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Therapy
Patt Mihailoff

PART ONE

It was the same as always, or so it seemed. She sat in her overly large, tufted-leather chair that made her look
small when, in fact, she wasn't. Her hair was pulled back in a chignon, tucked loosely under itself and
secured by a Celtic-style barrette.

He knew her lashes were long and feathery, even through her unattractive, serviceable eyeglasses. He wanted
to believe she only wore them to enhance her professionalism. He liked to think she wore contacts when she
wasn't working.

Her deep honey skin was clear except for the small mole on her left cheek. She had the barest hint of a
dimple when she smiled. She wore no makeup except for a pale mauve lipstick that she didn't, in fact, need.
Her large gold hoop earrings were typically Hispanic, but weren't the only things that gave away her Latin
heritage. Her lips looked succulent and had a puckering movement that had intrigued him from the
beginning. She always did it when he said something that had a sexual connotation. No one really would
noticeit, unlessreally looking for it, and he'd been looking at her along time now.

Her dress was a deep purple matte jersey, with a pointed collar that came to aV and exposed the depth of her
round breasts.

It had been a hot summer, but when her office cooled sufficiently, he'd seen her nipples pop and jut through
anything she'd been wearing at the time. She'd never caught him looking -- at least he thought she hadn't.

"How are you today?" she asked in that husky voice alittle higher than Kathleen Turner'sin Body Heat.
It was the same question each time, and he answered the same way all the time.

"I'm good."

Had she caught his double meaning?

"Then let's begin.”



She crossed her right leg over her left and perched the writing pad securely on her knee. The dress was long
but the jersey hugged her legsin such away that it was impossible to miss the length of them or the change
in shape where her leg met her thigh.

Her shoes were plain, black with athick heel, and would not have been sexy on anyone else, but the high,
sensua curve of her arch would make any man want to caress it against his hardening cock.

He talked, she listened. Every now and again she jotted down a note or two.

"And what do you think the dream means?' she asked, after he'd spent twenty minutes explaining his
slumber reveries.

"lsn't that what | pay you to tell me?"
Her brow arched. She always did that when he answered her question with one of his own.

"Y ou pay meto help you sort through your confusion, to help you to understand the why's, and to try and fix
what might be broken," she answered evenly.

He grinned. He liked her answers. They were never really here nor there. His mind wandered for a moment
as he daydreamed of her hair being loose and spiraling around her head, with one of her errant curls coiled
lazily around his finger.

"So this woman that you run after, the woman with no face, is there anything recognizable about her?"
"I'm not sure."

"Why are you chasing her?'

"I don't think | want to know." His eyes didn't leave her when he'd said it.

She wrote on her little pad.

"Perhaps,” she began, "your dream is about something you need to face, and are just afraid to, which iswhy
you can't catch her. Maybe the her isyou." Her demeanor was triumphant, as though she'd been the only one
to answer the final Jeopardy question.

He threw his head back and laughed, his small locks hugging his head gently.

"I assure you, | am not chasing myself. It's awoman, and even though I've never caught her, | wake up with
an erection so hard it's painful ."

"Perhaps she's a woman out of your reach.”

"I'm almost sure of that."

"If thisistrue, then you must do one of two things."
"Yes?' His gaze was deeper than his low-pitched voice.

"Y ou should try and forget her. Or, maybe surmise what you think would happen if she stopped running and
confronted you."



"She wouldn't."

"How do you know? After all, it's only adream.” She had not meant for her slight laugh to be
condescending.

"Maybeit's not my dream?" he offered.

Her brow knitted. "People do not dream for others," she said patiently.

"If the need is great, even adream can transcend space and time."

She put down her pen. "Y ou've been reading too many science fiction novels.”
"No, I've been living with a yearning desire for toolong."

"How so?

He got up, the material of his pantsfalling into perfect lines against his legs. He walked to the window, his
voice reverberating off the pane like silent thunder.

"I'm not sure how to approach this woman, even though | think | know how she wants to be approached.”
"Meaning?"

"Shewants..."

" She wants what?"

"To have control, and then to giveit over."

"What makes you think that?

"Because on the outside she is professional and stiff, but inside she is screaming for release.” He looked over
and thought he saw the slight motion of her legs squeeze together.

" S0, then, you think this woman has a sexual desire for you?"

"] didn't say that."

"Not in so many words."

"Y ou, of al people, should know by now that | always say just what | mean."

"All right, then. Do you feel you must help this woman in some way?'

He moved ailmost silently on the thick carpet and ended up behind her chair. She remained motionless.
"She can help herself."

"Why doesn't she?'

Now who was the therapist and who was the patient?



She heard the rustle of his jacket and surmised that he'd shrugged.

"Fear, betrayal -- it could be amyriad of reasons.”

"Then how isit that you think you know what she wantsand needs?’

"Because | can seeinside her when she's not looking. Like when she's writing something down."
She shifted uneasily, but remained impassive.

He came back around and sat back down in front of her, hislegs wide apart, his fingers interlocked in front
of him. "Some people expect a person to be a certain way," he said, with even control. "And, sometimes, that
same person can only dream about what they want. They want it badly but rather than act on it, they remain
in asafe zone and send their desires off in amiasmic cloud that seeks a place to settle where it can offer
itself.”

"To what end?' The question was as soft as awhisper.

"To know."

"To know what?' she asked with atinge of impatience.

"To know what it would be like to be naked undernesth, or over, the man she thinks sheis helping."
"So, then, it is sexual."

He grinned and shook his head.

"For anyone else it would be sexual; for her it would be animalistic fucking."

She cleared her throat and pushed her glasses up on her nose, even though they hadn't dipped an inch.
"WEell, it looks like our timeis up." She rose and walked to her desk.

He watched her ass, which was round and tight even though her dresstried to hide it from him.

Shelooked at her date planner. "'l see you won't be available next week, so I've scheduled a session a week
from next Friday. Is that suitable?"

He nodded.

"I'll see you then," she said. Her face hardened into its professional mode, her lips, which had been so soft
before, were now strict and straight asa diderule.

"Yeah, I'll seeyou then." He shoved his hands in his pockets and |eft her office.

When he was gone, she allowed her body to relax. She went to the narrow floor-length mirror on the side
wall and snapped open the barrette. Her hair fell in loose curlsto her neck and she ran her hands through
them to allow for maximum airy freedom.In the mirror she lowered her eyes to her neck, her chest, and
finally on her

breasts. Her nipples were hard and pouting through the material of her dress. They were large and round --
and perfect. She reached up and ran along-nailed finger over one. She flinched -- it was sensitive and a



shudder hot through her.

It was always like that after he left her office. Now in the confi nes of her own privacy, she was able to recall
their earlier sessions. He had been freer then, with his offerings about what he considered to be "a problem,”
and it had been sexual.

Her professionalism had remained intact as she queried him, then listened as he told her with the relish of a
bawdy sixteenth-century monarch how much he needed it, craved it, and desired it. Outwardly, she'd
remained unfazed when he used words like pussy, or phraseslike, "I sucked her dry. | tongued her so deep |
felt her baby room."

Inside shewasjdly.

But it had been that one particular time he'd told her how he'd placed his woman on all fours and talked the
cum out of her, then made her wait patiently while he teased her with histongue. It was with little tingly,
flickering movements at first, something akin to a butterfly kiss. He explained how the woman had moaned
and moved backward, trying to get more of his teasing tongue.

Her office had grown warm when he told her how hard his cock had gotten, and how he let the woman seeit,
touchit, but not lick it -- something she wanted so desperately to do. He explained how he'd spread the
woman wide and blew against her proud puffy lips and talked to her. Deep, dirty, nasty things about what he
intended to do. How he was going to drink her, taste her, own her pussy. Then he explained how the woman
had loved every second of everything he did.

She closed her eyes as she thought of that session, and her hand that had been teasing her nipple wandered
down over her waist, then her thigh. She pulled her long matte jersey dress slowly up into a knotted bunch.
She smiled as he thought of the garter belt she wore with no panties, her own naughty little secret that no one
would ever suspect.

Her fingers moved over her trimmed vee, then down to her fleshy lips that had begun to dampen the second
he'd walked into her office. Her body milk had seeped twice when he told her of his recent dream, and now
she was squishy wet as she searched for her clit. It was so sensitive that she was about to burst. She found the
hood and exposed the hardened satiny nub and rubbed ...

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Gloria Smith:

Now aday people who Living in the era exactly where everything reachable by talk with the internet and the
resources in it can be true or not need people to be aware of each facts they get. How people have to be smart
in obtaining any information nowadays? Of course the solution is reading a book. Studying a book can help
men and women out of this uncertainty Information particularly this Sensuality: Caramel Flavall
(Eroticnoir.com Anthology) book as this book offers you rich facts and knowledge. Of course the knowledge
in this book hundred percent guarantees there is no doubt in it everbody knows.



Dawn Campbell:

Spent a free a chance to be fun activity to accomplish! A lot of people spent their spare time with their
family, or al their friends. Usually they doing activity like watching television, gonna beach, or picnic in the
park. They actually doing same task every week. Do you feel it? Do you need to something different to fill
your own free time/ holiday? Could be reading a book is usually option to fill your free time/ holiday. The
first thing you ask may be what kinds of publication that you should read. If you want to consider |ook for
book, may be the guide untitled Sensuality: Caramel Flava |l (Eroticnoir.com Anthology) can be excellent
book to read. May beit isusually best activity to you.

L eon Bailey:

Beside this Sensuality: Caramel Flava Il (Eroticnoir.com Anthology) in your phone, it could possibly give
you away to get more close to the new knowledge or info. The information and the knowledge you can got
here is fresh from oven so don't possibly be worry if you feel like an outdated people live in narrow small
town. It is good thing to have Sensuality: Caramel Flavall (Eroticnoir.com Anthology) because this book
offers to you readable information. Do you at times have book but you don't get what it's facts concerning.
Oh come on, that wil happen if you have this within your hand. The Enjoyable agreement here cannot be
guestionable, similar to treasuring beautiful island. Techniques you still want to miss the idea? Find this
book aswell asread it from currently!

Frankie Lampkins:

Isit a person who having spare time then spend it whole day by means of watching television programs or
just laying on the bed? Do you need something new? This Sensuality: Caramel Flavall (Eroticnoir.com
Anthology) can be the reply, oh how comes? A fresh book you know. Y ou are consequently out of date,
spending your extratime by reading in this completely new erais common not a geek activity. So what these
textbooks have than the others?
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