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      He knew it was wrong, but he did it anyway….

      

      Charlotte was his patient. He was supposed to help her overcome her dirty need to flash unsuspecting men what she hides beneath her skirts.

      

      He tried. He really did.

      

      But then, she started taunting him during their sessions. She’d sit with her heels together and her knees apart, giving him naughty glimpses of what he secretly craved.

      

      It wasn’t long before he was one of the men she was giving a peepshow to.

      

      She just didn’t know it.
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        BRYAN

      

      

      I tap my pen on my desk and look up at the clock. Anticipation and excitement flow through my veins when I see the time. Three fifty-five. My favorite time of day on Thursdays. I’ve been waiting for this since the moment she walked out of my office last week.

      I’m a sick bastard for wanting this, but it’s getting harder and harder to care.

      “Dr. Erikson,” my secretary’s voice sounds over the speaker, “your four o’clock is here.”

      I press the button. “Send her in, Maryann.”

      I exit out of the patient file I was looking over and close my laptop. After grabbing a white legal pad and pen, I get up from my desk and go sit on one of the leather arm chairs in the middle of my office. Another chair just like it sits opposite, with a round coffee table between the two. Usually, I sit behind my desk while my patients use the leather couch. Not with her though. I sit in this chair while she sits across from me. I like it this way. It gives me an unencumbered view of her.

      There’s a light tap on my door before it swings open. Maryann steps to the side, the door at her back, and a woman walks past her into the room. I keep my eyes on Maryann for the moment, not yet ready to look at the stunning woman beside her.

      “Thank you, Maryann.”

      “If there’s nothing else you need from me today, I’m going to head out.” She looks down at her watch. “Bonny’s plane should be landing in about thirty minutes.”

      “That will be all. Tell Bonny I said hello.”

      “Will do. See you tomorrow.”

      After she closes the door, I take my first look in a week at the silent woman before me. Just like every time I see her, she takes my breath away. Straight, midnight-black hair, almond shaped, light-blue eyes, and a naturally tanned body any man would fall to his knees to worship. Today she’s wearing a deep-blue, long-sleeved, silk shirt, tucked into a black, knee-length skirt and black heels.

      “Good afternoon, Charlotte.” I gesture to the chair across from me. “Please take a seat.”

      “How are you today, Dr. Erikson?” she asks, dropping her purse on the table before gracefully sitting down. Her skirt rides up her leg when she crosses them, showing the side of her thigh. It takes iron will to not look at that tempting sliver of skin.

      “I’m fine.” I click my pen open and set it down on the notepad. “How has your week been going?”

      She lifts a slender shoulder. “The same as usual.”

      Her usual is not the same as most people. It’s the reason she’s been coming here every week for the past six months.

      “I assume the exercises we spoke about last week didn’t work?”

      “No. I tried, but the impulse was just too strong.” She traces an imaginary line on the arm of the chair, her gaze following the movement. “I’m afraid I may not want to curb them. I think I enjoy what I do too much.”

      I tilt my head and regard her. “If that’s the case, then why are you here? These sessions are supposed to help you learn to overcome these cravings.”

      When her eyes connect with mine, she gives me the look she’s given me on several occasions that always has my heart hammering in my chest and my dick growing painfully hard. It’s a look that suggests she wants something. Wants something from me.

      She uncrosses her legs, and the second before she re-crosses them, I think I catch a hint of black in the shadow up her skirt. I quickly avert my eyes, gritting my teeth at the forbidden sight. I pick up my pen and pretend to write something down on the notepad.

      Get your shit together, Bryan.

      Instead of answering my question, she asks one of her own. “What about you, Doctor? Do you have any dark, secret cravings?”

      Her question catches me off guard. I do have a dark craving. A secret I’ve had for the past couple of months. One she can never know about, because I could lose my medical license. Not to mention it could end with a big fat restraining order against me.

      I look back at Charlotte, and my mouth goes dry. Her skirt has ridden up way too much, showing the black strap to her garter belt. Did she lift it higher on purpose, or does she not realize she’s damn near flashing me?

      I laugh internally at the irony of that thought.

      Fuck my life.

      I clear my throat and meet her eyes. “We all have secret desires.”

      She lifts a brow. “Have you ever acted on them?”

      I incline my head. “Yes.” Too many times to count, I silently add in my head.

      “Hmm… interesting.” She props her elbow on the arm of the chair, one of her slender fingers rubbing along her bottom lip. “Care to tell me what those desires are?”

      One side of my mouth tips up. “Have we reversed roles here, Charlotte? Are you now the doctor and I the patient?”

      Charlotte looks gorgeous no matter what expression is on her face, but when she flashes me one of her flirtatious smiles, I swear to Christ the world around us ceases to exist. All I see is the curve of her luscious lips, and my only thought is how sweet they would taste.

      “Maybe I’m just trying to get to know you better. Find out what makes you tick.” She drops her hand to her thigh, and my question from a moment ago is answered when her eyes stay locked on mine as she not so subtly slides her skirt up an inch. I try to keep my eyes away, I really fucking do, but it’s no use. “You know so much about me, but I hardly know anything about you.” She licks her bottom lip, teasing my control. “I’m curious what secrets you hold. What your desires are. What tempts you.”

      She’s all of those things. She’s my dirty, little secret, my naughtiest temptation, and my desire for her grows every fucking week she walks into my office. I often wonder how much longer I’ll be able to hide my attraction to her.

      I move my notepad to the center of my lap, hiding my growing erection. From the smirk tipping up her lips, I have no doubt she knows the state she’s putting me in.

      “You’re not paying me to know my secrets,” I tell her, the rough edge to my voice just another clue giving away my state of arousal. Charlotte’s always been a bit of a flirt during our sessions, but she’s upped her game today. “Why don’t you tell me about your most recent experience?”

      I should be shot in the goddamn head for asking that.

      What in the hell are you doing, I ask myself. Apparently, I’m really into self-torture.

      “Would you—” She’s cut off when her phone pings. Leaning forward, she grabs it from her purse. After checking the screen, she lifts her beautiful eyes to me. “I’m afraid I have to cut this session short. There’s something I need to take care of.”

      Disappointment settles in my gut, but I mask it behind a smile. “I hope everything’s okay.”

      She grabs her purse, slinging it over her shoulder, and stands. I get to my feet. “Thank you. It’s nothing serious.”

      She walks toward me, not stopping until there’s only a few inches between us. Her delicious, citrusy scent engulfs my senses, playing havoc with my head and body.

      Her eyes slide down my body, lingering at my waist for a moment before lifting them back up to meet mine. “I’ll see you next Thursday, Doctor Erikson.” Her voice is smooth like silk, but I notice a hint of huskiness.

      “Until next week.”

      She looks at me for a moment longer, her stare holding untold wants and desires, before she turns on her heel and walks out the door.

      I blow out a breath and rub the back of my neck, massaging the tense muscles.

      I’m damn glad Charlotte was my last patient of the day and that my office comes with its own bathroom.

      Just like every Thursday, I’ll be spending the next fifteen minutes relieving the perpetual ache seeing her always causes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        CHARLOTTE

      

      

      I take a much-needed breath the minute I’m outside Dr. Erikson’s office and pray for a breeze to cool my heated flesh. This always happens after my sessions with my hot doctor. The man knows exactly what to do to set me on edge. And the kicker is, he doesn’t really do anything. All I need is a glimpse of him and my heartrate picks up, my stomach quivers, and my pussy gushes with want.

      Pulling a hair tie from my purse, I stand on the sidewalk and pull my hair up into a messy bun, relieved to have the hot and heavy mass off my neck. I press the unlock button as I approach my car and climb inside.

      I hated leaving my session early. Each week I milk every second I can with Dr. Erikson. To be called away is irritating, but my sister, Terri, texted and asked if I could pick up my niece from track practice because her doctor’s appointment ran late. Terri, her husband, Jamie, and their eighteen-year old daughter moved to Silver Falls a month ago. Luna, a senior, was understandably upset about leaving all of her friends behind to move several states over. In my brother-in-law’s defense, the company he worked for went bankrupt. The replacement job he found paid more and had better benefits. And although it was a big move for Luna, it was a bonus for me because the job was here in Silver Falls working for a friend of mine. It’s been nice having my sister and her family close by.

      Fifteen minutes later, I pull up to the front of Silver Falls High and park. I shoot my niece a message to let her know I’m here and where I am. It takes her another five minutes before the school doors are pushed open and Luna, in her track outfit, walks out. An older man, probably a teacher, walks out with her. She spots my car and waves before turning to the man. I can’t see her face, but he hands her a book. Then she turns and walks away.

      “Hey, kiddo,” I greet once she slides in the seat and closes the door. “Was that one of your teachers?”

      “Yeah. Mr. Monroe. He teaches English,” she answers in her usual soft voice.

      I put the car in drive and ease away from the sidewalk.

      “What did he want?”

      “I forgot the book we’re assigned to read in his class.”

      “How’s school going?”

      She shrugs. “It’s okay.”

      I pull to a stop at a red light and look over at her. “Just okay?”

      “Yeah.”

      Concerned by her vague answer, I ask, “Are you sure?”

      Her gaze slides to me before darting back to the windshield. I narrow my eyes when her cheeks begin to pinken.

      “What’s going on, Luna? You can talk to me. Is there something happening at school?”

      “No!” Her answer comes way too fast, which concerns me even further.

      A blaring horn comes from behind me, and I press down on the pedal to move us forward.

      Her voice is calmer when she continues. “I promise there’s nothing going on. Or rather, nothing I want to talk about, and nothing bad.”

      I’m not really sure if I believe her, but there’s nothing I can do to make her talk to me. Luna has always been quiet and reserved. Good in everything she does and never causes problems.

      I hate knowing there may be something bothering her. I make a mental note to call my sister this evening.

      We pull up to my sister's modest-sized house a few minutes later. Before Luna can get out of the car, I stop her with a hand on her arm.

      “If you ever need to talk, you know I’m always here. Even if it’s something you don’t feel comfortable talking to your parents about.”

      She nods. “Thank you, Aunt Charlotte. And thanks for the ride. Dad said he’s picking my car up from the tire shop tomorrow.”

      “It was no problem.”

      She gets out of my car, and I watch as she walks to the front door. I wait until she closes it behind her before pulling away from the curb. On my way home, I stop by a Chinese restaurant down the road from my house and grab some take out. I hear the clack of nails on the wood floor as I slip my key in the lock of my front door. Holding my bag of food above my head, I prepare myself for being lovingly assaulted the minute I step over the threshold.

      Not one to disappoint, Maxie pounces the moment she sees me. It wouldn’t be so bad if she wasn’t over half my size when she’s standing on all four legs. When she jumps on me, her head actually towers over mine. She’s a bullmastiff, so she’s huge!

      “Hey, girl.” I rub the top of her head. “I missed you too.”

      I found Maxie as a pup behind a dumpster a couple of years ago. She couldn’t have been more than four weeks old, and she was dangerously malnourished. I scooped her up and took her to the vet. I was in no position to have a pet during that time in my life, but there was no way I was leaving her behind. She looked too darn cute and way too sad with her droopy eyes. She’s been with me ever since.

      “Come on. Let’s go get you some food.”

      She drops her front paws from my shoulders to the floor and trots to the kitchen, knowing exactly what the word food means.

      After setting my purse and bag of takeout down on the counter, I grab a can of wet dog food from the pantry and scoop some into her bowl, mixing in some dry food with it. She immediately begins devouring it. I wash my hands, pour myself some wine, then grab my own food and take it to the other side of the bar. As I shovel food into my mouth, I pull up my email on my phone. I always leave work early on Thursdays to go to my appointment with Dr. Erikson, so I check to see if I missed anything. Seems like all is currently right at work at the moment, which is a huge relief. Don’t get me wrong, I love my job at Thatcher, Beacon, and Associates, but I swear it seems like Brady Thatcher can’t do anything if I’m not around. Being an assistant to a lawyer is exhausting, especially one as busy as Thatcher.

      Once I’m done with my food, I put away the leftovers in the fridge and take Maxie for a walk to do her business. Coming back inside a few minutes later, she heads straight for the big comfy dog bed in the corner of the living room and plops down with a sigh. I go to my bedroom and close myself in the bathroom. Plugging the tub, I start running warm water for a bath, throwing in a couple of bath bombs. A nice soak sounds heavenly right now.

      I put on some soft music and light a few scented candles before I strip down and climb in the tub. With the overhead light off, the soft ambience of the candles, and the gentle melody coming from my phone, it doesn’t take long for me to relax. The warm water immediately soothes me, and I lean my head against the rim of the tub and close my eyes.

      I’m half asleep and wrinkled like a prune by the time I get out and get dressed in a pair of shorts and a tank top. I go out to the living room and sit on the couch, deciding to catch up on some Eureka on Netflix for a few hours. My typical work day is me getting up at four-thirty in the morning, going for a run, with Maxie, then eating breakfast before getting ready for work. I like to be there before anyone else in case there are things that need to be done before the work day begins. That puts me getting into the office at six-thirty. Most nights, I’m in bed by nine, and tonight is no different.

      I take Maxie for another walk before I lock down the house.

      “Good night, Maxie.”

      I give her a head pat as I walk by. She blows air out of her mouth as a reply.

      Setting my alarm for four-thirty, I push the comforter down to the end of the bed and slip underneath the cool sheets. I’ve always been a hot sleeper, so comforters and I don’t mix. I close my eyes and let my mind drift.

      It doesn’t take long before images of Dr. Erikson conjure in my head. I imagine him sitting in his chair across from mine in his office. He has one hand on his thigh, and he uses the thumb on his other to rub across his bottom lip. Instead of the perceived professional look he always gives me, his eyes are filled with desire as he runs them up and down my body. They stop on my skirt that’s ridden up a few inches.

      “You want it, don’t you, Dr. Erikson?” I ask in my head. “You want what you think you can’t have.”

      His eyes flare when he lifts them to me.

      I continue my imaginary taunting and inch my skirt up my thighs.

      “I dare you to take it. I dare you to lose control and take me.”

      “I don’t need to take you,” he says, his voice a husky growl. “Why do I need to take something that’s already mine?”

      I moan into the dark room as I slip my hand down my stomach and over my pussy underneath my shorts. My hips lift when I glide my fingers through my slick folds. What I wouldn’t give to have the real-life man here in my bed right now. I’ve never felt this kind of instant attraction for a man before. It’s so strong, it’s almost scary.

      In my head, Dr. Erikson gets up from his chair and stalks over to me. Before I can get to my feet, he has his hand wrapped around my throat and he’s lifting me up. The hold isn’t tight enough to leave marks or really cut off my airway, but just enough to excite me.

      “You like teasing me, don’t you, Charlotte?” he asks.

      “Yes,” I hiss.

      I guide my fingers to my opening, dipping just the tip of one inside to get it nice and wet, before I bring it to my clit and swirl it around the tight bundle of nerves. The muscles in my stomach ripple when intense pleasure hits my core.

      Keeping my eyes shut, I switch my fantasy of being with Dr. Erikson in his office to him being in my room. He’s standing at the end of my bed, naked, and is stroking his cock while he watches me perform for him. Despite my need to show myself off in public, I’ve never been tempted to pleasure myself in front of a man. I get my thrill from showing guys what they can’t have. But I’d get myself off seven ways to Sunday in front of Dr. Erikson.

      I pant his name as my fingers work over my clit, desperately wishing it were his. Using my other hand, I tweak my nipples through my thin tank top.

      Brazenly, I let my legs fall open, overcome with my need for release.

      “Oh God, Dr. Erikson,” I moan out loud in the quiet room.

      “Come, Charlotte,” the whisper comes in my ear, and I swear it almost sounds like he’s actually here and not just in my head. “I want to see your gorgeous face when you come and watch your juicy pussy spasm.”

      I yell out, my orgasm hitting me like a freight train. My whole body quivers in pleasure.

      I come back down from my high a moment later with a sigh, my eyes slowly opening.

      As spectacular as it always is when I get myself off to thoughts of Dr. Erikson, I want the real thing.

      And if I have it my way, I’ll have him soon enough.
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      The next night, I'm sitting at the bar in Whiskey Blues, waiting impatiently for Reed, the bartender, to drop off my drink. The second it's set down in front of me, I snatch it up and toss the amber liquid down my throat.

      "Just leave the bottle," I grunt.

      Reed sets the bottle of Jack in front of me, then leans back against the counter behind him and crosses his arm over his chest. Ignoring his eyes on me, I pick up the bottle and pour myself another shot.

      "You gonna stare daggers at that bottle all night or are you going to tell me what’s eating at you?"

      I throw back my shot before slamming the glass down on the bar. “I’m the psychologist here, not you,” I grumble.

      Reed chuckles. “You may have gotten that fancy degree that cost you an ass-ton of money, but my advice is just as good as yours. And it’s free.”

      “Yeah well, I already know the only good advice anyone can give me is to stay the fuck away.”

      His brows jump up. “I guess you’re referring to your bombshell patient you’ve been harping about the last couple of months?”

      “Yes,” I growl. Running a hand over the top of my head, I slide it down to grip the back of my neck. “The woman’s too goddamn tempting.”

      Grabbing the rag off the counter behind him, he walks so he’s standing in front of me and begins to wipe down the bar. “She show any interest in you?”

      I think back to our session yesterday and an image of her purposely raising the hem of her skirt pops in my head. Creamy white flesh. The hint of her panties. That godforsaken garter belt strap. The look in her eyes she gives me sometimes.

      “Yes,” I tell Reed.

      I’ve spoken to Reed about Charlotte on several occasions when I find myself in Whiskey Blues after work. He knows about my growing obsession with her. He knows she’s my patient but doesn’t know why. You know, privacy and all that shit. Most times, he just lets me rant, offering very little advice. It works for me, because there’s not a damn thing he can say that’ll help my situation.

      He tosses the rag underneath the bar, then sets his hands on the wood, leaning toward me. “Why don’t you just give in and fuck her?”

      At his suggestion, my dick twitches behind the zipper of my slacks. Just the thought of giving into my need, for the raven-haired beauty who sits in front of me each week and tells me about her exploits of showing off her pussy to random men, has blood rushing south and my mouth watering.

      I shake my head of the thought and slam back another shot of Jack. Maybe if I get drunk enough I’ll be able to control the fucked-up things going on in my head. Or maybe I’ll black out. The only problem with that is, Charlotte’s been invading my dreams lately too.

      I look back at Reed, finding his expression expectant.

      “As you stated earlier, my degree didn’t come cheap, so I’m not about to risk it by having sex with a client. Not to mention the lawsuit I could have on my hands.”

      “You really think she’d sue you?”

      No, I don’t. Not with the way Charlotte eyes me like I’m a piece of candy and she’s salivating to have a taste. I’m a mere thread away from breaking the code of ethics and let her.

      “Not really. But I don’t really know the woman.”

      “You’re her psychologist. You probably know her better than her family does.”

      I grunt. “I only know what she tells me. And what her body says while she’s in my office.”

      “And what’s her body saying?”

      I sigh and scrub a hand down my face. “That she’s waiting for the moment my control snaps, and I drag her to the floor and rut at her too-willing body.”

      “Sounds like to me you need to give her what she wants.” He pushes the bottle of Jack closer to me. “That or tell her she needs to find a new doctor.”

      Charlotte talking to someone else about her addiction of showing off her body has my fists twitching to punch something. Her secrets are mine and mine alone. Her finding another doctor is out of the question.

      No fucking way.

      Which means I’m royally fucked.

      The two stools to the left of me are suddenly taken by Jamison and Rayn. The pair have known each other since they were in diapers. Their families were good friends, which solidified a close friendship between Jamison and Rayn. In high school, while both families were vacationing together in the Caymans, Jamison’s mom and Rayn’s dad were shot in a robbery. Ten years ago, their living parents shocked them both by eloping in Vegas. The marriage didn’t affect the friendship. If anything, it tightened the already formidable bond they shared. Reed is part of their tight-knit trio, having moved to Silver Falls right after their parents were killed. We were all friends in school, but he was always the closest to Jamison and Rayn.

      “Hey, Reed,” Rayn says, leaning her ample cleavage on the bar. “Can you get me a vodka and cranberry?”

      “Sure thing, sugar.” After Jamison manages to rip his eyes away from the front of Rayn’s shirt, he looks to Reed. “And you?”

      “Same,” Jamison replies, appearing like he’s in a pissy mood.

      What I find very interesting is the lingering looks Reed gives Jamison when he isn’t looking. I have my suspicions there may be something there. At least on Reed’s end.

      Reed catches me looking at him and his eyes narrow. I can practically feel the fuck-off vibes coming from him. My lips twitch but I keep my trap shut. Seems I’m not the only one with problems tonight.

      Rayn, who’s currently murdering a bar napkin by ripping it to shreds, offers Reed a distracted smile when he sets her drink down in front of her.

      “What’s up with you? What’d that napkin do to piss you off?” Reed asks, leaning on the bar.

      Her eyes slide to Jamison before she looks back to Reed. “Guy problems.”

      Reeds eyes ping-pong between the two step-siblings. “Between you two?” he asks, unable to hold in his surprise. I don’t blame the guy. Back in high school, everyone expected Jamison and Rayn to become an item at some point or another. But as close as the two are, they’ve never been more than just friends. As far as I know anyway.

      Rayn chokes on her drink, forcing Jamison to slap her back. Picking up a fully intact napkin, she dabs her mouth.

      “Are you serious?” she wheezes out.

      Reed shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe? How in the hell am I supposed to know if you two aren’t bumping uglies behind closed doors?”

      “Because we’re siblings,” she offers.

      “Step is the keyword here.”

      Rayn rolls her eyes. “In our case, it does. Jamison and I have known each other since we were toddlers. Even if our parents weren’t married, it would be like sleeping with my brother.”

      Because I notice everything, I don’t miss the slight tightening of Jamison’s shoulders.

      “Okay, so if it’s not Jamison, then what other guy problems are you having?”

      “Just an old boyfriend who keeps messing with me,” she mumbles.

      Jamison’s jaw twitches at the same time Reed’s eyes turn flinty.

      “What do you mean messing with you?”

      Rayn’s head jerks up at Reed’s tone. She licks her bottom lip before she answers.

      “Following me around, calling all hours of the night, showing up at my work, sending me creepy things in the mail.”

      “Leaving fucking marks on her arms when he grabbed her a couple of days ago.”

      She glowers at Jamison before moving her eyes back to Reed. Seeing the darkness enter his gaze, she reaches across the bar and lays a hand on the back of his. “There’s no need to worry though. Jamison took care of it for me.”

      Reed’s smoldering eyes slide to Jamison. “What did you do?” he asks through his clenched teeth.

      “Enough to leave him with a hefty hospital bill.”

      “Good,” Reed grunts. “He fucks with her again, call me and we’ll both take care of it.”

      “He’ll do no such thing,” Rayn snaps. “If,” she holds up her palm in Jamison’s face when he opens his mouth to speak, “he does something else, I’ll be calling the cops, like I should have done in the first place.” She scowls at Jamison. “He’s lucky he wasn’t caught beating the crap out of Danny already.”

      “He’s lucky he’s only got a couple broken bones in his face,” Jamison counters.

      “And he’ll continue to be lucky if I never get my hands on him,” Reed adds darkly.

      With an irritated huff, Rayn grabs her drink, spins on her stool, and gets to her feet. “Since you two can’t be reasonable, I’ll take my company over here.” She shoots daggers at the two men as she walks to my other side and plops down on the stool. “Bryan is smart and agrees with me, don’t you?”

      Tipping the bottle of Jack to my shot glass, I pour until just before it reaches the rim. Looking Rayn in the eyes, I lift the glass to my lips. Before I toss the harsh liquid back, I tell her truthfully, “I’d be right there with them, given the opportunity. Any man who puts their hands on a woman and leaves marks or not, deserves to have the same thing done to him.”

      Not getting the answer she wanted, she aims her scowl at all three of us before she gets back up from the stool and flounces away. All three of us watch as she angrily walks across the room and stops at a table where a group of women are sitting. I turn back to face the bar, noticing both Reed and Jamison still watching her.

      “And I thought my problems were bad,” I mutter down at my glass.

      “What was that?” Reed asks once he drags his attention away from the table of women.

      “Nothing.”

      “You gonna finish that bottle or are you ready to hand it back?”

      I eye the bottle in question, contemplating finishing off the few inches that remain, then remember the last hangover I had when I attempted to drink Charlotte from my thoughts. It didn’t work, and I don’t see it working tonight either.

      I pour one last shot before I slide the bottle across the bar. Reed takes it and tips it to another shot glass. He downs the shot, then slams the glass on the bar top.

      “You know what you’re going to do?” he asks as he caps the bottle.

      Clarification isn’t needed. I know he’s referring to Charlotte.

      “Not one fucking clue.” I stand and pull out my wallet, sliding out several bills and throwing them on the bar. “I’m out.”

      As I leave Whiskey’s, my mind drifts back to Charlotte. As I just told Reed, I have no idea how to deal with this incessant need I have for the woman.

      The only thing I know for certain is, as much as I may want her, giving into temptation is a risk I can’t take.
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        CHARLOTTE

      

      

      Sliding my big, designer sunglasses over my eyes, I take a seat on one of the benches in the park underneath a big tree. Several people mill about: walking their dog, talking on their phones, or gabbing with friends.

      It’s not those people I’m interested in. It’s the guy fifty feet away sitting on another bench across from me. His head is bent, reading a book. He looks to be in his early-to-mid thirties with sandy-blond hair, a nice build, and his clothes suggest he’s middle class. None of that matters though. Not for what I have in mind. Anyone will do actually, as long as they’re of age and not old enough to be my grandfather.

      I set my purse down on the bench beside me and check my surroundings, making sure no one is around who shouldn’t witness my actions. Satisfied, I unbutton my blazer and slide it down my arms, setting it on my purse. The blouse beneath is sheer white and feels splendid against my bare breasts. The way it rubs my nipples almost has a moan slipping past my lips. I specifically chose this shirt because without a bra or cami, you can easily see the outline of my breasts, especially the darker color of my hardened nipples.

      My sunglasses hide my eyes, so I can easily watch the man across from me without him noticing. His focus is still on his book, but I’m not worried. I know he’ll look up soon. They always glance up every so often to look around. And they always find what I want them to.

      I uncross my legs and let my knees part a couple of inches. The breeze blows up my skirt, cooling the fevered, naked flesh between my legs. I let out a sigh, enjoying the feeling. It’s almost like a feather-soft caress.

      Inconspicuously, I glance back at the man, and just as predicted, he’s looking directly at me. If I wasn’t so turned on, it would be comical to watch the way his eyes dart back and forth between my boobs and up my skirt, fighting with himself on which he wants to see more.

      I tuck my feet under the bench and cross my ankles. The action causes my knees to fall open another inch. The man makes his choice and settles his gaze on my legs.

      I grab my blazer and lay it across my lap to get my phone from my purse. When I pick the blazer up to put it back on my purse, I strategically slide the material over my legs so my skirt slides higher up my thighs. The hem is only a few inches away from completely exposing me.

      Pretending to look down at my phone, I tilt my head up just high enough so I can keep the guy in view. A ripple of excitement forms in my stomach at the blatant lust on his face. He licks his lips, like he’s imagining running his tongue over my slit.

      Being an exhibitionist is something I discovered I enjoyed a couple of years ago. The first time was by pure accident. I was taking the bus to work one morning when I caught a guy seated a few spots down from where I was, staring at me. It’s not uncommon for guys to hit on me. I’m not vain when I say I know I’m beautiful. It’s a simple fact; born from the many, many flirtatious encounters and desirous looks I’ve gotten from men over the years.

      The look on the guy’s face on the bus though was different. More intense. Deeper. He was turned on from just a simple look, and I have no doubt had my hand wandered to his groin, he would have been rock hard.

      I liked that look. I liked knowing I put it there. That just looking at me caused his mind and body to react so strongly.

      It wasn’t until he stepped off the bus that I realized in my mad rush getting dressed that morning because I was running late, I missed a couple of buttons on my blouse. I wasn’t flashing partial cleavage, I was damn near showcasing everything I had in that department. And because I dropped my pen, I bent over, giving the guy even more to look at. I’m pretty sure he could have told anyone the color of my nipples.

      Most women would have been mortified by the experience. It did the exact opposite for me. I wanted the guy to come back so I could show him more.

      That started my fetish. In the beginning, the bus and a few restaurants were where I gave little flashes of myself, but I’ve since moved on to the park. I like the smell of nature and the breeze on my flesh.

      As I watch the guy across from me practically drooling, I can’t help but wish he were someone else. Someone with rich-brown hair, melted-chocolate eyes, a deep, gravelly tone, and a body I know I could spend hours worshiping.

      I may get my kicks from showing my body to random strangers, but at night, when I slide my fingers between my legs and find my release, it’s to thoughts of Dr. Erikson.

      I first sought out a psychologist at the urging of my friend, Taylor, when I nearly got caught by the police in the park across town. Fortunately for me, just as I was handing him my license so he could write me a ticket for indecent exposure, he got a call on his radio and had to rush off. The experience scared the shit out of me, but not enough to keep me from finding another park the next week.

      I didn’t know the psychologist I would be seeing would damn near knock me on my ass the first time I walked into his office. Sitting across from him every week for the past six months has been delicious torture. Never has the need to lift my skirt and show off what’s underneath been so strong as during my sessions. There have been so many times I almost parted my legs, just enough to give him a glimpse and have him wanting more.

      And I know I’m not the only one who feels the intense chemistry between us. If it wasn’t his eyes that told me he wanted me just as much as I want him, the hard bulge between his legs he always tries to hide would.

      The only reason I haven’t given in to the need is for fear of rejection. Dr. Erikson can want me physically all he wants. That doesn’t mean he’ll act on his desires. I’m not sure I could take him turning my advances down. Not to mention the chance of him stopping our appointments. I’m not ready to give up seeing him yet. Not because the sessions are helping, but because I genuinely enjoy being in his company.

      I partially gave into my need at my appointment this week. Lifting my skirt, just high enough to show my garter belt and the creamy skin of my upper thigh…. I was so wet when I left his office, I’m surprised I didn’t leave a spot on his chair.

      My next appointment is in five days, and the anticipation of seeing Dr. Erikson again has my legs clamping shut as I rub them together. The guy on the bench is forgotten as I close my eyes and mentally wonder what my psychologist’s hands, tongue, and dick would feel like. Would he be a rough lover, or gentle? Would he be selfless and demand my own pleasure before seeking his own? Would he fuck me from behind, pulling my hair as he slams into me? Or would he make sweet love to me as he gazes down into my eyes. I’m not picky. I’ll take it any way he wants to give it.

      I open my eyes and realize my hand is only inches from my pussy. My gaze darts to the man on the bench. His mouth is open as he pants, and he looks seconds away from whipping out his dick and jacking off right here for everyone to see.

      I gather my things, and after slipping on my blazer, I stand from the bench, pushing my skirt back down. The guy looks ready to approach me, but before he can do so, I briskly walk away. I should feel bad for leaving him in such a state, but I don’t. He’ll have damn good material to jack off to later.

      I’m about halfway to my car when a prickling sensation raises the hairs on the back of my neck. I stop and look around, but don’t find anyone’s attention on me. After a moment of scanning every nook and cranny I can see of the park, I mentally shrug and turn back around.

      Every step I take sends exquisite pleasure between my legs as I leave the park behind.
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      I creep along the tree line and settle into the same spot I do every Monday and Saturday to get my bi-weekly fix of an unsuspecting Charlotte. I enjoy our sessions in my office, but I’m more limited on my perusal of her. These two days give me the chance to watch her without fear of coming across as creepy. Of course, what I’m doing is creepy, but she doesn’t know I’m here.

      As if I conjured her with my mind, my sexy, raven-haired vixen appears a moment later. Yes, when I think about Charlotte, I think of her as mine, even if only in my imagination. It’s all I’ll ever be able to have of her, so I take what I can get.

      I cross my arms over my chest and lean my shoulder against the tree, my baseball cap and shades shielding me. My eyes zero in on the female across the sidewalk with her legs spread several inches. Her white shirt is damn near see through; enough that I can see her dark nipples. It’s a shame I don’t have a direct view of her pussy. I’m always forced to stand off to the side for fear of her seeing me, so I never get a good glimpse between her legs. Even so, I know she’s bare beneath her skirt because she told me during one of our sessions she always leaves her panties behind when she’s at the park.

      My dick twitches, and I bite the inside of my cheek as a distraction from stalking over to her, falling to my knees, flipping up her skirt, and devouring the treasure I’m sure to find.

      My gaze moves to the man she’s putting on a show for. I barely stop myself from going to him and plucking his eyeballs from his skull. The only reason I don’t is because what I’m doing is no better than what he’s doing.

      When Charlotte told me the park she always goes to, when the need to expose herself arises, was only a few miles from my office, there were only two she could be talking about. I guessed the right one the first time I searched her out. When she appeared, I was completely mesmerized as I watched her in action. I damn near came in my pants the first time I watched her. I jacked off three times at home that night.

      Since then, I’ve learned her routine. She comes twice a week and always at the same time. I haven’t missed a day since that first one.

      What I’m doing is fucked-up and wrong. It’s an invasion of privacy, but I excuse my actions by telling myself she doesn’t know I’m here. For her, the whole purpose of this is because she wants to tease men. I’m simply giving her what she wants, even if she doesn’t know that it’s me, along with the other guy, watching.

      What I wouldn’t give to be the sole recipient of her show. For her to open her legs, beckon me with her eyes and beg me with her words, to give her body what it craves. I could spend hours devouring every inch of her delectable body.

      I watch as she inches her knees open, and I’m insanely jealous of the man in front of her because he has a better view than me. My dick turns to stone, and I want nothing more than to reveal myself to her and see what she does. Would she freak out and slap me? Or would her eyes fill with desire? I’ve thought about showing myself several times. The longing to do so grows stronger each time I watch her. Only my fear of her reaction holds me back. I’m not ready to let her go should she find my actions a betrayal.

      All too soon, Charlotte grabs her things from the bench and hurriedly walks away. My eyes follow her and notice the stiff way she’s moving. A smile curves my lips, because I know it’s from the unsatisfied pleasure she’s feeling. At least in this, we’re the same. Lord knows I’ll be stiff in more ways than one until I get home.

      She suddenly stops and cranes her neck around, looking for something. Her gaze moves to the tree I’m beside, as if she can sense me standing there, and I quickly dart behind it. A moment later, I carefully peek around the tree to find her gone.

      As I make my way back to my car, I wonder what Charlotte’s next move will be. Will she go home and pretend like she didn’t just leave a man with a huge case of blue balls? Or will she lie on her bed and relieve the ache I know she’s feeling? If I had to guess, I would say it’s the latter. Someone with her sexual nature would need relief.

      I only wish I was there to witness it. On several occasions, I’ve been tempted to follow her home and try to sneak a peek in her window, but I’ve forced myself to limit my stalking tendencies to only watching her while she’s in public, where she expects someone to watch her.

      What I’m doing is wrong on every level imaginable, but I’m finding I care less and less each time I come here.
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      “So, am I picking you up, or are you picking me up Thursday?”

      Taking my sunglasses off when I walk into the store, I put them in the outside pocket of my purse. Disappointment puts a frown on my face when I’m reminded of the concert I promised my close friend, Taylor, I would go to with her months ago. This was before I became completely enamored with my hot psychologist. Because of my promise to Taylor, I’ll have to miss my weekly appointment.

      “Meet me at my house at four and we can get ready together,” I tell her, grabbing a shopping cart and dropping my purse in the front compartment.

      “Sounds good. Do you have time to go shopping before then? I need a new outfit.”

      Lord knows I love my friend, but her obsession with the lead singer of Grey Water is getting a teensy-bit ridiculous. Taylor is thirty-four years old, and she has posters of Grey Water plastered all over her bedroom wall like a thirteen-year-old. She stalks Asa Sharpe, the lead guitarist, like it’s her job to do so. I can’t even imagine the astronomical number of letters she sent him. Any time the band is within driving distance of Silver Falls for a concert, she makes sure she gets tickets. And every concert she goes to, she has to buy a new outfit.

      “We just went shopping a couple of weeks ago. Wear one of the new outfits you bought.”

      Her breath comes across the line with her huff. “I’ve worn them all already. I need something new. Besides, none of them are eye-catching enough.”

      I grab a bag of granola and toss it in my cart. “Honestly, Taylor. When are you going to give up this notion of Asa noticing you?”

      “When I’m old and gray. Or when the band stops doing concerts.” She pauses a moment. “Actually, I probably won’t stop even then. I’ll just stalk him the old fashion way.”

      I laugh. “You’re crazy. You know that, right? This is Asa we’re talking about. He probably has a smorgasbord of women after him. Don’t get me wrong, you’re gorgeous, but we’re talking about models and actresses who pay hundreds of thousands of dollars to look perfect.”

      “So? They’re all fake and synthetic. Asa’s smart enough to know that people like that aren’t real. What I can give him is real.”

      I snort. “You keep on telling yourself that, and I’ll be here in the land of reality when you want to come back. You don’t even really know the man. Maybe he prefers synthetic.”

      I stop by the produce section and put some granny smith apples in a bag before setting them in my cart. Bananas are set down beside them.

      “Anyway, dream crusher, clothes shopping. Are you in or out?”

      I point my shopping cart in the direction of personal hygiene. “Out, I’m afraid. The next couple of days are busy for me. You should ask one of your sisters to go with you.”

      Taylor is a quadruplet. All of the sisters get along like best friends, but they couldn’t be any more different than if they weren’t related at all. Personality wise, that is. As far as looks, besides their different hair styles, most people can’t tell them apart.

      “I might actually do that. Penelope mentioned the other day she needed a new pair of Jimmy Choos.”

      “It’s settled then. I’ll see you at four on Thursday.”

      With a promise that Taylor will bring pre-concert wine, we hang up. My head is bent, trying to wedge the phone in next to a little pocket mirror in my purse, when all of a sudden, someone rams into the front of my shopping cart.

      “Hey, watch it ass—” My words die a quick death when I lift my head and spot the man with his cart in front of me. “Oh. Hello, Dr. Erikson.”

      Did my words come out breathy?

      “Jesus, Charlotte. I didn’t see you there. I apologize for running into you. You’re not hurt, are you?”

      “No, not hurt.” I barely managed to get the words out past my suddenly dry throat.

      I thought the man looked good in a suit and tie. It’s nothing compared to him in a pair of worn jeans, t-shirt, and a ball cap flipped backward. In all of my imaginings of him, he’s always looked so well-put together. Not this relaxed and casual. And don’t get me started on the five-o’clock shadow on his chin and cheeks. It’s long enough to make me wonder if he needs to shave twice a day to keep it smooth like it is every week when I come to my sessions.

      “Are you okay?” He leans over the front of his cart toward me, his brows scrunched together. “You look like you’re in pain.”

      I blink, coming out of my daze, and snatch my eyes away from the tight shirt that molds over his impressive chest, and look into his eyes. Damn the man for being so fucking mouth-watering.

      “I-I’m fine.”

      Come on, Charlotte. Get it together. You’re more refined than this.

      “You sure?”

      I clear my throat. “Yes.” Pulling up my big girl panties and composing myself, I offer him a smile. “Fancy meeting you here.”

      I look down at the contents in his shopping cart and do a double take at one of the packages.

      “Yeah, uh, those aren’t mine,” he says when he catches me looking.

      When I bring my eyes back to him, I’m charmed to see that his cheeks have a pink hue. An embarrassed Dr. Erikson is just as hot as a composed one. “I’m not judging you,” I tell him.

      “Honestly.” He looks inside his cart to the questionable item. “My grandmother asked me to pick these up for her.”

      I slowly nod, barely able to keep the laughter from spilling free. Even so, I can’t stop my lips from twitching. “Sure. They’re for your grandmother.”

      His eyes narrow. “You’re messing with me, right?”

      I shrug. “Maybe.”

      “Do I really look like I’m incontinent?”

      I shrug again. “Could be a medical reason. Nothing wrong with that.”

      “It’s great you feel that way, but I assure you, I can very much hold my bodily functions until I find the appropriate facilities.”

      He looks down at the contents in my shopping cart. Of course, I should have known better than to pick on him for shopping for adult diapers. Not when I have a jumbo box of tampons in my own cart.

      His brow lifts before he sets his eyes back on me.

      I point my finger at him. “You hush. And in case you were wondering, I’m not on my period.”

      One side of his mouth kicks up. “The thought hadn’t crossed my mind. And besides, it’s none of my business.”

      Now it’s my turn to be embarrassed, but I refuse to give into it. I also ignore his answering comment.

      “I’m actually glad I ran into you. I have to cancel my appointment this Thursday. I remembered a few moments ago that I have plans that afternoon.”

      My heart jumps and something warm fills my insides when I see a hint of disappointment flash in his eyes. The look is gone just as quickly as it appears.

      “I’ll have my secretary mark it out.”

      “Should I call tomorrow to confirm it was cancelled.”

      “No need. I’ll take care of it.”

      I shift awkwardly when an uncomfortable silence ensues for several long moments. Dr. Erikson pushes his cart forward a few inches, putting him that much closer to me.

      “You have a hot date Thursday?”

      Do I detect a touch of jealousy in his tone? I’ve always gotten the sense there was a bit of interest on his part, but I’ve never known for sure. Each week I flirt, say naughty, inappropriate things to him, flash him a bit of leg, just to tease him to see what he’ll do. He always comes across as professional, but he can’t hide the heat I see in his eyes at times. What would he do if I tucked my feet under the chair and spread my knees enough for him to get a good glimpse?

      Just the thought of him taking me up on my offer has a needy ache forming between my legs.

      Cocking my head to the side, I regard him closely. “I actually do have a hot date.” I’ll admit, I’m not disappointed in the least when the muscle in his jaw twitches. “With a female,” I emphasize, “friend of mine. We’re going to see Grey Water.”

      Relief relaxes the tense muscles in his face. “Ahh… gotcha. I heard they were in town. A friend of mine will be there too.”

      I release my hands from the cart and step closer to him, leaving only a foot of space between us. “Would it bother you if I did have a date with another man?”

      For a second, his eyes turn dazed before he’s shaking his head and the look disappears. “No. Why would it? You can date whoever you like. In fact, it might be good for you. It may help your need—” he stops and looks around, making sure no one is within hearing distance, and lowers his voice, “—to flash men.”

      I incline my head. “Maybe, but I doubt that will cure me.”

      He opens his mouth to respond, but snaps it shut when someone calls his name.

      “Bryan?” We both look over at the man approaching us from the opposite end of the aisle. “I thought that was you.”

      “Reed.” Dr. Erikson greets him.

      Reed looks from me to Dr. Erikson, then back to me. “Who’s this?” His question is meant for Dr. Erikson, but his eyes never leave mine.

      Dr. Erikson’s voice is tight when he answers. “Reed, this is Charlotte. Charlotte, this is a friend of mine.”

      Reed’s eyes widen and he flashes Dr. Erikson a knowing look. “Oh. So this is the girl you can’t stop harping on.” His eyes slide up and down my body appreciatively. “I can definitely see the appeal.”

      “For fuck’s sake, Reed,” Dr. Erikson hisses. “Can you keep your damn mouth shut?”

      My lips twitch, enjoying the tint of red that comes back to his cheeks.

      He swivels his eyes to me. “I’m sorry about my friend here. He talks when he shouldn’t.”

      Reed shrugs. “Just telling it like it is.”

      Dr. Erikson ignores his friend. “I want you to know, I don’t talk about what we discuss in our sessions.”

      A grin stretches my lips. “What else could you possibly talk about then?”

      “Well, you see. My friend here—”

      Before he can finish, Dr. Erikson slaps him in the gut with the back of his hand. Reed doubles over, a mixture of a grunt and laugh leaving his lips.

      “It was nice seeing you again, Charlotte, but I’m afraid my friend and I have somewhere to be. I’ll make sure to cancel your appointment.”

      Reed straightens, mirth lighting his eyes. “I have nowhere to be, and Charlotte looks like she’s going to need help loading her groceries. It’ll give us time to talk and get to know each other. You know, talk about all things Bryan.”

      “You do have somewhere to be. My grandmother was just asking about you the other day. Now’s the perfect time to say hi.”

      “Mrs. B asked about me?”

      “Yes,” Dr. Erikson grits out.

      “Is she making her famous ginger snaps?”

      Dr. Erikson looks about ready to explode. “I’m sure she will if you ask her.”

      Reed’s head swings my way. “Sorry, Charlotte.” He looks sincerely remorseful. “Mrs. B’s ginger snaps are too good to pass up. Our conversation will have to wait.”

      I laugh. “I believe I’ll survive.” I hold out my hand. “It was nice meeting you, Reed.”

      Taking my hand, he lifts it to his mouth and kisses the back of it. His dancing eyes slide to Dr. Erikson as he says. “Believe me. The pleasure was mine.”

      With a muttered “Charlotte”, Dr. Erikson grabs a laughing Reed by the shoulders and turns him away, shoving him forward. Grabbing his cart, he also turns and pushes it toward the front of the store.

      My eyes slide down to his delicious backside, and I watch it as he walks away.

      What an extremely enlightening encounter. I can’t keep the smile from my face when I think about Dr. Erikson talking to his friends about me.

      He doesn’t know it yet, but Dr. Erikson will be getting an eyeful during our next session.
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      Closing the door behind me Friday evening, I go straight to the kitchen where my father should be finishing up supper. I find him at the sink rinsing his hands while gazing out the window that overlooks the backyard. Fridays are our weekly family night, so he’s not surprised to see me.

      “What’s up, old man?” I ask, heading straight for the fridge to take out a beer.

      “One of these days,” he whips off the hand towel from the handle on the stove, “I’m going to teach you a thing or two about calling me old.”

      I chuckle as I pop open my bottle. “And that’ll be the day you realize just how old you are.”

      He grunts, and before I can take the first pull from my bottle, he snatches it from my hand. “Thanks for this. I needed it.” He tips the bottle back and downs half the contents.

      “One of those days?” I ask and grab another beer.

      “One of those weeks is more like it.”

      “Tough case?”

      My father is a detective for the Silver Falls Police Department. Has been for the last twenty-four years. Before that, he was an officer for four years. He’s recently been playing with the idea of retiring, but I’m not sure he’ll follow through with it. He loves his work too much to give it up yet.

      “Yes.” He sighs, throwing the towel on the counter. “We’ve had a string of break-ins recently over in West Point Hills.” West Point Hills is a big, middle-class subdivision on the outskirts of town. “Up until Wednesday, no one’s been hurt. They come in at night, somehow getting past alarms, and people don’t realize until they wake up the next morning and find half of their valuables gone. A girl, thirteen-year-old, woke up to get something to drink and walked in on one of them raiding the living room. They fucking gave her a concussion when they knocked her out.”

      “Damn,” I mutter. “No leads on who they are?”

      “Not a damn one,” he answers, his jaw ticking. “One of the neighbors saw them flee the property and gave chase, but he lost him. All we have is that one is a white male and the other a black male. Both of average height.”

      “How’s the girl?”

      “She’ll be fine. Scared, but she seems to be a trooper.”

      “She didn’t see either of their faces?”

      “No. She said it was too dark.” He downs the rest of his beer and tosses the bottle in the trash. “And to top off an already shitty week, the mayor’s son went missing yesterday.”

      My brows rise. “Really?”

      “Yeah. Apparently, he was sick so he stayed home from school. When the mayor’s wife came home, he was gone. No sign of a struggle or forced entry, and nothing else missing, which rules out a burglary gone bad.” Dropping his head, he scruffs his hand across his forehead. “The department has been on pins and needles, waiting on a ransom call.”

      “Are they sure he didn’t run away?”

      He lets out a tired breath. “It only happened yesterday, so there hasn’t been much time to investigate, but on first glance, there seems to be no reason he would just leave. The mayor and his family have always been upstanding citizens.”

      The thought of someone in our small town being mentally unstable enough to kidnap a kid sends a shiver down my spine. Crime happens in Silver Falls, but it’s usually minor shit.

      I walk over and slap him on the back. “I’m sure it’ll be resolved soon.”

      Dad’s always been very passionate about his job. That’s why he was made detective after only four years of service to the police department.

      Going to the stove, I take the lid off the pot and a wave of spices fills my nose. “This smells damn good.” I replace the lid. “Is there anything I can help with?”

      He jerks his chin to the back door. “You can go get Aleah. She’s been out there for hours. She’s bound to be burnt to a crisp by now.”

      Setting my beer down, I leave through the back door, immediately spotting Aleah lying on her stomach on a lounge chair. My lips twist as I detour to the side of the house, turn the spigot on, and grab the water hose. Because I’m not a complete dick, I make sure the pressure is on low as I creep across the lawn. Ten feet away, I squeeze the nozzle and aim the spray at Aleah. She squeals and jumps off the chair. Whipping her now wet hair away from her eyes, she turns to face me, a glare firmly planted in place.

      “You’re an asshole, you know that, right?”

      Chuckling, I spray her again. “Yeah, but you love me anyway.”

      “Right at this second, what I feel for you is not love. Will you stop that?” She growls the question when I spray her again.

      “Dinner’s ready,” I tell her.

      “And you couldn’t just say that?”

      “Nope.” I grin. “It was much more fun doing it this way.”

      “Jerk-off,” she mutters, snatching her damp towel off the back of the chair and tramping toward the back door. “Payback is going to bite you in the ass,” she tosses over her shoulder sassily.

      Laughing, I turn and return the hose to the side of the house.

      Aleah is my step-sister. Her mom and my dad got married six years ago when Aleah was eleven and I was twenty-seven. Despite the age difference between Aleah and me, our parents were close in age. Dad got mom pregnant when they were both fifteen, married her, then got divorced when I was nine because mom couldn’t hack being the wife of a cop. Dad met Aleah’s mom through one of his cases. Deena was the sister of a hit and run victim. All was right in marital bliss world for my dad until a couple of years ago when he came home from work and found a note from Deena saying she had left him. Come to find out, she had been having an affair with the mailman. Cliché as fuck, but no less true. The real kicker though, was she left Aleah behind and hasn’t been in contact since. Aleah has no other family to speak of, and there was no way Dad was going to give Aleah to the state, so she’s been living here. She’s a good kid—has excellent grades, respectful for the most part, and is driven to make something of her life once she graduates. She only has two vices, and one I wouldn’t really consider a vice. She’s got a potty mouth—definitely in her negative column—and she hates her mom and gets pissed anytime she’s brought up. I can’t say I blame her. It took me years to get over my ill feelings toward Mom when she left Dad and me. At least with my mom, she stayed active in my life. Aleah doesn’t have that.

      When I walk into the kitchen, I find Aleah still clad in her bikini with her hands on her hips glaring at Dad, who’s expression isn’t much nicer.

      “What’s going on?” I ask, confused as to what could have happened in the sixty seconds she’s been in here alone with Dad.

      As well-mannered and grateful as Aleah is for Dad letting her stay here, I’ve noticed a lot of heated arguments going on between the two over the last few weeks. I think Deena’s continued disappearance is starting to weigh on Aleah, and Dad can feel the tension.

      “I can see where you get your assholish ways, Bryan. Your father’s being an excellent example of it right now.”

      “Girl,” Dad growls. “You’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll suffer the consequences.”

      “You can fuck right off. You’re not my daddy and can’t tell me what to do.”

      “I’m as close to a daddy as you have. Now get your ass to your room and do as you’re told.”

      “Ugh! Fine! Whatever!” She spins around dramatically and stomps out of the room.

      I lift my brows and look at Dad. “What in the hell was that about?”

      Dad turns away and begins gathering plates from the cabinet. “She was being a brat. All I asked was for her to go get changed and she flipped out. I’m not sure what her problem is lately.”

      “Her birthday is coming up. I’m sure she’s just upset that Deena won’t be here to celebrate it with her. Turning eighteen is a big milestone for a young girl.” I grab some silverware from the drawer. After I set them down beside the plates Dad placed on the table, I turn to face him. “She also might be worried you’re going to kick her out once she reaches legal age.”

      Dad’s head whips my way, his brows puckered. “She knows I wouldn’t do that. She can stay as long as she needs to. She can’t help that her mother is a bitch.”

      Yeah, Dad holds his own bitter feelings toward Deena.

      “Maybe you should sit down and talk to her,” I suggest.

      Dad nods, looking off toward the door Aleah stormed through. “Yeah, maybe you’re right.”

      A few minutes later, Aleah comes back into the kitchen. Dad and I are already sitting at the table. Aleah plops down in her usual chair. She’s decked out in a pair of sweatpants and a hoodie that almost swallows her whole. It’s early spring, but it’s already hot as Hades out, and Dad is a stickler for setting the AC at a barely tolerable temperature to save on electricity. She’s going to be sweating bricks soon. I squint, taking a better look at the logo on the front.

      “Isn’t that yours?” I ask, looking at Dad.

      He eyes the shirt. “Aleah,” he sighs.

      “What?” she asks, already scooping some of the chili in her bowl. “I was cold, and all of my sweaters are already packed up for the summer.” She drops the serving spoon back in the bowl and shoots Dad a look. “Or is this inappropriate too?” Her question is asked with an eye roll.

      The muscle in Dad’s jaw twitches, but he bites back whatever he wants to say. “It’s fine. Just make sure you wash it and put it back.”

      Aleah salutes him. “Yes, sir.”

      Again, Dad’s jaw tics.

      Over the next few minutes, we each go over our days. Dad can’t say much about his current cases for legality reasons, so it’s mainly just Aleah and I talking with Dad responding. Aleah, thankfully, loses her attitude.

      “You mind if I stay out a little bit later than my curfew tomorrow night?”

      Dad’s head jerks to Aleah. “What for?”

      “Sean wants to take me out to the movies and a friend of mine is throwing a party we want to stop by afterwards.”

      Dad shovels in a bite of food, washing it down with his beer before he responds. “Sean is that jerk you went out with last week, right? Didn’t you say you saw him with another girl a few days ago?”

      “No.” Aleah wipes her mouth with her napkin. “That was Dillon. Sean is someone else.”

      “You’ve been seeing a lot of boys recently.”

      She pins Dad with an irritated look. “So?”

      “So, don’t you think you should be focusing more on school than boys?”

      “My grades are great, so it’s not like I’m neglecting schoolwork just so I can get laid.”

      “Jesus, Aleah,” I mutter.

      “What?” she asks all innocent, like she didn’t just admit she was sleeping around with guys. She’s seventeen-fucking-years old. “Don’t act all shocked. Women have needs too.”

      “But you’re not a woman yet,” Dad grits out, looking about two seconds away from strangling my step-sister.

      She shrugs. “I’m a month away from being a legal adult. Sex isn’t that big of a deal. I’m always careful, and that’s what counts the most.”

      “Lord fucking save me,” Dad grumbles under his breath, his face a ruddy red.

      “Jeez, I’m only joking.” She eyes us both like we’re the one being ridiculous. “I’m still a virgin. You two are too uptight.”

      “Who’s throwing the party?” Dad asks after a moment, his annoyed demeanor changing slightly.

      “Wendi.”

      Aleah’s known Wendi for years. She’s always seemed like a good girl.

      “Fine.” Dad chugs back the rest of his beer before getting up from the table with his plate. “But I want to meet this Sean boy before you go out with him. And you can stay out until one but keep your phone on you with the volume up.”

      “Sure, whatever, Daddy.” She snorts. “I’ll bring him over so you can intimidate him like you did Dillon.”

      “Aleah,” Dad says her name in warning.

      “Alright, alright. I’ll bring him inside before we leave.”

      I pull the end of Aleah’s ponytail to get her attention. “Come help me with the dishes.”

      Mumbling something under her breath, she gets up. I end up forcing Dad away from the sink when he starts rinsing dishes to put in the dishwasher. He leaves us in the kitchen to go catch the last of the baseball game on TV.

      Aleah and I are quiet for the first few minutes as we stand side by side while she rinses the dishes and I put them in the dishwasher.

      I bump my hip with hers. “What’s up with you lately?”

      Her brows pull down. “I don’t know what you mean.”

      “Come on, Le. You’ve been cranky for weeks. Is it because of Deena?”

      She tenses beside me at first, but then relaxes and lifts one of her slender shoulders. “I guess.”

      I take the plate she hands me and place it in the bottom rack of the dishwasher. “You guess? Is there something else bothering you?”

      It takes her a moment to answer, and she does so hesitantly.

      “There’s this… guy I like.”

      “I thought you were seeing this Sean kid?”

      “I am, but he’s only a distraction because I can’t have the one I really want.”

      “You’re almost eighteen, which is still really young to be worrying so much over boys.” I pause while putting the silverware in the rack. “What makes you think you can’t have this boy?”

      It feels awkward talking to Aleah about this. This is a conversation two fully-grown people should be having. Not a young woman who’s still in high school. She has her whole life ahead of her. She shouldn’t be stressing over a guy so much at this age.

      “It’s just not feasible. Not yet, at least.”

      Her cryptic words have me frowning. “What does that even mean?”

      After handing me the last dish, she takes the hand towel from the counter and dries her hands. She tosses it to me next.

      “Let’s just leave it at that. I don’t want to talk about it anymore. Besides, it’s pointless. The guy I’m interested in has no interest in me in that way.”

      Before I can say anything more, she walks out of the kitchen, leaving me even more concerned about her behavior.

      The thing with Aleah is, she’s the typical teenager and likes to bottle up her feelings. It wasn’t like this when her mom was around. It’s only been since Deena left that Aleah started to close down. It’s never a good thing when you hold your feelings in, especially for a girl her age going through what she’s going through.

      I turn and lean back against the counter, contemplating on how I can help my step-sister. I’m a psychologist for Christ’s sake. I should know exactly what to say to her. But it’s like when it comes to my family, all of the years and money I spent on my education goes out the window.

      This situation with Aleah and my inability to help her reminds me of another.

      I was supposed to have a session with Charlotte yesterday. It felt so fucking wrong not seeing her. I hated not seeing her. She’s become an obsession. One I’m afraid I have no hope of overcoming.
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      I’m back in Whiskey Blue’s, sitting at the bar. Instead of my friend Jack keeping me company tonight like I really need, I opt for a beer instead. Dad asked me to come to the house bright and early tomorrow morning to help him paint the outside of the house. I’ve got nothing better to do, so I figured why not?

      I’m in a shit mood. Not having Charlotte in my office this past Thursday, I was really looking forward to seeing her at the park this afternoon. She never showed, which left me pissed off for some reason.

      Sam, one of the other bartenders, slides a beer across to me. Reed got off work an hour ago and slipped into one of the back rooms with a woman he met tonight. What makes Whiskey’s so popular are the rooms in the back that people can rent. The refurbished building is old and has been around since the 1800’s. Back in the day, it was a brothel. The place is owned by Kai Deluca, who owns half of Silver Falls. Kai and I have been friends since middle school. Even back then, he was the silent, brooding type, and he’s carried that trait into adulthood.

      Grabbing my beer, I swivel in my seat and face the room. Jamison and Rayn are both out on the dance floor. Not together, of course, but with separate partners. The mood of the music is sensual. If you couldn’t tell by the tone, you certainly could tell by the slow gyrating bodies. It’s not often I use the rooms in the back, but some of my friends do. Reed being one of them. Looks like Jamison might be visiting one tonight as well. He grabs his dance partner's hand and starts for the door leading to the back.

      Just as Jamison gets to the door, it opens, and Kai walks out. He stops and says something to Jamison before Jamison steps through the door with the woman. Kai spots me and lifts his chin in greeting. I do the same back.

      My eyes travel the rest of the room, recognizing more faces. I’m just about to turn around when something catches my eye. Or rather someone. That someone being the sexy, raven-haired vixen on the dance floor slowly rotating her hips to the beat of the music. There are two other women out there with her, Taylor and Camila Adair, but I don’t pay them any mind. Charlotte has captured my full attention, and just like every week she’s in my office, my eyes are glued to her.

      The outfit she has on damn near has me panting in my seat like a dog sniffing out a bitch in heat. A black, skin-tight top molds over her perfect breasts and stops just above her navel, revealing a sliver of her toned and flat stomach. Her shimmery skirt, ending several inches above her knees, is loose and glides silkily over her thighs when she sways. My eyes travel down her tanned, and no doubt, smooth legs to her black, strappy heels. An image pops in my head of her digging those heels into my back as I fuck her hard and fast against a wall.

      What are the odds of us being in the same bar on the same night? It’s like the world is set out to torture me.

      Taylor and Camila step in front of Charlotte, blocking my view. I barely restrain a growl from leaving my lips.

      Impatience for Charlotte to be front and center again has my knee jumping. Not seeing her for our regular session on Thursday, and missing her in the park today, has me on edge.

      When she finally steps between the two sisters, I relax in my seat. She hasn’t noticed me yet, not that I want her to—I’m not sure I can handle facing her again in a casual setting and keep my hands to myself—so I sit back and watch her uninhibited.

      She has her arms raised and her fingers slide through her long hair in a way that’s meant to taunt the watcher. Her eyes are closed with her head slightly tipped back, like she’s in her own little world. Her hips sway slowly and there’s a serene look on her face. She looks peaceful, yet exotic at the same time.

      Suddenly, her eyes open and her gaze immediately comes to me. A sexy smirk curves her lips, as if she knew I was watching the whole time and she wanted to catch me doing it.

      Ignoring her friends and the others around her, her hands slowly creep down her sides, over her hips, and along her thighs. My eyes narrow, silently telling her to not do what I can clearly see what she wants to do. Inch by slow inch, she lifts the hem of her skirt. I hold my breath in anticipation at the same time I mentally beg her to stop. I’m afraid of what I’ll do if she continues on this path. I’m a red-blooded male who very much enjoys sex. I can only take so much before I snap. The consequences if that should happen would burn both Charlotte and me, and I can’t allow it.

      Taylor and Camila move on when they realize their third is focused on something else, and it doesn’t take long before some dickhead tries to slide his way up to Charlotte. My hand strangles the glass in my hand and a red haze clouds my vision. The vein in my temple throbs, and I’m seconds away from stalking over to the guy and smashing his face into the floor—which would be a huge mistake because Charlotte is not my woman. I have no right to have these feelings. It’s foolish and reckless.

      Thankfully, my will isn’t tested, because Charlotte turns to the guy and says something that has him walking away from her. She turns back to me, and now it’s the look on her face that almost has me getting up from my chair and dragging her to the nearest dark corner. Blatant sexual need, so hot I can practically feel the heat from it all the way across the room.

      The music stops and another slow song comes across the speakers. I groan when I realize what song it is. It’s about a man and a woman who share an intense sexual chemistry. It goes into vivid detail on their carnal exploits.

      Charlotte turns on her mile-high heels, giving me the perfect view of her ass. She peeks at me over her shoulder, checking to see if I’m still watching—as if there’s a chance in hell I could tear my eyes away.

      Over the music, I hear the chirp of my phone, but I ignore it. The world could be burning down around us, and I wouldn’t give a damn. There’s nothing that could force my attention away from the riveting sight before me.

      One song after another blasts through the speakers and Charlotte continues to dance. Although there are plenty of people on the floor around her, her eyes don’t stray from me. It’s like she’s dancing for only one person, and that person is me.

      My cock is way past the point of being hard, and it’s becoming quite painful behind my zipper. My palm itches to reach down and adjust myself and give it a good, firm rub through my jeans. I refrain, but just barely. The last thing I need to do is give the woman a reason to approach me. What I’m doing, watching the woman of my dreams—literally—practically fuck me with her eyes and the sexy moves of her body is wrong. It’s wrong on every single level. But what makes it okay is that I’m over here and she’s twenty feet away—at least, that’s what I tell myself. If she were to come into my space, I have not a single doubt in my head I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands to myself.

      My phone chirps again, and I grit my teeth in irritation. I’m tempted to continue to ignore it, but the back of my head prickles. That uneasy feeling has me ripping my eyes away from Charlotte and spinning on my stool to grab my phone from the bar. When I see my step-sister’s name, that unease changes to worry.

      I immediately accept the call and bring my phone to my ear, plugging the other one so I can hear over the music.

      “Aleah?”

      “B-bryan?” Aleah’s tearful voice comes across the line. “C-can you c-come get me, p-please?”

      I’m off the stool and throwing cash on the bar top before I get my next words. “What happened? Where are you?” I growl, already stalking across the room toward the door.

      “I’m a-at Wendi’s.”

      Hearing the tears in her voice breaks my heart and boils my blood, because it’s obvious something happened. She’s at the party she mentioned last night at Dad’s house. My mind runs rampant at what could be wrong.

      “What happened?”

      “Can you j-just come get m-me, please?”

      “I’m on my way.” I yank my keys from my pocket. “Where are you at in Wendi’s house? Are you safe?”

      Her breath fans across the line before she says. “I’m in the shed in her backyard.”

      “Are you alone?”

      “Yes.”

      “Stay there. I’ll call you when I pull up and come to you. Message me the address.”

      “Okay.” She hiccups out the word.

      I hate to do it, but I need to hang up the phone so she can text me the address and I can plug it into my GPS app.

      Just as I reach my car, my phone dings with her text. I unlock my car and grab the handle.

      “Dr. Erikson!” a harried voice calls from behind me.

      I turn and spot Charlotte jogging my way, damn near tripping in her heels. In my rush to get to Aleah, I forgot what happened over the last twenty minutes before the phone call.

      “Is everything okay?” she asks once she’s standing in front of me, panting from chasing after me.

      I look down at my phone. “My sister,” I tell her. “Something happened.”

      She lifts a hand and rests it on my forearm. I look up at her and see concern darkening her eyes.

      “Is she okay?”

      “I don’t know.” I grit out. “She called, crying, and asked me to come get her from her friend’s party.”

      I reach back for the door handle, impatient to get on my way. “I have to go.”

      “I’m coming with you.”

      Before I can protest, not that I would because I don’t have time to, she briskly walks around the car. We both slide in at the same time, and I put the address into my phone. A second later I’m whisking out of the parking lot.
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      Forty minutes later, I’m pulling up to my dad’s place. Charlotte is in the back seat holding an alarmingly quiet Aleah. My nerves are shot, and I’m surprised I was able to see past the blinding rage roaring through my veins to drive us here.

      Aleah refuses to say what happened, no matter how many times I’ve asked her, but she doesn’t need to. Her torn shirt, the red mark on her cheek, and her smeared make-up screams exactly what happened. Some punk kid put his hands on my sister, and as soon as I find out who did it, he’ll realize it was the last mistake he’ll ever make.

      Leaving Wendi’s house, Charlotte didn’t hesitate to climb into the back seat with Aleah. We were on the road for five minutes before I heard her from the front seat quietly ask Aleah if she was raped. I didn’t verbally hear Aleah’s answer, but I had my rearview mirror pointed at them and I saw her shake her head. I can’t say for sure, but I’ve always been good at spotting lies, and I don’t think Aleah’s negative response was a lie.

      Attempted rape can be just as devastating and horrifying as the actual act. The bastard will pay as soon as I get a name.

      Shutting off my car, I get out and open the back door on Aleah’s side. She climbs out, but almost falls because her legs are so shaky. I scoop her into my arms as Charlotte gets out after her. My anger triples when her skirt rides up her legs a few inches, and I notice bruises in the shape of fingers.

      It’s late, almost midnight, and knowing Aleah has a key, Dad’s probably already locked down the house. Using the arm I have under Aleah’s legs, I jangle my keys to Charlotte.

      “Unlock the door for me, will you?” I ask.

      She grabs them, scurries in front of me, and a second later, I’m walking through the door. I’m surprised to see the light on in the living room—Dad’s usually in bed by eleven—so I head that way. He meets me at the doorway leading into the room. When he spots Aleah in my arms and the condition she’s in, his brows form a V.

      “What in the hell happened?” he growls, his eyes darting all over Aleah.

      My voice is tight when I answer. “She won’t say, but, obviously, someone put their hands on her.”

      “Aleah,” Dad starts, but she cuts him off.

      “I really don’t want to talk about it,” she says. “You can put me down, Bryan.” She sniffs. “I’m okay.”

      I start for the couch, but she waylays me.

      “Here, please. I want to shower and go to my room.”

      I set her down on her feet. She’s more sturdy than she was when she got out of the car, but that still doesn’t alleviate my concern.

      “You need to tell me what happened, Aleah,” Dad says, and from his voice, like me, he’s barely holding onto his control. I’ve never been a violent person, but I’m only a thread away from unleashing my fury.

      Aleah takes two steps toward the stairs before she faces Dad.

      “I told you, I don’t want to talk about it.” She looks down at her clothes before lifting her head and looking at each of us, ending with her eyes on Dad. “I can’t hide the fact that something happened, but I want to forget that it did. I wasn’t raped, if that’s what you’re concerned about. It was over before it started. I just want to shower, go to bed, and forget this night ever happened.”

      Dad calls her name, but Aleah doesn’t stop her ascent up the stairs. His hands twitch against the side of his thighs and the vibes coming off him suggests he wants to go after her. As a detective, he’s being forced to fight back his instinct to get answers for a crime that was obviously committed. What makes it worse is who the crime was against. Aleah may not be his biological child, but I know he cares for her like she is.

      “She’ll be okay, Dad,” I say quietly, as we watch her until she’s out of view.

      “If you’d like,” Charlotte says from behind us, “I can go up and check on her. See if I can get any answers. It might be better coming from a female.”

      Dad turns away from the stairs, just now realizing there’s a strange woman in his house.

      “Who are you?” he asks. The question isn’t asked harshly, only with curiosity.

      Charlotte raises her hand. “I’m Charlotte. I was with Dr. Erikson right after he got the phone call from Aleah.”

      “Dr. Erikson?” Dad looks at me in question as he shakes her hand.

      “She’s one of my patients,” I explain.

      “And you were with one of your patients tonight?”

      “We weren’t together, together,” Charlotte explains before I can. “We were just at the same place. When I saw him leaving, I knew from his face something was wrong. I wanted to help when he explained what Aleah said.”

      With what happened to Aleah, I haven’t had time to reassess what happened with Charlotte tonight in Whiskey’s. Not that anything did happen. Not really anyway. I refuse to think about the line I crossed by openly watching her, even if it was a thin one. As wrong as it was, I’m glad she was there with me when I picked Aleah up.

      Dad looks back to the stairs. “If you wouldn’t mind going up there to make sure she’s okay and talk to her, I’d really appreciate it. It’s the third door on the right.”

      “Of course.” Charlottes quickly glances at me before she moves to the stairs.

      Dad and I wait until she’s gone before going to the kitchen. He goes straight for the cabinet that holds the liquor. After pouring a couple inches in two glasses, he hands me one and takes his and the bottle to the table.

      He throws back his glass and pours another.

      “It was that fucking Sean kid,” he mutters darkly.

      I take a seat beside him, sipping my drink rather than chugging it since I have to drive after this.

      “With Aleah not telling us, we can’t know for certain,” I reply, staring into my glass, still trying to maintain my calm.

      “She’ll tell us, I’ll make damn sure of it.”

      “Don’t push her, Dad.”

      He scowls, taking another drink. “If she doesn’t tell me, I have other ways of finding out.”

      “And what are you going to do once you find out who touched her?”

      For a split second, something dark enters his eyes before he blinks, and the look is gone. He shakes his head. “Arrest his ass and make sure he’s prosecuted.”

      Having a detective as a father can be handy at times. This is not one of those times. I want to get my hands on the creep who hurt Aleah, and there won’t be much left of him to prosecute. Damned the consequences.

      “Tell me more about this Charlotte,” Dad says, changing the subject. “Who is she to you? Besides your patient.”

      “She’s nothing more than that,” I tell him. It’s the truth at the same time it’s not. She can’t be more than my patient, even if I want her to be.

      “I may be getting on in years, but I’m not stupid, Bryan. I saw the way you looked at her out there.”

      I shrug and fake indifference. “She’s a beautiful woman. Any man would look.”

      Dad pours himself more vodka, drinking this one slower.

      “Again, I’m not stupid,” he reiterates.

      I sigh. “What do you want me to say, Dad? That I think about the woman constantly? That she’s a wonderful and amazing woman, and no matter how hard I try to fight it, I’m a thin thread away from doing something that could cost me my job, but part of me doesn’t care because I can see Charlotte being the one woman who was made for me?”

      Dad’s brows raise higher with each word I say. “Wow,” he says once I’m done. “Sounds like you have a lot of thinking to do. I don’t know the reason behind her seeing a psychologist, but there are other doctors out there. She doesn’t have to see you, Bryan. That’s no excuse to not pursue her if you care about her.”

      I tip my glass to my lips and drain what’s left before setting it on the table. I’m tempted to pour another, but I need to keep a clear head. Not only because I have to drive Charlotte back to her car, but also because I’ll be alone with her in a confined space. I need all of my wits to get through that.

      “Yeah,” I say quietly, knowing he’s right, but also knowing it’s still wrong to get involved with a patient. Even if she does start seeing another psychologist, which is something I still definitely do not want her to do. Unless it’s a female. I could handle her telling all of her dirty secrets to a female doctor.

      A few minutes later, Charlotte walks into the kitchen. Dad and I both get up from the table.

      “How is she?” Dad asks, unable to hide his anxiety.

      “She’s fine. I couldn’t get her to talk though. Not sure if it’s because I’m not someone she knows and trusts or if she really doesn’t want to talk to anyone about what happened. She went to bed after her shower.”

      Dad nods, not liking the answer Charlotte gave him, but unable to do anything about it. For as long as Aleah has lived with us, she’s been stubborn. If she doesn’t want to talk about tonight, there’s no forcing her to. Hopefully after we give her some time, she will.

      “Thank you for checking on her. I’m Spencer, by the way.”

      Charlotte smiles softly at Dad. “It was no problem at all. I’m sorry I couldn’t do more.”

      “You did enough by making sure she was okay and being with Bryan when he picked her up.”

      “I’m sure she has her mother and friends, but I gave her my number in case she ever wanted to talk. Sometimes it’s easier talking to someone you don’t know.”

      Dad stuffs his hands into his pockets. “Her mother is gone.”

      Charlotte’s expression turns remorseful. “I’m so sorry.”

      I clarify for Dad. “She’s not dead. Not that we know of anyway. She just… left a couple of years ago.”

      “Oh.”

      I turn to Dad. “I’m going to drop Charlotte off at her car and head home. Call me if Aleah says anything.”

      He nods.

      “It was nice meeting you. I only wish it were under different circumstances.”

      “Me too, Charlotte,” Dad responds.

      As I lead Charlotte out of the kitchen, Dad’s eyes meet mine. He doesn’t have to say it for me to know what he’s thinking.

      “Go after what you want.” I hear his voice in my head.

      The car ride back to Whiskey’s doesn’t take long and it’s made in silence. The parking lot is only half-full compared to what it was when we left. Spotting Charlotte’s car, I pull up behind it. It’s not until I put my car in park that I realize I shouldn’t know what vehicle she drives. I do know because every Monday and Saturday, after I watch her in the park, I follow her back to her car to make sure no asshole fucks with her. Luckily, Charlotte doesn’t call me out on it.

      “I wanted to thank you for coming with me tonight. I’m sure having you there helped Aleah.”

      She smiles, and the light from the nearby streetlamp has her eyes sparkling. “I’m glad I was able to help. I only wish she would have opened up to me.”

      “Dad’s a detective. He and I will find out who did that to her and take care of it.”

      She nods. “Does your sister go to Silver Falls High? My sister and her family recently moved to Silver Falls. I have a niece about her age, and I wonder if they know each other.”

      “Aleah is my step-sister. Her mom and my dad married six years ago. She left with the mailman a couple years ago and we haven’t heard from her since. Aleah has no other family, so Dad said she could stay with him.”

      “The mailman? Seriously?” she asks incredulously.

      “As a heart attack.”

      “Wow. I thought that stuff only happened in movies and books.”

      My lips twist. “Apparently not.” I clear my throat. “And Aleah does go to Silver Falls.”

      “I’ll ask Luna if she knows Aleah.”

      The car turns silent. Charlotte chews on her bottom lip, taunting me to pull it from between her teeth and take a nibble myself. This is dangerous territory. I need her out of my car before I do something I’ll regret.

      Then she does something that damn near has me snapping. Her tongue peeks out and runs across her bottom lip, leaving a glistening sheen behind. I groan—not sure if it was out loud or just in my head—and my cock turns to granite.

      She does it again, as if she knows damn well what she’s doing, and drops her eyes to my lips.

      “Charlotte,” I grit out between my teeth. “You need to stop. This can’t happen.”

      “I agree,” she says, and for a moment, disappointment hits. I didn’t expect her to readily agree with me. “It can’t happen.” Then she adds, “Tonight. But it will, Dr. Erikson. You can’t deny the chemistry we share. I feel it radiating off of you in scorching waves, and I see it in your eyes every time you look at me, no matter how hard you try to hide it. I know you see and feel it from me too. It’s there and it’s not going away. I don’t want it to go away. I want you.”

      My jaw clenches because every word she says is true. The chemistry we share is off the charts and stronger than anything I’ve ever felt before. And I get the feeling it won’t fade any time soon. I ball my hands into fists on my thighs to keep from reaching for her.

      “I’ll see you Monday,” she says, then quickly gets out of the car.

      She’s already closed herself inside her car before I realize what day she said she would see me. Thursday is our regular appointment day. Not Monday. Monday is one of the two days a week I watch her in the park.

      Fuck me.

      She knows I watch her. She fucking knows I stand across from her in the park as she parts her legs and shows herself to any man who wants to see.

      I am so goddamn screwed.
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      Crossing an ankle over my knee, I lean back in the chair. I may appear relaxed and calm, but it couldn’t be farther from the truth. I’m strung tight and my damn cock is so hard I could pick ice with it.

      I regard the woman who’s taking up way too much space in my head lately. Today she has on a sleeveless, light-grey shirt and a loose, black skirt. Her black boots climb all the way up to her knees. The outfit itself seems harmless enough, except for the fact that she’s not wearing a fucking bra, leaving her breasts to jiggle freely against the material every time she moves. Not to mention the skirt riding up her thigh, making me wonder if she’s wearing panties, a thong, or nothing at all. And those boots…. Those goddamn boots have been taunting me from the moment she walked into my office today.

      “How’s Aleah?” she asks.

      Her question shakes me from my thoughts. I clear my throat.

      “She’s fine. Still not talking about what happened.”

      She frowns. “Give her time. I’m sure she’ll open up eventually.”

      That’s what I keep telling Dad, but each day that passes and Aleah doesn’t talk to us, the angrier he gets. Not at Aleah, but at knowing the guy is getting away with hurting her.

      I nod. “That’s what I’m hoping for.”

      Charlotte shifts in her chair and her skirt slides up her thigh an inch. It reminds me of the reason we’re here.

      “Why don’t you tell me about the last time you felt the need to expose yourself?” I ask.

      Yes, I’m a bastard for asking when I already know. And she knows that I know. I had no intention of going to the park this past Monday once she revealed that she knew I watched her. I had to put my foot down. It was imperative that I stop my foolish infatuation with Charlotte. But as the time clicked closer to when she would be showing up at the park, the more antsy I got.

      In the end, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t give up my opportunity to see her. I made it to the park at the same time Charlotte did. Even though the cat was out of the bag, I still stayed hidden in the shadows of trees, refusing to blatantly admit to watching her by showing myself. Even so, she knew I was there. It was in the sexy smirk that curved her lips when she looked around her.

      Charlotte licks her lips and once again moves in her seat. Her tits jiggle, putting my control precariously close to the edge. She has to know what she’s doing to me.

      “It was Monday,” she says, her voice husky, as if the reminder sends pleasure through her. It sure as fuck does me.

      “And how did it go?” My voice comes out way too hoarse.

      One corner of her mouth tips up, as if she knows of my struggle. “It was rather disappointing,” she admits.

      I lift a brow, intrigued. “How so?”

      “Because the man who I wanted to show myself to didn’t reveal himself to me.”

      I drop my foot to the floor, but make sure the notepad covers my impossibly hard erection.

      I throw caution to the wind and damn myself to hell when I ask, “And who was this man?”

      A light blush forms on her face, contradicting the strong and bold woman I know Charlotte to be. It takes her a moment to answer, and when she does, her voice is determined. “I think we both know that answer, Dr. Erikson.”

      My eyes snap to her thighs when she uncrosses her legs then tucks her ankles together under the chair. I know what’s coming next. I’ve seen her in action numerous times. Her knees fall open a couple of inches.

      I can’t fucking help it. No sane, hot-blooded male could. She’s been tempting me for weeks, hell, even months. The temptation of finally seeing what she’s hiding beneath her skirt is too much, so I keep my eyes glued where she’s silently begging me to look.

      Her legs are still together enough so I can’t really see anything. It’s on the tip of my tongue to demand she spread them wider, but I hold onto a thread of my control.

      “Charlotte—” I start, yanking my eyes to her face. “I think—”

      “I know you come to the park to watch me. I saw you one day before you darted behind a tree. How long have you been watching?” She doesn’t give me time to answer, not that I have one to give her anyway. “When I left the park that day, I ached so bad I had to go straight home and relieve myself. And I did it to thoughts of you. For the past six months, it’s only been you I’ve thought of when I touch myself.”

      Sweat breaks out on my forehead. Not because she’s calling me out on watching her, but to the mental picture of her touching herself with thoughts of me in her mind. I’ve had many fantasies over the last couple of months of what it would be like to watch Charlotte slide her fingers through her wet folds. Of her doing so out in the open on the park bench she always sits on. With only me there to witness it.

      “Say it, Bryan,” she croons. Hearing her say my first name for the first time in a voice she’s never used before—pure seduction and want—has my balls drawing up unbearably tight. “Tell me to open them wider. I know you want to.”

      “This is wrong,” I grit between clenched teeth, strangling the pen in my hand. “I’m your doctor, Charlotte.”

      “Who says it’s wrong?” she questions. Her hands move to her thighs, and she scrapes her nails against the material of her skirt, causing it to slide up her leg. “If it’s something we both want,” her skirt goes higher, “why is it wrong?”

      “Because I could lose my license.” I yank on my tie to loosen it. It’s hot as fuck in here.

      “Only if you tell.” She offers a sexy little smile. “It can be our dirty, little secret.”

      I don’t want her to be a dirty, little secret. If I take Charlotte like I’ve been dying to for the last six months, I know I’ll want more than a one-time fuck, or even a once a week fuck. She isn’t just a passing interest. My lust won’t wane with a one and done. Charlotte’s sexy as all hell, but she’s more than just a way to appease my lust. She’s sweet and kind and giving. I’ve spent half a year getting to know her. During our sessions, we didn't only talk about her need to expose herself, we talked about her everyday life. I know she talks to her parents several times a week. She volunteers at the local animal shelter. She’s very happy to finally have part of her family close by. She saves part of her lunch to give to a homeless man she passes by everyday going home from work. Once a week, she goes grocery shopping for the elderly woman who lives in the house next to hers. She wants kids—three to be exact.

      There’s so much more to Charlotte than her stellar body, and I find I really fucking want to be part of her life.

      It’s because of that desire, I decide to give in. Our relationship may move from professional to personal today, but it won’t be long before I make sure she wants something more too.

      I toss the notepad on the table between us and stretch out my legs, showing her with my actions—and the erection she can no doubt see through my slacks—my surrender.

      “Show me,” I demand huskily. I tip my chin to her legs. “Pretend you don’t know I’ve been going to the park and show me what you do when you sit on that bench and let those men see you.”

      Her mouth opens and she pulls in a little breath. Her pulse is so rapid I can see the small tick in her neck, and her tongue darts out to lick along her bottom lip.

      I move my eyes to her legs, just as she parts them more, but it’s still not enough to get a good look.

      “Wider, Charlotte. I know you give those men more. Show me what I want.”

      A moan slips from her lips at the same time her legs open wider.

      “Your skirt,” I grunt. “Pull your skirt up.”

      She glides her skirt up her thighs, and I swear it takes ten fucking minutes for her to reveal what I’ve been dying to see. No panties, and so damn wet her thighs glisten. Soft pink lips and bare except for the small landing strip.

      Pure fucking heaven.

      “Do you touch yourself when men watch you?”

      I know she doesn’t, or she hasn’t the times I’ve watched her, but I want to hear her say it.

      “No,” she moans.

      “Why?”

      “Because it never feels right. I only wanted them to see my body, not my pleasure.”

      Her eyes slam down to my lap when I palm my aching cock through my slacks.

      “Do you want to now?”

      She licks her lips and nods.

      “Why?” I ask again.

      “Because it feels right,” she answers breathlessly. “It always feels right when I think about you and touch myself.”

      Fuck me.

      “How long?”

      “Since my first visit.”

      Her words send a surge of desire through me, straight to my dick. Looks like I’m not the only one who carries secrets.

      “What do you think about when you touch yourself?”

      Her panting becomes stronger and the flush on her face redder. “What your hands would feel like sliding all over my body. What you would taste like if I took you in my mouth. How I want you to grab my hair and force your cock down my throat. And especially how it would feel if you slide your cock inside my pussy.”

      “Fuck,” I hiss. I’m seconds away from shooting my load, and I haven’t even touched the woman yet. Just her words send me close to the edge.

      “Would you fuck me slow and sweet? Or rough and dirty?” She continues with her tormenting words.

      “Touch yourself, Charlotte. Slide your fingers through your pretty pussy lips and show me what you do when you think about me.”

      I silently vow from this day forward I will be the only man she shows herself to.

      Her breath hitches as she slides one of her hands up the inside of her thigh. Without taking my eyes off her, I open my slacks and pull out my cock. I’m so goddamn hard, the tight appendage pulses in my hand as I stroke it up and down and a small bead of pre-cum coats the tip.

      She glides one finger down the center of her slit, ending at her clit, where she lazily flicks it. Her eyes flutter then close and she releases a deep moan that I feel all the way to my toes. Charlotte is more than a temptation, she’s a fantasy come to life.

      “Look at me,” I demand roughly, and she complies. “How does it feel?”

      Her throat bobs. “So damn good.” She pauses a moment as she slides a finger inside. “But I need more.”

      “What more do you need?”

      “You,” she breathes out on a shudder. “I need you, Bryan.”

      It’s those words and the smell of her essence in the air that slices through the remainder of my control. One second I’m sitting on the chair, the next I’m down on my knees in front of her, the table roughly pushed back to give me room. Her eyes widen at my sudden movement, but the heat in her expression intensifies.

      I pull her hand away from her dripping pussy and bring her fingers to my lips. Her taste explodes in my mouth as I suck her desire away. I release her finger with a pop.

      Grabbing her waist, I pull her so her ass is nearly hanging off the end of the chair. I wedge my hips between her thighs and her legs open wider.

      “Pull your lips open. Show me that wet pussy,” I command.

      When she does so, a groan rumbles from my throat. Dipping down, I give her slit a long leisurely swipe with my tongue. She tastes fucking addictive.

      Her thighs tighten against my shoulders and her fingers slide through my hair. I relish the bite of pain when she grabs my hair and forces my face deeper into her. I nip, suck, and fuck her with my tongue, before stopping at her clit and tugging it between my teeth. She squirms against my mouth, and I lap up every fucking drop she gives me.

      “Fuck, woman, you taste divine,” I growl, lifting my head. “I could eat you all day long.”

      Her eyes flare and she grabs my cheeks, forcing me up until our mouths meet.

      I shove my slacks and briefs over my ass just enough to have full access to my cock. I rub the tip against her swollen lips and hiss at the warmth and silkiness of her.

      “Please, Bryan,” she whines against my lips. “Fuck me.”

      Pulling my wallet out, I grab a condom and hold it up for her. “Put it on me.”

      She snatches it from me, rips it open, and starts the slow, torturous process of sliding it on my erection. I bite my tongue and force away the need to pump my hips. Her hands are so damn soft.

      She wraps her legs around my upper waist. We both look down and watch as I guide my cock to her opening. The moment the tip is at her entrance, I slowly slide in, and don’t stop until my thighs meets the back of hers.

      I jerk my face up to hers, to find her watching me; mouth open, eyes half closed, and biting her lip.

      I pull back, only to slam forward again. Her moan, combined with the look in her eyes, has my balls drawing up, ready to explode.

      Using her waist as leverage, I pull her to me at the same time I push forward. It only takes a few seconds before her walls clamp down on me, strangling me almost to the point of pain.

      She releases a cry, and I lean over and cover her mouth with mine. The walls in my office are thick, but I don’t want to take the chance of Maryann hearing and coming to investigate. I’m not entirely sure I could stop if she did.

      I pump my hips faster, riding the aftershocks of Charlotte’s orgasm, and find my own only seconds later. I empty everything into her, burying my face in the crook of her neck with a deep groan. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I stay like that for several moments, just breathing in her delicious scent.

      Her nails scrape across my scalp as she catches her breath.

      I slide from her body and pull the condom from my softening cock. After knotting the end, I toss it in a nearby trashcan before turning to look at her. A small, satisfied smile plays on her lips, and I press a kiss to them. Her smile slips away when she sees my serious expression.

      “This isn’t a one-time thing,” I inform her. “I want more than just a fling we indulge in once a week.”

      Her brows pinch together. “Really?”

      “Really.” I tuck a piece of hair behind her ear. “I’ve spent the last six months fantasizing over you, Charlotte. But my fantasies didn’t only consist of you in my bed. They were waking up with you in the mornings. Eating breakfast with you. Going to the movies and shopping. Coming home to you at night and making love to you in a bed we share. I want to see if that’s something we’re capable of. Tell me you feel the same.”

      She tilts her head, regarding me with an expression I’m not sure how to interpret. Nerves scatter down my spine as I wait for her answer.

      It starts out slowly, but soon her whole face lights up with her smile. Relief slams into my gut, and it’s not until then I realize I was holding my breath. I let it out on a whoosh.

      “I’d like that,” she murmurs softly. “I’d really like that.”

      Elation fills me, and I scoop her up from the chair and set her down on my lap, her legs straddling my thighs. I groan when her warm pussy meets my half-hard cock. I slam my mouth down on hers and kiss the hell out of her. Her arms slip around my neck, and she squeezes me tight.

      We’re both breathless by the time we break apart.

      The phone on my desk ringing reminds me of where we are and the trouble I could get into. I look at the clock on the wall and release a groan. Five more minutes and our time is over. Just as the thought forms, a smile pulls up my lips. Five more minutes, and I can take Charlotte home with me.

      With her still in my arms, I get to my feet. Her skirt falls, hiding the beautiful treasure hidden beneath.

      “Any plans after this?” I ask, tucking my cock back into my pants. It’s hard to do because I’m still partially hard.

      She smiles shyly at me, and I find I really like the look. “No.”

      I grin cheekily at her. “You do now.”

      She laughs, and I snag her around the waist, pulling her against my chest to lay another kiss on her.

      Charlotte may have started out as my patient, but we’ll end as so much more.
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        One year later…

      

      

      I creep along the tree line and stop when I have her perfectly in my line of sight. Pulling my hat down lower, I stuff my hands in my pockets and lean against the tree, a secret smile tugging up my lips.

      The woman across from me tucks her crossed ankles beneath the bench and slowly opens her thighs. I’m too far away to see much, but it’s enough to have my cock turning to stone in my jeans.

      She looks down at the phone in her hand, a smile tugging up one side of her mouth. A moment later, my phone pings. I pull it from my pocket.

      Mrs. Erikson – Enjoying yourself?

      I grin.

      Me – You know I am. Show me more.

      I look up just as she spreads her thighs wider and lifts her skirt a couple of inches. My eyes dart around, making sure no one else can see what she’s revealing. Satisfied that we’re pretty much alone, I bring my eyes back to her.

      I grit my teeth when she teasingly glides her hand up her thigh, stopping just short of her pussy. I type out another message.

      Me – Don’t you fucking dare.

      Instead of heeding my warning, it only makes her smile turn into a devious grin as she inches her hand up higher. A growl rumbles from deep within my throat, both desire and frustration stiffening my body.

      We both agreed she would continue these sexy escapades only if I were present. But her pleasure is just for me. Her current obsession is to see how much she can tempt me before I lose control.

      My phone pings again.

      Mrs. Erikson – I love you.

      Warmth fills my chest, just as it always does when she says those words.

      Me – I love you, too. But you’re not distracting me. Don’t do it.

      When her hand disappears beneath her skirt, I rip off my hat, stuff it in my back pocket, and stalk toward her. Her eyes widen and her tongue darts out to lick her lips as she watches me approach.

      “Took you long enough,” she croons once I’m in front of her.

      With a smirk, I yank her up from the bench, toss her over my shoulder, and smack her ass. Her laughter and the way she rubs her hands over my ass, has my cock pulsing.

      “What are you doing?” she asks with a giggle.

      “I’ve come to cure my sexy little patient of her ailment of showing people what’s mine.”

      She’s no longer my patient, but I still refer to her as such. Just as she still calls me Doctor.

      “And what’s yours, Dr. Erikson?”

      “You,” I growl as I walk toward our car, my palm covering her ass. “Every single, sexy fucking inch of you.”
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