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      The rain drummed against the clinic's glass facade, each drop a dull reminder of my confinement. Inside, the air hung thick with the scent of lavender and eucalyptus, a deliberate assault on the senses designed to soothe, but it only made me more aware of the throbbing in my right knee. I leaned heavier on my crutch, the rubber tip squeaking against the polished concrete floor. The ache was a constant companion now, a sharp, grinding pain that had become the rhythm of my days.

      Three months. That's how long it had been since the brutal tackle that ended my season, possibly my career. The surgeon's words still echoed in my head, a litany of torn ligaments and uncertain timelines. Now, this. The "innovative" Beastkin therapy program, my coach's latest attempt to rush me back to peak form. I pictured some hulking wolf-man or bear hybrid, all brute force and no finesse. The thought made me shift my weight, sending a fresh bolt of pain through my leg.

      "Jase?"

      The voice was smooth, like honey, cutting through the ambient music and my own bitter thoughts. I turned. Framed in the doorway of the treatment room was nothing like I'd imagined. She was... graceful. Lithe. A foxkin, with soft reddish-orange fur that caught the dim light, pointed ears topped with fluff, and a thick, bushy tail that swayed once, a slow, deliberate arc behind her. Her uniform, a crisp white tunic and dark pants, hugged a figure that was undeniably feminine, with curves that made my breath catch despite my mood. She wore her long orange hair in twintails, a style that should have looked playful but on her seemed sophisticated.

      "Ember," she said, extending a hand. Her palm was soft, with subtle black pads on the fingers and base. "I'll be your therapist."

      I took her hand, my own calloused and rough from years of gripping a soccer ball. "Jase." The name felt heavy, incomplete without a title like "forward" or "stripper" attached.

      "Please, come in." She stepped aside, and I hobbled into the room. It was intimate, the light low and warm. A massage table sat center, draped in crisp linen. A small cart held oils and lotions, their glass bottles glinting. The window overlooked the rain-streaked street, but the thick glass muted the city sounds.

      I perched on the edge of the table, crutch propped beside me. Ember moved with a fluid, almost predatory elegance, her animal feet making no sound on the floor. She didn't look at my chart on the tablet, but at me. Her amber eyes seemed to see more than just the injury.

      "ACL tear, medial meniscus damage," she said, her voice a low murmur. "Three months post-op. The report says you're pushing too hard in physical therapy."

      A spike of irritation went through me. "I'm trying to get back on the field."

      "I know." Her gaze was empathetic, not pitying. "That drive is what will heal you. But it's also what can re-injure you. We need to find a balance."

      She leaned against the cart, her tail curling around one of the metal legs. The movement was unconscious, mesmerizing. I found myself watching it instead of her face.

      "Beastkin massage therapy," I said, making it sound like the punchline to a joke. "What's the difference?"

      Ember smiled, a subtle lifting of the corners of her muzzle. "Our senses are heightened. I can feel the temperature changes in inflamed tissue, the subtle shifts in muscle tension that indicate compensation patterns. I don't just work on the injury; I work on the whole system that's trying to protect it."

      She gestured to the table. "Let's start. Please, remove your pants and lie on your stomach. You can leave your underwear on."

      Her tone was professional, but something about the directness, combined with the sight of her... those curves, that soft fur, made a flicker of warmth bloom in my stomach. I tried not to linger too long on her huge breasts that her uniform did a poor job of hiding. I turned my back, my movements stiff as I struggled out of my track pants. My right leg was a roadmap of scars, pale against my tan skin. I felt exposed, vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with my injury. Lying down, I buried my face in the face cradle, inhaling the faint scent of clean linen.

      I heard the soft click of a bottle cap, then the slick sound of oil being warmed between her palms. A moment later, her paws made contact with my lower back. The warmth was immediate, the pressure firm but yielding. Her touch was different than any human therapist I'd had. There was an intuitive quality to it, a way she seemed to know exactly where the tension lived before I even felt it myself.

      Her paws glided up my spine, thumbs pressing into the erector muscles on either side. A knot I hadn't even been aware of gave way under her skilled manipulation. I let out a breath I hadn't realized I was holding.

      "You carry a lot of tension in your shoulders," she said, her voice close to my ear. "From favoring the leg."

      "I didn't notice," I mumbled into the cradle.

      "Most athletes don't. You're so focused on the primary injury that your body creates new problems trying to adapt."

      She worked her way down, her paws sweeping over my glutes, then the back of my thighs. When she reached my right leg, her touch became more focused, more deliberate. Her pads explored the landscape of my scar tissue, the sensitivity of the skin around my knee.

      "This is where we'll start," she murmured. "The scar tissue is dense. We need to break it down, encourage new blood flow."

      Her thumbs pressed into the side of my knee, a sharp, focused pain that made me gasp and clench my fists.

      "Breathe through it," she instructed, her voice steady. "Don't fight it."

      I tried. I focused on the scent of the oil, a mix of arnica and something else, something woodsy and wild that I associated with her. The pain was intense, but it was a productive pain, different from the dull, grinding ache I lived with. It was the pain of healing.

      Her tail brushed against my calf. Just a fleeting touch, an accident of her movement as she shifted her position. But it sent a jolt through me, an unexpected spark of awareness that had nothing to do with the therapy. The fur was impossibly soft, a stark contrast to the firm, deliberate pressure of her paws. I felt myself harden, my cock pressing against the table, an unwelcome and inappropriate response to what was supposed to be clinical treatment.

      I shifted, trying to adjust myself without being obvious.

      Ember either didn't notice or chose not to react. Her focus was absolute. She continued working on my leg, her movements a blend of deep, sustained pressure and quick, percussive strokes. The pain began to subside, replaced by a spreading warmth, a feeling of release I hadn't experienced in months.

      "How does that feel?" she asked, her voice a low vibration I felt through the table more than I heard with my ears.

      "Better," I managed. "Much better."

      "Good. The inflammation is already reducing. I can feel it."

      She finished with my right leg and moved to my left, her touch lighter, more exploratory. "This side has been doing double duty," she explained. "It's exhausted."

      She worked on my hamstring, her thumb finding a trigger point that sent a shooting sensation all the way up to my hip. I grunted, my body tensing.

      "Relax," she murmured. "Let the muscle release."

      I tried. I focused on my breathing, on the gentle scent of lavender, on the steady rhythm of her hands. But my mind kept drifting back to the brush of her tail, to the sight of her standing in the doorway, to the strange, electric connection I felt with this woman, this Beastkin, who was already doing more for me in thirty minutes than weeks of standard physical therapy.

      The session ended too soon. Ember wiped the excess oil from my skin with a warm towel. "Take your time getting up," she said. "Your leg might feel a little loose."

      I sat up slowly, experimentally bending my knee. There was still pain, but it was different. Less sharp, more manageable. The grinding sensation was gone.

      "Wow," I said, a genuine note of surprise in my voice. "That's... that's actually better."

      Ember smiled, a genuine, warm expression that crinkled the corners of her amber eyes. "Good. That's the goal." She handed me my pants. "We'll see each other twice a week for now. I want to work on the scar tissue and get these compensatory patterns under control before we move into more active rehabilitation."

      I dressed, my movements still stiff but with a newfound ease. As I pulled my pants on, I was acutely aware of her watching me. I didn't know if it was professional assessment or something else, but the thought sent another unwanted, but not entirely unwelcome, jolt through me.

      I stood, reaching for my crutch. For a second, I hesitated. I tested my weight on the leg. It held. Not perfectly, not without a limp, but it held. I took a tentative step without the crutch. Then another. A slow, shuffling walk across the room, but a walk nonetheless.

      Ember watched, her tail giving a slow, deliberate swish. "The inflammation is down," she said, her voice soft. "The joint space has opened up. It's temporary, but it's progress."

      I looked at her, really looked at her. It wasn't just about the leg. It was about this feeling, this strange, effervescent bubble of hope expanding in my chest. I hadn't felt that in months.

      "Thank you," I said, and the words felt inadequate.

      "It's my job," she replied, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes, something that went beyond professional satisfaction.

      The week between sessions crawled by. I did my prescribed physical therapy exercises, but my mind kept drifting back to that room, to the scent of lavender and wildness, to the feel of her paws on my skin, to the unexpected brush of her tail. I found myself counting the hours until our next appointment.

      When I walked into the clinic the following Tuesday, the rain had stopped. Sunlight streamed through the glass facade, but my focus was solely on the hallway leading to her room. My limp was less pronounced, a fact I noted with a surge of pride. I didn't even need the crutch today.

      Ember was waiting for me, adjusting the lighting in the treatment room. The soft glow made her fur seem to shimmer. She turned as I entered, her ears perking slightly.

      "Jase," she said, her voice a low murmur. "You're walking better."

      "Feels better," I replied, my gaze meeting hers. There was a warmth there, a recognition that went beyond the professional. "I've been doing the exercises."

      "I can tell." Her eyes swept over me, from my face down to my legs. "Your gait is more even. The compensation patterns are already starting to correct themselves."

      Her assessment was so clinical, yet the way she looked at me felt anything but. I felt a familiar warmth spread through my chest, a precursor to the unwanted physical response from our last session. I pushed the thought down.

      "Let's get started," she said, gesturing to the table. "Same as before. Pants off, lie on your stomach."

      I turned, my movements more fluid this time as I stripped down to my boxer briefs. I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the darkened window. I looked better than I had in months. The hard lines of frustration around my eyes had softened. I felt... hopeful. It was an unfamiliar and slightly unsettling feeling.

      Lying face down, I waited for her touch. It came quickly, the warm oil, the firm, confident pressure of her paws. She started with my back again, her thumbs working out the knots with an ease that bordered on magical.

      "You slept better this week," she stated, not asked.

      "How could you possibly know that?" The question came out sharper than I intended.

      A soft chuckle vibrated through her hands into my spine. "Your muscle memory tells me. Less residual tension in your trapezius, less cortisol buildup in your system. You feel... lighter."

      Her words were so precise, so intuitive. It was both impressive and a little unnerving. She saw things in me that I couldn't see myself.

      She moved down to my legs, her focus once again on the injured right one. Her touch was deeper this time, more penetrating. She worked around my kneecap, her fingers expertly manipulating the tendons and ligaments.

      "The scar tissue is breaking up nicely," she murmured, her concentration palpable. "We're making good progress."

      The pain was sharp but controlled, a clean, focused discomfort that I was learning to welcome. I focused on my breathing, on the scent of the oil, on the feeling of her paws on my skin.

      Her tail brushed against my ankle again. This time, it didn't feel like an accident. It was a deliberate, slow stroke against my skin, the fur impossibly soft against my bare leg. My breathing tightened. My cock, already half-hard from her proximity, twitched shamelessly against the table.

      This was wrong. This was so wrong. She was my therapist. I was her client. Boundaries existed for a reason. But my body didn't care about boundaries. It cared about the warm, electric contact, the unexpected intimacy of the gesture.

      Ember paused, her paws stilling on my thigh. The room was silent, the only sound the faint hum of the air conditioning. I held my breath, waiting for her to say something, to re-establish the professional line.

      She didn't.

      Instead, her paws began to move again, but their path had changed. They drifted higher, up the back of my thigh, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin where my leg met my buttock. Her touch was no longer purely therapeutic. It was exploratory. Curious.

      "Your body responds well to this work," she said, her voice a low whisper. "Very well."

      My heart hammered. This was it. The line was not just being blurred; it was being erased.

      I didn't move. I didn't speak. I just lay there, my face buried in the cradle, my body a canvas for her exploration. I was afraid to move, to break the spell. But I was also afraid of what would happen if I didn't.

      Her paws continued their journey, drifting over the curve of my ass. Her thumbs pressed into the muscle, a deep, satisfying pressure that made me groan. The sound was involuntary, a raw expression of the pleasure coursing through me.

      "Shhh," she murmured, her voice close to my ear. "Just feel it."

      Her paws slid lower, between my legs, her fingers brushing against my balls through the fabric of my boxer briefs. The touch was light, almost accidental, but it was deliberate. I knew it was deliberate.

      My hips bucked, a small, involuntary movement. I was fully hard now, my cock straining against the table, a prisoner of my own desire.

      Ember chuckled, a low, throaty sound. "See? Responsive."

      Her paws moved away, and I felt a moment of sharp disappointment. But then I heard the soft rustle of fabric, and realized she was adjusting her position. I turned my head, trying to see what she was doing.

      I saw her then, not as a therapist, but as a woman. She had moved to the side of the table, her amber eyes fixed on my body. Her tail swished slowly behind her, a pendulum marking the rhythm of her intention. She leaned forward, her muzzle close to my ear, her breath warm against my skin.

      "Turn over," she whispered.

      Blood pulsed in my ear. This was it. The point of no return. My mind screamed at me to stop, to remember the clinic, the rules, my career. But my body, my traitorous, desperate body, was already in motion.

      I rolled onto my back, my movements clumsy and stiff. The sheet that had been draped over my lower body pooled around my waist. My erection was obvious, a tent in the thin fabric of my boxer briefs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and more aroused than I had ever been in my life.

      Ember's gaze flicked down to my crotch, then back to my face. A slow smile spread across her muzzle. "Very responsive," she repeated, her voice a low purr.

      She reached out, her paw resting on my stomach, just above the waistband of my underwear. Her touch was electric, a jolt of pure, forbidden pleasure. My muscles clenched.

      "I shouldn't," she murmured, her gaze searching mine. "We shouldn't."

      "I know," I breathed, my voice a hoarse whisper.

      But neither of us moved to stop. The air in the room crackled with tension, a palpable, living thing. Her amber eyes were dark, dilated with desire. Her tail swished, a slow, deliberate arc behind her.

      Her paw slid down, her fingers hooking under the elastic of my boxer briefs. She paused, her eyes seeking permission one last time. I gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod.

      She pulled the fabric down, slowly, revealing my erection. The cool air hit my skin, and I shivered. Her eyes fixed on my cock, a hunger in their depths that made my breath catch.

      "You're beautiful," she whispered, the words a surprise, a gift.

      She knelt, her movements fluid and graceful. The position brought her face level with my hips. Her muzzle hovered over me, her breath warm against my shaft. Her long orange twintails brushed against my thighs, the soft strands a tantalizing caress.

      I braced myself, my hands clenching the sheets on either side of me. I had no idea what to expect. I had never been with a Beastkin before.

      Her tongue darted out, a quick, hesitant flick against the tip of my cock. The sensation was sharp, a bolt of pure pleasure that shot through me.

      "Oh fuck, Ember..!" I gasped, my hips arching off the table.

      Her paws came to rest on my thighs, holding me in place. "Easy," she murmured. "Just feel."

      Her tongue swirled around the head, exploring, tasting. It was different than a human tongue, slightly rougher, textured in a way that sent shivers through my entire body. She took me into her mouth, her lips soft and warm, her tongue continuing its maddening exploration.

      I lost all track of time, of the clinic, of the rules. There was only the sensation, the wet heat of her mouth, the firm, confident pressure of her paws on my thighs. My world narrowed to this moment, to this incredible, forbidden pleasure.

      Her head began to move, a slow, steady rhythm that built a fire in my groin. Her tongue traced the sensitive vein on the underside of my shaft, her teeth grazing my skin just enough to send a jolt of sharp, delicious pain through me. I tangled my fingers in the sheets, my knuckles white.

      I could feel the pressure building, a coil of tension tightening in my stomach. My breath came in ragged gasps. "Ember," I moaned, her name a prayer on my lips.

      She hummed in response, the vibration sending me over the edge. My hips bucked, my body arching off the table as I came, a hot, explosive release that left me shaking and breathless.

      She stayed with me, her mouth working me through the aftershocks, her movements gentle, milking every last drop of pleasure from my body. When she finally pulled away, I felt a strange sense of loss.

      I lay there, panting, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. The room slowly came back into focus. The scent of lavender and wildness. The dim, warm light. The sound of rain against the window.

      Ember stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her paw. Her amber eyes were dark, her expression unreadable.

      "That," she said, her voice a low murmur, "was not in the treatment plan."

      A laugh escaped me, a raw, shaky sound. "No. It wasn't."

      She helped me sit up, her touch no longer electric, but... something else. Something softer, more intimate. She handed me my boxer briefs. I dressed in silence, the air between us thick with unspoken questions.

      As I stood, testing my leg, I realized the pain was completely gone.

      "I hope you don't mind the extra work," she said, her tail giving a slow, nervous flick. "But I'd like to work on your hips today. They're still tight from the injury, and it's affecting your gait."

      I nodded, my gaze fixed on hers. "Okay."

      This time, when I lay down on the table, it was different. The professional pretense was gone. We both knew what had happened, what could happen again.

      Her paws returned to my body, her touch still confident and skilled, but now it was laced with a new layer of intimacy. She worked on my hips, her fingers digging deep into the muscle, releasing tension I hadn't even known I was carrying. Her touch was firm, but there was a gentleness to it, a tenderness that made my chest ache.

      "You carry so much tension here," she said, her paws pressing into the hollows of my hips. "From the injury, yes. But from other things, too. Pressure. Fear."

      I closed my eyes, my breath catching in my throat. She saw too much. She saw everything.

      "I'm scared," I admitted, the words a raw confession. "I'm scared I'll never be the same."

      Her paws stilled. "You won't be," she said, her voice soft but firm. "You'll be better."

      Her paws moved lower, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin on the inside of my thighs. My body responded instantly, a fresh wave of arousal washing over me. I was hard again, my cock pressing against the table.

      "Ember..." I breathed, her name a question and a plea.

      She leaned forward, her muzzle close to my ear. "Turn over," she whispered again.

      This time, I didn't hesitate.

      I rolled onto my back, my body humming with anticipation. She stood there for a moment, her amber eyes taking me in, her gaze a physical caress. Her tail swished slowly behind her, a slow, deliberate rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart.

      She reached for the hem of her uniform tunic. "This," she said, her voice a low murmur, "is definitely not in the treatment plan."

      She pulled the tunic over her head, revealing a simple black bra that struggled to contain her huge breasts. Her reddish-orange fur was thick and soft, a stark contrast to the black lace. She reached behind her, unclasping the bra. It fell away, and her breasts were free. They were perfect, round and full, her nipples a darker, dusky orange against the fur. I watched, mesmerized, as she unbuttoned her pants, letting them pool around her ankles. She wore no underwear. Her body was a work of art, all soft curves and lean muscle, a testament to her Beastkin heritage. A small patch of darker fur shaped like a flame rested between her legs. Her bushy tail swished, a slow, hypnotic movement behind her.

      She climbed onto the table, straddling my hips. Her weight was a welcome pressure, her thighs firm against mine. She leaned forward, her hands on my chest, her amber eyes locked on mine. Her hair, her twintails, brushed against my skin, the soft strands a tantalizing caress.

      "You're sure?" she whispered, her gaze searching mine.

      I answered by reaching up, my hands cupping her face. Her fur was impossibly soft, a contrast to the sharp intelligence in her eyes. I pulled her down, my lips finding hers.

      Her mouth was softer than I'd imagined, her lips full and yielding. Her tongue was a surprise, that same slight roughness that had driven me wild moments ago. I explored the texture, the taste of her. It was wild, like forest after rain. I tangled my hands in her hair, my fingers tangling in the soft strands of her twintails.

      She responded with a passion that matched my own, her body pressing against mine, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made me gasp. Her breasts were crushed against my chest, the soft fur a sensual friction against my skin. I could feel her heartbeat, a fast, steady rhythm against my own.

      I broke the kiss, my lips trailing down her neck, my tongue tasting the salt of her skin, the faint, wild scent of her fur. I found the base of her ear, nibbling gently. She shivered, a soft whimper escaping her lips. Her hips bucked, her body grinding against my hard cock.

      "Jase," she breathed, her voice a hoarse whisper. "Please."

      I didn't need any further encouragement. I shifted, my hands gripping her hips, positioning myself. She rose up on her knees, her body a silhouette in the dim light. She reached down, her paw wrapping around my cock, guiding me to her entrance.

      She was wet, hot, and ready. I pushed into her slowly, savoring the sensation of her body yielding to mine. It was a tight, perfect fit, a feeling of coming home I hadn't realized I was missing.

      She sank down, taking me all the way in, her body shuddering with a deep, guttural moan. Her inner muscles clenched around me, a wave of pleasure that made my toes curl. I gripped her hips, my knuckles white, my body a taut string of need.

      She began to move, a slow, languid rhythm that built a fire in my groin. Her hands rested on my chest, her claws digging into my skin just enough to send a jolt of sharp, delicious pain through me. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

      Her tail swished, a slow, hypnotic movement behind her. It wrapped around my leg, the soft fur a warm, possessive pressure against my skin. The sight of it, of her, lost in pleasure, was almost too much to bear.

      I sat up, my arms wrapping around her waist, pulling her close. My lips found her breasts, my tongue circling her dusky orange nipples. She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, her hips bucking against mine.

      "Jase," she moaned, her voice a raw, desperate plea. "Don't stop."

      I had no intention of stopping. I flipped us over, her back against the table, my body covering hers. I thrust into her, my movements hard and fast, my need a desperate, demanding ache. She met me stroke for stroke, her legs wrapping around my waist, her heels digging into my back. Her claws raked down my spine, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

      The table creaked under our combined weight, a rhythmic protest that matched our frantic pace. The scent of lavender and wildness filled the air, mixed with the sweat slicking our bodies, the musky scent of our arousal.

      I looked down at her, at the woman, the Beastkin, who had somehow broken through the walls I'd built around myself. Her eyes were open now, her amber gaze locked on mine, a raw, unshielded emotion swimming in their depths. It was more than just lust. It was need. It was connection.

      "Ember," I breathed, her name a prayer on my lips. "I... I..."

      I couldn't finish the sentence. I didn't have the words. So I showed her.

      I slowed my pace, my movements becoming deliberate, intentional. I kissed her, my lips claiming hers, my tongue exploring her mouth with a tenderness that belied the frantic desperation of moments before. She responded, her body arching into mine, her hands gripping my shoulders, her claws digging into my skin.

      My hips began to move again, a slow, deep rhythm that built a fire in my groin. I could feel her body responding, her inner muscles clenching around me, a wave of pleasure that made my toes curl. She was getting close. I could feel it in the way her breathing hitched, in the way her body tensed, in the way her hands tightened on my shoulders.

      I shifted my angle, my thrusts becoming more focused, more precise. I was searching for something, a spot, a button, a trigger. I found it.

      Her back arched off the table, a silent scream on her lips. Her body convulsed, a wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful. Her inner muscles clamped down on me, a vice-like grip that pulled me over the edge with her.

      I came with a hoarse cry, my body shuddering, my vision blurring. It was a hot, explosive release, a catharsis that left me empty and full at the same time. She made a low purr like sound as my cock swelled up, pumping my human cum deep into her waiting womb. I collapsed on top of her, my body a dead weight, my face buried in the crook of her neck.

      We lay there for a long time, our bodies tangled, our breathing ragged, the only sound in the room the frantic pounding of our hearts. The table was a mess of tangled limbs and rumpled sheets. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and wildness, mixed with the sweat slicking our bodies, the musky scent of our sex.

      Finally, I pushed myself up, my arms trembling with the effort. I looked down at her. Her amber eyes were closed, her face peaceful, a small, contented smile playing on her lips. Her fur was matted with sweat, her twintails a tangled mess. She was beautiful. So beautiful.

      "Ember," I whispered, my voice a hoarse rasp.

      Her eyes fluttered open. They were dark, hazy with pleasure. "Jase," she breathed, her voice a soft murmur.

      I leaned down, my lips finding hers. It was a slow, tender kiss, a kiss that was full of unspoken words, of questions, of promises. A kiss that said more than any words could.

      She wrapped her arms around my neck, her body pressing against mine. Her tail swished, a slow, contented flick against my leg. It was a gesture of affection, of possession. "I hope you do not think I do this sort of thing for my clients. Except for you."

      "I don't," I said, my voice a low murmur. "I know." And I did. I knew this was different. This was special.

      She smiled, a genuine, warm smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes. "Good."

      I pulled away, my gaze sweeping over the room. The table was a mess. The oil bottles were knocked over. The floor was littered with our discarded clothes. It was chaos. It was perfect.

      "We should..." I started, my voice trailing off.

      "I know," she said, her voice soft. "We should get cleaned up."

      I climbed off the table, my legs unsteady. I held out a hand, helping her to sit up. She was wobbly, her movements still loose with pleasure. I wrapped my arms around her, steadying her, my body a warm, solid presence against hers.

      She leaned into me, her head resting on my chest. "That was..." she started, her voice trailing off.

      "I know," I said, my lips pressing against the top of her head. "I know."

      We stood there for a long time, just holding each other, the silence comfortable, companionable. The clinic was quiet, the only sound the faint hum of the air conditioning. The rain had stopped, and the last rays of the setting sun cast a warm, golden glow through the window.

      Finally, I pulled away. "I need to get dressed," I said, my voice a low murmur. "My next appointment is..."

      I stopped, realizing I didn't have another appointment. Not with her, not with anyone. The program was only for a limited time. This was it. This was our last session.

      A wave of panic washed over me, sharp and sudden. I didn't want it to end. I didn't want this to be the end.

      Ember must have seen the look on my face. She reached up, her paw cupping my cheek. "Hey," she said, her voice soft. "It's okay."

      "It's not," I said, my voice hoarse. "This is it. This is our last session."

      "I know," she said, her gaze steady. "But it doesn't have to be."

      Hope, fragile and tentative, bloomed in my chest. "What do you mean?"

      "I mean," she said, her thumb stroking my cheek, "that this doesn't have to be the end. It can be the beginning."

      I searched her eyes, looking for any sign of hesitation, any doubt. I found none. There was only a steady, unwavering certainty.

      "How?" I asked, my voice a low whisper.

      "We can be careful," she said, her voice a low murmur. "We can be discreet. But we don't have to stop."

      I knew all too well what she meant. Humans and beastkin... They were... Tolerated. In many major cities anyway. But relationships? Interspecies relationships like that were taboo. Rarely seen and rarely spoken of. They were considered... Exotic. Some thought they were unnatural. Or even just a fetish.

      "You'd risk that for... For this? For me?" I asked, my voice filled with a raw, unguarded vulnerability.

      She didn't answer with words. She answered with a kiss.

      It was a slow, tender kiss, a kiss that was full of unspoken promises, of shared risks, of a future that was uncertain but possible. Her lips were soft, her tongue a gentle exploration. She tasted of lavender and wildness, of home.

      I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close, my body pressing against hers. I could feel her heartbeat, a fast, steady rhythm against my own. I could feel the warmth of her skin, the softness of her fur. I could feel the solid, reassuring weight of her in my arms.

      When she finally pulled away, her amber eyes were dark, hazy with desire. "I'd risk that," she said, her voice a low murmur. "I'd risk that for you."

      A wave of relief washed over me, so intense it almost brought me to my knees. I buried my face in her hair, inhaling the scent of her, letting it fill my lungs, my soul.

      "Good," I said, my voice a hoarse whisper. "Good."

      We stood there for a long time, just holding each other, the silence comfortable, companionable. The clinic was quiet, the only sound the faint hum of the air conditioning. The rain had stopped, and the last rays of the setting sun cast a warm, golden glow through the window.
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