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“Whatever you say to me in this office is confidential, Hunter.”

“Bull shit!” He pushed back her chair so hard, it hit the bookshelf behind. “We both know what it takes to expose the secrets in your files, Tiara!”

“That’s if you’ve committed a crime. Have you, Hunter?”

“There are things best left unsaid.”

“Then you shouldn’t be in my office for therapy. Why are you really here, Hunter Chase?” 

He grabbed the ball of her shoulders with long fingers, willing her to give him the answer he hoped for without sharing what burned inside of him.

“You want to put your demons to rest? Is that it?” 

“If I say I’ve heard things, seen things that’ll make your skin crawl, and done things that keep me awake at night, what will you do for me? Kiss me and make it all go away?”

“I can’t cross that line—ever.”

He abandoned his steaming coffee and reached her side before she could blink. Hunter poached her waist with one arm, pulled her hair back with the other and smacked her lips with his own.

“I’ll refer you to my colleague. His name’s Trevor–”

“Damn you and Trevor!”

Grasping her wrists, he hurled her out of her chair and lifted her off her feet... She had no time to think as he pinned her against his steely frame like a magnet. The code of ethics etched in her memory dissolved like a mist on a sunny day. Naively, she had expected his body to exude ice. Instead, flames scalded her lips and spread across her cleavage. The idea of struggling against him deserted her when his teeth nipped her bottom lip—hard.

For one slow second, she sobbed inside for his caresses not to stop, whether hard, or tender. His mouth moved over hers like he had paid top dollar for her kisses. In that moment, she could not deny him access to her body soul...
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Book #34 is published. 

I want to praise the name of the LORD for HE is worthy of my praise. O Lord, you inspire my writing, you give me grace and favour to publish books and you surround me with supportive family and friends. 

Blessed be the name of the LORD from this time forth and for evermore.

From the rising of the sun unto the going down of the same the LORD’s name is to be praised. He raises up the poor out of the dust, and lifts the needy out of the dunghill...he makes the barren woman...to be a joyful mother of children. Praise the LORD.

~ Ps 113.

Now unto the King eternal, Immortal, Invisible, the only wise God, be all the glory, honour, praise and dominion, forever and ever, Amen.

~ 1 Tim 1: 17.
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To the king of my heart, my gossip partner and my honey-boo of 22years, our journey has been incredibly exciting and our best years are still to come by God’s grace. My love for you will last a lifetime and more.

To our precious blessings from God, our grown-up children, I love you two forever. May you be blessed and highly-favoured always in Jesus name. 

To my supporters who share and promote my books, I’m truly honoured. May God give you joy.

Readers, thank you for buying my previous book, Longing for You, an Amazon #1 Bestseller in the US & UK & the paperback was also a #1 New Release! 

Thank you also buying my last book, Choose Me. It was also #1 Amazon New Release! I was ecstatic.

If you wrote reviews for my books, thank you. When you leave a review, I get butterflies in my stomach. Every reader of Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels across the world is valuable to me. I love you all. 

I pray you love reading, Hot Chase as much as I loved writing every word on these pages. 

If you want to read more from my characters juicy dairies, or get a sneak peek into scenes from my upcoming books, sign up for my Newsletter and join Stella’s Readers Island.
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I’m Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku, born and raised in the historic Benin City of Edo State, Nigeria in West

[image: image]Africa. My birth city boasts a monarchy that is over 6000years old. But I now live in London, UK with my husband, and our two grown-ups. Subscribe to my new channel, DearStellaEA on YouTube where I intend to answer your single & married questions by God’s grace. Also subscribe to me & hubby’s GLTVchat on YouTube for some hard-talk & tips on marriage.

For football, or soccer fans and to watch Let’s Talk About It, I have fun with my hubby on GunnersLoversTV channel. 

To be honest, nothing thrills me more than to write sizzling romance novels that have intriguing and captivating plots which features compelling characters who have hearts and souls and jump off the pages. 

All my stories are dotted with unexpected twists and are set in fascinating Africa, enticing Europe and enchanting America & Canada. If you need a novel to knock off the stress of daily living, cure you of boredom, make you laugh, keep you drooling in suspense and draw you into an intensely emotional spin, pick up one of mine to read. They have a high entertainment value.

In 2010, I created Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels. 

To experience an intensely emotional ride with my characters, cuddle up, grab a copy of Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels and sail away to Pleasure Island. I will love to hear from you. 

If you want to read from my characters juicy dairies, or get a sneak peek into scenes from my upcoming books, sign up for my Newsletter and join Stella’s Readers Island.
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Dear Reader
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When Hunter Chase slams his sturdy shoulder into Tiara Williams, they lose their temper along with their will to stay in control.

However, nothing remains the same in their lives after Hunter shows up at his first therapy session to find out the woman, he ranted at in the past now holds the key to his mental well-being.

Read Hot Chase to find out if Hunter shakes off his demons long enough to get a fresh start at love with Tiara, the woman he scoffs at from day one and, the woman who is ethically off-limits.

If you have not read any of my 34 sizzling romance novels, please start now. 

If you have any comments, please write to Stella at

Authorstella@gmail.com 

Add my Book Merch to your collection.

If you want to read from my characters juicy dairies, or get a sneak peek into scenes from my upcoming books, sign up for my Newsletter.

Stay Safe & Blessed,

Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku
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Choose Me: “Cute story.” ~ Rated 5stars by Jacqueline.

Longing for You: “Fantastic story and supporting cast!! However, the epilogue will be the greatest!! Absolutely loved it!!!” 

~ Rated 5stars by mocha.

Irresistible Driver: “A very good steamy read! ...In the end, love conquers all. This author’s...flirty romances are absolutely the best!” 

~ Rated 5stars by LadyTee89.

Get Undressed: “Very different type of match making... Enjoyed this couples journey to their HEA.”

~ Rated 4stars by Mae Dixon.

Christmas Desire: “Such a lovely tale! That element of surprise really got me. I loved the characters...”

~ Rated 5stars by LadyTee89.

Tempted by the Princess: “Oh my goodness... I love this story. It's a feel good... Declan and Kahina are FIRE...”

~ Rated 5stars by Kindle Customer.

Hooked by one Curvy Girl – Book 1: “Sweet & sexy story...Amara and Brad seems so right for each other.... He wants what she cannot give...” ~ Rated 5 stars by KittyOh48.

Hooked by one Curvy Girl – Book 2: “This hot romance read series ended on an excellent note... A lovely story...a happily ever after!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Naughty Promise: “This was a very dear story to me. Kemi and Clifton had me in tears. I didn't want it to end. I truly loved this story...”  

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Christmas Seduction: “...I do have to say that once you start reading this book you won't be able to put it down. This book made my day extremely joyous.” ~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer. 

Irresistible Passion: “I totally loved this story from the beginning to the end. What an exceptional read ....” ~ Rated 5 stars by Gloria J Hill.

“Shocking Affair” – “...When the chemistry is so strong between two souls, no amount of interference from those who don’t feel the same is enough to keep this pair apart. I love this book...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Guilty of Love – “This was a very hot and steamy tale! The interaction between the characters was so realistic...and were so unpredictable I couldn't put the book down until I finished!” ~ Rated 5 stars by nina. 

Your Christmas Gift – “Oh what a great quick read and a sweet story! It is great from the first page to the last... I do so LOVE your books! Please keep them coming.” ~ Rated 5 stars by LHill.

All of Me – “I adored this story... The characters were sexy, hilarious and so real! This story had me at page 1...great read! 💗” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Readyreader.

“You’re Mine” – I enjoyed this book from the beginning so very much!! ...Such a well-written story that is so unique and lovely!! Brought tears to my eyes...” ~ Rated 5 stars by Rhonda Adels.

Husband to Rent – “I have to say the chemistry that Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku characters have in these books, make me want to move into one of her books, so I can find my King.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by georgiana braham.

“Enticed Forever has a great storyline and the chemistry between Theo and Aize hooked me right into their story and kept me totally enthralled until the very end!” ~ Rated 5 stars by Pat W.

“In Naked Attraction...The images that play in my mind as I read about locations, foods and situations seem as if I'm watching a movie. The way she describes the characters and their chemistry is awesome.... I recommend it.” ~ Rated 5 stars by ReadyReader.

His Ring: “Truly loved this story. It's such a sweet love story to read!! I fell in love with Yomi and the story itself held my attention to the very end. I laughed, I cried and I loved the ending!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Layla Morgan.

His Choice: “What a beautifully written love story. A prince who has his heart set on a woman he cannot have with a very interesting twist I enjoyed so much, I could not put the book down until I finished...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer.

“Lust: This was such a wonderful story! I loved the relationship that grew between Jordan and Faye... I cried, I laughed and I didn't want to put it down.” ~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer

Love at Christmas: “...Stella is a writer who draws you into the story and her characters. It was a pleasure to read... It made me feel emotional and as if Christmas was already here.” ~ Rated 5 stars by Lisa Caddick

“Stolen Valentine Kiss–I enjoyed the romance story that developed from a lingering look. I loved how two hearts became one... Lorna and Logan are perfect for each other...” ~ Rated 5 stars by Deborah Brandon.

Kiss My Lips – “What a great escape for me. Logan is...sweet, sensitive, thoughtful, everything that we would look for in a book boyfriend. This was a great read from start to finish.” ~ Rated 5 stars by avid reader. 

“Royal Cowries – This novel is like the movies Queenie, Roots and Shaka Zulu with a more modern way of thinking, surviving, love...within a passionate love story. Excellent!!!” ~ Rated 5 stars by T. Miles

“Forbidden Dance is a breath-taking romance novel... The reader is taken on a whirlwind affair filled with...A well-written, remarkable page-turning read.” ~ Rated 5 stars by Vivienne Diane Neal. 

“Tempting Desire, I thoroughly enjoyed reading this novel. I was hooked from the very first page. The story line was so real I could visualise each of the characters. It was as if I was watching a life movie.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Amazon Customer.

“Seduced Hearts: Outstanding book! Excellent read. It's so nuanced, it sparkles. It's definitely worth reading!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Russell Mebane.

Red Velvet Rose: “This novel is a masterpiece, I couldn’t stop reading until I finished the book...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Itohan.

“Wild Whispers: Wild whispers is a beautiful story and...once I picked it up to read, I couldn’t put it down until I got to the end... True love as discovered by Adaora and Gary is spontaneous and not bound by time or space.” ~ Rated 5stars by Gharriluc.
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Chapter 1 – Cause Chaos
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Tiara

“Do you still love her?”

Tiara voiced out the sensible question she stitched together from the sketchy answers her new client had provided within the last twenty-one minutes.

“Don’t ask!” 

Hunter Chase’s bark reverberated around the four walls of Tiara’s iconic East Bay office in Emeryville, a small city in California, United States.

Getting over the initial shock Hunter was the same cruel stranger who had bumped into her last week at the park, tested her professionalism to near-breaking point. Even now, her left shoulder still hurt, an awful reminder of their first encounter. It made her wonder what his muscles were sculpted with? 

Steel? 

Maybe ice? 

Or even from a rock! 

What irked her most for days was the fact he had not apologized instead he had shot her with his savage tongue. Although he wore a pair of glasses today, giving him a serious vibe, she was not fooled.

“Hey missy, can we skip the part where you ask me endless dumb questions and you simply give me a clean bill of health?”

His icy-cold tone chilled her bones, tugging her out of her muse. With his hooded steely eyes stabbing her cleavage, she gripped her notepad tighter. Did he even recognize her? He had not flinched, or narrowed his gaze at her when he strode inside her office as if the world owed him an eternal debt, she knew nothing about. Yet, there was an intensity about him, about the way he moved as if his steps were measured. She found that both sexy and spine-chilling.

“I’m a therapist. I’m here to help you figure out–”

“Cut the bull shit! These sessions are for idiots. Like I told you when I walked in, I need to show up here for two hours each week for some weeks. Then, you’ll give me a pass.” He snarled at her and continued. “A damn pass! I don’t need to share anything with you and, you don’t need to do anything more for me. Clear enough?”

Suddenly short of breath, she rolled her pen between her fingers. Did he think for one minute she was scared of him? Hmm?

“If you walked in here yourself, it means you need me, Hunter.” 

For some queer reason, she remained seated behind her desk instead of moving to occupy the space she reserved for chatting with clients in the centre of the room. Her new client also avoided the heart of the office space as if it were a booby-trap.

“Says who? The fact I’m standing here doesn’t mean a thing.” 

While he spoke, he had taken confident steps away from her and was now staring out of the window.

“If you’re willing to have a minimum of five or more sessions, then, we need to outline your goals, so we can both monitor the outcome over time.”

She should mention their previous row to clear the pungent air, but sandwiched between his antagonistic responses she could not find a good opening.

“Don’t sound so self-important, missy!”

“My name’s Tiara Williams, not—”

Hunter swung his head around along with his withering gaze. 

The easy words on her tongue faded into oblivion for a whole minute, or more. Her eyes went straight to his face cut with a chisel and roamed around his wildly groomed moustache and dark brown stubble which was a shade, or two deeper than his blond hair.

“Do you want to be here, Mr. Chase, or do you wish to find yourself another therapist?”

Lord, what are you trying to teach me by punishing me with this mysterious stranger turned client? She lamented inwardly. Is it humility and patience? I thought I had both virtues in abundance. Clearly, I fall short. Forgive me. Lord, if you get Hunter out of my office and my life, I would be eternally grateful.

“Let’s get this straight. I don’t need you.” He punctured her silent prayer with his suspicious gaze as he ground his jaw. “Do I need to say it in another language? Patois, perhaps? How can you be a therapist and be so clueless, huh? Tell me.”

Like many others, he had assumed she was Jamaican–a common mistake. But her job did not include correcting a client’s wrong assumption. It was also common for clients to take swipes at their therapists. But his own put-down hurt so much more, her stomach cramped. Maybe it was the frustration that she could not lash back at him. He was one lucky guy. Because there were names, she wanted to call him to dump him where he belonged—in the trash. Slanting her head, she inhaled slowly. 

“Mr. Chase, do you speak Patois, or any other language?”

“A handful. How many languages do you speak?”

“As a matter of fact, I don’t. What do you do, Mr. Chase? Or can I call you, Hunter?”

“Call me whatever you like, I don’t give a damn. It’s a name. I secure lives and properties while you sit behind a desk pretending to provide help for a hefty fee. I see how that makes you feel needed.”

Keeping her eyes on his rigid nose that looked as if it had been carved from granite, she tried not to grimace at his rude comment.

“What I do is certainly important, Hunter.”

“Good for you if you really believe that.”

At the heart of her office, the mustard leather seat positioned in front of a white three-seater sofa, decorated with mustard super-soft cushions looked deserted. Even the black and white horizontal stripped rug that featured in between the seats begged to be stepped on. Only one potted plant stayed out of the way at the east end of the room.

“What do you believe, Hunter?”

“You want my honest opinion?”

“Nothing less would do.”

“That people like you exist to deceive vulnerable people. There’s no cure for what disturbs the mind. Is there, missy?”

“Tiara, that’s my name. Do you consider yourself vulnerable?”

A muscle in his jaw jerked before he scrunched up half his face.

“Everyone’s vulnerable. That includes you.”

“What makes you feel vulnerable, Hunter?”

Drawing back his lips in a snarl, his ivory facial skin paled, cooling the warmth of his golden undertone. She knew her question had hit a nerve.

“Nice try, missy.”

Opting for a less direct approach, she went on the easy lane. As long as she engaged him in discussion, there was hope he would open up.

“What areas of security do you specialize in?”

“Home and business security solutions.” 

“What does that entail?”

“Installing surveillance cameras and developing bespoke security systems to meet the needs of my clients.”

His fierce some bluish-grey eyes returned to peeking out of her window. The way he scrutinized the street below, one would assume he admired a stunning landscape when in reality all there was to see was nature’s blend of orange, brown and red leaves cooked into mush as a result of the rain. It was the start of fall season, Thursday September 17th to be precise, except of course he was engrossed by the spectacular water reflecting the numerous boats docked, or moving across the San Francisco Bay, a mere three minutes-drive from her office.

“Do you have a panic button in this office?”

“Um. If I do, would I reveal it to you?”

“If you don’t, consider installing one.”

With his back to her, she tried not to stare at his intimidating physique, or posture.

“Why? What I do here is about building trust.”

“You’ve got to secure your life first.”

“I feel safe here.”

“With every single client?”

Their eyes clashed for a brief moment, before she cut off from his hypnotic luminescent gaze.

“Look, the only reason I’m here is so I can make a donation to a friend. We don’t need to get chummy.”

“Who’s your friend?”

“Let’s go with the name, Erin.”

Tiara scribbled down the fake name on her notepad. “How long have you known, Erin?”

“Go with twenty years.”

From his file, she knew Hunter turned thirty-six nine days ago. There was nothing else on the half page entry. How did a guy his age box so much vitriol into his six-pack, muscular, over six-feet build? OK. She had not seen his six-pack yet, but she presumed he had to be hiding well-toned abs beneath the layers.

“That would mean you’ve known Erin for more than half your life. Why does she need you to make a donation?”

“That’s none of your business, Tiara Williams.”

Finally! He called me by my name. Pausing to take a slow breath, she twisted her lips. 

“I understand it’s your life but I’ve got–”

Hunter whipped his head in her direction again, his brows drawn together, his eyes vacant. 

“Do you truly understand?” 

Getting into an argument with a client was improper. Sighing, she set down her pen and stared at him for a full minute, or so until she felt heat warm her spine. Blinking, she sipped water from her glass. For a short moment, the liquid settled the up and down churning inside her belly.

“Look at it this way, Hunter. If Erin requires you to attend therapy in order for you to make a donation, then this is important to your friend. For her sake, can you tell me what it is you want to donate?”

“Sperm.”

She gasped silently. That was not the reply she had expected. Thank God, her eyes were lowered, shielding her surprise from him.

“Is Erin planning on having your baby?”

“Work it out yourself. You’re my therapist, right?”

Lifting her eyes to meet his own, she locked in her personal verdict. His blazing eyes, now a cold grey shade challenged her to say what was on her mind.

“So, Erin wants to have your baby. OK. Are you married, or are you a sperm donor?”

Nothing written in his file alluded to the fact he was in a serious relationship.

A sullen expression crossed his face for a moment. 

“There are men who should never get married. I’m one of them. Are you married, Tiara?”

“I came close once.” 

“And how old are you?”

“Thirty-two.”

For the next few minutes, she found herself opening up to the guy who had showed zero respect for her profession and for her as a woman. The tactic often worked with challenging clients. In her experience, she had learned one thing–the clients who appeared tough talking with a hardcore exterior were often the ones who needed her services more.

“Poor dude. Did he find you too cold, Tiara?”

A surge of memory raced through her mind. She shut her eyes briefly to expunge the recollection. When she opened her eyes, Hunter was standing by her seat with both hands behind his back. She stared from his now ruffled blond hair to his sturdy boots while trying not to feel daunted in her own office.

“Take a seat, Hunter.”

“Are you scared I’ll hurt you?”

“Why would you hurt me? Have you been known to put your hands on anyone?”

Light flickered in his eyes briefly before fading to cold ashes.

“I’ve been known to kill. Good enough for you?”

Towering above her by several inches, he stared down at her like she was some irritating fly on a spotless wall he wanted to smash with a hammer. Meanwhile, his masculine fragrance already ruled her senses. Without feeding his urge to be dominant, she picked up her pen and wrote down the word, killer. 

Hunter seized her notepad and ripped off the sheet.

Lifting an eyebrow, she met his grave expression with a quizzical one.

“You don’t want me to write it down?” 

A killer? Somehow, she found his reply bizarre. Was he bluffing just to unsettle her?

To answer her question however, he tore the sheet to pieces, crumpled it into a ball and threw it across the room, away from the fireplace mantel.

“Are you in the military, or are you ex-military, Hunter?”

“Your guess is as good as mine.”

If she stood up, he would probably assume she wanted to square up to him. If she remained seated, he would feel in control. Swallowing her hesitation, she braced her fingers on the edge of her desk and pushed back her chair. Before she could get on her feet, he bent over and clenched his fingers around the arms of her chair, forcing her back on her seat.

“Stand back, Hunter. You’re crossing the line.”

“I told you to stop asking crazy questions.”

With his face up close, she noted his eyes were intense and deathly cold. Instead of icing her out though, heat squirted through her chest, shooting down to her stomach. Of its own will, her eyes dipped. His more than a day-old stubble shaped his upper lip and entire jawline and part of his neck while fading frown lines hovered along his wide forehead. Relying on her gut instinct, she uttered her speculation.

“OK. Military. Do you consider yourself wilfully violent or do you just follow orders to kill?”

He bared his teeth as he mock-chuckled. But his eyes remained as hard as blue-grey granite. 

“What do you think? Form your opinion.”

“We can make this session more practical.”

“What’s your opinion? I want to hear it.”

“If you’re in the military, then, you simply follow orders. You wouldn’t be considered a killer except you were a mercenary. Are you?”

He lifted one eyebrow. “Keep going.”

“On the other hand, if you’re in private security, and you’ve been known to kill, then, you’re an assassin.”

“Tiara Williams, do you provide help to assassins?”

“Whatever you say to me in this room is confidential, Hunter.”

“Bull shit!” Bleak-eyed, he pushed back her chair so hard, it hit the bookshelf behind. It was a wonder, some of the books did not fall over to knock her out. “We both know all it takes to expose the secrets in your files is for a court to summon your records and it all becomes public knowledge. True, or false?”

“That’s if you’ve committed a crime. Have you?”

“There are things best left unsaid, Tiara.”

To her ear, he uttered her name like a plea, or an indirect shout for help. 

“Then you shouldn’t be here. Why are you really here, Hunter Chase?” 

He grabbed the ball of her shoulders with long fingers, willing her to give him the answer he hoped for without sharing what burned inside of him.

“You want to put some demons to rest, Hunter? Is that it?” She should have kept her mouth shut.

“For the sole purpose of this discussion, if I say I’ve heard things, seen things that’ll make your skin crawl, and done things that keep me awake at night, what will you do for me? Kiss me and make it all go away?”

“If I kiss my client, I’ll lose my license. So, that isn’t a practical solution. What keeps you awake at night?”

Giving her a scornful look, he shook his head. “You’re very naïve, Tiara. You seal yourself off in this pretty little box office, away from the big bad world and offer unrealistic solutions to idiotic clients.”

“Forget about my clients for a moment, Hunter. Tell me the first image you see when you shut your eyes.”

She saw his long lashes board up his eyes briefly before he grabbed his head with both hands and barked.

“Shut up, Tiara!”

“What did you see, Hunter?”

“You mean what did I hear? Your freaking annoying hypnotic voice!”

“Why do you think I’m hypnotizing you?”

“You speak in that monotone voice that I want to shut down. Are you a robot?”

“I’m human. The image you saw before you shook your head, was it a friend, or a foe?”

“It’s your freaking face staring at me,” he spat through taut lips.

“Sit for a moment, Hunter. You want water or soda? Coffee if you like?”

Although he did not sit down and paced around her office instead, he kept his gaze on hers. Evidently, the guy had trust issues and much more seething inside.

“Black coffee, no sugar,” he finally accepted.

After she handed him the coffee mug a short while later, he pointed to the wall unit beside her bookshelf. She set down the mug and returned to her chair.

“That upsetting image that you saw minutes ago, is it one of your kills?”

Instead of saying something, he reached for the mug and drank from the steaming coffee like it was cool beverage.

“Have you ever killed before, Tiara?”

“No.”

“What about an abortion, or two?”

The question stopped her thoughts for a heartbeat, she choked on her coffee. 

“W-what?”

“You heard me, Tiara.”

After she recovered and wiped her lips, she sighed.

“Hunter, go back to that image you saw. Was it a man, or a woman?”

“A man.”

“Did he do something bad to you?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you hurt him?”

“Nothing he didn’t deserve.”

“Then why do you think his face keeps you awake?”

“Ask him. Karma is what he got.”

“Do you think you’re getting your karma?”

“Only you can tell me, right? Isn’t that why I’m here? For you to tell me I’ve got post-traumatic-stress-syndrome, PTSD, or some other bullshit problem. Let me make you a deal. If you talk about the babies you’ve aborted so far, I’ll consider answering a few questions on your list.”

Glaring at him, she clamped her mouth shut before answering. “I’m not in therapy, Hunter.”

He abandoned his coffee and reached her side before she could blink. Grasping her wrists, he hurled her out of her chair and lifted her off her feet cushioned in black heels by pinning his palms along her shoulders so that her feet dangled in the air. 

She gasped, not in fear but in shock. 

Moments later, he dumped her butt on her desk with a loud clunk. 

In her quiet daze, she did not hear the popping sound from one of the buttons on her cream long-sleeve silk top. Panting, she pulled down the hem of her wide waistband, single breasted, navy-blue skirt. 

“You’ve just assaulted me, Hunter Chase. I don’t appreciate you putting your hands on me. It’s–”

“Are you going to cry for help like a helpless six-year-old girl? Or are you going to open up about the most traumatic experience of your life?”

“You’re out of line, Hunter!” 

The Lord knows she was trying to hold her tongue.

“Are you calling me a sinister rogue?”

He was worse than a sinister rogue but she kept her opinion to herself.

“I’m saying don’t touch me while we’re in session. It’s inappropriate. Do you understand that?”

“Yeah. Can I freaking touch you after the session?”

“No. I’m your therapist. We’ve got code of ethics.”

“Haven’t you screwed around with clients on this table? Or on the rug over there, hmm? What about the sofa? Or in your bathroom?”

“Why did you show up here? To cause chaos, or to gain control over your thoughts and temper?”

Hunter gave her a dirty glance. 

“See how that feels? That’s how I feel when you ask me those damn intrusive questions. It’s unsettling, right? You want me to open up about things that make me feel vulnerable while you close off your secrets behind your professional screen. How does that work, Tiara?”

She swallowed. “Look, we all get a fair share of bad measures in life. Yet, everyone deals with their life experiences in different ways. But we must never give up hope. If Erin thinks you need to visit a therapist for a period of time, she must think it’ll help you. Do this for her, Hunter.”

Right now, her throat burned with blue flames gutting her skin where he touched her.

“I must confess, you’re good, Tiara. And that’s not a compliment. Always finding a sneaky way back to asking the same dumb questions. I don’t need you. Know what I think? That’s disgusting! Is my time up?”

She glanced at the digital clock on her desk. 

“Ten more minutes. Plenty of time to tell me why you think those faces hunt you in your sleep, keeping you awake at night.”

“If I knew why, I wouldn’t be here. Your job is to figure it out.”

Good. She had established a few things about Hunter Chase. Justifiably, or not, he had killed before. He suffered from nightmare flashes.

“I’m not a psychic. I work with what you tell me. In the last hundred and ten minutes, you’ve not said much except to throw verbal punches and demean my profession. Erin will be disappointed–”

Grabbing her shoulders, he shook her hard. 

“If you breathe a word about this to Erin, you’ll have me to answer to, Tiara Williams.”

“Is that a threat, Hunter?”

“Only if you consider it as one. Be warned. Play by rules and I might spare you the grief.” 

Gesturing at her top with his head, he grunted. “Button up! I’m not interested in the view.”

Eyeballing him, she stuck her nose in the air. 

“In total, how many cruel medals do you own, Hunter?”

“Got quite a collection. So, it was you I slammed into last week? Are you expecting an apology?”

Shaking her head, she shut her eyes for a second. 
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