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Chapter One

 


Caroline leaned back on the couch as
Doctor Stevens scribbled across the pad resting on the woman’s lap.
She always scribbled on that godforsaken pad. This time it was
probably the doctor’s grocery list, since Caroline hadn’t even
spoken a word beyond “hello”.

Caroline hiked up the edge of her
short, pleated skirt. She didn’t want to be obvious, but she loved
seeing the flush of heat in her doctor’s eyes. About a year ago,
she’d forgotten to pack an extra bra for after her workout. Not
having enough time to drive home before her appointment, she’d
simply taken a shower and gone without.

That was when she noticed the stiffly
conservative doctor’s eyes roaming her body. The heat in the
woman’s stare sent Caroline scrambling for her vibrator. What was
it about someone watching her that turned her hormones into high
gear?

She hadn’t worn a bra to their
sessions since, and she’d noticed that the room temperature had
gotten colder with each visit. Caroline didn’t mind. She’d turned
it into a bit of a game. She always arched her back and wore the
sheerest material possible. The hunger in the doctor’s eyes made
her feel strong. In control. Dammit, if she could just find a few
guys that would look at her like that, she’d be golden.

“Are you still
masturbating daily?”

Caroline cringed. She
hated that word. She preferred self-exploration. It sounded more
empowering, and less like a kid hiding in the corner getting
herself off.

“Not every day.” It wasn’t
a lie. She hadn’t fingered herself that morning. But if the doctor
kept glancing at Caroline’s chest and licking her lips like that,
she’d probably end up using that little lipstick vibrator she
bought last week as soon as she left the office. Hell, maybe the
good Doc would even want to watch.

Doctor Stevens scratched in her pad,
nodding. She was taking extra care not to look up.

“And still no idea about
the circular scars behind both your ears?”

“You know I have no idea
how I got them.” Caroline sighed. The first scar had appeared when
she was six, behind her left ear. When she was twelve, she’d gotten
another behind her right. At eighteen, the one on her right became
red and agitated, needing a dermatologist to help it heal. The
doctors still speculated that she’d given the strange, burn-like
abrasions to herself.

“Where do you disappear to
every six years, Ms. Crane?”

Caroline closed her eyes and took a
steadying breath. “If I knew, I wouldn’t be lying here on your
couch.”

“You’re coming up on the
anniversary of your first disappearance, are you not?”

Yes, she was, and her psychiatrist
damn well knew it. The anniversary of her first, her second, and
her third disappearance. Always on the same day. Always six years
apart. Tomorrow would mark the six years since the last time she
disappeared off the face of the Earth for two weeks.

“In our last session you
said you remembered a man.”

Caroline shifted her weight. “Not
really. Just his eyes.” Huge eyes, too big to be real, but she
hadn’t admitted that part of it. Everyone already thought she was
crazy.

“Were they the same eyes
of the man that took you the first time?”

“When I was six? I don’t
know.” She threw her arm over her eyes dramatically, but she did
know. The eyes were the one thing that stayed with her after each
incident. As insane as it all seemed, it was always the same eyes
that she remembered, but nothing else. Was he just a childhood
fantasy—a set of large, kind eyes concocted to make a frightened
child feel safe? Dammit, she wished she knew.

“I’d like to try something
different this time.” Doctor Stevens placed her pad on the table
beside her. “Have you ever heard of Regression Therapy?”

Caroline sat up. “You mean like
hypnosis?”

The doctor nodded. “We can take you
back and try to prompt the memory.”

Caroline agreed and lay back on the
couch. She closed her eyes as the doctor spoke softly, and a little
pendulum on her desk clicked in a constant rhythm.

“Breathe softly,” the
doctor said, “and allow yourself to float back in time.” The
ticking seemed to slow before the sound disappeared. “Where are
you?” Doctor Stevens asked.

****

I open my eyes and
startle. A huge window stands before me, showing a tapestry of
twinkling stars leading out to infinity. A shimmering fabric lies
over my shoulders. The sheer material drifts around my waist,
moving as if it has a life of its own.

A presence overwhelms me,
a need like I’ve never known. I turn toward him and close the
distance between us. “We don’t have to wait. I won’t tell
anyone.”

“So eager. So sure of
yourself. These are among the many things that I love about
you.”

He kisses my forehead, my
temple. When he reaches my chin, his tongue parts his lips and
tastes the skin along my jaw. I tremble as his warm breath ignites
my cheek.

He places another kiss
beside my ear. “Do you fantasize about me?”

My hands linger on his
chest, absorbing his heat and the hard angles of his pectorals.
“Yes.” The word sounds dirty on my lips, but the admission
invigorates me, freeing me from any stupid modesty.

His tongue licks a line
back to my cheek. “What do you dream about when you are alone in
your bed? What do you want me to do to you—”

****

“What does he look like?”
Doctor Stevens’s voice startles me. The memory freezes.

I squint, but he seems lost in a haze,
except his eyes, huge round eyes that shine when he smiles. “I can
only see his eyes,” I admit. But he was enormous. I must be
remembering what he looked like when I was a child, because no one
could be this huge.

“Continue,” the doctor
said, snapping her fingers.

****

He traces a finger over my
bottom lip. He’d asked me what I wanted him to do to me.

“I-I want you to suck on
my breasts.”

His smile curves up only
on one side. His gaze latches to mine as he takes my left hand and
places it on my breast. Confused, I look up at him.

“Show me.”

It was a game. He liked to
play games. I like to play games, too. I take my other hand from
his chest and slowly knead both my breasts. The thin fabric I’m
wearing is sleek like silk as my hands skate over my
skin.

His palms glide down my
shoulders. “Tell me what you want.”

I close my eyes and lean
my head back. “I want you to flick my nipples with your tongue.” I
rub both nipples repeatedly with my fingers. I imagine his tongue,
hot and wet. I speed the motion of my fingers, and open my eyes to
see him licking his lips.

His hands tighten on my
shoulders. “And then?”

His voice is deep, causing
my body to quake in anticipation. “Then I want you to circle them,
like this.” I draw loops around my areolas. My skin draws in
tighter, solid and ready.

A growl eddies deep within
him. He kisses my neck. “And then?”

I’m trembling. My body
feels like it might explode. “Then I want you to suck them. Hard.”
My breath hitches as I pull my nipples. They stretch with a sweet
pain that only his lips will quench.

He grabs my hips and lifts
me like a doll, slamming me no-so-softly onto the cool,
leather-like couch. He falls to his knees. I can hardly catch my
breath as he pulls the sheer fabric above my waist. He runs his
hands along my legs, my pelvis, drinking me in. But I want to show
him more. I draw the fabric over my head and drop it beside
me.

His lips part as his eyes
devour me inch by inch. I finger my nipple again as my veins pulse
with the power I have over him.

He touches the base of my
neck and drags his hand down between my breasts, to my stomach,
settling his fingers in my pubes. His lashes flutter as his gaze
rises to mine. He pushes my knees apart. “Show yourself to
me.”

I gasp, afraid I might
come on the spot the next time he touches me. His gaze follows my
fingers as I move past my curls and spread my lower
lips.

His sigh reaches into my
soul. “Beautiful. Everything I wanted and more.”

He strokes the inside of
my thighs. I can feel my center swell and tighten. My whole body
shakes as he brings his lips to my inner leg, licking a line toward
my core. I lean back, spreading my legs further, giving myself to
him, but he stops a fraction of an inch away. “Your smell is like
nothing I’ve ever experienced.” His breath skates over my center,
each puff bringing me to a new height of arousal.

But he leans away. “Touch
yourself for me.”

I shake my head. “No more
games. I need you.”

He arches a brow. “Touch.
Yourself.”

The heaviness in his voice
brings me to another brink. The veins in his arms pulse as if he’s
holding himself back. His gaze follows my fingers as I drag them
over my core. I’m already drenched, and my fingers glide across
every fold, every crease. I use my other hand to press my swollen
lips back, making my clit rise. It’s already red and pulsing as I
squeeze the skin underneath.

“This is something else I
want you to suck,” I whisper. “And I don’t want you to be gentle. I
want you to suck it until I scream.”

He growls and pushes
further away. “You’re taking me apart.”

“I want you.
Now.”

In a flash of light, he is
over me. His lips crush mine.

I gasp in surprise and
reach up for him, but he releases the kiss.

“Not yet.” His gaze draws
downward. “Put your fingers inside yourself.”

With him this close,
finally over me, there was nothing I’d deny him. My finger slips
into my core with ease. I pant, drinking in the hunger in his eyes
as I ease in, then out.

Shit, it feels
good.

He chuckles as I add
another digit, groaning as my walls expand, welcoming the
friction.

“What does it feel like?”
He kisses the space beside my ear.

“Hot.” I slip my fingers
out, and then back in. “Wet.”

Out, then in. I cup my
breast with my left hand, then pinch my nipple. The pain ricochets
through my body, igniting the growing heat between my
legs.

****

“Stop!”

Blinding, bright light stung my eyes.
Doctor Stevens stood, and her pad fell to the floor. Her eyes were
wide, and her full lips circled into a perfect O. She blinked, her
eyes darkening slightly as her gaze drew across Caroline’s
body.

Caroline panted, staring at her doctor
before the weight of her vision cleared, and she looked down. Her
top was drawn above her breasts, and her left nipple hardened
between her own fingers. Her legs were spread, and her fingers were
still deep inside her warm, slick center.

Now her own lips formed a little
circle as her doctor cleared her throat and picked up her pad.
“Wh-why did you feel the need to masturbate now, Ms. Crane?” She
smoothed back her hair as she seated herself.

Caroline made to remove her fingers,
but her inner walls ached. She pressed her digits back in, then
out, massaging her breast with her left hand while her fingers sank
deeper. “He was watching me.”

“Who was watching
you?

She closed her eyes and saw his gaze
staring at her hungrily. He wanted her, and she wanted him inside
her, filling her until she screamed.

He only watched, though, his smile
making promises of wicked intent. Did he make good on those
promises?

“Who, Ms. Crane. Did you
see his face?”

Caroline closed her eyes and tried to
construct a clear picture from the haze, but all that materialized
were eyes blazing with lust. He’d touched her, maybe even fucked
her, and she had no idea who he was. The thought should have
horrified her. Instead, she pumped her fingers again, pressing on
her clit with her thumb. The heat in his eyes, the need…

“Ms. Crane, please
stop.”

“He watched me.” Caroline
concentrated on the vision of his eyes, bringing herself to the
brink. He’d moved closer. His hand had slipped between her
legs.

“Ms. Crane!”

The doctor’s gaze was latched between
Caroline’s legs. The sleek wetness of Caroline’s arousal drenched
her fingers with each pump. The doctor licked her lips. Caroline
knew she wanted to taste her. Her eyes flew to
Caroline’s.

“Do it.” Caroline leaned
her head back. She’d close her eyes and pretend the doctor’s mouth
was his. It didn’t matter. She just needed someone to touch her.
She needed someone, anyone, to bury their face between her legs to
relieve the need building inside her.

“No,” the doctor said, but
she licked her lips again, staring at Caroline’s other hand as she
massaged her breast. Doctor Stevens’s eyes lingered as Caroline
beaded her nipple with her thumb, before the doctor’s gaze eased
back down to Caroline’s pumping fingers.

The woman’s eyes blazed, the heat
nearly matching the eyes cloaked in shadow. Caroline shoved her
fingers deep, holding them still and curling her fingers as she
rubbed her clit in a circle. She shattered, a spasm rocketing down
her spine. A whimper escaped her lips until her muscles released
her from the sweet torment.

Deep in the recesses of
her mind, a man snickered. Next time it
will be my fingers.

Caroline shivered, but not in fear.
Those words were a memory. A promise.

“Last time you were here
you said you had trouble having an orgasm. What was different about
today?”

The doctor scratched at her pad, but
she shifted her weight on the chair like Caroline always did when
she was wet and needing to finger herself.

The doctor was right, though. Today
was different. “You were watching me.” The doctor’s gaze met hers.
“You wanted me. You wanted to bury your tongue between my
legs.”

The doctor made to reply.

“No use trying to deny it.
I saw it in your eyes. You loved watching me, just like he
did.”

Doctor Stevens’s eyes narrowed. “Did
he make you masturbate when you were a child—when
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