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The hardest part wasn't balance, though that was definitely a challenge. On his feet, Chase was - if not agile and nimble - at least capable of staying upright. Inverted, though, was another matter. 

You couldn't just throw your legs back, as graceful and convenient as that would be. Maybe if you were a gymnast, or not so lanky; not the sort of person who aunts and grandmothers take one frowning look at and declare, "he'll grow into himself, I'm sure." 

Instead you had to edge your feet up the wall, shuffling on your back as your hips first tilted and then lifted altogether. Stepping higher and higher, hoping not to twist in the process and so tumble sideways, with each flat-footed increase upending your center of gravity. Until, poised on your shoulders, it was time to double the risk. 

Right leg or left leg first? Kicking off the wall and allowing your legs to topple back, over you, demands a leap of faith. Sometimes it seemed like leaving his dominant leg to follow - rescue, even, should things go awry - seemed wise. Other times, putting best foot forward, the left was left until last. 

Either way, it was hardly graceful. Stomach muscles tensed, trying to make his body's coiling a measured thing, a controlled one. Not tip over, or misjudge the energy required and then come loudly crashing back to the wall. It was all part of the process, part of what made it, well, exciting, but it was absolutely the most frustrating part. 

The payoff was hardly comfortable, either. Ribs compressed, pelvis contorted. Most of Chase's bodyweight on his shoulders and neck, as each slice of bone compressed in unnatural ways. The constant sensation of being half a breath away from falling, and breath itself a squashed and mediocre thing. 

So yes, the balancing was hard. Something he was familiar with, but still, even now, found himself struggling with. Long legs flailing, stomach cramping, and the whole thing reminding him of a fledgling bird trying to embrace flight with what, so far, had been entirely earth-bound muscles and limbs. 

Hard, but not the hardest. 

Because, the first time he'd managed it, the first time he'd coaxed his awkward body into inversion, he'd realized actually going through with it was hardest.

It'd been the most fun Chase had discovered that involved his hand and his cock and the wedged-shut door of his bedroom. A chair thrust under the door handle and a fist pushed between his tensing thighs, jerking himself with as much force as was wise given his precarious position, as he stared up at his dick and imagined what came next. 

The payoff for those ill-balanced indignities. 

He loved the way long, stretching cords of precum would ease down onto his cheeks. Loved the heat of his body as he pumped, face trapped in a cage of his own legs; the scent of sweat and musk as he burned like a little furnace. Staring up, hungry for the inevitability of what he was doing. 

And singularly failing - that first time, and later - to go through with it. Horny but, when that final clenching took him, not quite horny enough. Committed but, when it came to actually opening his mouth and sticking out his tongue, not quite committed enough. 

Reticence there, of course, not something reflected by the rest of his body. Cock pulsing in his grip, his load splashing thickly across his nose, lips, and cheeks. Dripping down his chin, into the tight compress of his neck, as he rode that crunching high despite his inward-pointing frustration at not going through with it. Not properly, not what really mattered. 

When he was turned on and desperate to jerk off, feeding himself his own, fresh load seemed to Chase like the sexiest idea imaginable. The hardest part was remembering that goal when his body was actually ready to deliver. 

It wasn't like the facials weren't hot. The force of it hitting him in that moment; the wet, unpredictable spray of it. When he'd been edging was the best; his balls tight with tension, the overwhelming need to cum. Then, the sheer quantity of it was almost daunting, and his guts like wrung-out towels as the orgasm ripped through him. 

When he looked at himself, in his bedroom mirror, the glistening face staring back at him was very nearly unrecognizable. Not because his own, familiar features were entirely masked, of course, but the guy looking back seemed altogether of a different world. Something elemental in how caught up in his sex he'd been, even if that sex had all been on his own. 

That messy spray across his cheeks, his nose, his lips, it didn't happen every time. Sometimes you're just horny: regular, baseline horny. A quick jerk to help you get to sleep, or because your dick is hard in the shower. You don't have birthday cake every day, Chase reasoned, so when you do it's more of a treat. And then there was always the fear - even with the bedroom door jammed shut - that someone would come knocking, and the shock of it send him sprawling and desperate for excuses. 

A fear that seemed naive when he went away to school, and suddenly his room was not just his own any more. 

Chase's roommate, Aaron, was about as good a match as Chase could hope for, freshly arrived at a new school in a new state, with no familiar faces for comfort. Neither too studious nor too flighty. Not a jock, but not a gamer seemingly allergic to sunlight, either. And happy - Chase had been almost embarrassingly gratified to discover - to make a new friend from someone who also happened to be his roommate.

The problem was, jerking off when you share a room with someone is problematic enough. Finding opportunities to do what Chase wasn't naive enough to confuse for something every guy did, purposefully trying to hose down his face with his own load, well, that was basically impossible. 

Aaron wasn't a prude. After the first awkward week, each trying not to inadvertently upset their new roomie, he'd flashed Chase a look one morning - while clutching a bundle of clean clothes to his chest - and then given a short, sharp sigh. Dropped the clothes back onto the bed, standing in the long pajama pants Chase was used to seeing him wear. 

"I'm just gonna get changed here, rather than in the bathroom, okay?" 

Chase had nodded, not entirely sure whether he was being asked a question or told a statement of fact. The gesture had apparently been enough for Aaron either way. 

"It just seems ridiculous for us both to keep doing that, when we're going to be living together all year."

Another nod. 

Aaron looked satisfied. "Okay, well, I'm gonna go shower, then." 

And then he'd scooped up his towel and wash bag, and when he returned a few minutes later he'd pulled that towel from his waist and dried himself unthinkingly. Run it across his chest and down his legs; reached back, to drag it across his ass. Finally pulling on his clothes, while Chase stared at his laptop screen and decided that yes, on balance, this was going to be a whole lot easier than hoping his own t-shirts, jeans, and underwear didn't accidentally fall onto the wet bathroom floor. 

When he'd finally gone to shower too, walking back to the room with his towel knotted tight around his narrow waist, he'd felt a twist of self-consciousness. A natural one, he told himself, perfectly understandable when you're getting changed with someone only feet away. Not that he expected Aaron to be watching, or even interested, but still. His back was prickling as he dropped the towel and tried not to seem like he was rushing to pull his trunks up.

After a little while, though - less time, Chase thought, than he'd have imagined - they were comfortable with each other. Enough, anyway, that fleeting nudity wasn't a big deal; that sitting in his underwear at the tiny desk his laptop was perched on to study wasn't awkward, and neither was Aaron doing much the same only in his favored spot on the bed. 

That newfound comfort hadn't extended to discussions about jacking off. Aaron must, Chase concluded, be doing it in much the same way that he himself was: locked into the hardly-sexy but private toilet stalls. Gratification reduced to something necessary but perfunctory. 

Trying to get their room to himself wasn't the sort of thing you could bring up obliquely, either. "Hey Aaron, can you clear out for an hour or so, today?" Aaron would instantly be suspicious, even if he didn't have a clear idea of what Chase was hoping to actually do with the time. Assume, most likely, that he wanted to bring someone back to the dorm, and that discussion would be almost as uncomfortable as explaining what Chase really wanted to do on his own.

Their class schedules were each pinned up on their respective noticeboards, but the possibility of cancelled lectures or early-finishing tutorial groups was enough to put him off risking it when it seemed, in theory, he would be alone. The idea of Aaron walking in and finding Chase upended in the most exposed of positions, frantically jerking himself, was enough to make his balls retract inside his body in mortification. 

It would be atrociously embarrassing, naturally, but it would also likely prompt some conversations he wasn't ready to have. Themed around just what sort of guy got off on the idea of blasting himself in the face - or, if he could just nudge himself past that final reticence, in the mouth - most likely. 

It wasn't gay to eat your own cum. He was pretty confident about that, much like sucking a cut on your finger didn't make you a vampire. All the same, it wasn't really high up on the "things straight guys do" list either, he recognized. Beyond that, Chase hadn't allowed his brain to wander any further, not least because he wasn't all that sure he wanted to know the answers. 

What he needed was somewhere private. Somewhere with a door that locked; preferably out of the way too, so that the chances were slim of someone hammering on that locked door and demanding to know what he was doing. 

He didn't have the cash for a hotel, and he knew exactly what his parents' reaction would be if he put one on the "for emergencies only" credit card they'd told him to keep in his wallet and think of as a last resort. "I needed to give myself a facial" didn't seem like that qualified, however urgently the horniness in his stomach churned. 

It wasn't something he was proud of. In fact, Chase felt positively ridiculous about it. But that didn't mean he could push it completely out of his thoughts. 

The fact that he couldn't stop watching self-facial videos online wasn't helping either. Not that there were all that many, at least not with younger guys like him. He tried not to be judgmental - after all, beggars can't be choosers - but it was just about hard enough to suspend the part of his brain that felt like clicking on that stuff was all a step too far. When the guys doing it looked a little more like he did, it was easier to mentally insert himself into the scene instead. Far trickier when you're watching middle-aged dudes with beards. 

It was almost pathetic - and that was being generous - how quickly his fingers hit play on just about any clip which looked promising. Browser set to incognito mode; phone cradled in his hands protectively, shielding it from errant side-glances. No volume, of course, but he could imagine how the guys would sound from his own experiences. Track the feelings they were experiencing as they stroked, and match them up against the way his insides contorted when he'd been able to do the same. 

Some of the videos were short, less than a minute. Just the very last pumps, the final moment before they creamed their own faces. Others included more run-up, though never the precarious, ridiculous positioning involved. Holding a phone - or predicting where it should be pointing, finally - was too much to ask for during that process, Chase knew. 

Even then, there was no guarantee that the payoff would be perfect. Angles not quite right - of camera, or of cock - or underwhelming dribbles down chests or chins. Grimacing faces knocked him out of the moment, too. Why do it at all, if you're going to look like you hate it?

Keeping a list of his favorite videos seemed a little too desperate, too... weird. Of course, all that meant was that his fingers had learned the right combinations of search terms, swipes, and taps to find them again and again, periodically punctuated with dismay when one streaming service or another came up with a "video not found" error. There were places online where other guys into it chatted as well as sharing clips, too, but he'd never plucked the courage to raise his voice there. It seemed like that would only lead to questions about why he was so interested, why he couldn't stop thinking about it. 

The more pressing question, he considered, was finding somewhere - anywhere - he could take care of matters. Jacking off in the mens' bathroom in halls felt little more than perfunctory, and the idea of doing things properly had stopped being the subject of wishful thinking and was bordering into obsession. Something which was absolutely going to become a real problem, he realized, when he caught himself idly flicking through search results in the middle of a lecture. 

A rapid glance around, heart thundering, suggested he'd not been caught. Still, not every time was going to be so lucky. 

"Mr Ellison, will you see me at the end of the session, please."

Chase stared down the room at where his mechanical engineering tutor was giving him an expectant look. Horror curdling in his chest, even though he knew that the possibility of Dr Cadigan knowing what he'd very almost been watching was effectively zero. Not if the people sitting a few seats away from him hadn't realized, anyway. 

His nod was still self-consciously awkward all the same.

By the time everyone else had filed out, Chase's palms were itching with anxiety. The fact that Dr Cadigan seemed in no hurry to explain why he'd wanted to stay behind - instead slowly putting books and papers back into his bag - wasn't helping matters. It was only when the door clicked shut on the last person that he looked up and met Chase's twitching eye.

"Mr Ellison, I believe you have a cat back home, do you not?" 

Chase frowned, entirely wrong-footed. His teacher wasn't wrong, and he vaguely remembered mentioning that fact during a cringeworthy getting-to-know-the-group tutorial session earlier at the start of the term. All the same, it was so outside of what he'd imagined Dr Cadigan would want to talk about, it took a while for his brain to catch up. 

"Um, yes, yes I do. Well, it's my parents' cat, but... yes."

Dr Cadigan nodded. "My wife and I are going out of town for the holiday weekend. Were you planning on staying in halls?" 

Chase nodded. 

"I had hoped so, yes," his tutor continued. "We had also hoped, well, that you would look after our two cats. Feeding them, attending to the usual extras, you understand the sort of affair." 

Litter boxes, Chase thought, you could just say litter boxes. He nodded, instead.

"We would of course remunerate you for your efforts. And our residence is on campus, so hopefully a few visits would not be too arduous."

While the intonation didn't make it seem like a question, Chase nodded again anyway. "I'd be happy to help out, sir, yes."

It was only later, when he'd saved the address and the house alarm code in his phone, and safely zipped the spare key into the pocket inside his backpack, that he realized what else his professor had given him. Entirely unwittingly, of course, but no less generous for that. 
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Never had Chase wanted to feed a cat so desperately. The clock told him it was all of three minutes since he'd last checked the time; he forced himself not to groan with frustration. 

It had gone beyond anticipation, beyond "something to look forward to," and had settled into a gnawing, roiling morass of need inside him. At some point, he'd told himself, he might have to examine just why his feelings were so strong, but that was a secondary concern. Secondary at best, even. The priority now was getting to Dr Cadigan's house, occupying the cats with however much food that might require, and then - the door safely locked - finally doing the thing he'd been obsessing over since the start of the semester. 

There was a small voice in him that wasn't entirely sure this was a respectful, appropriate way to reward his professor's trust. Which had pointed out, on a couple of occasions, that just because he had the place to himself, what Chase had in mind went against the spirit of the agreement he'd made with Dr Cadigan. "We will pay you to feed our pets" did not also mean "you can indulge in your offbeat kinks in our house."

Chase was ignoring that voice with - so far - reasonable results. 

It wasn't like he was going to do anything that would cause lasting damage. Or even temporary damage. He wasn't planning to make a mess, or to go snooping through his tutor's stuff. All he needed was a door that stayed shut and a decent level of expectation that nobody would be hammering on it suddenly. 

One time. It would be one time, and then it would be done, and out of his system, and maybe he could go back to focusing on more important things like not failing his exams or having Aaron kidnapped for a weekend just so that he could get their room to himself. 

The key in his hand, its notches crisp against the pad of his thumb, felt like the promise of freedom. 

Dr Cadigan's cats were eager and curious, right up until the point Chase filled their bowls - near overflowing - with kibble from the bag pointedly left out on the counter. A bright yellow sticky note alongside it reminded him to refill the water bowls, and another highlighted the litter boxes. Necessary chores completed, and the cats seemingly uninterested in Chase's halfhearted wagging of a toy mouse on a string, by all rights he should be making his exit. 

Instead, he considered his options. 

There was, really, no reason for him to go upstairs. Doing what he had in mind downstairs, though, felt like another level of weirdness. All the same, the second floor felt like an altogether more private place, and so more intrusive.

It was the idea of someone looking in through the window, even if that was unlikely with the blinds shut, that sent him up the staircase. 

Putting the towel in his backpack had made everything feel premeditated. Calculated. Like, it wasn't just that Chase had an unforeseen opportunity to do something and grasped it: he was actively planning what came next. And that began with him spreading out that towel on the bathroom floor, and trying to decide whether he was making a terrible mistake. 

He was being ridiculous, he knew. Allowing himself to be led by his sex drive: make bad decisions because of horniness and obsession. Take the trust his tutor had placed in him and - even if he'd done exactly what he was meant to with the cats - perverted it nonetheless, because at no point had Dr Cadigan said "And, if you want to do something sexual while you have the house to yourself, Chase, be my guest."

Rationally, this was a ridiculous idea. The fact that his cock had been hard for the past twenty, maybe thirty minutes, though, was a heavy hint that he would overlook that ridiculousness anyway. 

One time. Just one time, and then it would be done with, and he could try to go back to being, well, a normal guy again. 

He toed his shoes away, then pulled off his t-shirt and unbuttoned his jeans. Glanced around him, despite the obvious fact that he was certain he was alone, before pushing them down his legs and stepping out of them. 

Standing there, erection pushing against the front of his trunks, it felt like the point of no return. With a deep breath, Chase shoved his underwear down. 

The tiles on the wall felt cold under his feet. The towel a little rough on his back as he shuffled in with each step upward. Feeling the stretch as his spine curved; the pressure building on his shoulder blades. Gradually reaching the point where you have a choice you need to make, one way or the other: gravity threatening to topple you either sideways if you hesitate, or right back over yourself if you risk a flailing leg. 

He took a breath, hands spread against the floor to brace himself as his left knee dipped down. 

An instant, familiar tightness around his lungs, body compressed as his right leg followed. Coiling Chase's torso in an awkward loop, hardly graceful but the breathless pressure of it only cranking up his excitement. That, and the way his cock was jutting out from between his thighs. 

Careful, almost tentative, he brought up a hand and eased his fingers around his hardness. Barely a full stroke required before a long, sticky line of precum was sliding down toward his mouth. Warm, as it snapped loose of the tip of his dick, and that familiar salty-sweetness as he licked his lips eagerly. 

Fuck, he'd missed this. 

He wanted to make it last, to take his time in the way he'd not felt free to while in his dorm. Slow and teasing; building toward the climax he felt like he deserved. One which would set every nerve ending in his body jangling with the thrill of release. 

It was a struggle, though. A challenge not to just pull at himself urgently, rush straight into the experience he'd been thinking about for so long, now. The head of his cock wet and throbbing as his fingers caught around the swollen rim, sending wet splatters across his nose and cheeks as he tugged with barely-stifled eagerness. 

He'd not cum for a few days, either. The delayed gratification hardly intentional, but still conspiring to make the flood of feelings now all the more alluring. The desperation to rush after them all the more difficult to ignore. 

As slow as Chase could manage it, then. Maybe not some grand display of edging, but maybe that was okay too. An acceptable compromise - if the sensations bubbling in his crotch could ever be described as such - given the way he'd had to wait to experience them. Thumb rasping across his very tip, body flinching from the stab of borderline-discomfort, and yet unable to stop himself from doing it again and again. 

He could feel his body twitching and jolting; licked his lips again, chasing the taste of himself as his balls pulled tighter to his groin. The heat and the musk of his sweat, and all of it too much and yet not enough, only the constant rub of his hand promising to bring him to that one, perfect conclusion. Seeing, too, the moment where his cock swelled again, some infinitesimal but unmistakable degree, as his stomach clenched and a wave of pleasure throbbed through him. 

The first blast hit him across the nose, thick and heavy, and then it was his cheeks that were getting coated. Realizing, frustrated, in that same moment that his mouth had closed; cum splashing across his stubborn, treacherous lips and then down his chin. The heat and the smell of it, sharp and distinctive, and then a moment later the ache of his contorted body rushing in to fill the gap where his orgasm had just been. 

Chase gasped, head spinning, as his legs slumped sideways. Torso twisting, knees grazing the wall as he panted for breath. Cum bubbling in his nostrils as he sucked in desperate lungfuls. 

He lay there for a minute, the feel of it oozing across his skin, before pushing himself up on his elbows. Struggling to his feet on unsteady legs, and - a grip on each side of the sink - facing his sticky reflection in the mirror. 

Holy fuck, that was a big load. 

Wet, from the cheekbones down. The creamy white already sagging at gravity's behest, the sensation of it close to tickling.

He could just lick his lips now, he knew. And yet there was something, in this dwindling post-climax afterglow, which stopped him from doing that. The moment lost, and his eagerness cooling just like the cum he'd sprayed himself with. 

There was shame, afterwards. Not enough to stop him, not enough to put him off, but some there all the same. 

A click, distant, but unmistakable. And then, far more brazen, the sound of a door slamming. 

Panic gripped him, Chase grabbing for the towel and using it to scrub at his face in desperation. Reaching for his trunks, then, and dragging them and his jeans up his legs. Trying to be as quiet as possible, so that he could hear if - god forbid - someone was coming up the stairs.

T-shirt on, backwards first and then hastily shuffled around. Shoes next, feet jammed in as the towel went back into the backpack in one sticky, crumpled mess. Knowing he should take more care, make doubly-sure he'd left the place as he found it, and yet every sound from downstairs making him hurry all the more. 

He clattered down the stairs, coming to an abrupt halt at finding a guy who looked roughly his age standing in the hallway. Given the glass in the front door wasn't broken, and the guy didn't seem shocked, Chase assumed he hadn't just interrupted a break-in. Not that it left him any closer to understanding what was happening or, indeed, at ease about it. 

"Hello." 

There was something about the guy's voice which seemed positively unbothered by the fact that there was a stranger in front of him. A confidence which left Chase feeling obliged to explain instead.

"I'm Chase, I'm looking after the, um, cats."

A nod, the stare persisting. Bold enough that Chase felt his eyes slipping askance, feeling awkward. Enough to take in the white t-shirt, black skinny jeans, and scuffed Converse, anyway, plus a shoulder bag slung carelessly across his chest. 

"Elias. I'm the son they don't trust to look after the cats."

The line delivered with a sort of blandness that suggested even if it was, in fact, true, it wasn't something Elias really cared about either way. 

"I didn't know Dr Cadigan had a family," Chase admitted, awkwardly. 

Elias grinned, the expression rueful. "Oh, I'm the lackluster only child. I'm not surprised he isn't exactly shouting about my myriad achievements, having heaped disappointment atop disappointment given that I dropped out of school after only one week."

Chase was trying not to stare, but there was a part of him attempting to see the family resemblance. He'd not met his tutor's wife - though there was a photo of the pair of them on the wall - but the lean, black-haired youth smirking at him now looked nothing like the short, moderately plump professor from his classes. 

He realized he was staring; glanced away. 

"There's something on your cheek."

Chase flinched away from the reaching hand with its chipped black nail polish, stumbling in hurried retreat and hitting the back of his head on the wall behind him. 

Elias stared at him, curiously. "I was just going to..." He gestured with his fingers, a quick swiping motion. 

Chase shook his head, trying not to look spooked. "It's fine, it's just... I'll sort it, okay."

The stare lingered, Elias' mouth curling just slightly into the beginnings of a smile. 

"Why are you acting so guilty?" His eyebrows lowered, knowingly. "What've you been doing?" 

Chase blinked at him, clenching his stomach muscles in the hope that it would also clamp down on the growing churn of horror in there. "Nothing. I... nothing."

It was definitely a smile now. No, a smirk. The sort of expression which says you've been caught, both of you know you've been caught, and now the question is simply a case of when you'll confess all the details. 

Only Chase knew there was absolutely no way on earth he could ever tell Elias what he'd just been doing. None whatsoever. 

"Did you hook up with someone in my parents' house?" Elias hardly looked scandalized by the idea; instead, more entertained. "Did I just miss them leaving?" 

Chase tried to make his face channel something along the lines of indignation. "No! That would be..."

Elias winked. "Something I would do."

"I was going to say a complete betrayal of their trust," Chase said, feeling sanctimonious as the words came out, but unable to stop himself regardless. There was no way he could ignore Elias' chuckle, too. 

"Oh, of course, of course." When he smiled, it showed the sharpness of his teeth. "So, let me guess again... you were cleaning the cats' litter boxes, using some sort of cleaning product that bears a strong resemblance to cum, and you accidentally got some on your face?" 

Chase knew his mouth was hanging open; had to consciously remind himself to close it. Not least because of the way Elias was watching him. 

"It's not..." he started, the sentence trailing off unfinished. He couldn't bring himself to say the word. To talk about that sort of thing with a perfect stranger, certainly not one who had very nearly caught him doing something which absolutely counted as disrespectful in someone else's home.

Elias apparently had no such qualms. "You must've really needed to cum, if it got all the way up there."

It was said so bluntly, so matter-of-fact, Chase almost doubted his ears. Stood, gaping again, for a moment, as his brain attempted to process where the conversation had shifted to. 

"I wasn't..." His face was bright red, he knew. Burning hot; in fact, his whole body felt hot, like when you slide into a bath too soon and find the water very nearly at the point where you have to immediately clamber out. Palms sweaty, as he forced himself not to clench his fists. 

"Let me guess," Elias said, conspiratorially. "No privacy in dorms, roommate who's always around... when the opportunity for a little me-time comes along, there's no way to turn that down, right?"

It was so close to the truth. No, it was the truth, period, only with Chase's own extra, shameful sparkle an addition on top. Not that he could ever admit any of that to Elias. 

"Your dad..." Was he ever going to be able to finish an entire sentence again? Given the way his brain felt like it was sinking through molasses, the answer was shaping up to be no, never. 

Elias shrugged. "My dad is a tedious idiot, who doesn't need to know anything. Not least because he already thinks he knows it all anyway." Another shrug, loaded with what seemed like weary and practiced disgust. "If you want to jerk yourself silly while he's away, it's no skin off my nose."

Chase swallowed, his throat feeling thick. There were, it was obvious, plenty of layers to the relationship Elias had with his parents, it was just a shame his mind was in no fit state to examine them. 

"I really wasn't," he insisted, awkwardly. 

Elias gave him a bored look. "God, please don't get all uptight about it. That'd be even worse."

Worse than what, Chase wasn't exactly sure, but he bit down on any further apologies or denials he might've had in mind. After a moment's silence, Elias gave him a winning grin. 

"Well, if you're done with the furballs and other... fun," - he smirked at Chase's wince - "I'm going to get my kicks and visit the liquor cabinet." He obviously took Chase's confused frown as a question, or maybe a concern. "Don't worry, he won't think you raided his wine collection. He won't even notice anything missing."

Chase blinked at him, trying to process what was happening. 

Elias shook his head, the smirk broadening. "It was a pleasure to meet you, Chase-from-my-father's-class. I'm glad the family felines are in such capable hands, and that those same capable hands managed to find other ways to occupy themselves. Even if..." 

Chase froze as, snake-strike quick, Elias' hand gripped his chin and tilted his face to the side. Fingertips cool against his blush. 

"Even if your aim could be better," Elias concluded. 

He held him for a moment more, the breath caught in Chase's chest, then winked and released him. Turned, as if to head off down the hallway. 

"Oh, and while you're wiping your face, you might want to zip your jeans up, too."

The fact that he didn't even wait - to see the look of utter mortification on Chase's face - seemed crueler than had he glanced back for the reaction. 
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His walk back to the dorms had gone by in a sort of daze. Clearly he must've made the journey - he'd been at Dr Cadigan's house, and now he was standing at his own door with his keycard in his hand - but not a single moment had made it into even his short-term memory. 

Aaron glanced up from the bed, nodding at him and then looking more closely. "Dude, you okay? You look like you're about to pass out?" 

Chase blinked, his ability to formulate words apparently abandoning him. 

"Earth to Chase? What happened, one of the cats bite you or something?" 

He dropped his bag on the floor, some small part of his brain reminding him that he needed to wash the towel that was inside. Aaron's question had registered, but only in the metaphorical inbox of his consciousness. Actually processing a response would require more work. 

Instead, he slumped down onto his desk chair.

Aaron sat up, looking perplexed. "Seriously, dude, you're starting to freak me out. What's up?"

Some part of Chase wanted to laugh. The part which also knew that answering his roommate's question honestly would only prompt a ton more questions, none of which he wanted to answer. 

It was the thought of that which forced him back into some semblance of normality. 

"It's okay. I'm just... tired. Was hot walking back, and I forgot to, um, take water with me."

Aaron was squinting at him, skeptically. Chase fought the urge to reach
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