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  “COULD you state your full name for the record, please?” Jay cleared his throat. “Jaydin Nicholas Ellis.”


  “And your occupation is?”


  “I’m a sex therapist.”


  “You understand this is a civil mediation to determine whether a formal hearing should be held? And that if it comes to a formal hearing, you could lose your accreditation?”


  Jay nodded. They’d both been asked to come to the offices of the Association that had issued his accreditation and where the complaint against him had been lodged. Although it wasn’t a judicial hearing and he couldn’t be sent to jail, it had been suggested to both of them that they be accompanied by their solicitors.


  “Please answer with yes or no. Our transcribing system sadly can’t interpret gestures or feelings, so we need actual verbal acknowledgements.”


  “Yes, I understand,” Jay elaborated, briefly looking at the screen where a written account of every spoken word appeared as soon as it was uttered.


  The woman sitting in front of him smiled kindly. “We’re simply here to clear up some discrepancies in the different accounts of what happened and to make sure there is no misunderstanding with either party. As usual in these cases, the subject matter is quite sensitive and the accreditation board prefers it when we do our homework before they decide whether the complaint is valid or not. My experience is that it is much easier if we put things on the table and discuss them openly in this private setting to begin with, instead of in front of a full board.” Jay nodded again, still looking fixedly at the thirty-something mediator who was assigned to their case. She was a rather beautiful woman, though she could do with a bit of make-up and maybe a less-mousy wardrobe, but then the turtleneck she was wearing was probably The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  preferred wardrobe in this environment. He didn’t dare look over to his far right, to the man who had sued him for sexual harassment.


  She turned to him now. “Mr. MacAllister, could you give us your full name and occupation, please?”


  “Albert James MacAllister, and I’m a project manager for a major public relations firm.”


  “Very well,” the officer stated, tapping the small touchpad in front of her. “Mr. MacAllister, could you, in your own words, state your complaint, please?”


  Jay tensed up. He didn’t want to hear Mack say it, so he looked down at his hands, which were resting on the conference table.


  “I believe Mr. Ellis crossed a fine line during our therapy sessions and I feel violated… extremely uncomfortable with that.” While Mack’s voice had sounded in command and strong when he introduced himself, Jay heard the slight quiver betraying his nerves when he stated why he had sued the therapist.


  Just like the first time they met.


  


  “HI,” he stated, holding out his hand after Jay had opened the door. “I’m Albert MacAllister, but people call me Mack.” His handshake was strong and dry, like he’d wiped his hand on the side of his trousers before walking in. He was a handsome man, but not in the classic sense of the word, and at least ten years Jay’s senior, if not more. His piercingly bright eyes defied being classified as any specific colour, and Jay felt the self-assured gaze of a confident man. He smiled at him, trying to make him feel at ease. “I’m Jaydin Ellis, and people call me Jay. Please come in and make yourself comfortable.” It wasn’t your typical therapist’s office. There was a desk with an integrated computer in the corner and two comfortable chairs in the The Fine Line by Zahra Owens


  3


  middle, standing at an angle. The room was L-shaped and in the short leg was a recliner chair, but Jay didn’t like using that until the client was more comfortable so he indicated that Mack should sit down in one of the single chairs.


  Despite his earlier confident entrance, Jay could tell the man wasn’t totally at ease, but then most people who came to his office had been through numerous doctors and therapists before arriving at this place and Jay really couldn’t blame him.


  “Let’s get straight to the point, shall we?” he offered. “Most of our time in this room will be spent talking. It’s important that you are honest with me, and to help you do that I will be honest with you as well.


  Also, I call things by their name and it would be easiest if you do this too.


  Anatomical parts have official names and it’s easier to use the right ones than to use euphemisms, don’t you agree?” He saw the other man nod, but not with great confidence. “Also, nothing that happens here leaves this room. I take notes and these do not leave this office. In some cases I will record our session, but I will ask for your express permission before doing so and you will be well aware of the camera at that time. Do you have any questions right now?”


  Mack sat up straighter. “How do you work? I’ve seen quite a few therapists, without much success, and you were recommended to me, but I realise I have no idea what makes you so special?” Jay smiled. He was asked this question quite often. “I don’t know if I’m special, but I do know I have quite a high success rate. I use general things like conversation. I’m not a Freudian so I don’t believe your childhood is to blame for everything. I simply feel there are blockages inside people that prevent them from functioning normally, and frank conversation can come a long way in resolving these blockages. I will also teach you some relaxation techniques, since some people are just too tense to be in any kind of mood to perform sexually. In some cases I use hypnosis to lower the barriers we create for ourselves. I often record those sessions, simply to show my clients afterwards that when they The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  lower their barriers, they sometimes can do the things they would like to do, but believe they can’t.”


  Mack nodded that he understood.


  “Now, I usually don’t talk this much. It’s your turn. Can you tell me why you feel you need a therapist?”


  Jay could tell Mack was uncomfortable with the question but he knew that this was the easy part, so he gave him enough time to formulate his answer. He saw the man shift in his chair and lean forward until his elbows were resting on his knees.


  


  “MR. ELLIS, could you tell us what type of people you usually treat?”


  “My average patient is a man with an erectile dysfunction for which they cannot find a physical cause. This could mean an inability to maintain an erection, or to achieve an erection. An inability to reach orgasm or premature ejaculation. Some men can only achieve orgasm on their own and not with a partner. Occasionally I also treat men with fetishes who want a more normal sexual life.”


  “Very well, sir,” the officer answered, without a hint of emotion on her face. “Since we are here in a private setting, Mr. MacAllister has allowed me to ask you this question and has given you leave to answer it, since this is information necessary for these proceedings. Could you tell us why you were treating him?”


  “When Mack… Mr. MacAllister first came to see me he was suffering from severe erectile dysfunction. He was functionally impotent and could not even achieve sexual release through masturbation, although physically his specialists couldn’t find anything wrong with him.”


  


  “CAN you tell me what kinds of things you’ve tried?” Jay’s voice The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  was calm and non-judgemental and he tried to give his client enough personal space, even though he too was leaning forward in his chair now, the clipboard with his illegible handwritten notes on it firmly in his hand.


  “Everything I can think of and everything that’s been recommended to me,” Mack answered reluctantly.


  “Porn? Penile pump? Viagra?” Jay rattled off the standard ‘visual stimulation, mechanical stimulation, chemical stimulation’ holy trinity and saw Mack nod every time.


  “You’ve tried masturbating? Have you tried it with a partner?”


  “Both,” Mack stated neutrally. He’d clearly gone through the checklist a few times before. “Nothing happens. Limp like spaghetti.” He chuckled to himself and Jay smiled too, knowing there was nothing to laugh about.


  “Do you get morning erections?”


  “Yes,” Mack admitted. “Not often and not very strong ones, but yes, I do and that’s why they feel I’m physically perfectly normal.”


  “How long have you had this problem?”


  “Always have,” Mack answered matter-of-factly.


  Jay swallowed. This guy was a virgin? And an anorgasmic virgin at that. “Do you have sexual desire? It is possible you’re simply asexual. It’s not unheard of and although society these days sexualises everything, that doesn’t mean you need to.” He stopped when he realised he was rambling.


  “I think if I didn’t have sexual desire, I’d have given up a long time ago, but I do. Even though I have no idea what it must be like, I do long for the whole picture. I’ve kissed and groped and cuddled with…


  someone. I’ve even given blowjobs, but I’ve never…” Mack’s voice trailed off.


  Jay caught himself smiling. Mack was looking away from him, so The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  he’d had the chance to study the man a little closer and despite his solemn promise to himself he’d never fall for his patients, this one was thunderbolt city. The firm handshake at the door had gone straight to his groin. The man had a chiselled chin and vibrant grey-blue-greenish eyes.


  Jay didn’t need to see underneath his clothes to understand that this man took good care of his body. His slightly tight Gap polo shirt revealed a flat stomach and nicely shaped shoulders, pecs and arms. No, he couldn’t do this. No matter what happened, if his therapy cured the man or not, this was doomed to fail.


  “How did your partner react when you couldn’t get an erection?” Jay asked, trying to ignore the fact the other man had just revealed quite naturally that he was gay.


  “He wasn’t my partner, they never were really. As soon as they got their release they were out of there, and surprisingly few realised I hadn’t…”


  “We’re not all like that, I assure you.” It was out of his mouth before he realised it. It wasn’t as if he ever hid the fact that he preferred men in his bed, but he rarely told his patients that. ‘A therapist’s private life and preferences are checked at the door,’ one of his favourite teachers used to tell him, and Jay had always lived by that.


  


  “HOW did the sessions work, Mr. Ellis?” the court officer asked.


  “Mr. MacAllister would come to see me twice a week, after work and on Saturdays, for an hour. The first few weeks we only talked about his experiences and his childhood, and I didn’t find anything unusual there. It all seemed quite ordinary. I didn’t see any reason to believe he’d been sexually abused. He’d never been raped or sexually harassed, so I decided that he could probably benefit from some relaxation therapy. At first he was nervous and I believe he found it hard to comply with my suggestions, but he did his homework and practiced and I could tell he was progressing quite well.”
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  “How could you tell?”


  “He used to fall asleep on my recliner.” Jay chuckled and he stole a quick look in Mack’s direction. His heart leapt when he saw that he too was smiling. “After the third time I had to wake him up, we were only half-way through the session, and I asked him whether he wanted to try and take it further.”


  “Further?” she asked.


  “Once a patient is relaxed and the tension accumulated throughout the day has gone, I like to test how well people react to touch. Some people are very sensitive to being touched and this can cause sexual dysfunction as well.”


  


  “JUST try to keep your arms and legs heavy against the sofa. I’m going to touch your hand with my hand.” Jay tried to keep his voice low and soothing. “Just like when we said hello.” Jay slid his hand underneath Mack’s heavy palm and let their hands fit together like a handshake. He then placed his left hand on top of the joined limbs and tried to relax himself, so his hands became warmer. Mack’s hand wasn’t cold either so he was very loose and calm too.


  “Now put yourself in my hands. Don’t struggle against the movement, simply imagine yourself to be a rag doll.” He slowly lifted Mack’s hand and the arm connected to it. Feeling its relaxed heaviness, he slowly started shaking it from side to side, seeing the movement ripple across the shoulder and to the rest of Mack’s body. “Excellent.” He then did the same with his other arm. “You’re really doing an amazing job.


  How does it feel?”


  “Relaxing,” Mack laughed out loud. “I dunno, I like doing the exercises, they make it easy for me to wind down at night and I think I even sleep better.”


  “That’s good.”
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  “I still have the dreams, though.”


  “You told me you had vividly sexual dreams sometimes, but you never elaborated. We have twenty minutes left. Would you care to tell me about them?”


  Mack seemed to think about it. Eventually he agreed, but his relaxed posture had changed somehow. “There are different kinds. The one I had last night was the rape.”


  “Rape?” Jay asked, trying not to sound shocked, fearing that it would stop Mack from talking.


  “Well, technically speaking it isn’t rape as such.”


  “Please, tell me,” Jay urged him on.


  “This always occurs in a place I’m not comfortable in. Never happens in my bedroom at my house. Yesterday I dreamed it happened at the gym. I was in the shower and a guy accosted me, asked me what I was doing there. So I told him the truth, that I was sweaty from working out and that I wanted to be left alone. Before I knew what was going on, he was pressing me against the wall and was… pushing his cock inside my body.”


  Mack was clearly a little uneasy about divulging his dreams to Jay.


  He’d had enough therapy to know that Jay would suggest that dreams were actually sexual fantasies. Jay remained non-judgemental, though, and didn’t even comment on Mack’s use of the slang word for penis, since the meaning of it was clear to both of them. He just wanted to keep Mack talking about it, hoping to find the real meaning of the dream.


  “Did it hurt?”


  “That was the strange thing. I’d been scared until then and worried that it would hurt. I remember bracing myself, but once he was inside me it felt really good. Of course then I woke up. I can’t even come in my dreams.”


  “Were you sexually aroused when you woke up?” Jay tried to The Fine Line by Zahra Owens


  9


  sound neutral and interested, of course.


  Mack nodded. “It took me until lunchtime to shake it.”


  “Did you have an erection?”


  “Yeah,” Mack admitted rather proudly, but then his mood lowered again. “It went away as soon as I touched it.” Mack righted the recliner and hunched his shoulders. “If only I could actually find some release, life would be a lot less complicated.”


  “Is this dream typical of the dreams you say you keep having?” Jay asked.


  “I don’t know if it’s typical. I don’t get raped in the other ones.”


  “Good,” Jay replied. “Not that a rape fantasy is bad. A lot of people have them, and just because you have the fantasy doesn’t mean that you want it to come true. I was actually wondering if the other dreams had an element of fear in them as well?” Mack inhaled deeply. “There’s one where I’m very close to another body, kissing it, licking it, basically making love to it – this guy is headless by the way, or I should say faceless. I have no idea what he looks like but his body is lean and his skin is soft and almost hairless. Anyway, I’m taking his cock in my mouth and sucking on it and I like the taste and feel of it and then he stops me and tells me he wants me to touch myself.


  I do and he tells me how hot I look jacking off while I’m blowing him. I usually wake up after that.”


  “So he wants it to be reciprocal? That’s nice of him,” Jay chuckled, knowing they were drifting into the euphemisms again. He didn’t want to break their comfortable conversation by pointing that out, though. “I think this is more of your desire speaking. Dreams often reflect our subconscious or not so subconscious desires. Things we would never admit to in real life. Sometimes it makes us face things we don’t want to face in real life.”


  Mack nodded, not looking Jay in the eye. “It’s time, isn’t it?” The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  “Yes,” Jay acknowledged. “Why don’t you write down the dreams you remember in as much detail as you can, and we’ll talk about them some more next time?”


  “Okay,” Mack agreed and got up from the chair to slip his jacket on. They shook hands and then he left.


  


  “SO when did this therapy become more physical, Mr. Ellis?”


  “After I suggested we use hypnosis therapy. Mack agreed to it almost immediately after I suggested it. He said he was ready for some action, so to speak.” Jay chuckled at the memory.


  “Please refrain from personal remarks, Mr. Ellis, just state the facts,” the stern mediator reminded him.


  “Mr. MacAllister? Could you elaborate on your consent for hypnosis?”


  “I agreed to it,” Mack accepted. “Jay suggested it. We’d done a lot of talking already and I wanted to try something else. The relaxation therapy worked really well in relieving my anxiety, so I hoped the hypnosis would help too.”


  “So I gather you trusted Mr. Ellis enough to hypnotise you?”


  “I trusted him completely.”


  “Did you discuss the possibility of physical contact?” Mack nodded. “Yes, we’d discussed it before the hypnosis even.


  We agreed we would let it take its course and that Mr. Ellis would take it slow. He also made it clear to me that I could back out whenever I felt uncomfortable.”


  Jay looked over at Mack, but his gaze wasn’t returned. It felt good to hear that Mack trusted him, although it also made the sting sharper.


  He’d betrayed that trust by taking it further, pushing Mack more than he’d been prepared for.
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  “ARE you comfortable?”


  “Yes,” Mack answered calmly.


  “Good, this is just going to be like before. No different to start with. Close your eyes.” Jay waited until Mack complied with his request and was lying still. Then he continued in a low, soothing voice. “Feel how your body becomes heavy, feel how it weighs on the leather of the seat.


  Be aware of where it touches your skin and where it doesn’t. Try to feel where your clothes are between you and the seat. Are there any places where your clothes are constricting you? Where there’s a crease that’s uncomfortable?”


  “No,” Mack replied after a short pause.


  “Your body is heavy and you are comfortable with being touched.


  You will not jump when I lay my hands on you,” Jay suggested. He placed his hand on Mack’s arm and left it there for a few moments, then he slowly started moving it higher, towards the other man’s shoulder. He got up and moved his hand to Mack’s other arm and shoulder, then took a seat near Mack’s head and slowly placed both his hands on the older man’s chest. He felt Mack breathe easily, his chest rising with each inhalation. They had done this a few times now and every time Jay felt that Mack trusted him more and more. Next would be his legs, from his sock-clad ankles to his knees and thighs. The last time Jay had lingered on Mack’s inner thighs and had seen his erection swell through the fine fabric of the PR-man’s business suit. This time, Mack was wearing sweats as Jay had asked. He hoped that the older man’s groin would react again, so he slowly moved around the recliner to touch Mack’s legs. “You enjoy the touch,” he continued, keeping his voice soothing and accepting, “it relaxes you. You allow your body to feel, even reach out for it. The touch is caring and loving.” As he reached Mack’s upper legs he saw the man part them slightly, inviting Jay to run his hands over the soft cotton between his thighs. Mack moaned softly and Jay held back from moving higher, instead he simply circled the area between Mack’s legs.
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  “Lift your right arm,” Jay suggested calmly after awhile,” and place it over your groin.” Mack complied, so he continued. “Feel how aroused you are. Feel the hardness under your hand, rub it if it feels good.” Again Mack followed Jay’s suggestions and cupped his bulge, then pressed down on it and started moving his hand until the outline of the supine man’s erection became visible through the heavy fabric of the grey cotton track pants. “You can move your hand inside your trousers,” Jay suggested.


  After a brief moment of hesitation, Mack’s hand dipped underneath the elastic band. His breathing was heavy now and as he enveloped his erection with his hand the distended head came into view.


  Mack’s movements were slightly clumsy and he was tensing up.


  “Move your hand up and down, slowly,” Jay instructed. He realised that this man didn’t have a decades-old experience of masturbating to fall back on, so he knew he’d need to take the shortcut.


  “Try to feel for yourself what feels good, vary the pressure and the speed.” He waited for Mack to start experimenting and moved his chair to sit next to him. “Touch the head, it’s very sensitive. Move your finger around the rim, touch the slit.”


  Mack’s breath hitched from time to time, but Jay could see the frustration grow in his face as his movements didn’t seem to bring him closer to release.


  “Speed up your movements a bit, Mack.”


  “It doesn’t work,” the older man hissed, his body now clearly tense.


  Jay moved closer, so he could whisper. “Yes it does, Mack. You’re still hard as a rock. You’re touching yourself and it feels good.” He knew his voice sounded very dirty, but he also knew from his experience with other patients that this was sometimes enough to take them over the edge.


  “I can’t! It won’t work!” Mack’s eyes were still screwed shut and The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  his voice sounded strangled and desperate.


  “Don’t give up now, Mack. You’re this close to finding release.


  Relax, let it happen. It’s a good thing!”


  “I can’t!”


  Jay moved his hand to cover Mack’s. “Faster,” he suggested, then moved his hand below the band as well and cupped the man’s balls, pressing the tips of his fingers into the sensitive skin underneath the sac.


  “Fuck! Oh my....!” Mack groaned, his hips thrusting up reflexively.


  Thick, creamy strands shot out of him, landing on his stomach and chest and as high up as his shoulder. Jay continued moving Mack’s hand to prolong his orgasm, but suddenly the older man pulled away. He’d opened his eyes and jumped away from Jay’s touch, getting up off the recliner and tucking himself into his trousers. In a matter of moments he’d gathered his things and was out the door without another word being exchanged.


  Jay got up from the stool he’d been sitting on and out of habit moved to the small side room to wash his hands. He was still a little dazed at what had happened and noticed his dilated pupils and even more dishevelled than usual hair in the mirror over the small sink.


  “Oh, what the hell,” he sighed to himself, quickly unbuttoning his jeans and taking out his own painfully confined erection. He knew it wouldn’t be very satisfying, but he had another client coming in ten minutes, and not taking care of his arousal would mean he wouldn’t be able to give the man his full attention. It only took a few strokes for him to get close. His moan sounded strangled as he came, leaning on the sink, and he was still breathing heavily when he cleaned up the evidence of his lack of self-control.


  


  “MR. ELLIS?”


  The court officer’s voice sounded insistent, so Jay realised this was The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  probably not the first time she’d called his name.


  “I’m sorry,” Jay apologised.


  “Do you usually get that physical with your clients?”


  “Not often, but sometimes, yes.”


  “In which cases does the therapy entail, shall we say, ‘hands on experience’?” It was clear she wasn’t entirely comfortable with the way she formulated the question, but it was in the best interest of the arbitration to clear it up.


  “Sometimes talking isn’t enough. Sometimes clients need to experience things for themselves.”


  “And how do you make them do that? Do you teach them to masturbate?”


  For just a moment Jay looked up and saw her face was non-judgemental. She was only trying to understand. “I do, sometimes. It all depends on the individual needs of the client.”


  “Counting roughly of all the men that require physical contact as a form of therapy, in what percentage of cases are you an active physical participant in their therapy?”


  Jay took his time thinking about it. “I’d say roughly five percent maybe?”


  “Could you elaborate on what exactly your input is?” Jay could see that worry lines had started to appear on the woman’s forehead and he didn’t feel that was a positive sign. He inhaled deeply, trying to keep his professional cool. “I try to keep my distance and participate as little as possible. I have, on occasion, brought a man to completion with my hand, yes, but I never go further, although some men do need more than what I offer them.”


  “What prevents you from going further?” she asked almost coldly.
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  “It wouldn’t be ethical to go further. I’m a therapist and there has to be a certain trust. Going further would possibly compromise that trust.”


  “So what happens if they need further ‘assistance’?” Jay breathed in deeply. “I have contact with certain professionals...”


  “Prostitutes,” the mediator offered when Jay hesitated.


  “Yes, prostitutes, who are experienced in dealing with sexually inexperienced men, and who I know have the necessary sensitivities to deal with emotionally and sexually restricted men.”


  “Did you offer to send Mr. MacAllister to such a person?”


  “No, I did not.”


  “May I ask why?”


  “He’d told me that he’d had anonymous encounters and one night stands before, that they frustrated him more than anything. That, and the amount of time it took for him to trust me enough to open up to me, told me he wasn’t a good candidate for such ‘treatment’. I know a few men I could suggest to him, but it would simply take him too long to relax, so such a visit wouldn’t have the desired effect.”


  “And what effect were you trying to achieve?”


  “I wanted him to understand that it was possible, that he could bring himself to release by his own hand. The first step towards a satisfying sex life is knowing your own body. A teenager masturbates and by doing so, discovers what he or she likes and dislikes and what feels good and what feels better. He never had that.” A silence fell after Jay stopped talking. He knew his passion had shown and that this could possibly turn against him in the long run, but he couldn’t go against his instincts. He wasn’t sorry for what had happened that first time Mack had achieved orgasm in his office and he The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  knew that in the long run, if Mack allowed it, it would have the desired effect.


  The mediator turned to the other party now. “Mr. MacAllister, could you tell us how you felt after that session?” Jay heard Mack clear his throat. “I ... I felt dirty.” Jay’s heart sank.


  “But also ... I don’t know how to describe it. It was like a weight had fallen off my shoulders. I knew I could physically ... ejaculate. I’ve had a few wet dreams, so to speak.” The insecurity in Mack’s voice made Jay look to his side, past the man’s counsel, but Mack was looking at an invisible speck on the wall. “But this time I was awake and aware of the feelings it invoked in me.”


  “You say you felt dirty and in your complaint, you stated you felt violated, yet you returned to Mr. Ellis’ practice for another session?”


  “Yes, I did.”


  


  “I didn’t think you’d be back here,” Jay said as he greeted Mack at the door of his office.


  “Yeah, well, I’m keeping my clothes on this time,” Mack murmured sternly before taking a step forward, indicating he wanted to go inside. “Can we just talk?”


  Jay nodded, leading them to the cosy sitting area, as far away as possible from the reclining chair. He could tell Mack was at least as nervous as he was. Jay’s mouth felt like sandpaper all of a sudden. “Can I get you a glass of water or something?” Mack shrugged, then nodded, so Jay took two glasses and poured them both a drink from a bottle he kept in the small fridge inside one of the cupboards.


  “Why don’t you begin?” Jay said to break the uncomfortable The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  silence.


  “What happened here last time?”


  “You had an orgasm. I got you in the right mood and told you to touch yourself and you started masturbating and had an orgasm.” Jay was well aware he was giving him the professional answer, using all the correct terms. In his own not-entirely guilt-free mind, Mack had come after not only Jay’s voice but also his hand had done the right things to Mack’s body.


  “I didn’t just touch myself, did I? Your hand was in there too and you were whispering in my ear!”


  “Yes,” Jay acknowledged. “You were about to give up, you needed that one additional push. I wanted you to know and to feel that it was possible for you to make yourself feel good.” Mack was sitting in his usual pose, elbows resting on his knees, ready to get up at any moment and he wasn’t looking at Jay. “If that was all I needed then why can’t I do it myself? Why has nothing changed? I still can’t do it alone, Jay! What’s wrong with me?” Jay knew he had to keep eye contact with Mack now the older man had initiated it, but it was excruciatingly hard. He wanted to take his hand, put his arm around him, pull him closer, anything to comfort the man who looked like he was a confident, in-control man in his day-to-day life, but who was clearly desperately lost beyond that.


  “Sometimes...” Jay searched to find the right words, “...trying too hard isn’t good. It sets you up for failure and you’ve failed so many times it’s almost an automatic reaction, a reflex. Also, an orgasm happens as much between your ears as it does between your legs.” Mack nodded.


  Jay kept looking at Mack, even after the other man had averted his eyes. Then something dawned on him. “Us men, we have the reputation of thinking with our penises. But we’re not all like that. For The Fine Line by Zahra Owens


  18


  some men, sex is inextricably linked with love and caring and feeling a sense of safety, of belonging. I’ll admit I’ve rarely seen it to this extreme, but maybe that’s it? Maybe you’ll do fine if you find a guy who you really like and feel good about?”


  “That’s not very likely, is it? Most men I meet are the kind that go out to clubs in search of strangers to take home with them for a quick fuck.”


  “Even among those, there are guys who are looking for something more steady.” ‘Take me for example,’ Jay almost added.


  “I don’t want something more steady, I want it all. I want a guy who’s faithful, someone I can trust.”


  “Do you trust me?” Jay barely registered the words leaving his lips. Then he wished he could take them back.


  Mack nodded. The movement of his head was barely visible, but Jay saw it nevertheless. He stretched out his arm and Mack took his hand, a little hesitantly at first, then he quickly retracted his hand and wiped it on his smart trousers before gripping the offering again. “Sorry, I’m nervous, so my hands are a little sweaty.”


  “That’s okay,” Jay soothed, “I’m nervous too.” He got up from his chair without letting go of Mack’s hand and moved to stand before him.


  He knew what he was about to do was breaking more rules than he could come up with but it had worked before, so he wanted to try it again. He lowered himself to his knees and saw Mack spread his legs a little so Jay could move closer. “Try to relax, remember everything works better if you relax yourself.” It took all of Jay’s restraint to take it slow but he knew he needed to, so he put his free hand on Mack’s thigh and moved a little closer. When the older man didn’t retreat, he moved his hand up to his hip and brought his face closer to Mack’s as well, then led their entwined hands to his own hip. “Put your hand there,” he instructed.


  Mack’s second hand soon followed to Jay’s other hip. He looked Mack in the eye, trying to gauge how comfortable the older man was, and saw his The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  eyes dilate. His heart skipped a beat but he couldn’t lose control now.


  Just because the man was aroused didn’t mean that he wouldn’t be bolting out the door as soon as it became too intimate again.


  Jay moved closer into Mack’s personal space until their lips were almost touching. He saw him turn his head slightly and just before it became a kiss, Jay moved his lips to Mack’s jaw, then down his neck when he felt Mack react to the tender touch by throwing his head back.


  Cradling the older man’s head with his hand, he continued leaving slow, sultry kisses all the way down to his collarbone until a soft moan escaped Mack’s lips.


  “Jay?”


  “Yes?” Jay looked into Mack’s eyes and saw how they were dark with lust now.


  “I don’t know what to do next,” he answered embarrassedly.


  “Whatever feels good,” Jay replied. He was still nervous and in the back of his head he knew what he was doing was wrong but he couldn’t stop himself.


  “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.” Jay wanted to say ‘follow your instincts’ or ‘it doesn’t matter’ but he knew that Mack was pretty much lost in the lovemaking department and this was no time to play guessing games, so he took Mack’s hand from his hip and guided it to the tented trousers between the seated man’s legs. “Touch yourself,” he whispered.


  “Will you kiss me?” Mack asked quietly.


  Jay looked up and smiled. His eyes then drifted south of their own accord and he saw Mack unzip his fine suit trousers and insert his hand into them. He realised Mack might be quite the novice in the lovemaking department, but if he trusted someone, he was shameless. What he really wanted to do was mimic Mack’s movements and touch himself too, knowing he was hard inside his tight jeans as well, but he felt that was The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  one step too far. They were here for Mack’s development, not his own, so he placed his hand on the back of the older man’s head again and kissed him, slow and chaste at first. Soon enough Mack opened his lips and invited him in and before long their kiss became more passionate.


  Jay also felt Mack scoot closer, eager for more contact, aligning their bodies. The teasing nature of the near-touches whenever Mack moved his hand made Jay reflexively push his jeans-clad arousal forward. At the same time, he moved his other hand from Mack’s hip towards his ass, so he could urge the older man closer.


  Soon their bodies, hands and mouths were moving in perfect sync, making their combined passion spiral out of control. At that moment, Jay realised he was going to come inside his pants like a schoolboy, from the friction and the hotness of their encounter alone.


  Then he felt Mack pull away from him slightly and he almost panicked, afraid Mack would run again. Instead, the older man was panting heavily and looking down at his own barely visible cock. His hips reflexively pushed forward and thick white strands shot into his hand. The image of bliss on Mack’s face, of the evidence of the older man’s orgasm combined with the added friction to his own heated, sensitised area, were enough to signal his own impending release. Jay thrust against Mack’s hand and felt the heat spread inside his boxers.


  Mack fell back against the chair and pulled Jay with him. They both lay panting, Jay feeling Mack’s heart beating strongly inside his chest as they both calmed down. Jay closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the feeling of the older man’s strong hand tenderly entwining with his unruly hair and caressing his skull. It didn’t last long, though. Jay was afraid that as soon as it hit him what they’d done, Mack would pull away again.


  Jay was surprised when Mack spoke. “I think that was even better than the first time.”


  Jay looked up at him and nodded before rising from the floor. “So you see, if you get in the right mindset it does work, even for you.” The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  Mack nodded, clearly confused. “It worked because I trust you and because we were kissing.”


  Jay gave him an understanding look. “All you need is a guy who will give you the time to get to know him so you can trust him.” He handed Mack some tissues so he could clean himself up and squeezed his shoulder.


  “Jay?”


  Jay had moved into the small private room off the office, out of sight of Mack, and he hoped the older man wouldn’t dare to come in there. He rested his head against the cool surface of the medicine cabinet and squeezed his eyes shut in an attempt to keep his emotions at bay. He had to go back in there. Be upbeat and positive. Send Mack out into the world with newfound confidence. He took a deep breath and walked back into the main area of his practice.


  “You’ll do fine, Mack. Go out there, explore. I won’t say you’re cured until you can do this both alone and with another guy, but I’d say you’re definitely on the right track.”


  


  “COULD you tell us why you feel it’s justified to lodge this complaint, Mr. MacAllister?”


  Mack nodded, then cleared his throat before speaking. “It depends on your definition of sex, of course, but what happened between us during those two encounters in his practice could be considered sexual acts.”


  “Mr. MacAllister, is it possible these ‘acts’ were simply part of your treatment?”


  “It’s possible, yes, but it was more than what we did, it was how he made me feel. We’d discussed the fact that I wasn’t a one-night-stand sort of man, that I needed commitment and trust to develop between us to be able to ‘perform,’ if you like. Jay…Mr. Ellis tricked me into thinking The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  he felt something for me, so I would allow him to do those things to me.”


  “Mr. MacAllister, I don’t mean to trivialise what occurred between the two of you, I simply want to put things in perspective. Did you participate voluntarily in what happened?”


  “Yes,” Mack answered.


  “Did you participate actively?”


  “Yes.”


  Jay noticed Mack’s counsel whispering something in his ear. Mack shook his head at him, after which he whispered something else. Mack seemed to concede.


  “Mr. Ellis knew he could get quicker results if he pretended to have feelings for my client, Miss Madigan,” the lawyer intervened.


  The court officer turned to Jay, her face stern. “This doesn’t strike me as very professional behaviour, Mr. Ellis. Would you care to defend yourself?”


  Jay knew it was coming. He couldn’t look at anyone. He hadn’t brought a solicitor with him because he knew exactly what his counsel would say. He’d tell him not to incriminate himself, not to admit to feeling guilty. Not to admit to unprofessional conduct, to find an excuse why he did what he did.


  And he knew he would tell the man he couldn’t do it.


  “There’s nothing I can say to defend myself, Miss Madigan,” Jay stated. “What I did was unprofessional. I overstepped my bounds not once, but twice, and I’m sorry I upset Mack.” He didn’t even bother to correct himself to use Mack’s last name instead of the more intimate nickname. “A therapist should at all times keep a professional distance, both physically and emotionally. This is the only way that help can be given to someone who’s emotionally vulnerable. It is certainly unprofessional for a therapist to fall in love with a patient, and as soon as those feelings started to grow I should have referred him to another The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  therapist.”


  “Gentlemen, I think I know enough to advise the accreditation panel. Thank you for your time.” The mediator got up from behind her table and pocketed her touchpad.


  “Miss Madigan?”


  Jay looked up to see who had spoken, knowing it was Mack even before he saw the handsome man stand up from his seat.


  “Yes, Mr. MacAllister?”


  “Before you relay your findings, could I have some time to talk to Jay alone?”


  “If Mr. Ellis agrees to this, I don’t see why not.”


  “I don’t think this is a good idea, Mack,” Jay heard Mack’s lawyer tell him.


  “I need to talk to him, Scott, and after that we can see what still needs to be done,” Mack replied.


  Miss Madigan and the lawyer left the room, leaving the two of them alone. Jay had averted his eyes again, nervously picking at a small scab on his thumb.


  “Jay?”


  “Yes.”


  “Will you talk to me?”


  Jay nodded.


  “Can I sit down here?”


  Jay nodded again, still not looking to the right where Mack was drawing up a chair and sitting on it backwards.


  “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  Jay shrugged. “Because it’s not done, Mack. Because of what I said The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  earlier. I should have referred you to a colleague. I used the fact that you needed my help to take advantage of you.”


  “Why didn’t you tell me you fell in love with me?” Mack tried to stay calm, tried to be patient like Jay had always been incredibly patient with him. Six months of intense therapy sessions twice a week had taught Mack something else besides the fact that he was physically capable of reaching a climax.


  “What if you hadn’t returned my feelings? How would you have felt if you’d gone to a therapist you didn’t have any other feelings for besides maybe friendship, and he’d declared his love to you? You would have run away so fast…” Jay laughed, but Mack could tell his heart wasn’t in it. It was more the kind of laugh that bubbled up when you were so miserable it became amusing.


  Mack slowly put his hand on top of Jay’s. “And what if I had returned your feelings?” He looked at Jay, at his beautifully sculpted face with the wisps of facial hair, at the square shoulders that betrayed strength despite his slim frame, at the eyes that he could barely see, but which he knew were the most beautiful brown eyes he’d ever seen in a man.


  “I would have told you, you shouldn’t confuse need with love. Or trust with love for that matter.”


  “Why did you think I believed you when you said that I needed to be in love with someone before I could give him my body? I knew I loved you long before you made me come that first time.” Mack picked up Jay’s hand, turned it over and kissed the inside of his wrist. “Why did you think I came back after running away the session before? Because I loved you and I hoped that you would listen to yourself tell me that I needed that, and then I tried to show you that I loved you as well and still you didn’t get it.”


  Mack saw the moisture in Jay’s eyes when he finally looked at him.
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  “I’ve never been in love with anyone. I’ve had crushes and I’ve felt lust for someone, but it was always gone once they gave in to me,” Jay confessed. “I’m one of those guys you hate so much. Who go to clubs and pick up men for sex and then don’t stay for breakfast. My longest relationship lasted two weeks, Mack. Two weeks with nothing but fucking and then it dawned on me I didn’t even like the guy all that much. I’m thirty years old and I’ve never shared my life with anyone.” Mack smiled, trying to stay positive. “I’m a lot older than you and I’ve never shared my life with anyone either. Or my bed, for that matter.


  Who knows, you might find I snore and you can’t sleep in the same room with me? Or maybe I hog the bed covers? In fact I’m pretty sure I do, so…”


  “Are you serious?”


  Mack didn’t know how to read Jay’s facial expression. “I’m used to making snap decisions and I’m very good at it. This isn’t a snap decision, Jaydin. I’ve had six months to decide whether I wanted you or not. All you need to do is decide whether you want to give it a try.” Jay finally returned the hold Mack had on his hand and squeezed.


  “I can’t make promises, Mack. I’m not as sure as you are.” Mack nodded. “I understand.” He took out his cell phone. “Can I take you out to dinner? I’m starving and it’s much easier to go on a date in a restaurant than in the back room of a court house.” Jay smiled and Mack used his speed dial. “Scott, can you drop the complaint for me? Yes, we talked it out. Yes, I’m sure. Listen, we can always file again if necessary but I doubt it. Yes, Scott.”


  “Don’t suppose Scott has a restaurant too?” Jay quipped.


  “No, but his boyfriend does and I pretty much have my own table there.”


  


  DINNER was delicious and they both found they still had a lot to The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  talk about despite the rather intimate conversations that had been exchanged during the therapy sessions. They agreed that Jay would come home with Mack, after a short detour to his own bachelor pad to pick up a change of clothes and some other supplies.


  In the cab on the way home they’d started kissing, and Mack had noticed the speed with which his soon-to-be-lover became aroused by this. He hoped Jay wouldn’t mind taking it slow. Mack knew he wanted to enjoy his first time to the fullest and had taken it easy with the wine just for that purpose. He wanted to be lucid and fully in control of himself, mind, body and soul.


  In the elevator, riding up to his apartment, he turned Jay towards the mirror and snaked his arms around the slim waist, placing a kiss on the younger man’s nape. “You’re so beautiful.” Jay closed his eyes. “No, I’m not.”


  “Look at that bone structure; that nicely developed body, not too muscled and not too skinny; that longish hair. How do you keep it looking like you just got out of bed all day long? You’ve seen me, or at least part of me, now I want to see you. Will you show yourself to me?” Jay coyly turned inside Mack’s embrace. “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours… But can we wait until we’re inside the apartment?” Mack smiled, placing another kiss along Jay’s long neck. “I don’t have to work in the morning, how about you?”


  “Tomorrow’s Saturday,” Jay remarked as he walked into the corridor, pointing at the only door that was visible at that point.


  Mack nodded and reached out to open the door. “You take clients on Saturday,” he answered, looking puzzled. “I’ve had Saturday morning appointments with you since we established that one session per week wasn’t enough.”


  “Mmh, yes,” Jay answered teasingly. “You told me you were very busy during the week and that one session was already hard to juggle…” The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  “And am I right to conclude you’ve only ever come into work on a Saturday for me?”


  “Mmmh, that would be a reasonable conclusion, yes.” Mack stopped in his tracks, watching how the young man walked around his spacious apartment, taking in the minimalist surroundings.


  The view of the city from his floor-to-ceiling windows, with all the lights and other skyscrapers, was spectacular from here and Jay stood mesmerized. Mack joined him, more intrigued by the emotions playing on Jay’s face than by their, for him at least, familiar surroundings.


  “How do you ever stop staring out there?”


  “It gets a little weird after a while, like anyone can just look in and then I flick this switch,” he bent down and pushed a button, “and then it’s nice and private.”


  “Wow, how did you do that?” Jay looked at the glass that had turned opaque all of a sudden.


  “This place used to belong to a millionaire who had nothing better to do with his money than install this gadget. It’s actually a special sort of glass and so expensive it was never produced commercially. If one breaks I’ll actually have to buy curtains.”


  Jay smiled at him, eyes wide because of the near darkness of the room. “Any more surprises?”


  “No,” Mack answered truthfully, feeling nervous all of a sudden now the distractions were taken away and Jay was looking straight at him. “Do you want to see the bedroom?”


  “If you want,” Jay teased. “I hope we’ll end up there by the end of the evening, but the night is young, so to speak.”


  “Okay,” Mack agreed, feeling slightly disappointed at the lack of enthusiasm. He watched Jay come closer, though, and felt his heart quicken as the young man entered his personal space, aligning their bodies so he could kiss him softly.
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  “I want to seduce you, make you go weak at the knees,” Jay whispered.


  The heat of Jay’s body so close to his and his desire to get more intimate with him made Mack light-headed. “You’ve already succeeded there, I can barely stay standing, but I want us to be equals, I want to seduce you too.”


  Jay moved beside him, wrapping his arms around Mack’s chest and placing his hands flat so he could pull himself closer to the older man.


  “We are equals, you and I.” He kissed him on the neck. “I’ve been hard since you put your hand on my knee at the restaurant, but I want us to take it slow. I want you to enjoy this and see how good it can be.” Mack tensed up. “Could you stop being the therapist for a moment?” He extricated himself from Jay’s grasp and made his way over to the kitchen, where he started making coffee.


  “I’m sorry,” Jay apologised after following Mack. “I just wanted to show you that despite the fact that I was terribly turned on, I still wanted it to be for you. I want us to make love eventually, when we’re both comfortable with each other. What I don’t want is us rushing into it head-over-heels and then finding it isn’t what we thought it would be.”


  “I don’t want it to be just for me, I want us together, you AND


  me...”


  “I wanted it to be perfect for your first time.” Mack sighed. “It’s never going to be perfect, Jay, I know that. They always say practice makes perfect and I look forward to a lot of practice.


  Now, do you want some coffee?”


  “I think I need some alcohol.”


  “I’m that daunting that you have to get drunk?” Mack turned around to get a glass out of a cupboard, not wanting to see Jay’s reaction to that last statement. It was meant to sound like a joke, but it didn’t quite turn out that way.
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  Mack felt Jay’s hand on his shoulder again. “No, I don’t need to get drunk to seduce you. I’ve been waiting six months for this chance. I want to remember every single moment of it. I guess I’m just not very good at this seduction thing, so I turn to what I know best and become your therapist again.”


  Mack didn’t turn around. He just closed the cupboard again without taking the glass out. “All I want is for us to be open and honest with each other. I appreciate that you want to do what’s right for me, but I just want us to be together and take the time to explore. I want to be able to experience all the things I’ve missed and I want to experience them with you and I know some things won’t be perfect, but that doesn’t matter! Life isn’t perfect. I just feel like I’ve waited for a lover who will give me a chance to fail and then tell me ‘it doesn’t matter’ and ‘better luck next time’ without making a big deal out of it.” He felt a little silly talking to his cupboard door, but then he felt Jay’s hands reaching over his chest, the young man’s warm body snug against his back, and he closed his eyes.


  “I’m just afraid that what you feel is gratitude, not love,” Jay whispered.


  Mack placed his hands over Jay’s. “I’ll admit it crossed my mind.


  You told me before that you thought I was confusing need with love, but I don’t think so. I didn’t choose to fall in love with you, Jay, but the honest truth is that I did and even if you pull away now, I’ll still be in love with you.”


  “I’m not pulling away. Although if I wanted to I couldn’t, I can’t.”


  “So do I get my dream lover now?”


  “You do, Mack.”


  They made their way over to Mack’s bedroom, their arms still around each other and the coffee in the kitchen long forgotten. They were kissing near the doorpost when Mack snaked his arm inside and turned on the indirect lighting, bathing the room in a warm glow.
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  “Mmmh, quite a bedroom for a bachelor boy not used to luring men to his love nest,” Jay said, admiring the large four-poster mahogany bed that was neatly made up. There were some books on the bedside table, but other than that, it looked impeccably tidy.


  “Yup, always had dreams of tying you to the bedposts and having my way with you.”


  He noticed Jay’s eyes grow wide.


  “Don’t worry Jay, I was joking, but who knows, maybe one day?” Suddenly Jay launched himself at Mack, pushing him against the wall and kissing him passionately. “I’ll try anything at least once with you,” he panted as they came up for air, “but let’s start with the beginning?”


  “Best idea ever,” Mack agreed. “Can I undress you?” Jay smiled, apparently not completely at ease with Mack’s suggestion.


  “Is that such a strange suggestion?” Mack slowly pulled Jay’s shirt out of the back of his trousers, then proceeded to the front until it fell over Jay’s hips. He never lost eye contact with the other man, biting his lower lip as he started to unbutton the shirt, starting from the bottom.


  “No,” Jay answered, clearing his throat after it croaked. “For a guy with such limited experience you have very enticing suggestions.” Mack moved closer, letting his hands roam under the half-unbuttoned shirt to touch Jay’s smooth skin, their faces close together without really touching. “Oh, but I have a very lively imagination. One I’ve had to keep on a very short leash for a very long time. I’m letting it run free now.”


  “By all means, please do,” Jay chuckled, sloppily kissing the older man while hitching up Mack’s sweater so he too could reach bare skin.


  They slowly undressed each other further, kissing and touching all The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  the time and letting the garments drop where they chose to fall. Stripped down to their boxers, they clumsily moved towards the bed, toeing off their socks along the way. Grinding against each other, they let their aroused bodies fall to the mattress and Mack laughed nervously. Jay rolled on top of him. “What’s wrong?”


  “Absolutely nothing,” Mack assured him. “I just can’t believe it’s actually happening.”


  “As long as you want it to happen, that’s good, right?” Jay asked, looking down at Mack, his unruly hair falling around his face. “I want you to tell me what you want, what I can do for you, if anything?”


  “Don’t you hold back on me now!” Mack demanded as he pushed Jay on his back and reversed their positions. He was smiling when he moved until he was straddling the younger man’s thighs. Experimentally he rolled his hips, grinding down on his lover’s distended groin. “Show me?” he asked defiantly after Jay moaned at the friction.


  Jay seductively moved his hand down his stomach until he could dip below the elastic of his boxer shorts while Mack rolled his hips back to accommodate him and get a better view. The image of Jay wrapping his hand around his cock and fisting it, everything barely covered by the cotton boxers, made Mack’s breathing speed up.


  “Go on, touch yourself,” Jay suggested, letting the head of his cock peek over the broad elastic band.


  Mack mimicked Jay’s earlier movements and found himself not only rock hard, but unwaveringly aroused. As he took his formidable member out of his boxers, Jay swiped his finger over the slit and then licked it.


  “What…?”


  “I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist,” Jay replied coyly. “There was this delightful little drop daring to slip out of you and I didn’t want to waste it.”
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  “You like the taste of me?”


  “Yes I do, you dirty little boy,” Jay answered in a delightfully sordid tone.


  “Can I taste you?”


  Jay looked at Mack as if he was gauging his intentions. “If you want,” he answered, decidedly more demure.


  “I want,” Mack replied, sliding himself off the bed until he was on his knees between Jay’s legs. Within no time he’d slipped the boxers down enough for Jay’s entire groin to become visible. Mack was by no means shy in his movements as he took the younger man’s erection in his mouth with such eagerness that Jay had to avert his eyes to prevent himself from coming right there and then.


  Mack liked the feeling of the swelling cock in his mouth and realised that not having to hold back meant his body was also reacting to the intensely sexual situation. He returned his free hand to his own erection and found he enjoyed the feeling of touching himself when he was sucking cock. He saw Jay shift until he was resting on his elbows and felt the intense stare of his lover’s eyes, so he looked up, letting the rigid shaft plop out of his mouth and onto Jay’s belly.


  “I was just about to ask you to stop,” Jay panted, raising himself to sit upright. “Didn’t want to come like that.” They moved closer to kiss and Mack could feel Jay moan into his mouth. “Let me taste you now?” Jay murmured against Mack’s lips. Mack nodded and pushed himself to his feet. He watched how it was now Jay’s turn to mimic him, but was unprepared for the feeling of the warm mouth taking in as much of his hardness as possible. He had to hold on to Jay’s shoulders to stay upright and could barely prevent himself from thrusting into the hot cavern. Jay licked up and down the length and then let his tongue circle the purple head. With an amused grin, he caressed the slit with his tongue and then hollowed his cheeks to suck the entire length inside again. He pulled away just long enough to say “Don’t hold The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  back, fuck my mouth, I can take it,” before deep-throating him again.


  Afraid to hurt his lover, Mack didn’t think it felt right though, so he resisted the urge. Instead he pulled back and bent down to kiss Jay.


  “Fuck, I want you inside of me,” Mack pleaded.


  “Like in your rape dream?” Jay asked, just to be sure.


  “Yes,” Mack acknowledged. “Like in my rape dream. Only more gentle and I really want it this time.” He smiled, then added, “It didn’t hurt then either.”


  “Okay,” Jay agreed, “but we’ll need some supplies.” He got up and walked away, not entirely steady, only to return from the living room moments later with the small bag he’d brought from his apartment.


  Mack couldn’t help but admire the lean but buff physique of the man he loved, his cock bouncing proudly with every step. He watched him come closer, opening the bag and throwing a bottle and two foil packages on the bed.


  “Lube and condoms. Every gay man’s necessity,” he chuckled.


  “Let’s get you prepped, okay? You’ve never done this?” Mack shook his head. “I told you, I’ve only ever given a few blowjobs, that’s all.”


  “Well, if the blowjobs are anything to go by, you’re a natural.” Mack was grateful the lighting was rather subdued, otherwise Jay would have seen his cheeks flush red.


  “How do you want me?”


  “Why don’t we start where we stopped?”


  “Okay,” Mack nodded, switching places with Jay and standing slightly nervously in front of him. He saw Jay squirt some clear gel on his fingers and warm it.


  “This is clear, tasteless and perfumeless water based lubricant,” The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  he instructed. “I’m going to warm it a bit and then use it on you. Spread your legs a bit and relax.” He took the head of Mack’s cock in his mouth and pushed two fingers behind his sac.


  Although it made Mack jump slightly, the feeling of Jay’s fingers rubbing over that sensitive area behind his balls felt amazing and memories came flooding back of his first orgasm under Jay’s hands.


  Feeling the fingers slip back more until they were circling his entrance was even better. He felt Jay push against the tight muscle and his body clenched up, despite the dual assault.


  Jay let go of his cock and extricated his fingers. “It’s okay,” he said softly. “Come lie on the bed. It’s your first time and relaxation is something learned, not something that comes naturally. We might have to experiment a little to find a position in which you feel comfortable.” Mack nodded and hoped he hadn’t disappointed the more experienced man. “So... where?”


  “Just on your back. We’ll find a way to make it feel good for both of us.”


  Mack had to admit Jay was very good at reassuring him, but then again he wasn’t surprised since he’d done a lot of that during their sessions as well.


  “Just close your eyes and breathe easily.”


  “That’s easy for you to say. I can do that just fine in your recliner, but I’m horny and hard and we’re making love!” Mack laughed and Jay joined him.


  “Okay, I agree, just try, okay?”


  Jay put a pillow under his ass and helped him position his limbs, which felt long and straggly all of a sudden. Everything they tried seemed uncomfortable until finally Jay pulled him closer into his arms and placed Mack’s knee high over his hip. Being so close to him, cradled, safe, made Mack relax. It helped that they were both on their sides, able to look each The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  other in the eye, close enough to kiss. Jay resumed his ministrations after putting some more lube on his fingers and Mack tried exploring Jay’s chest, watching how the younger man reacted to having his nipples touched.


  “I’ll admit I have sensitive nipples,” Jay confessed. “I’ve thought about getting them pierced, but I’m a bit squeamish around needles.”


  “Mmh, yeah, me too. Oh fuck.” Mack hissed at the feeling of being breached when Jay’s finger popped past the tight muscle surrounding his entrance. He had to admit the feeling was amazing, though.


  Jay continued teasing the muscle, slowly loosening it up more and more until he could insert a second finger. “You’re very tight, my little virgin ass.”


  “Is that all I am to you?” Mack asked, his voice strained and his eyes closed.


  “No, you’re much more than that, my beautiful man.” When Mack opened his eyes, they weren’t dry. Jay pulled him into a tight hug. “You know I love you. I love you so much.”


  “Then fuck me. I want you inside me. I don’t want to be that little virgin ass any more.”


  “I will,” Jay answered calmly. “I’ll make love to you properly tonight, I promise.”


  “Need you inside me now,” Mack pleaded, his face soft and solemn.


  “Patience, my love,” Jay answered, still trying to relax his lover with his fingers. “If we rush it I’ll hurt you and I don’t want that. Good things come to those who wait, remember?”


  “Don’t want to wait.” Mack was desperate for more, having been left on the edge for some time now. How long had it been? Seconds?
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  Minutes? Hours? He really couldn’t tell any more. He took his hardness in hand and tried to remember what felt good. He couldn’t think, couldn’t remember, but somehow his hand did. He rubbed his thumb over the sensitive head, squeezed his hand as he rubbed it up and down the long shaft. Then suddenly it was like he was hit by lightning. Mack could vaguely feel Jay’s fingers inside him and whenever they grazed a certain spot, it felt like electricity shot out of his groin towards the rest of his body. He could no longer control his own body and thrust reflexively into his hand several times until all his muscles spasmed at once.


  Somewhere at the edge of his consciousness, he felt warm, sticky fluid coat his hand.


  When he opened his eyes, Jay was still close to him. He felt warm and sweaty, but also safe and cared for. “I came, didn’t I? I’m sorry, I...” Jay shushed him. “I wanted you to come. You needed to be more relaxed than you were and an orgasm usually does the trick.”


  “I didn’t want it to be over so soon.” Jay smiled a little shyly. “It’s not over. I’m just letting you gather your strength a bit for part two.”


  “Part two?”


  “You wanted me inside you, didn’t you?” Mack nodded. “Well, I’d love to come inside you.”


  Mack swallowed. “Tell me what to do.”


  “The first time is usually not that easy. It sometimes hurts. Well, it usually hurts, but I promise it gets a lot better. That’s why we need to take it slow and I’m going to leave you in charge.” Mack’s eyes went wide. “Me? But I don’t know what to do!” Jay smiled. “I’ll talk you through it.” He reached for the condom that he’d thrown on the bed earlier and fisted his erection back to full hardness. He carefully rolled on the latex and then rolled to his back.


  “Straddle me, like when we started.”
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  Mack complied, feeling very self-conscious.


  Jay used some more lube to coat his hardness and then asked Mack to raise himself so he could also lube up his lover’s entrance. “Now I want you to move a little closer and then slowly sink down on this.” Mack inhaled deeply. He was nervous about what was going to happen and had a hard time relaxing.


  “Remember, take it very slow. If you rush it, it will only hurt more.”


  Mack nodded and felt the bluntness of his lover’s cock against his entrance. He slowly pushed back, feeling the stretch almost immediately.


  It was a strange feeling, like he needed to go to the bathroom. For a moment he worried, but then he remembered a conversation he’d once had with Jay about anal sex and he shook the thoughts out of his mind.


  This was a normal feeling, he’d get used to it.


  “You okay? Take it slow, you’re very tight, Mack. Just try to relax.”


  “Easy for you to say,” Mack answered, his voice strangled.


  “Does it hurt? If it hurts, stop,” Jay suggested.


  “Yeah,” Mack was breathing heavily. “It hurts and it’s not getting better.”


  Jay pulled out and helped him to lie down next to him. Mack immediately turned away from him.


  “Mack?” Jay put his arm around his lover and snuggled closer. “It’s okay. It took me forever to get used to it.”


  “Yeah, well...”


  “Really. The first time I didn’t make it either. Then the second guy I bottomed for was a little short on the restraint and he hurt me so much I could barely sit for days. Mack, it didn’t start feeling good until my fourth or fifth time.”
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  Mack turned to his back so he could look Jay in the eye.


  “Have I ever lied to you?” Jay asked with a smile.


  “No,” Mack smiled back. “I just don’t understand why I want it so much when it hurts like hell.”


  Jay kissed him gently. “Because I told you that it gets better, a lot better. And if you have a gentle, caring lover like me, better will come a lot sooner.” In between his talking, Jay continued kissing Mack and smiling.


  Make smiled back. “So, plan B?”


  “Plan B,” Jay agreed.


  “What is plan B?”


  “Roll back on your side. Lift your knee.” Jay moved closer again and pulled Mack’s back to his chest.


  “More lube?” Mack asked when he felt the now familiar coldness of the clear gel against his sensitive muscle.


  “Rule number one: there can never be enough lube!” Jay laughed and kissed Mack’s neck. He started rubbing his cock over Mack’s perineum, slowly thrusting against the back of his lover’s balls and rubbing over the man’s now sensitive guardian muscle.


  “That’s nice,” Mack moaned, letting his head fall back against Jay’s shoulder.


  “Kiss me,” Jay asked quietly.


  Mack arched his back and twisted his neck to bring his lips closer to Jay’s mouth. They kissed as passionately as their position would allow and amidst the close contact and the rubbing, Jay slipped his cock past the first tight ring of muscle. Mack moaned against Jay’s mouth so Jay stopped moving for a moment. The inner muscle wasn’t giving in yet though and Mack was breathing heavily. Jay moved his hand from Mack’s chest down to his belly and his still-soft cock and started rubbing it, The Fine Line by Zahra Owens
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  slowly teasing it back to life.


  Mack didn’t know what to feel first. He loved the taste of his lover’s mouth, loved kissing and being kissed. He was being held tightly, cradled almost, his back warm from the close proximity of the younger man’s hairless chest. Jay’s hands were making him hard, fisting him, making him horny all over again so soon after his first release and the pressure below, the pressure didn’t hurt. It felt strange, like he was being filled up completely. He moved his hand back to touch his lover, reached to put his hand on his buttocks and he felt Jay’s muscles contract and release rhythmically.


  “Doing well,” Jay murmured against Mack’s mouth. “Feel better yet?”


  Mack could only nod. It was happening and it was just like Jay had told him. It felt good and was getting better with every thrust. He knew he was relaxed enough to let Jay in, yet his muscles felt curiously tense, on edge. He realised his body wanted more, he wanted Jay to thrust harder, push in deeper, so he started pushing back, meeting his lover halfway.


  “Yeah,” he heard Jay say. “You want it, don’t you? Fuck, you feel good!”


  Mack felt Jay speed up his movements and the electric feeling was there again. Was this what it felt like when Jay hit his prostate? Was that the feeling? He didn’t wonder for very long. His mind was gone again, he could only think of one thing and that was that he desperately wanted to come, needed to come, right now.


  His hand joined Jay’s around his now thick hard cock and they pumped it rapidly until he heard a long wail and realised he was the one making the sound as he climaxed almost violently.


  He didn’t black out this time, despite the fact it was a much more intense orgasm. It wasn’t until he felt Jay slowly pull out of his body that he realised the young man hadn’t come. Again.
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  “Jay, let me make it good for you now too. Please?” Jay smiled as he discarded the condom. “You didn’t bleed, which is good.”


  Mack turned around and caressed Jay’s cheek. “Don’t change the subject.”


  Jay kissed Mack’s palm and looked him straight in the eye. “Okay,” he finally yielded.


  Mack pulled him closer until he was lying half on top of him. He slowly took Jay’s now purple erection in his hand and started rubbing it up and down.


  “Yeah, feels good,” Jay mumbled as his breathing became laboured again.


  Mack saw Jay lick his fingers and then reach behind himself and it dawned on him that Jay was fingering himself. He didn’t get a chance to ask though as Jay started thrusting into his hand, moaning loudly as he splattered thick strands all over Mack’s belly and hand.


  “I didn’t know you liked to receive, too,” Mack eventually whispered.


  “I’m a pretty versatile guy, but sometimes I get so highly strung I can only come from the double stimulation.” He clearly wasn’t too eager to admit this. “I love to bottom and I’d love to bottom for you sometime soon.”


  They both got up slowly, making their way to the shower where they continued their lovemaking, albeit at a much more languid and sultry pace.


  Sleeping in each other’s arms was another new experience for both of them and one that took some getting used to, but they didn’t mind forfeiting some sleep for the chance to talk some more in the dark.
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  “YOU think we can make it?” Mack asked Jay some weeks later as they were getting ready to go out to dinner with Jay’s parents for the first time.


  “Wait until you meet my mother,” Jay quipped. “You might decide you want nothing to do with me ever again.”


  “She sounds like a nice woman,” Mack answered. “I’ve talked to her on the phone and she doesn’t sound strange.” Jay giggled. “She told my father to stop telling gay jokes when I was about eight, and then when I was twelve she told me it was okay for me to like boys instead of girls. I swear she knew I was gay before I did.”


  “That sounds like heaven. Every gay man’s idea of a supportive parent.”


  “And she already loves you to bits, believe me,” Jay continued.


  “She’s never met me,” Mack wondered.


  “Oh, that doesn’t matter,” Jay chuckled. “She’s been telling me I can bring my boyfriends home since I was sixteen and I never have. Then when I was about twenty-two she said, ‘Please tell me you just haven’t found Mr. Right? Please tell me you’re not one of those guys who goes to bars just for sex?’ I didn’t have the heart to tell her that yes, I was. So now you see why she loves you to bits even before she’s met you?” Mack pulled him closer for a quick kiss. “I can see why you’re so good at your job. You have a great mother whose attitude was far ahead of her time!”


  “Trust me, reserve your judgement until after dinner,” Jay winked.


  “You’ll get sick of her nosiness. I just hope she won’t ask you if you bottom or top.”


  “That’s easy,” Mack replied. “Mrs. Ellis, your son and I take turns bottoming because we both like it so much.”


  “You’re shameless.”
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  “I’ll try to blush when she asks personal questions,” Mack joked.


  “Yes, Mrs. Ellis, your son taught me how to come. He’s very good with his hands and his mouth and his cock. Is that a talent he got from his father?”


  “Don’t you dare!” Jay shouted, then he smiled and continued more quietly. “You’ll like her and I love you.”


  “Good,” Mack replied teasingly, purposely ignoring Jay’s confession.


  “We’ve got as much chance to make it as any other couple, I think,” Jay said in reply to Mack’s earlier question.


  “That’s comforting. What’s the divorce rate in this country?” Jay chuckled. “I don’t know and I don’t care. We’re not married so it doesn’t apply to us.” He kissed his lover and realised how fortunate he was that Mack had been persistent enough to stick with him. When he noticed Mack becoming uncomfortable, he realised he had been staring at him. “I know I haven’t been the easiest person to live with.” Mack shrugged. “Getting put on probation can’t be easy.” Jay saw him look away. “I admit having to work with a supervisor again is more than a little counter-productive in my line of business, but look at it this way. I’m being an exemplary therapist so my probation will end and when it does, you’ll still be here, so it will all be worth it.” Mack started smiling shyly, then he grabbed Jay and pulled him closer. “Let’s meet the parents.”


  “No matter what she says, she can’t possibly love you as much as I do,” Jay said quietly, their foreheads touching.


  “I know,” Mack answered. “And I love you too.”
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