results. 

Suddenly she startled when she heard Peter’s voice ring out behind her.  

“You’re a hard woman to track down.”  He stood there in the opening of the curtain.  Just seeing him made Kate’s anger flare.  

“What are you doing here?  I didn’t ask you to come.”  He looked confused.  Kate stood up and stalked out through the curtain, folding her arms and glaring at him.    

“Kate, what’s wrong?  With your Dad and with you?  It took me calling four hospitals to find out where you guys were.  I can help; I know a couple of the doctors here.” 

That statement only made her anger rise even higher.  It seemed like at every turn he was trying to help, trying to impose himself into her life somehow.  Now she had no idea whether the whole thing had been one big ulterior motive all along. 

“You’ve done enough helping for about my entire life.”  She lowered her voice.  “When were you planning on telling me you’re a partner in the group shutting down the clinic?  After we had sex?  Just waiting until after your jollies to mention that lovely little fact that obviously you’ve been hiding from me for weeks?” 

His face went white and his eyes fell.  It was the first time Kate had ever seen him even the slightest bit flustered since she had known him.  

“It’s true.  I’m not going to deny it.  I’m an investor, but not a partner.”  

“Like that makes a difference?  You could have told me any time what was happening.  When I think about that time at your house, and then last night?  You could have HELPED.”  The last word dripped with venom. 

“Kate, it’s not that simple.  There’s – “

“Well then, Peter, why?  Can you explain that?  Why am I standing here jobless in two weeks with a sick father and a man I thought cared about me is the person causing it all!”  Tears welled into her eyes. 

“Hey.  I can explain.  And I…” 

She cut him off.  “Just get out.  Go away.  Don’t text me, don’t call me.  I have more important things to worry about right now.” 

His eyes fell again.  Kate walked past him and back through the curtain, letting it fall closed behind her. 

As she sat back down, she saw Peter walking away across the hospital floor.  He pulled out his cell phone.  Probably calling his partners to let them know he got busted.  

She sat by the bedside, waiting.  Nurses stopped by as the minutes ticked away, but it seemed like she was no closer to seeing a doctor, until suddenly the curtain opened and an older man stepped through, wearing dark blue scrubs.  He had an official air around him.   

“Are you Kate?  Kate MacMillan?”  She nodded.  

“I’m Doctor McGee, of the cardiovascular department.  I’ve reviewed your father’s images, and he’s going to be okay.”  She let out her breath in a deep sigh of relief.    

“What happened?  Did he have a heart attack?”  

“He had something called myocardial ischemia.  There’s some plaque blockage in one of his arteries, and that can cause the blood flow to his heart to reduce.  We need to put in a stent, but that’s a simple procedure.  I bumped him to the front of the line, so we’ll be doing that this evening.” 

He continued.  “He’ll be fine, but he needs to make sure the plaque in his arteries doesn’t increase any more.  That means diet, moving around, simple things.”  

A thin voice came from the bed behind her.  “Moving around?  Like exercise?”  

“Dad!”  Kate was overjoyed to hear his voice, however faint it might be.  She moved quickly to the side of the bed and reached for his hand.  His eyes were slits, but he smiled and squeezed her hand lightly.  She looked back at the doctor.  

“So, he has to have surgery tonight?”  

“Yes, but it’s a straightforward procedure.  Once we put it in, we’ll keep him overnight for observation, and then he can go home.  Someone will have to stay with him for a few days, but after that he should be fine.  Is that possible?”    

Kate nodded.  With the clinic closing anyway, she could spare the time.  Where the money to pay for the bills would come from could wait until her father was better. 

“Thank you, Doctor.  We really appreciate you taking care of us.  Hear that Dad?  You’re going to be fine.”  She felt him squeeze her hand again and then his eyes closed.    

“No problem, Miss.  Any friend of Peter Vecchio’s gets whatever they need straight away.”  

“What do you mean?”  

“He called me about an hour ago.  Said that you were a close personal friend, and you needed help.  Peter’s been a friend of mine for years.  I was happy to come in on my day off to help him out.” 

Kate was taken aback.  Immediately after the way she had treated him, Peter had still made a phone call to help her.  She still considered the idea there was an ulterior motive behind it, but then there was so much else to show her the sentiments they’d felt together were real.  

Focusing on her father, she sat back down beside the bed and squeezed his hand.  There was a lot to consider, but the important thing was that her father would be okay.  Everything else, including what was or wasn’t going on between her and Peter, could wait.   

When they came to wheel her father away, Kate knew she needed to reach out to Peter for his help, but it was hard to figure out how to respond.  She was still angry, but grateful at the same time. 

Thank you for your help.  My father and I both appreciate it.

I’m glad he’s getting taken care of.  And I hope I can take care of what’s going on between us, too.  

The message he sent was cryptic.  Kate’s heart was torn between hating him for what he had done to the clinic, but also still reflecting on what she felt, perhaps against all logic, was a strong connection between them.  She decided to focus on the priority of the moment, which was her father, and Peter could wait for another time.  If there even was another time.   


CHAPTER 8

“Dad, I need to go and get a couple of things from work.  Will you be okay for a little while?”  He nodded, obviously sleepy.  Kate knew he was ready to go back to sleep for the afternoon, but even after two weeks, she still felt apprehensive about leaving him alone at home. 

During the time she’d been with him at the hospital, the clinic had closed to patients and Bob had told them all they needed to clear out whatever they wanted to keep.  It was sad to drive up and see the building quiet without the usual people going in and out.  Even Sonia had given her notice, and she wasn’t working any more. 

As she exited her car and started to walk across the parking lot towards the locked clinic, a large black car suddenly pulled up beside her.  She was startled, but even more surprised when Peter rolled down the window.   

“Kate.  I was hoping you might show up here.  I know you probably don’t want to see me, but I need to explain everything and to show you something.” 

Her stride only increased.  “What, are you stalking me now?  You’ve been waiting here for me?”    

“I needed to see you, so I stopped by your house, and your father said you were heading here.  I’m worried about you and your Dad, and there’s something I need to do.”  

Kate stopped.  While she was incensed about the betrayal, the way she’d felt when they were alone together gave her a small amount of hope that Peter wasn’t as phoney as everyone at the clinic thought he was.  And on the other hand, everyone else who knew him seemed to think he was a saint.

“What do you have to tell me?”  

“I can’t really tell you.  I have to show you.”  

“I have to get my stuff from work, Peter.  Even if all my clients are gone.”  

“Just get in the car, Kate.  You’ll understand everything very shortly.”  

She sighed.  What could he possibly have to show me?  

Kate climbed into the car, her arms folded, and determined to make sure that even though she was still intensely attracted to him somehow, the betrayal she felt about the clinic was hot in her mind.  

She closed the door and Peter pulled the car away.  “I have pepper spray in my purse just in case you try anything funny.”  He turned and looked at her, but his expression betrayed no anger, just that he was completely regretful.

They drove in silence for several minutes until Peter broke it with a simple statement: “I didn’t want this whole thing to happen in secret this way.  I wanted to tell you.”  

Kate felt a flash of anger flow through her.  “What?  That you shut down my clinic before you managed to sleep with me?  All the lines you fed me were obviously complete bullshit,” she spat.  “At least I got my sugar daddy to pay me for my time once.” 

She saw his hands flex in frustration on the steering wheel. 

“Kate.  I couldn’t tell you anything.  There are legal repercussions to that kind of thing, and my business would be on the line.”  His words were firm.  “I can’t allow my personal relationships to interfere with business when there are others involved, no matter what I feel for the people being affected.”  

“Well, it’s a good thing for you I’m not someone you’re related to.  Maybe then you might feel bad.”

Suddenly he pulled the car over with a jerk, slamming on the brakes.  He turned towards her with an angry look on his face.  Kate was suddenly apprehensive she had gone too far, but she returned his angry gaze defiantly.  He’s taking away everything you have. 

“Listen to me.  I meant what I just said.  I never meant for this to happen this way.  That morning at my house, things went too far and afterwards I couldn’t take it back.  And I didn’t want to anyway, because you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”  He paused. 

Kate’s mind raced for a retort, but before she could begin speaking, he continued.  

“The developers screwed me over.  You were all supposed to get ninety days plus compensation, and then they reduced it to thirty without any notice, and there was nothing I could do about it because I’m a minority partner and got outvoted.  Then when I saw you at the restaurant that night…”  

He trailed off.  Kate was still seeing red and decided he needed to pay for how he’d made her feel.    

“What, did you plan to see me that night?  Have me followed?  Maybe that asshole I was on the date with was just a plant for your scheme to try to get into my pants?”  Kate knew she was being ridiculous at that point, but she had to show him she didn’t trust him. 

“That’s crazy and you know it.  I saw you needed help and I helped, just like I would have done for anyone in that situation.”  

“So, what about now, Peter?  What about the facts that my place of work is gone, my father is barely hanging on, my bills aren’t getting paid, and all I can get out of anybody is that they want to pay me for my body instead of my skills I spent three years and thousands of dollars learning!”  Tears sprang to her eyes. 

He took his hand off the steering wheel and moved it behind her as if to hug her, but she angrily slapped it away.  “Don’t fucking touch me!  This entire thing was a mistake.”  Her hand went to the handle of the door as the first tear dropped down her cheek.

The handle turned, but the door didn’t open.  He had locked it from the other side as if she were a child.  

“Kate.  Calm down, please.  Let me explain.”  

“Let me out of this fucking car right now!”  She turned to him, her body filled with anger but instead of lashing out, all she could do was let the emotion overwhelm her, and she started to sob.

“Okay.”  He clicked the button and the car door unlocked.  “You can go.  I don’t want you to.  I need to show you something that might make everything better.  But if you need to, you can leave.”  

“How the hell do you think you can make everything better?”  she snapped.  “You’re a fucking part of what ruined everything!” 

“I know.  And I’m sorry.  And I want to try to make it up to you and to everyone else.  Can you just let me show you what I need to?” 

“Fine” She crossed her arms.  “What is it?”  

“You’ll see. It’s not much further.”  

They drove in silence for several blocks, until Peter turned down a street Kate was familiar with.  It was only a few miles from the clinic that she worked at, but in a more affluent section of town.         

Pulling into a parking lot attached to a small strip mall, he parked in front of one of the units that didn’t have a sign above it.  “Let’s go.”  Getting out of the, he led her towards the front door of the unit he had parked in front of.  The insides of the windows were covered with white builders paper to conceal what was inside.   

He opened the glass-covered door with a scratched off logo on it and motioned her inside.  Kate slowly stepped through the door and saw a wide open space with a large desk against one of the walls with cabinets behind it.  It looked very similar to the clinic she’d worked at, except the shelves and desk were empty and covered with dust.  There was an abandoned chair in front of the desk, and construction materials, primarily lumber, on the floor.   

Looking across the space, she saw a long hallway with open doors, and inside a very distant room at the end she saw a large therapy table.  It all looked familiar.  

“What is this place?”  she turned to him.  

“It’s a clinic.  Suitable for physical therapy.”  

“Well, I can see that.  But why did you bring me here?  It looks like it shut down a while ago.”  The air was musty.   

“This…  Is… Yours.”  Peter said simply.  “It came on the market months ago because the prior owners wanted to sell and couldn’t, so they let the lease lapse.  When I saw it, I knew it was perfect for you.”  

Kate’s mind reeled.  

“Perfect for me?”  

“Perfect for your new clinic.  Like I said, it’s yours.  At least sort of.”  

“What do you mean it’s mine?”  

“I mean you now have a clinic of your own that you can run.  Well, that is once you sign the corporation papers along with me as your partner.”  

“Partner?  What do you mean?”  She understood vaguely the concept of what he was proposing, but her thoughts were too cluttered.  Peter stood there and began smiling.  

“Yes, Kate.  I want to be your silent partner in this.  I want to invest in you and in a clinic that you run.  I believe very strongly in your skills, and your ability to work with people, and to make a difference for them.  And I think you would make a phenomenal owner/manager/therapist.” 

The impact of what he was saying began sinking into her. 

“Like this is my clinic?  To set up and run?”  He nodded.  Suddenly her brain caught up and realized what Peter was telling her. 

This would be her own place, a place where she could have the best people working with her and help people every day without having to worry about anyone else making her decisions.  Without the shadow of a parent corporation hovering over her head. 

He continued outlining the proposal.  “Rent is prepaid for two years to get your feet under you, and then after that, we split the profits ninety percent to you and ten percent to me.  That should make sure that your father is well taken care of as long as he needs to be.  Based on my projections, my ten percent should be enough to pay off my initial investment within five years.” 

Opening his bag, he pulled out a sheaf of papers and handed it to her.  Scanning it quickly, Kate saw that while it was rife with legal paragraphs, the relevant points had been highlighted, and he was telling the truth about everything he had just told her.  Her head was spinning.  

“Is this…are you serious?”  

“Absolutely.  Now you know why I couldn’t say anything about any of it.  If those developers knew I was doing this, it would be a clear conflict of interest and I’d possibly be subject to a massive lawsuit.  I had to wait for your clinic to actually shut down before I could tell anyone except for my personal attorneys.”   

Tears welled in her eyes as Kate looked at Peter.  He had just handed her the keys to all her dreams without a second thought.

“It’s been killing me not to tell you what I was planning, but now I hope you understand.”  His eyes softened.    

She thought about her father at home, who would need some more time to recover.  “My father is at home recovering.  There’s no way I have the time to spend anywhere else setting things up.  I need to be with him.”  

Peter thought for a second.  “Are you okay with nursing care?”  

“What do you mean?”  

“I mean I can hire someone a few days a week for a few hours.  Enough to bridge the gaps for when you need to be at the clinic or must meet with people.  That way somebody will be there with him.”  

“Peter, that’s ridiculously expensive, I already priced it out.”  

“Don’t worry.  I can use it as a tax write off and say I’m donating it to a family in need as a charitable gesture.”  Kate realized he’d thought everything through and he had a solution to everything.  And he truly wanted to help her. 

“Are you…I can’t believe you’re willing to do this for me?”  It came as a question.  She wanted to know why a man who barely knew her and who’d had one date with her would wish to do these things. 

Her whole existence for the past several years had been under the shadow of her just not being good enough, and here came a man out of nowhere who was giving her everything she wanted and seemingly wanted nothing in return.  

“I…don’t know what to say.  It’s like you’re handing me all my dreams on a silver platter.”  Her voice stammered and Peter moved closer to her, taking her chin in his hand and looking down into her eyes that were shimmering with grateful tears.  

“If you’re willing to make all my dreams come true, say you’ll be more than just my business partner.”  He leaned in and kissed her gently.  Emotions flooded her body.  The kiss ignited her body with fire from her lips down to her toes.  The moment almost seemed right to give in to what she really wanted.  She was immediately desperate for his touch. 

She pulled away slightly, still apprehensive about what he had just revealed.  Her future, her clinic and the possibility to create something exactly like she had always wanted had just been handed to her.  Then she looked into his eyes and saw nothing but genuine affection on the face of a man who adored her.   

“I…I will.”Her heart flooded with emotion and her eyes welled with tears… ones of joy this time.  Stepping towards him she looked up and let her mouth move towards his, meeting his lips in another soft kiss.  Their lips seared together, and this time Kate let her emotions go and really embraced the feeling of kissing the man she loved, and who loved her and wanted with every fibre of his being to care for her.  

Trembling, she broke the kiss and felt his arms wrap around her.  Leaning into his chest, she inhaled his scent and let her arms close around him.  Looking up into his warm brown eyes she kissed him softly again, now eager to feel his hard lips against hers.  His stubble scratched her nose.  

“I’d love that.  Partner.”  He smiled down at her and they kissed again, this time harder and with more passion.  Her body filled with a wonderful feeling of rightness in his embrace and she felt her skin start to tingle with what had recently become a familiar feeling of lust.  

Kate’s mind reeled as she broke their kiss again and then turned around to look more carefully at the massive space Peter was providing for her.  The doors they had recently walked through opened into a large area that held a desk that looked perfect for reception.  There was a flight of stairs leading down, and a long hallway with doors going off on either side of it.

“There are six rooms suitable for clinic use, and the basement downstairs has the same floor space as up here but is open, except for a bathroom and a spare room for storage,” Peter said.  “There’s one large room in the very back I thought you could use for your own office and treatment space, and it has the most windows looking out onto the parking lot.” 

He waved towards the front door.  “There’s tons of foot traffic and parking right next to the building, and you’re in an ideal location for a bunch of new condos they’ve just built beside the plaza and down the road, which will soon house tons of potential customers.  You’ll need to put together a proper marketing plan, but I can help with that.” 

Kate’s head started swimming with the possibilities.  Instantly a floor plan burst into her head.  Excitedly she began walking around the space, pointing and talking in quick sentences. 

“Reception can stay there, but we need a new larger desk and some more cabinets.  We should install a bathroom here on the main floor for handicapped access, and one office can move downstairs so it will be quieter for massage therapy.  The main rooms can be run on an alternating pattern.”  She paused and turned to look at Peter with a smile.  “How do you feel about funding some renovations?” 

He laughed.  “I can probably find a budget for that.” 

“There’s so much to do!”  she squealed.  “I have to tell Sonia and try to see if we can keep Michael as another therapist.  I’m…”  it hit her again that her dream had suddenly come true.  “I’m the owner?”

Peter smiled and nodded. “Just as soon as you sign the papers, yes.”  Kate was overwhelmed with excitement and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly.  She felt him quickly squeeze her and he smelled her hair.  She pulled back again to look him in the eyes.  “I mean…we’re the owners.” 

All she could think right now was just when she thought he had taken everything she needed away from her, he had turned everything on its head and given far more right back. 

Kate passionately kissed him again, feeling his strong arms around her body and his lips perfectly melted into her own.  It felt so right to be finally letting herself give in to her love and his generosity. 

They walked around the entire space. Peter showed her all the offices and the large open space that was available for them downstairs.  Kate saw it would take considerable work to put it all together, but as usual Peter had thought of that, and already had contractors on standby to help her.   

“I’m thinking you could be ready to open in about four weeks, which would be perfect to give everyone you want to bring over here a few weeks off, and then get running almost right away.  I also budgeted for you to be able to pay your staff for any further weeks they’re delayed.  If they can come in and help with setting up, then that’s great.”  He had planned for everything.  

“But Peter, this is going to cost you a fortune.”  

“Kate, I’m not careless.  I’ve run the numbers.  Even with the initial investment, this is a solid break even for me, especially with a competent woman like you at the helm.  And even if it doesn’t break even, if it meant I had the chance to work alongside you…”  He trailed off again and Kate blushed. 

“How can you want to do this for me?  We’ve had one date.  You barely know me.”  

“Kate, I’ve known you much longer than that.  The way you are with people, the dedication to your family and how hard you work, it all just makes you even more incredible.  You’re beautiful and intelligent.  And that I’ve completely fallen for you just seals it.” 

His hand slid into her grip and he squeezed it.  Kate felt a flood of emotion flow through her again and without thinking, she pulled him to her mouth and kissed him again, this time harder.

The relief she felt from what he had shown her and the generous way he had approached it made her body relax.  His arms moving across her back and his lips on hers started to ignite a flame inside her she had known was there along, but that had been stifled because she’d allowed her brain to override her loving instincts.  

Her body was now responding to him, and this time she wasn’t reining it in.  She could smell his scent, feel his muscles, and suddenly the small fire became a flame, and she pressed her body harder against him, wanting more.  Kate wanted to be as close to him as she could possibly be, and there was only one way to do that.  Urgency for him flowed through her body.    

She pulled him towards the very back area where her office was supposed to go, knowing there was a large desk there, and that the windows were covered with white building paper so they could remain unseen. 

When they entered the large room, she pushed him back against the dusty desk and started unbuttoning his shirt.  “Kate…what…?”  he said.  She leaned in and kissed him again.  

“Shut up, Peter..”   Opening his shirt, she exposed his muscular chest with a faint covering of hair like she remembered from the massage table.  Leaning in to kiss him there, she inhaled his scent again, and then slid up his body and kissed his mouth hungrily. 

This time he too responded with passion, and his tongue battled fiercely with hers.  Kate heard a low growl and his hands suddenly found her shirt, roughly pulling it over her head.  She gasped and smiled as it slid over her head and then kissed him again, pushing her bra-covered chest into his bare one. 

His hands moved to her back, unhooking her bra with ease, and then she was topless in front of him.  Her breath was panting rapidly and he looked at her naked torso with hunger and lust, then pulled her to him and bent down to take a breast into his mouth.  

Feeling his mouth on her sensitive skin, and then his lips around her erect nipple, made her hiss with excitement, and without her telling it to, her hip started grinding against his leg.  She could feel his erection.

All the emotion she had built for all these weeks, and all the hunger pent up inside her exploded.  Kate moved her hand to his groin and found a hardness awaiting her touch while she continued moving her mouth from his lips to his chest and neck.  His skin tasted musky and delicious to her mouth, and it only served to increase her need for him. 

The air was filled with the haze of the dust they had thrown off the desk.  Peter spun her around and quickly pulled down her elastic pants with one fast movement, exposing her bare hips and her panties.  Kate eagerly stepped out of them, wanting nothing but her skin close to him.  Her need was flowing through her cleft, and she was already wet between her legs. 

He turned her around again and she leaned backwards over the desk, opening her legs to him with loud panting, and Peter dropped to his knees in front of her, pushing his head between her legs.  She gasped as she felt his mouth cover the thin material of her panties and the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, and he began kissing and licking at her.

Kate pulled on his hair before he could even dip his tongue into her and brought him to his feet, trying to show him what she needed so desperately from him in that moment.  She knew he understood when he pushed her back more and she lay back on the large dusty desk, feeling the hard surface beneath her bare back.  Her breasts stood straight up, nipples proudly erect because of his recent touch.  

She felt him fumbling at his pants, and she spread her legs with eager anticipation.  Her pussy was as wet as she had ever felt it.  She thought about finally having this gorgeous man that had done so much for her inside of her, consummating their union together.  They had danced around each other for months, and finally Kate would be able to let herself go and be with him wholeheartedly.  

She felt his hand pull her damp panties aside, and then he was finally pushing his cock inside her.  When the head split her opening wide, she felt a wonderful fullness, and a current of sexual pleasure coursed from her hips up her entire body.

“OH!  YES!”  Kate arched her back as she felt his penetration.  He slid inside two inches, then back out to coat his cock with her wetness, and then back in further.  Each time he thrust, she felt more of him inside her, sending bolts of electricity through her entire body, until finally he was as deep as he could go.  She could feel his pelvis resting against hers, his throbbing hardness pulsing as they became one.  

His hands were on her bare legs and he leaned forward, sucking on her nipple again, as she felt him move with passion inside her, as if he couldn’t control himself. With every thrust he growled primally.  

“YES PETER!  OH!” she cried each time he moved out and pounded back in, her hands reaching for his naked chest to come closer to her and bring his skin against hers.  Every movement seared another shock through her body like she’d never felt before. They kissed again and he slid deep, making her pussy contract around him as he moaned into her mouth.  

Then he stopped moving and broke the kiss again, looking down at her in awe.  Kate lay there panting and mewling from his passion, and she wrapped her legs around him, never wanting his body to leave hers.  He leaned closer and kissed her tenderly, then started to move again, this time with more urgency. 

“Kate…ah…Kate…yes…YES…”  He moaned with every thrust, and she knew he was trying hard to hold on.  But all she wanted was for him to explode inside of her, and she started to squeeze him with her kegel muscles.    

“YES!  PETER!  Please, give it to me!”  Kate cried.  Hearing those words of encouragement, he arched his back and let out a loud series of gasps, and then she felt a wonderful wetness fill her with spurt after spurt filling her insides.  There was so much she felt his cum coat her insides, and then it started to drip out around him and coat her inner thighs.  He gave a couple more hard thrusts and she saw his body shake with his massive release, and then he stopped and began panting for breath.  

Once he opened his eyes she smiled at him, wanting him to know that was exactly what she’d wanted.  He leaned towards her and kissed her tenderly once again, their tongues seeking refuge in each other’s mouths. His chest pressed against her heaving breasts.  He cupped her chin lovingly as he looked deep into her eyes. 

“I hope you know I’m never letting you go,” he said simply.  Her body glowed not only with the sensations of their physical coupling, but also with the idea she could be with such an incredible man.  The lovemaking she had just experienced with him, only cemented her recent confidence that they were perfect for each other as partners.

Lying there, she felt his lips gently kiss her repeatedly, and his hands stroke her hair while he softened inside her.  It was as if he never wanted to leave her, and she knew she didn’t want him to.    

Pulling himself slowly out of her he stood up and sighed.  “Well, that was a wonderful first business meeting.  I can’t wait for our weekly ones,” Kate giggled.  Her body was still flushed with excitement and sexual release.  She felt the cold cover of the desk against her bare skin, but now it felt exhilarating. 

“I don’t think they’re only going to be weekly.”  Her body was trembling with pleasure, and all she wanted was more.  “In fact, I think I want another one tonight.”  She stepped off the desk and kissed him again.  His skin was her new addiction.   

As they slowly dressed together, she found herself touching Peter randomly just to make sure he was close enough for her to do so.  Every few seconds it seemed like one of them needed to touch the other.  Finally, he kissed her hard again and looked into her eyes.  

“I should get you back to the old clinic and I can help you with loading up your stuff.  And you’ll need to make plans to start moving your clients over, once we establish an opening day.  And tell the staff.”  Kate was filled with excitement.  In a single moment her entire outlook for the future had changed completely. 

She looked over her shoulder as they pulled out of the parking lot at the space that within a month would be her new professional home.  Then over at the man who’d made it possible.  Her body felt a warm glow inside of it she hadn’t felt in years, one of hope, and finally looking forward to what lay ahead of her with confidence. 


CHAPTER 9

She heard the door open, and Peter walked in for the first time in a week, having been away on a business trip.  He stood just inside the door, looked around and whistled.  “Wow, you’ve done a lot in a short amount of time.”  

“It’s been a bit crazy,” she murmured, her fingers busy on the computer keyboard.  The initial clinic email system had been overwhelmed with appointment requests, and she was relating to the nice problem to have of trying to schedule so many clients properly. 

“Are we alone?” he asked.  His voice sounded nervous, and Kate relished the fact she’d thrown him off his usual confident stride.  

“Yep.  All alone.  I sent everyone home early.”  

“Is everything okay?”  

“More than okay.  I was just hoping we could spend some time alone.  And I was actually hoping for something else as well.”  She moved quickly to him and found his lips with her own.  Peter responded quickly, sliding his tongue into her mouth and wrapping his strong arms around her.  They stood there, swaying together naturally in their mutual embrace. 

“Mmm…I should go away more often,” Peter grinned. 

Kate leaned into his chest and smelled his scent, and she felt comforted by his arms around her.  Since she had finally succumbed to her affection for him, she had a hard time tearing herself away from him whenever they were finally together.  She kissed him again, this time harder, and felt his probing tongue touch hers, which always made her knees weaken. 

Finally Kate managed to tear her mouth away from his, knowing what she had planned for him to enjoy.  “I was wondering if you wanted to do another massage?  I have my office all set up for it.”  

She saw his eyes twinkle, and a smile crossed his lips.  “I’d love that.  In your new office?”  She nodded with a mischievous look on her face. 

“Except I thought maybe this time…you could massage me?”  His mouth dropped open.  He quickly snapped it shut as she took his hand and led him towards the large space she had created for herself to practice in.  

Kate had prepared for this evening, since she knew the two of them could be alone and uninterrupted.  Peter walked in and laughed when he saw a bottle of Chardonnay on the desk with two glasses, and candles placed strategically around the room.  “This looks incredible, Kate.”  

Walking to the desk, Kate opened the bottle and poured them each a glass, handing one to Peter.  His eyes never left hers as they touched glasses and each drank a small sip.  Then he looked over at the large massage table pulled away from the wall.  It had a small bottle of massage oil sitting on it, and several towels folded on top. 

“I don’t know if I’ll have the same skills you do.”    

“Sometimes it’s not about the skill, it’s about the connection,” Kate opined.  She meant every word.  The feelings she had for Peter after everything he had done for her made her heart glow with desire for him, and she had planned the evening as a small way of demonstrating to him how much she wanted him. 

Taking another sip of her wine, she put her glass down on the desk.  

“Are you comfortable with touching me?” she asked in a seductive voice.  Intentionally, she had worn exactly what she usually wore when she had been treating him, simple scrub trousers and a t-shirt.  

Kate locked eyes with him and then slowly found the waistband of her pants and slid them down, revealing her bare legs.  The thin panties she wore were black lace. 

“I…yes, I’d love to touch you, Kate,” he replied softly.  Slowly she pulled up her shirt to reveal the matching bra to the panties she wore and dropped it to the floor.  Slowly walking around the room, she felt Peter’s eyes gazing intently at her nearly naked body while she methodically lit all the candles. 

When Kate shut the lights off, the low glow of the candlelight touched her skin and gave it enough shadow that she knew it showed off her athletic body perfectly.  All Peter could do was stare and continue to sip at his wine while she prepared the room for her planned seduction. 

“Take your clothes off.”  

Peter put down his glass and unbuttoned his shirt slowly, never taking his eyes off her.  Slowly his muscular chest was revealed, and then his hands moved to his pants, undoing his belt and then sliding them down.  His boxer briefs showed the erect bulge of the member she was already so familiar with. 

Once he was down to his shorts, Kate walked over to him and pushed him back onto the desk behind him, kissing him hard and wrapping her arms around his neck.  Feelings of affection had morphed into lust, and she wanted to feel his powerful arms and skin against hers. 

As she suspected, their kiss turned quickly into their tongues swirling in each others’ mouths, and their hands sliding over every inch of each other.  He leaned into her neck, and she felt his velvet tongue slide across her skin, and then he inhaled. 

Her hands touched his chest, his back and arms gently, as if she couldn’t get enough of his skin under her fingers.  She had felt it many times before, but now it was a different kind of touch.  

Kissing him again, she finally stepped back and indicated the table.  “Are you ready to touch me?”  He stood up and nodded, with lust in his eyes.  

She wanted to be completely naked with him.  Her hands moved to the clasp of her bra and she unhooked it, letting it fall to the floor and baring her breasts to him for the first time today.  Then she turned away, knowing he liked to see her ass and slowly bent over, sliding her panties slowly down her bare legs. 

Dropping the lace to the floor she turned again, finally naked in front of him.  Kate almost told him just to throw away the seduction and take her right there on the floor.  She could see the lust in his eyes. 

Then he matched her movement and she watched as he gently slid his briefs down.  His generous cock sprang into view, hard and sticking straight out in front of him.  Peter locked eyes with her and they shared a long moment of just being naked together and adoring each other. 

Kate walked over to the table and retrieved the bottle of oil sitting there.  She handed it to Peter, letting her fingers graze lightly over his.  Enjoying the seduction, she turned and lay down on the bed face down.  “I can’t wait to feel you touching me.”  Her body shivered and goosebumps broke out across her skin, anticipating Peter’s hands on her.

She felt him approach the table, and then the sound of oil rubbing into his hands.  Just like she began her massages, he placed his hands on her lower back and started to move them in slow, even circles on both sides of her spine at the same time. 

“Mmm…that’s fantastic.”  Kate sighed.  

“I’m glad you approve.  Feel free to coach me through this,” Peter murmured to her.  

“You’re doing just fine.”  

His hands swirled across her lower back some more, and then up higher to her shoulder blades and neck.  She could sense his hips beside her, and she wanted to reach out to find his erection with her hand but restrained herself.    

Soon he moved from her upper back to the lower again, and then she finally felt his hands slide down the backs of her legs.  When he grazed her ass cheeks, she clenched her glutes and sighed loudly as an invitation to touch her there.      

He took his time and slowly worked his hands up the backs of both legs, starting at the calves and then moving his hands up and around each leg, climbing higher and higher until her thighs blocked access to her hips.  When he finished the first leg and started on the second, Kate spread her legs wider, to show him how much she wanted him to touch her between them. 

She knew her slit was glistening with wetness that he would be able to see.  The room had grown silent as his hands continued travelling over her body. 

This time when he reached the upper reaches of her leg his fingers slid to the inside and grazed her swollen lips.  The touch of his hand felt like an electric shock and she gasped, pushing her hips up off the table. 

His hand swirled around, and for the first time today he gripped her ass cheek fully, kneading it gently, and then allowing his hand to slide inside with every circular movement, touching her wetness every time he came around. Switching sides, he began with the same process on her other cheek. 

Kate felt her entire body tingling.  All she wanted was for him to touch her even more, to slide his fingers inside her and give her the release she wanted so badly.  Just like Peter had done on the table when she had touched him, she raised her hips and pushed her ass into his hands, moaning softly.  He had to know how turned on she was.

With a quick movement above her, she gasped when Peter used his hands to spread her ass cheeks, and then she felt his hot breath on her and his tongue licked her between her cheeks from behind.  He inhaled, and then licked her slowly from her asshole down to her pussy and back up again. 

“Oh my God!” she cried.  Nobody had ever used their tongue and lips on her there, and it was one of the sexiest things she had ever felt.  

“Mmm…you taste so good.”  His voice was low, and he growled while he continued kissing her round cheeks and tonguing her wet slit and ass. 

“Peter…oh my God…that feels so good…”  All she wanted to do was turn over and let him mount her and finally merge their bodies together like she had fantasized about.  His cock in her pussy, his lips on hers, and their skin sliding slickly against each other.  

But instead, she felt him spread her cheeks even wider, and then his fingers invaded her pussy from behind.  Without any resistance two of them slid into her, and with the penetration along with his tongue continuing to rim her back door, she felt her body tense, and she cried out. 

“AH!  OH!  Peter!  I’m…going to…!”  her body made one final muscular spasm and then a wave of bliss crashed into her with a tumultuous orgasm.  Pushing her hips up hard into his face, she gasped loudly and felt her body release wetness all over the table below her. 

“OH!  OH!” she cried.  Kate couldn’t control the ecstasy that was shooting through her athletic frame.  Peter finally moved away and she was allowed to slowly come down from the high he had created within her with his mouth and fingers. 

“Mmm…” she heard him say, “…that was completely worth the wait.” 

“I can’t even…oh my God, Peter…”  Kate rolled onto her side, still feeling waves of pleasure roll down her body.  He stood there, naked and hard before her, gazing down at her nakedness.  “I’ve never had anyone do that to me before.”  

“There’s lots more where that came from.  At least I hope there is.”  

His cock was within her reach, and she motioned him to bring it closer to her head.  He approached her, and her hand wrapped around the thick hardness that was slick with the oil he had covered her body with.  Giving it gentle strokes, she saw him close his eyes. 

“If you keep touching me, I’m not going to last long.  And I can’t wait to be inside you.”  

“Yes, you can.”  Kate purred, knowing there was no way they would only have one time together tonight.  She rolled forward and engulfed his member in her mouth, feeling the delicious spongy head slide through her lips, and using her tongue to move around the shaft with ease.  

Her desire for him overwhelmed her.  She wanted to bring him the same level of pleasure he had just brought her, and then later they could come together as two people simultaneously merging into one. 

Sucking him hard and licking him fiercely, his hands cupped her head as he started to moan loudly and encourage her.  “God…Kate…yes…please…I need you…”  His hips moved and he started fucking her mouth. 

Within brief moments she heard his moans become cries, and his cock started to swell inside her mouth.  Holding him firmly with her lips, she slid her tongue faster beneath the shaft, and waited for him to give her what she was craving.  

“HUH!  HUH!  HUH!  FUCK!  KATE!” he cried, and with the final calling of her name she felt him pulse, and a warm shot of delicious cream exploded into her mouth and throat.  It was quickly followed by another, and then another as she eagerly swallowed his salty essence.  

Giving his shaft one final long lick, she released him, and then he was on top of her, crushing his lips into hers with lust and affection.  Her body was slick from the oil and they slid together on top of the table, fiercely making up for all the tension they had pent up for so long with each other.  

“I’m never letting you go.  I hope you know that,” he whispered, kissing her again gently. 

Standing up, he walked naked to the desk and topped up their wineglasses, handing her one as she lay naked on the table.  The light of the candles threw shadows over both of their skins, providing the perfect canvas for christening her new office.  

Kate sat up, still trembling, and accepted the glass he handed to her with a light kiss on her lips.  She felt like a respected lover, and her whole body was glowing.  

“This clinic is going to be a huge success, and it’s mostly because of you,” he said.  Kate laughed.  The confidence and support he was giving her was almost overwhelming. 

“Actually, it’s completely because of you.  I hope you know how grateful I am for everything you’ve done for me.”  She wanted Peter to know how much she appreciated not only that he supported her financially, but that she had also fallen head over heels for him. 

Her body was still on fire from what they had just done together, and she sipped at the wine, swishing it around in her mouth and relishing the sweet taste combined with the flavour of his release into her mouth.  She wanted more from him, but she knew he might need to wait until his body recharged before she could have at him again.  It would be worth the wait. 

Kate slid on the shirt that had been discarded on the floor and then tossed Peter his underwear.  “Let’s walk around the place.  I can show you what ideas I have for the future.” 

He laughed.  “Seeing you dressed bottomless like this gives me lots of ideas for the future.” 

Kate blushed. “Now, we need to remain professional, Peter.  This is a business arrangement, after all,” she said with a wry smile. 

He slid on his shorts and followed her out the door and into the main clinic hallway. 

Kate pointed to the desk. “This is obviously Sonia’s nerve centre.  Thanks to our low overhead I gave her a raise.”  Peter nodded.  “I changed to a different computer system that’s cheaper and better, and most of the storage is online.  You saw the website?” 

“Yes, it’s fantastic.  And booking people online is a great idea.”  Any compliment he gave her made Kate glow with pride.  While he had been away he had given her some ideas, but as a true partner he let her run with them, and mostly only gave her the resources she needed to make things work. 

“Back here on the shelves will be products, and we’ll have a smoothie bar option, because…if you’ll kindly follow me downstairs good sir?”  She shook her bare butt in front of him playfully.  His eyes bored into her from behind. 

They descended the stairs together and walked into a small fitness centre.  There were racks of equipment and several machines bordering the walls. 

“This is where our kinesiologists and clients can do their exercises.  It’s a fantastic space, and people seem to be very comfortable exercising here.  We can also sell cheap memberships which will help our clients’ retention.”  

Peter nodded and whistled.  “This is a feature no other clinic has.  You used the space perfectly.” 

Kate felt sexy being surrounded by the full length mirrors circling the room that showed off both of them at every angle.  Her inhibitions gone to the wind, and knowing exactly what she wanted from Peter, she slid her shirt over her head.  “Would you like to get some exercise right now?”  

He looked at her and then laughed, looking from one mirror to the next.  With a confident single stride, his arms were around her and his mouth was on hers again.  She felt his cock stiffen in his shorts, and knew that he was ready for her again, which was exactly what she wanted.  

Turning herself around, she watched as his lips descended to her neck and his hands found her breasts, gently kneading the sensitive skin, and she gasped as his fingers grazed her nipples.  His erection pushed into her cheeks from behind.  

“Lie down on the bench,” she whispered.  He walked over to the workout bench on display in the middle of the room and slid his shorts down.  His cock sprang out and she saw him look at her again with hungry eyes while she stroked it gently. 

As he lay down slowly on the bench, she walked over to him and marveled at his body.  He was athletic, and his muscles were enticing.  She remembered the first time she had touched him many months ago, but all she could think about now was how much more she wanted from him, tonight and far into the future. 

Sliding across his body, Kate felt his erection push against her wet opening and he looked up into her eyes.  “Kate…I want you so much.”  

She nodded, saying, “No more than I want you, lover,” and slid up against his thick head, and then finally she was on top of him and gasped as he slid inside her completely.

The way he filled her and fit inside her perfectly, the sensation of his skin sliding against her most sensitive areas, and his hands gripping her naked hips, made her gasp as she suddenly realized that without warning her body was going to climax with barely any penetration.  

“AH!  Peter!  Oh my…GOD!”  He pushed himself up into her and she squeezed him hard as her body crested and she felt spasms flow over her.  Lying on top of him, she panted and allowed herself to enjoy the sensation of the two of them finally as close as they could ever be together. 

He sat up, his trim abdominals flexing, and lowered his legs so she was straddled on top of him with his hard member still inside her.  Hungrily his lips found hers, and she felt him start to grind his hips up, creating an incredible friction within her.  Their tongues slid against each other, and he moaned into her mouth. 

Breaking the kiss, she turned to watch them together in the mirror.  Their bodies moved together in a perfect natural rhythm, accepting each push into each other and then returning it.  It was the most erotic sight she’d ever seen.  His breath was hot on her neck, and she heard him growling low as he continued his fluid motion underneath her. 

She pushed him back down onto the bench, and he smiled and looked up at her as she enveloped him fully.  All Kate wanted in this moment was to make him feel like the most incredible lover in the world, because to her that was exactly what he was. 

She slid up, almost leaving him and then gently lowered herself back down, starting to increase the fervour of the strokes her body was giving to his erection.  He closed his eyes and began breathing harder, and she could feel his hips pushing up urgently into hers. 

As she increased her pace he started to moan and cry out.  

“Yes…YES!  KATE!  I’m…going to…”  and with one final roar, she felt him thrust up strongly into her, and then a delicious wetness filled her as his cock pulsed and released all the tension she’d created inside him.  Their merging finally had come to a place where they could experience joy together without any external pressure.  She lay on his chest, feeling his heart beat rapidly in his chest as his body slowed.  

He lay there panting, and then sat up again, still keeping their bodies together, and his mouth found hers with passion.  Taking hold of her face and looking deep into her eyes, he kissed her gently one more time.   “You are the most incredible woman I’ve ever been with.”  Kate felt a thrill of true passion and total acceptance of his love for the first time.   

A warm wave of emotion flooded over her body, and Kate knew that from that moment on, she was completely his.  She never wanted to spend another day without being with him, in his arms and in his bed.  Building their life together was just beginning, and there was no part of the future they couldn’t take care of together.  

As they dressed and laughed about their christening of the basement of the clinic, Peter suggested dinner as a celebration.  “Vecchio’s?  I’m sure we can find something for your father to enjoy.  We can stop by the nursing home when we get home.” 

Kate pulled him to her in a strong embrace, kissing him yet again.  The idea of finding her perfect lover and partner as a patient had come full circle.  She knew then she could be happy and secure with her wonderful partner, who she’d met as a simple client.   

THE END


The connection between Peter and Kate isn’t over.  Want to read the epilogue?  Simply sign up for my newsletter HERE or at www.vickievaughan.ca and you will receive another chapter of Forbidden Touch to your inbox! 

I always appreciate reviews!  If you click HERE you can leave a review for this title on Amazon.  If you didn’t like it, please tell me why via email at vickievaughanauthor@gmail.com.    

Special thanks to Tex Beethoven for his editing skills! You can reach him at texbeet@gmail.com for editing work if you need someone fantastic!

As always, you can find my books on Amazon and Goodreads.  Some of my previous erotica titles:    

The White Hotwife Trilogy

Hotwife in Paradise

The Yoga Hotwife

Sweat and Submission

Hunting Their Unicorn

Student House Submission:  The Complete Series

And many others!

Most titles only .99 or free to read on Kindle Unlimited!
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