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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!
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​I really appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Newsletter Sign Up 

––––––––

[image: ]


Other Books 

Dedication

For anyone that can appreciate a stalker’s dedication.

(This is a joke. Seriously.)
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Even though I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, I wasn’t scared. I wasn’t scared, and the fact that I wasn’t was what was truly terrifying. The fact that my mind was working to justify what was happening had me doubting everything that I’d ever thought about right and wrong.

I stared out the window, the pouring rain making it hard to see anything in the dark. The howling wind just added to the fact that only a stupid person would be out here in this weather at this time of night. The rest of the city was tucked safely inside their homes, avoiding Mother Nature’s wrath like any sane person should.

Despite my insistence that I wasn’t scared, I could still feel my heart beating hard and painfully in my chest, knocking against my ribs in warning. By driving out here, I had crossed a line that I couldn’t uncross; at least, not mentally or emotionally. Yeah, I could still turn on the ignition and go back to making smart life choices, but could I really go back to doing what was safe? What was sane?

I thought about these past couple of weeks, and for better or for worse, I wasn’t the same person as before. My sense of right and wrong didn’t feel so simple anymore, and my integrity had been compromised in a way that had changed me. Where I had spent most of my life making sense of the things that confused others, I was no longer interested in what made sense. My logic was taking a backseat to my emotions, and that hadn’t ever happened before. Before a few weeks ago, life had made sense; I’d made sure that my life had made sense.

My hands tightened around the steering wheel, whitening bloodlessly.

You can still leave, I reminded myself. There was nothing stopping me from leaving. There was nothing stopping me from going home, locking the doors, and not leaving until I had to show up for work on Monday. I mean, it wasn’t like I’d been stripped of my ability to make my own choices, so I could easily go back to doing the right thing, no matter what I was feeling. Emotions weren’t a green light to do whatever you wanted, no matter how strongly you felt them. A person might feel like robbing a convenient store in desperation to feed themselves, but it was still wrong to rob someone; their feeling of desperation didn’t make it right. So, no matter what I was feeling, I still knew the difference between right and wrong, and that made me responsible for being here right now.

I let out a shaky breath, wondering why I couldn’t get my hand to reach out, turn on the ignition, then leave. How many times had I told people that they could do anything that they set their minds to? How many times had I preached about choices? How many times had I praised someone for overcoming their compulsions? God, how many times had I judged someone for their weakness, not truly understanding how they could let themselves become a victim to their emotions?

I was a hypocrite.

Right here, in this moment, I was the biggest hypocrite in the world, and I had no idea how I was going to be able to look myself in the mirror after this. I had no idea how I was going to be able to go back to business-as-usual when everything wasn’t business-as-usual for me anymore.

There was also how I had to question my own sanity. Never mind being a hypocrite, what about my mental wellbeing? What kind of person agreed to something like this? What kind of person stood in a field of red flags but still kept walking, losing themselves in the middle of them all? What kind of person walked towards danger, instead of running away from it?

If I were sitting in my office right now, I’d know the exact answers to all those questions. I’d know the answers, and I’d deliver them with the confidence of someone with my years of experience. I was a thirty-nine-year-old adult with enough understanding of life that I shouldn’t be acting like a naïve girl that was fresh off the farm.

When a crack of lightning lit up the sky, my heart skipped when I finally noticed the dark silhouette standing a few yards away, hidden in the trees, but not quite. Unconcerned about the weather, his imposing frame stood eerily still, taking Mother Nature’s beating, no umbrella or raincoat in sight.

My hands tightened even more painfully around the steering wheel.

It was now or never.

As my mouth dried up from anxiousness, I was going to either start the car and drive away, or I was going to open the car door and get out.

My lips quivered as I let out another shaky breath, already very aware of what I was going to do, though it really wasn’t going to matter in the long run. No matter what, I was no longer the same person that I’d been a few weeks ago, and nothing that I did now would change that.
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Chapter 1
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Kennedy~

People loved to complain about their jobs, but no job was worse than any job that forced you to deal with the public in general. Customer service was a thankless job, and I was guilty of sometimes forgetting that those people weren’t paid nearly as much as they deserved.

Walking out of my favorite corner café, I hurried out the doors, feeling sorry for the poor cashier that was dealing with the nightmare that had been standing behind me in line. The epitome of rude and entitled, the sourly woman had turned my quick trip to the café into a horror movie. Granted, she hadn’t been rude to me, but she’d been rude enough that some of it had landed too close to my shoes.

Letting out a long sigh, like a pro, I maneuvered my way down the busy sidewalk, doing my best to get back to my office before I had to encounter another rude human being today. Ironically, people weren’t my thing, though I made a living off them. Or maybe it was just that rude people weren’t my thing, and it seemed as if they were everywhere these days. With everyone’s face glued to their phones, no one ever said excuse me or thank you anymore, and I really missed those days.

Luckily for me, my office was only two blocks away from Lots of Shots, and luckily for me, I only had two more patients for the remainder of the day. On Fridays, I only took patients for half the day, then caught up on paperwork for the rest of the afternoon. Zigzagging through the streets, I cursed my heels as I hurried to get back in time for my next patient.

At thirty-nine-years-old, I was in the mental health field, having a reputation for being a well-respected psychiatrist and advocate for self-care. Burnout was a real thing, and I had witnessed it firsthand when I’d been only seven-years-old. My mother’s sister, Aunt Geraldine, had crumbled under the pressure of her family’s expectations of her, and she had ended her life because of it. She’d left behind a suicide note, telling everyone as much, but not wanting to take any blame for Aunt Geraldine’s ‘shame’, my mother’s family had refused to acknowledge her note as the truth.

My mother had taken it hard, and my father had been a good enough man to drag her away from those toxic people, and we’d all been better for it. My father, Roger Winters, was a biological chemist, and my mother, Doreen Winters, was a surgical doctor, so it wasn’t like they had suffered when cutting off my mother’s side of the family, so it’d all been for the best. In all honesty, even if my parents hadn’t had good-paying jobs, my father still would have gotten us out from under their thumbs. There was no obligation to remain loyal to toxic family members, something that I told my patients all the time.

As for my father’s side of the family, they were just as snooty as my mother’s people, though without the bullying. Nevertheless, they were still old money, and my sister, Ingrid, had made them proud when she had married Harvey Conrad the Third, then had gone on to give him two perfect children, sending out the perfect Christmas cards every year.

At forty-two, Ingrid was three years older than I was, and though we weren’t close, I really did love my sister. As far as I was concerned, it was neither of our faults that we weren’t as tight as most siblings. We just had different interests, and that was okay. Ingrid knew that I loved her and that I’d always be there for her if she ever called me for something.

Nevertheless, even though high-society-living hadn’t been for me, I’d still gone to college, and I had chosen psychiatry as my career. Aunt Geraldine’s suicide had left a profound impact on me, and my parents hadn’t been shy about why we had stopped associating with my mother’s side of the family. So, as I’d grown older, I’d done my best to be a good person, and when it had come time for me to choose a career, helping people had won out over my other options.

Surprisingly enough, when my maternal grandparents had finally passed on, we’d all been shocked to hear how they’d kept our branch of the family in their wills. My grandfather, Rupert Barca, had passed away first from a stroke, then my grandmother, Evelyn, had passed shortly after that from failing health.

While we’d gone to the funerals, so that my mother could say her goodbyes and find some closure, we hadn’t stayed for the reading of my grandmother’s will. Since she’d still been alive when grandpa had passed, everything had been willed to her, and it’d been left up to her on what to do with their estate. With my Aunt Geraldine gone and having not left any children, the entire estate had been divided evenly between my mother, my sister, Uncle Norman, Cousin Curtis, and me.

Now, when you do the math on a nearly eight-billion-dollar estate, even after inheritance taxes, that had left my bank account with more commas than I was ever going to know what to do with. Right now, unmarried and with no children, it was all going to charity if I outlived my sister and parents.

That was another thing about my existence that was uneventful. I had no love life worth bragging about. Yeah, there’d been a few guys in my past, but I had continued to get it wrong, leaving me still single. No matter what type of guy I ended up dating, my job always became our undoing. My commitment to it had been a problem for most of my ex-boyfriends, and if it wasn’t my job, then my family money would be the issue for them. The fragility of the male ego was no flippin’ joke; I ought to know.

At any rate, I had no complaints. Other than those new vibrators that needed to be charged versus the dependable battery-operated ones, I really couldn’t complain about my life. My job as a psychiatrist guaranteed that my days would never be boring, and I was even lucky enough to be able to say that my secretary, Bucky, was also the closest thing that I had to a best friend, making our work relationship damn-near perfect.

Bucky Oliver was thirty-five, taller than me at five-foot-five, curvier than me with a pinup figure, and the smartest person that I knew. She had white-blonde hair that she always wore in a bun, big blue eyes that saw right through you, and she talked with a twang that shouldn’t be there. She’d grown up in New York, and as far as I knew, New Yorkers didn’t have twangs. Nevertheless, Bucky had one, and she wasn’t embarrassed to assault people with it whenever she wanted to.

Looking at us, Bucky and I were the complete opposite in looks. I had dark brown hair with amber-colored eyes, and I was only five-foot-three, making me two inches shorter than she was. Now, while I wasn’t as busty as Bucky was, I had a good amount of curves, giving me that hourglass illusion, something that Ingrid was glad that she hadn’t inherited. Though you could tell that Ingrid and I were sisters, I had gotten the pounds while she had gotten the height.

Like Ingrid, Bucky was very married, and very happy being married. Her husband, Brandon, was an honest-to-goodness stunt driver, and let her tell it, the man was also a god in bed. They had two dogs, but no kids because Brandon’s job was too dangerous. Brandon hadn’t liked the idea of orphaning his children, and Bucky hadn’t wanted Brandon giving up a job that he loved and was good at. So, the compromise had been getting the dogs, Cha Cha and Chi Chi.

“You’re cutting it close, missy,” Bucky chided.

I grinned. “Rude people.”

Bucky grinned back as she jerked her head towards my office door. “Get in there, lady.”

Because a lot of people still felt the stigma of seeing a psychiatrist or counselor or whatever, I gave all my patients the option to purchase extra time to preserve their privacy. My sessions lasted exactly sixty minutes, but if they were overly concerned about their privacy, they could buy an extra thirty minutes, ensuring that the waiting room would be empty when they left. All my appointments were thirty minutes apart, and I never went over, something that most of my patients appreciated.

I also didn’t take on new patients unless they were referred to me. Even without the fear of burnout that Aunt Geraldine had scared into me, my patients deserved my utmost attention, so I didn’t take on more patients than I could handle. I was the last stop for a lot of these people with psychiatry still being referred to as a quack field of medicine.

Setting my cup of coffee on my desk, I sat down, then pulled up my appointment book for next week. Most of my patients were of the once-a-week variety, but I had five patients that I saw twice a week, and one that I actually saw three times in one week. For the most part, I didn’t have many surprises, but that was a good thing. Surprises in my line of work were never good.

That had me eyeing my Monday appointment for my latest referral, and I was still debating if it’d been a good idea to take him on. Even though he was a reputed recluse, everyone in the country knew the name Felix Hawthorne. Supposedly, he was one of the top fifty riches men in the world, and it was said that his top team were the only people that worked with him directly. It was rumored that if you got a face-to-face business meeting with him, then it was like bragging that you’d been allowed to touch The Holy Grail. If Felix Hawthorne gave you his time, then you were considered a god among men, and it was incredible how fascinated the public was with the man. Granted, it didn’t hurt that he was gorgeous.

Now, while it wasn’t my place to judge the people that made appointments with me, I was curious as to why Felix Hawthorne would need a psychiatrist. Yeah, he’d been referred to me, but with the type of money that he had, he didn’t need to meet some random psychiatrist at her downtown office. He could ensure his privacy by paying the best to meet him at his home or somewhere more private. He had also paid for two hours, so while I wasn’t as fascinated with him as the rest of the world was, the reason behind his appointment had me curious as hell.

On the plus side, the man could pay his bill.
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Felix~

I sat at my desk, my four computer screens staring at me with a flurry of activity on them. My home office was the size of a small lobby, and I had everything that I needed here to do my job of running Hawthorne Advancements. If I needed to show my face at the Hawthorne building, then it was because someone had fucked up majorly, or because something needed to be handled by me personally, though that didn’t happen often. I employed only the best, and I paid them extremely well not to fuck up. It was well-known that if I was forced to show my face at the office because someone had failed, then that person no longer had a job afterwards. I didn’t suffer fools gladly, and that’s how I had become one of the richest men in the world. Hawthorne Advancements was my whole life, and everyone knew it.

Or, at least, it had been.

I glanced over at the only personal item in my office, and it was a picture of my foster parents, Joseph and Naomi Hawthorne. The story that’d been told to me was that my biological parents had been too young and irresponsible to raise me, so they had put me up for adoption, deciding that I’d fare better with people better equipped to be parents.

I smirked.

The joke had been on them, and I’d had my fair share of damaging rejection before I’d been placed with the Hawthornes. I’d been just about to turn ten-years-old when they had taken me in, me being their first foster kid ever. After years of trying, my parents had finally given up trying to get pregnant, so they had decided to foster kids with the hope of perhaps adopting a few. My father had been a tech engineer, and my mother had been a college professor, and they’d made decent enough money to support a couple of kids, me being one of them.

One year into their care, they had announced that they’d wanted to adopt me, and my ten-year-old heart had almost exploded with the way that hope and fear had battled each other in that moment. I’d been in the system long enough to understand what it’d meant to be adopted, and I could remember feeling the painful hope that had come with their announcement.

Once the adoption had become official, they’d gone on to foster a second child. However, after Arrow’s biological parents had sobered up and had been able to get him back, Mom had struggled with letting Arrow go back to his parents. It had broken her heart so badly that Dad had made a deal to only foster kids that were ready to age out of the system or had no chance of being reunited with their parents. On the good side, Arrow’s parents had proven themselves, and Arrow had gone on to have a good childhood, despite his rocky beginnings.

After I’d gotten settled with the Hawthornes, and I’d finally had some stability and security in my life, that’s when things had started to change for me. School had become easy; too easy. My test scores had started showing signs of genius, though I still didn’t consider myself to be of that mental caliber. Yeah, I was smart, but my definition of a genius was someone that had the ability to change the world, not a man with a freakish Midas touch.

At any rate, I had graduated from high school at an early age, then had graduated from MIT and Yale with four different degrees that hadn’t made a lick of difference when it’d all been said and done. My mind worked the way that it worked, even without those four pieces of paper, and I had become a multi-millionaire by the time that I had turned twenty-eight.

From there, I had worked around the clock to create Hawthorne Advancements, and there wasn’t one person on the planet that didn’t use some kind of technology that had been drummed up in my head. I had so many contracts with so many companies and countries that I had an entire division dedicated to reviewing those contracts regularly and making sure that Hawthorne Advancements always got the better end of the deal.

By the time that I had turned thirty-five, my parents had been able to retire, and now they ran a boarding school that only enrolled foster kids. Unfortunately, the waiting list was longer than we could accommodate, but we did our best. While Hawthorne Advancements donated to a lot of local charities, most of our charitable contributions went to programs for kids. I even had an independent firm that audited the social services department to make sure that whatever foster kids lived in this city were taken care of as best as they could be. Sure, we couldn’t save them all, but as long as we could save some, I could live with that. In a perfect world, there’d be no such thing as foster children, but we weren’t living in a perfect world, were we? No matter what, the Hawthornes had saved my life, and there wasn’t anything that I wouldn’t do for my parents.

Now, that wasn’t to say that everything had turned out well in the end. While I had amassed one of the wealthiest empires in the world, my parents were happy and living their dreams, and I’d even managed to have one close friend in this world of entitlement, I had a darkness in me that no amount of money could erase. It was the real reason that I kept to myself, though the internet loved to make up its own reasons. However, unlike most of the rest of the world, I didn’t feel the need to explain my actions or defend them. I let people say what they wanted about me because I wasn’t concerned about the opinions of sheep. Why would I care about what a bunch of strangers said or thought about me? Plus, I had spent the first ten years of my life powerless to the whims of others, so the last thing that I was going to do as a grown adult was bow down to a bunch of people that I didn’t give a fuck about to begin with.

Dorschel Evans was my only real friend, but even then, he didn’t know the truth about all the thoughts that ran through my head whenever I had any downtime. If he ever found out, then he’d understand why I worked as much as I did. Most normal people would do anything that they could not to experience the thoughts that kept me up at night.

At any rate, Dorschel and I were the same age at forty, but where I worked twenty-four-hours a day, Dorschel was married, and though devoted to his job as a criminal/corporate attorney, his family was his one true love, so he didn’t run himself hard the way that I did. His wife, Tritton, was a special needs teacher, and they had only one child, Violet Evans. She was currently going to college in Connecticut, and her plan was to become a marine biologist.

We were also opposites in looks. Dorschel was six-foot-one with blonde hair and blue eyes, and he did his best to keep in shape for those court appearances. I, on the other hand, was six-foot-three with black hair and green eyes. My compulsions also had me working out nearly every morning, so I was in fairy good shape for my age. Not many forty-year-old men still worked a set of six-pack abs, and it was something that a lot of women appreciated. I also looked nothing like my parents. However, my adoption story wasn’t a secret, so not many people were surprised when my parents were in the news.

I was also lucky enough that my parents had never pressured me to get married and have kids. When the time came, I had no problem willing everything that I had to the boarding school to ensure its survival long after I was dead. While I wasn’t opposed to adopting children of my own, I knew that I wasn’t the right fit for a lost child. In some ways, I was still lost myself, and no child deserved for me to be their example of what a good human being should be. Though I did my best to act like a good and compassionate person, I really wasn’t much of one. 

I closed my eyes, thinking back to four weeks ago. The day played in my mind as clear as the most advanced high-definition movie screen. I could see the memory play out like I was living it over again. The memory was so vivid that even the smells from that day seemed real to me right now. Four weeks later, no part of the memory had faded. The sights, sounds, and smells were real all around me, and I could hardly breathe with how memorable that day was.

Letting out a deep breath, I did my best to clear my head. My mind worked differently than everyone else’s, and if I wasn’t careful, reality and fantasy might get blurred. The ability to see more than just what was presented to me had helped make me one of the richest men in the world, and I’d never had any issues with my gift before. However, things were different now.

Things were different now that I’d seen her.

After four weeks of going slowly out of my mind, I’d had no choice but to do something about it. Not one to share my personal struggles or really want to be around people, I’d had no choice but to step out of my comfort zone and make an appointment with Dr. Kennedy Winters.

Now, had I made an appointment to overcome my new obsession?

No.

I had no desire or plans to stop what I’d started four weeks ago. However, I wanted to hear the good doctor’s opinion on what I was doing. When I had looked her up, I had noticed that she was well-known for her discretion and professionalism, and she even let you purchase extra time to avoid running into other patients in her waiting room, something that I could appreciate.

Opening my eyes, they automatically took a curious glance at my computer monitors because they’d been trained to always be watching, observing, and noticing things that no one else did. While I wouldn’t compare myself to a robot, I was close, and as I thought about my appointment on Monday with Dr. Winters, I wondered if she was going to label me as a sociopath or as misunderstood.

No matter how she saw me, the most important thing would be that she didn’t call the police on me after I told her exactly why I’d scheduled an appointment with her.
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Kennedy~

I glanced up at the clock, and it almost felt as if I’d been waiting all day for this one appointment. A part of me wondered if Felix Hawthorne would actually show up for our session, and I was surprised by how disappointed I’d be if he didn’t.

The buzzing of my phone cause me to jump, making me realize just how deeply I’d been thinking about the myth, the man, and the legend that was Felix Hawthorne.

I hit the intercom button. “Yes?”

“Dr. Winters, you’re four o’clock is here,” Bucky stated professionally, but I knew her well enough to hear something odd in her voice.

“Thank you,” I replied professionally, even though I knew that Bucky would never put me on speaker phone. “I’ll be right out.”

Like an idiot, I opened my closet door, then gave myself a onceover in the full-length mirror that hung on the back of the door. Now, while I would never get involved with a patient, I was about to meet one of the richest and most reclusive men in the world, and I didn’t want to do it with a piece of lettuce stuck in-between my teeth.

Once I was satisfied with my appearance, I walked out of my office, and I could feel my chest immediately tighten with just how stunning Felix Hawthorne was in real life. While there were quite a few pictures of him circulating around on the internet, and even a picture of him on the Hawthorne Advancements website, not a one did this man justice when faced with the real thing.

Snapping out of my stupor, I stepped forward, reaching out my hand. “Mr. Hawthorne, I’m Dr. Winters,” I greeted.

He took my hand in his. “Please, call me Felix.”

I gave him a tight nod, pulling my hand back before the handshake became unprofessional. “If you’ll just follow me.”

Ignoring Bucky’s obvious drooling, I walked back through the door to my office, Felix Hawthorne right behind me. Even though I knew that it was just my imagination, if felt like his body heat was warming my entire back, and since it was the dead of winter in January, the feeling was welcomed. While I liked to keep my office set at a comfortable temperature, the windows weren’t double-paned, so the winter cold came through sometimes as the sun began to set.

As soon as Felix walked through the door, I shut it behind him, then made my way over to my desk, feeling marginally better now that we had most of the room between us. I watched as he took a seat in one of the armchairs, rather than sitting on the couch.

“So, Mr. Hawthorne, what would you like to talk about?”

His green eyes flashed, and if I didn’t know better, I’d think that he was laughing at me, but how could he be? The man didn’t know me, and counseling sessions were all about what the patient wanted to talk about, not about what I wanted.

“I’m not here to be cured, Dr. Winters,” he said, his voice sounding like the smoothest bourbon around.

“Then what are you here for?” I asked.

“Possible answers,” he replied, piquing my interest.

“Answers to what?”

“To what makes me the way that I am,” he elaborated. “I’m curious as to why my mind works the way that it does.”

“Okay,” I drawled out slowly. “Is there something specific that you’re referring to?”

He leaned back in the chair, and even sitting down, the man had an imposing frame. Felix Hawthorne was a good foot taller than I was, and he filled out his tailored suit perfectly. Even through all the layers of the expensive fabric, it was easy to tell that he worked out and kept himself in shape.

“Since I was twelve-years-old, all that had driven me through life was education and hard work,” he said. “My mind constantly needs to be fed new information, new experiences, new ideas. I thrive best when I’m under pressure, and there is very little that frightens me.” His head tilted to the side a bit. “I’m forty-years-old, and I know nothing but Hawthorne Advancements, and I’ve been perfectly okay with Hawthorne Advancements being my one and only obsession.” His head leaned to the other side. “At least, I had been until four weeks ago.”

“What happened four weeks ago?”

“Four weeks ago, I was coming out of a business meeting, business meetings being something that I don’t attend often, and I noticed a woman walking by me, her phone glued to her ear, all her attention focused on the conversation that she was having,” he answered.

“Okay.”

“I took one look at her, and for the first time in my life, I called my office to cancel two meetings, so that I could follow her,” he confessed, and my heart thumped in my chest for some odd reason.

“You followed her?”

Felix nodded. “She was so engrossed in her conversation that she didn’t notice me following her. In fact, I’m fairly certain that she hadn’t noticed anything or anyone around her.”

“How long did you follow her for?”

“Until she entered her place of work,” he answered honestly, his green eyes daring me to ask my questions.

“And how did you know it was her place of work?” I asked carefully, beginning to wonder what I was dealing with. Most new patients started off slow, and it took them a couple of sessions before they felt comfortable enough to show me the ugly parts of them. However, Felix wasn’t wasting any time.

“After I followed her inside the building, I kept following her until she got off on her floor,” he said, speaking as casually as could be. “When I went back down to the lobby, I checked the directory, memorized every business in the communal building, then went home and pulled up every business on her floor, finally finding out who she was and who she worked for.”

“What did you do after you found out who she was?”

“Another first in my life, I ignored work that afternoon, so that I could search her on the internet and find out everything that I could about her,” he admitted. “Honestly, if people really knew how scary the internet was, they’d stay off it.”

“I agree,” I replied, and that was because I did.

Continuing, he said, “After finding out everything that I could about her, the next day, I hired a private detective to find out the things that I couldn’t find out on the internet.”

I couldn’t mask my surprise. “What were you hoping to find out?”

“While she wasn’t wearing a wedding ring, that didn’t mean that she was single,” he answered. “I needed to know if she was single. Thankfully, she is.”

My brows furrowed a bit. “Mr. Hawthorne-”

“I told you to call me Felix,” he said, his voice coming out like a man that wasn’t to be disobeyed.

Against my better judgement, I complied. “Felix, what you’re describing to me sounds a lot like stalking.”

“By the letter of the law, that’s exactly what I’m doing,” he admitted boldly. “I’ve been stalking her for over four weeks now, and if there’s something that I still don’t know about her, I’d be surprised.”

Stunned, I stared at Felix Hawthorne as he confessed to stalking some poor unsuspecting woman. Granted, as superficial as society was these days, she’d probably be thrilled to be stalked by a man like the one sitting across from me, but that still didn’t make it right.

Thinking back to his earlier statement, I asked, “And what did you mean by not being here for a cure?”

“I’m not going to stop stalking her,” he confessed. “I’m not here for you to give me techniques on compulsions or self-control.” Those green eyes of his glowed with passion as he spoke about this mystery woman. “I’m not here for help on how to stop my obsession with her.” He straightened in his chair. “I’m here because I want to know why her. I’m forty-years-old, and I lost my virginity a long fucking time ago, Dr. Winters. I’m not easily persuaded by beauty, sexiness, or pussy. I have enough money to drown myself in all three of those things if I’m feeling so inclined.” I swallowed involuntarily. “I want to know why everything important to me has to be an obsession, and I also want to know why I’m obsessed with her.”

I stared at Felix Hawthorne, completely mesmerized by the fact that he wasn’t holding anything back, admitting to the criminal act of stalking during our first meeting. Legally, I was obligated to report any concerns that referenced that a patient might be a danger to themselves or others, any abuse of children, dependents, or the elderly, and any current or future crimes that threatened the safety of others. With confidentiality being the cornerstone of my profession, I had to be absolutely certain before violating that confidentiality.

Taking in a deep breath, I asked, “Is there a chance that it’ll become more than stalking?”

“I guess that depends on how she feels about being stalked,” he replied simply.
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Felix~

In person, this up close, Kennedy Winters was absolutely stunning. Her dark brown hair was pulled into a simple ponytail, and it was easy to see that she had long hair from the way it hung down her back. Her golden-colored eyes were bright, clear, and intelligent. She reminded me of an older Sofia Carson, and that was all that needed to be said about how beautiful this woman was.

It was also clear that Kennedy Winters had a body to die for. Even dressed as professionally as she was, that tailor jacket and skirt did nothing to hide the swell of her curves. Only a dead man’s cock wouldn’t twitch looking at her, and even then, I wouldn’t bet on that. While a lot of people would say that she looked incredible for her age, her age had nothing to do with it. Kennedy Winters was beautiful, no matter what age she was.

She was also looking at me like she might call the police the second that I walked out the door, which I understood. A lot of people assumed that they could tell a psychologist anything, certain that their secrets were safe, but that wasn’t true. If Dr. Winters found me a danger to myself or others, then she legally had to report her concerns. Yeah, counseling was supposed to be a safe space, but safe for who if it involved the welfare of another person?

After clearing her throat a bit, she asked, “And what does that mean, exactly?”

“I have no intentions of harming her if that’s what you’re asking me, Dr. Winters,” I clarified for her, semi-lying. “While it’s true that I’ve found myself obsessed with her, I’m more interested on why I’m obsessed with her.” I inclined my head a bit. “Hence, why I’m here.”

Ignoring the notepad and pen on her desk, she eyed me carefully. “You want answers, yet you have no desire to be cured,” she surmised. “So, are you expecting the cure to come from understanding your compulsions?”

I leaned forward in the chair, placing my elbows on my knees. “Again, I’m not looking to be cured, Dr. Winters,” I repeated. “I’m quite content with making this woman my entire world.”

Even though her demeanor remained professional, there was no disguising the surprise in her piercing gaze. “So, you plan on approaching her eventually?”

“I’m not sure,” I lied. “I’m not one to make rash decisions, Dr. Winters. Following her that day was the first rash decision I could remember making since I was a kid.”

“Then if you’ve been...studying her for weeks, I assume that there’s an endgame to all of this?” she asked, and I could appreciate how she was trying to find out if I was a threat or not. It couldn’t be easy to read between the lines of scribbled gibberish.

“I hope so,” I replied, a smirk on my lips, though completely inappropriate.

The good doctor shifted a bit in her chair. “Tell me, what would have happened had she been wearing a wedding ring?”

I leaned back in my seat. “I would have found out everything that I could about her husband, and with any luck, I would have uncovered enough skeletons to ensure a divorce.”

No professionalism in the world could stop her face from balking at that. “And...” She cleared her throat again. “What if he’d been squeaky clean? No skeletons?”

“Everyone has skeletons, Dr. Winters,” I replied evenly. “It’s simply a matter of how deep you’re willing to dig to uncover them.”

“Believe it or not, there are people out there that don’t have any,” she countered. “While we might all be born sinners, we’re not all criminals or depraved.”

“Perhaps,” I conceded. “But if there’s one thing that I’ve learned over the years, it’s that everyone-good or bad-has a price, Dr. Winters. If someone doesn’t have any skeletons, that’s okay because they most definitely have a price.”

That professionalism slipping again, she said, “You’re generalizing, Felix; not everyone can be bought.”

“That’s where you’re wrong,” I informed her. “While not everyone can be bought with cash, they can still be bought, Dr. Winters. It’s just a matter of finding out what matters to them most.”

Sitting up straighter in her chair, she got back to being Doctor Winters. “Felix, do you know the difference between right and wrong?”

I had to flash my teeth at that, my dimples popping. “Yes, I do. I also know the difference between most words and their antonyms.” I inclined my head a bit. “Now, if that was your way of asking me if I have a conscience, I’d prefer a more direct approach from you, Dr. Winters.”

She bristled.

“Are you aware that what you’re doing is wrong?” she asked, getting to the point.

“Is it?” I challenged. “While I’ll concede that it could be construed as illegal, is it wrong?”

“Most people would say yes,” she replied primly.

“Why?” I asked. “Why is it wrong for me to find out everything that I want to know about a woman that I’m interested in?”

“Surely, you’re not this obtuse, Felix,” she stated, doing her best to remain professional as I pushed her buttons. “Most men will ask a woman out on a date in order to get to know her.”

“And those men are the same men that will also expect something in return for their time,” I countered. “How many bad dates have you gone on, Dr. Winters? How many women have gone home, utterly disappointed because their date turned out to be a liar, cheater, scammer, or worse?”

She bristled again.

“I’m not stalking her because I want to harm her, Dr. Winters,” I clarified for her again. “I’m stalking her because I’m drawn to her in a way that I’ve never been drawn to anything else in my life. I’m stalking her because I need to know who she is and what makes her happy. I’m stalking her because failure is not an option when I finally make my move, and I can only tip the scales in my favor by learning everything that I can about her.”

“Therein lies the concern, Felix,” she said carefully. “What happens if she’s not interested in you?”

“Why wouldn’t she be?” I asked arrogantly. “My looks are passable, I have more than enough money to support any dream that she has, I’ll never touch another woman, and while she’ll have my total respect outside of the bedroom, I’ll never let her leave our bed unsatisfied.” I cocked my head to the side. “What am I missing, Dr. Winters? What else do women want that I’m missing?”

“Sometimes it’s something as simple as chemistry, Felix,” she volleyed.

I leaned forward, placing my elbows on my knees again, piercing her with my heated gaze. “Are you saying that she won’t be able to feel the chemistry radiating off me? Are you saying that she’ll be completely unaffected by my attentions? Are you telling me that she won’t appreciate my need for her? That my desire for her won’t make her wet with knowing the kind of power that she has over me?”

Kennedy’s golden eyes flared, and I didn’t miss the way that she licked her lips before glancing over at the clock really quickly. While I still had fifteen minutes left, I had also purchased the extra half-hour of privacy.

“Moving forward, I’d like to be your last appointment of the day,” I announced. “Three times a week.”

“I...I...that’s not, that’s not how this works,” she stammered a bit, surprised by my directive. “I have other patients-”

“Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays,” I continued, cutting her off. “I’ll pay you four-times your going rate for sessions after regular business hours.”

Her eyes widened. “Mr. Hawthorne-”

“Felix,” I bit out sternly as I stood up, giving her a reprieve from the thoughts in my head. “Call me Felix.”

She stood up with me. “Felix, that’s not how I run my office,” she repeated. 

I arched a brow. “You don’t take calls after-hours?”

“Of course, I do,” she practically snapped. “My patients are very important to me.”

“Then consider these calls after-hours,” I replied smoothly. “I’ll pay whatever price for these sessions, Dr. Winters. It’s very important to me to understand why I feel the way that I do about this particular woman.”

After a heartbeat of silence, her curiosity won out. “I’ll see what I can do, then call you later this week to iron out the details.”

Without giving her any more of my truths, I didn’t wait for her to escort me from her office. I walked out, acknowledged her secretary, then made my way towards the elevators. It wasn’t lost on me that I was probably going to have to call Dorschel and warn him that I might get arrested for stalking sometime in the next couple of days. Granted, it’d be my word against Dr. Winters’, but it’d still be enough to make headlines all over the world. I also wasn’t overly concerned. Since I had a reputation for being a recluse, it’d be hard to believe that I was actually stalking someone, though I was.

Now, while I had no doubt that I had piqued Dr. Winters’ interest with the reason for my sessions, had I piqued her interest enough for her to actually help me?
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Kennedy~

“Holy fucking hotness, Batman,” Bucky gushed as soon as I walked out of my office, still feeling a little flummoxed by Felix Hawthorne. “What kind of real-life human looks like that?”

I slid a look her way. “You’re married, remember?”

“Woman, even Brandon wouldn’t fault me for drooling a little,” she huffed. “Yeah, my husband is hot as hell and a stuntman, but...” She started fanning herself. “Oh, my Jesus.”

Though the woman could be ridiculous at times, she wasn’t wrong. Felix Hawthorne was gorgeous in the way that made you think that Satan must have had something to do with it. With his dark looks, his intense green gaze, the rough tenor of his voice, and his imposing frame, when he had asked me why his dream girl wouldn’t be interested in him, it’d been hard to come up with a reason why she wouldn’t be. Felix Hawthorne was the whole package, and he knew it.

He’s a fucking stalker, Kennedy!

“Is he crazy?”

That got a laugh out of me as I turned fully to look at Bucky. “I’m not sure yet,” I answered. “This was only our first session.”

“Ooohhh, so he’s coming back?” she grinned.

No matter how close Bucky and I were, I took my patient’s confidentiality seriously, and I’d never-not once-had ever given her details about my sessions. Thankfully, I’d also never had to since none of my patients had ever been violent or dangerous. However, the woman kept my office running in a way that I never could, which included my appointment book.

“He wants to have after-hour sessions on Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays,” I informed her. “He’s willing to pay four-times my rate.”

Bucky’s ocean-colored eyes widened. “What?”

I nodded marginally. “Yeah, that’s what he said.”

After the slight shock wore off, she said, “Well, I guess that makes sense. I mean, the guy avoids people like they’re contagious with every disease under the sun.” She shrugged. “I can see him preferring some guaranteed privacy.”

When she put it like that, his request didn’t seem unreasonable. His reclusive reputation was legendary, and as far as I knew, he hadn’t ever apologized for his preferences. He made no excuses and gave no explanations for the way that he was. He had made this appointment because he wanted to understand why he was the way he was, not to make excuses for it.

I also couldn’t deny that I was really curious about the woman that he was obsessed with. While I’d never ask for her name, I really was curious about her. Felix had admitted to having an obsessive personality-the proof being all of his billions-and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be on the receiving end of the man’s undivided attention. Now, while I didn’t condone stalking in any form, I couldn’t lie and say that I hadn’t gotten a little heated at his promise of never leaving a woman unsatisfied in bed.

Hell, maybe I just needed to get laid.

“So, are you going to take him on?”

I blinked, Bucky’s question snapping me out of my inappropriate thoughts about Felix Hawthorne. No matter what I thought of the man and his compulsions, I was supposed to be a professional. Plus, in all honesty, Felix’s stalking tendencies weren’t even the worst that I’d ever heard from a patient. Though his admitted obsession was concerning, he’d also made it clear that he had no intentions of hurting this woman. He was simply trying to understand what was driving him to obsess over her, and that was enough to keep me from going to the police.

At least, for now.

“I’m not sure how I feel about giving up my afternoons for him,” I muttered, still thinking about it. “I mean, yeah, I don’t have much of a life outside work, but what happens if I get one?”

Bucky shot me a look. “Oh, okay.”

I grinned. “You’re such an asshole.”

She grinned back. “Okay, without getting into details that are none of my business, this is Felix Hawthorne that we’re talking about, Kennedy. The man left his house to meet with you, which tells me that he must really believe that he needs professional help. The man doesn’t like to leave his house to run his multi-billion-dollar empire, but he’s willing to meet you three times a week. C’mon, Kennedy.”

I leaned up against her desk. “I think I’m just...a little starstruck that he wants to talk to me,” I admitted. “He could have the best in the field meeting him at his house, so why me?”

“He was a referral,” she pointed out. “Whoever referred him probably sang your praises.”

“Blaine Carter referred him,” I informed her.

“Then all the more reason to take Felix Hawthorne on as a patient,” she replied. “Blaine knows how busy you are and how seriously you take your practice. Blaine’s referrals are always legitimate, Kennedy.”

“I know,” I sighed. “I just...while I don’t have a bad feeling, I do have some concerns with taking Felix Hawthorne on as a client.”

“Like...dangerous concerns?” she asked, getting serious.

I shook my head. “No, nothing like that...just...he’s rather intimidating.”

Bucky peered up at me. “Oh, really?”

“Stop it,” I chided.

“What?” she asked, feigning innocence.

“I’d never get involved with a patient,” I reminded her. “Never.”

“While I appreciate your stellar ethics, if there was ever a guy to throw away your career for, it’s Felix Hawthorne,” she snorted. “Seriously.”

Ignoring that, I said, “I’m just not sure if I can help him.”

“Is he looking for help?” She quickly threw her hands up to stop me. “Not that I’m asking for details, but some of these people are just looking for someone to talk to, Kennedy.”

Letting out a heavy sigh, I said, “I think that’s enough on Felix Hawthorne. It’s late, and I need to get home.”

Taking the hint, Bucky said, “I’ll be out of here as soon as I add him to your calendar.”

“Starting next week,” I chuckled, giving in. “Not this week.”

“Sure thing, Boss,” she said, saluting me like a nerd.

Rolling my eyes at the goofball, I headed back into my office, hoping to make sense of Felix Hawthorne. Even though I knew that people wore masks, even when they didn’t think that they were, I never would have pegged Felix Hawthorne for a stalker. Granted, I hadn’t ever given the man much thought apart from what I’d seen in the headlines, but still.

Sitting down behind my computer, I brought the screen to life, immediately typing Felix’s name into the search bar. Normally, I let my patients tell me their stories in their own time, but I had also never had a patient of Felix Hawthorne’s caliber before. All my patients were normal people with normal lives, and Bucky hadn’t been far off when she’d said that a lot of people just wanted someone to talk to.

Now, most of Felix’s life was an open book. His adoption was no secret, and it also wasn’t a secret that Hawthorne Advancements donated a lot to children’s charities. The boarding school that his parents ran was always in the news, and it made total sense that abandoned children would be one of those obsessions that Felix had.

The details of his impressive education and success were also readily available on the internet, and for someone that was very private, there was a lot of information about him at the click of a mouse. The man hadn’t been lying when he’d said that the internet was a scary place.

As I read through the numerous articles about Felix, his company, and his many charities, there weren’t any pictures of him with any women. If there was a picture of him attending any kind of event, it appeared as if he attended alone, and that was a rare thing among the wealthy.

The lack of information on his love life had me thinking about his dream girl again. While there was no excuse for stalking someone, Felix had sounded honest, earnest, and genuine when he’d spoken about wanting to pursue this woman.

Leaning back in my seat, I wondered how I’d feel if the guy that I was dating had confessed to stalking me beforehand. While the behavior reeked of creepiness and red flags galore, Felix had confessed to stalking her in order to make sure that he knew enough about her to ensure her happiness, and my stupid ass was actually trying to legitimize that rationale. My past of failed relationships had jaded me enough that having a guy care enough to stalk me didn’t seem so bad, and if that wasn’t fucked-up, then I had no idea what was.

I was a psychiatrist, for Pete’s sakes.

Hours later, I shut down all thoughts of Felix Hawthorne, then headed home, scolding myself for looking forward to our next session.
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Felix~

“I know you don’t care about stuff like this, but I think it’d be a really good thing if you showed up.”

If I had a dime for every time that Dorschel kept saying those words to me...

“And what makes this art gallery showing any different from all the other’s that you’ve tried to force me to go to?” I asked, staring out my office window, taking in the city’s twinkling skyline.

“The artists, for one,” he answered.

“Okay,” I said, letting him reel me into a conversation that I didn’t want to have. “What’s so special about the artists for this showing?”

“They’re all institutionalized,” he announced, knowing that bit of information would intrigue me.

“Come again?”

“They’re not crazy institutionalized, not like that,” he clarified. “They’re more troubled young adults. They’re all kids from broken homes and situations like that. The Starlight Rehabilitation Center started an art program to help these kids express their thoughts and emotions in a safer, healthier, artistic way, and the director was so impressed with some of their artwork that she proposed an art showing.”

I was very familiar with Starlight Rehab, though I’d never visited the place. They were one of the many children’s hospitals that Hawthorne Advancements donated to. It was a special facility that catered to kids over the age of eighteen, though not quite adult enough to make it on their own. It was one step above the shelters and only two steps above homelessness. However, there was a catch to getting admitted into the center; you had to have been diagnosed with emotional or mental issues as a child in order to be accepted into the facility. Like all situations involving children, it was a shame that there was limited space in a place like Starlight.

“That seems rather risky,” I remarked. “I mean, putting all your pain and misery on display can’t be easy. Are you sure they’re not being exploited?”

“I can check deeper into it, but there was a piece written up a couple of days ago, and the director insisted that no such thing was happening,” Dorschel replied evenly. “The art program is purely voluntary, and all the participants are free to show their art or not. According to the director, if at any time the artists start to feel uncomfortable, they’re able to pull their art from the show, even while the show is going on.”

“That is interesting,” I muttered to myself mostly.

“I think you should attend,” he repeated. “Seeing as how we donate to the facility, I think you being there would be a good thing.”

“Can you get a guest list?”

To most people, that’d be an odd request, but Dorschel knew me well. “I can get it, though it’s not a private showing, Felix.”

My mind immediately went to Dr. Winters. Since the showing represented the perils of mental and emotional turmoil, would such a display interest the doctor in her? Would the doctor in her find it fascinating that a bunch of vulnerable kids were strong enough to present their brokenness out to the world for others to judge? I was curious as to what Dr. Winters would think about such a thing.

“If you can procure the guest list, then I’ll think about it,” I said, offering a compromise.

For me, it wasn’t the general public that bothered me. For the most part, everyone was too busy staring at their phones to be much of a bother. My irritation came from the wealthy, which made me a hypocrite in the worst way. While I was in favor of being successful and acquiring wealth, I wasn’t interested in making the wealthy wealthier. I wasn’t interested in expanding other people’s empires. I also wasn’t interested in kissing anyone’s ass or having my ass kissed.

“C’mon, Felix,” my best friend sighed. “It’s one night, and it’s for a good cause. One that I know is near and dear to your heart.”

“Get me the list,” I repeated.

“Fine,” he whined before hanging up on me.

Turning back towards my desk, it was late enough to sneak out of the building, and I fully recognized how ridiculous that sounded. However, I’d had to come into the office to handle some critical contracts, and there’d been no getting out of it. During these times, I always made sure to stay until the building emptied before heading back home. Glancing at the Patek Philippe 5004T on my wrist, I saw that it was almost nine o’clock, a perfect time to head out.

Sitting at my desk, I powered down my computer, then started locking things up. Since I wasn’t here often, it wasn’t like I kept a whole lot of stuff here, but I still took my privacy seriously.

When my phone rang, I was slightly surprised because not many people had my direct line, but late calls weren’t exactly rare, either. As a workaholic, all of Hawthorne’s presidents and vice presidents knew that they could call me whenever they needed to.

Pulling my phone out of my jacket, I glanced at the screen, and my brows immediately shot upward.

Interesting.

“Dr. Winters,” I greeted.

“Mr. Hawthorne,” she greeted back.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” I asked, getting comfortable in my chair.

“I realized that it’s late-”

“Nonsense,” I quickly argued. “I’m the one that left a message with your office to call me any time.”

The day after our first meeting, I had called her office again, then had left a message for Dr. Winters to call me any time of the day or night with her final decision and any details if necessary. Now, while it was no secret to the public at large that I worked around the clock, it still seemed rather late for the good doctor to still be working.

“Be that as it may, it’s still rather late in the day,” she replied, sounding perfectly professional.

“Well, what can I help you with, Dr. Winters?” I asked smoothly.

“I’ve decided to take you on as a patient,” she announced, and her words hit me like when a new idea hit my brain in the middle of the night. “I’m also willing to arrange a few things, so that your schedule will work for the both of us.”

“While I’m pleased to hear this, may I ask why you’re willing to make such accommodations?”

“Mr. Hawthorne-”

“Felix.”

Though it was faint, I could still hear her letting out a low sigh. “Felix, it’s no secret that you have enough money to hire the best, or that you also have enough money to ensure your privacy. Even so, you came to me for help, and I cannot, in good conscience, ignore that.”

“I thought I explained that I wasn’t looking to be cured, Dr. Winters,” I reminded her.

“Help doesn’t mean cured, Felix,” she replied evenly. “In fact, it’s actually impossible to cure people of their feelings. It’s possible to provide them with new tools or insights to help them maneuver those feelings, but to erase them completely? That’s not what I do, Felix.”

“What about my...courting choices?” I asked, interested in why she was taking me on. “Are those no longer a concern for you?”

“You gave me your word that you weren’t looking to hurt the woman in question, and I chose to believe you,” she answered bluntly. “However, it’s important for you to understand that I will report you if I begin to feel like you really are a threat to this unnamed woman.”

“As I would expect you to.”

It was true. I would never expect or want her to risk her career and future to keep my secrets. Kennedy Winters didn’t owe me anything, and I understood that. There were a lot of people that blurred the lines between patient and doctor, but I was not one of them.

“I also insist that you are completely honest when it comes to your...tendencies, Felix,” she ordered, revealing the price for her cooperation about my schedule. “I want complete transparency when we’re discussing your...unusual habits.”

“Are they?”

“Excuse me?”

“Are my habits unusual, Dr. Winters?” I asked. “Do you know how many men ‘stalk’ women on a daily basis? Or do you not consider it stalking when a coworker is enthralled by his peer enough to notice how she takes her coffee? Or where her favorite lunch place is?” She was completely silent. “Is that not all a form of stalking?”

She cleared her throat before saying, “I think it’s best if we finish this conversation at your next appointment, Felix.”

“I’ll see you on Wednesday at six in the evening, Dr. Winters,” I confirmed.

“I’ll see you then, Felix,” she replied softly before hanging up.

I hung up the phone, then leaned back in my chair. It was a shame that I was going to ruin her view on relationships by the time that this was all said and done, but I also wasn’t going to regret it.
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Kennedy~

Felix stared at me very much like he’d had during our first visit, a clear gaze with no hint of guilt. With our meetings taking place after-hours, Bucky had agreed to meet him at the building’s front doors on her way home for the night. While Felix would have to make his own way to my office, professionalism would force me to meet him at the door to escort him inside.

When Felix had appeared at my office door, our exchange had been polite, impersonal, and professional. I had greeted him like I would any other patient, and he had greeted me back just as he’d had during our first meeting. Also, like our first meeting, he had followed me into the back office without any additional words said between us.

Now he was staring at me from one of the chairs, and it was hard not to feel like he was trying to see inside my head with that piercing green gaze of his. Suddenly, I wondered what he looked and sounded like when he laughed. It was also presumptuous of me to assume that he laughed. I wouldn’t be surprised to find out that he didn’t.

Finally, I asked, “Would you like to pick up from where we left off last?”

Felix’s green eyes twinkled. “The act or crime of willfully and repeatedly following or harassing another person in circumstances that would cause a reasonable person to fear injury or death.”

My brows rose. “Excuse me?”

“That’s the definition of stalking, Dr. Winters,” he replied. “So, knowing that I have no plans to harass, harm, injure, or kill anyone, do my actions still qualify as stalking?”

He was being literal to the exact wording of the definition, and I couldn’t believe that I was finding myself interested in knowing how his brain worked, too. It was obvious that he had a brilliant mind, and if he had a photographic memory on top of everything else, if Felix Hawthorne wasn’t ruling the world, it was because he didn’t want to, not because he couldn’t.

“If the woman in question still feels like you may harm her, then the answer to that is yes,” I countered. “Stalking isn’t about your intentions, Felix. It’s about how the other person feels about your actions.”

“Perhaps,” he conceded. “However, since she is unaware that I am interested in her, it’s impossible for her to feel anything about my actions, correct?”

Agreeing with him felt too much like I was condoning his behavior, so instead of answering his question, I asked one of my own. “At our last meeting, you said that you wanted to know why your mind worked the way that it did,” I reminded him. “Did you mean in general, or did you mean with just this woman? Do you want to know why your mind works in an obsessive state with everything in your life, or just how it’s latched itself onto this particular person?”

“I already know why my mind works the way it does in business and with family,” he replied smoothly. “While I might not have a degree in psychology, I’m self-aware enough to know exactly why certain things are more important to me than others.” He shrugged casually. “A child never really overcomes their abandonment issues, Dr. Winters. Now, while I am no longer a child, I haven’t forgotten what it was like to be one. I also sure as fuck haven’t forgotten what it was like to be one in the foster care system. My need to eradicate damaged children from our society is what drives my obsession for success and stability, and it’s no secret why.” Felix leaned forward a bit. “I’m here because I’m a forty-year-old man and a woman that should mean nothing to me is driving me fucking insane with need. I want to know why her. Out of all the people in the world, why her?”

After digesting his confession, I said, “You’re not asking me to give you answers to how you think, Felix. You’re asking me to give you answers to how you feel.” I tilted my head a bit, eyeing him. “Unfortunately, in most people, our emotions are stronger than our thoughts. For instance, if you’re missing someone, then you might be missing them enough that you can think of nothing else. If the emotion is strong enough, it can control your thoughts and decision making.”

“Why would I feel anything for a woman that I don’t even know?”

I didn’t have a readily available answer for that.

“Why would a battered woman still have feelings for her abuser?” I countered. “Why would a husband still have feelings for his cheating wife? Why would an employee still feel empathy for a horrible boss? Our emotions are rarely dictated by logic, Felix. It sounds as if you’re trying to romanticize stalking, and if that’s what you’re trying to do, it won’t work.” I quickly corrected myself. “At least, not with a majority of the population.”

Felix’s lips twitched, and I had a strange feeling that he approved of my non-answer. “Can you answer me something from a woman’s perspective?”

“I’ll do my best,” I answered, giving him no promises.

“Would you be upset if your husband didn’t know what your favorite flowers were?”

I blinked in surprise. “Since I don’t have a husband, I don’t know,” I hedged.

Felix smirked as he leaned back in his seat, and Christ on The Cross, he was gorgeous. “At this point, there isn’t anything that I don’t know about this woman,” he said. “Plus, because my brain basically acts like a computer chip, they are things that I will never forget, even if I tried. Explain to me how a woman won’t appreciate that?”

It was a trick question, one that I should have seen coming with his previous inquiry. The female population was notorious for complaining about all the important things that their partners forgot. Women were constantly getting their feelings hurt because their husbands forgot their anniversary or whatever. Generally, men didn’t pay attention to the details the way that women did, and we had a bad habit of confusing lack of attention with lack of love. Felix made it sound like his stalking tendencies were every woman’s dream, and apart from it being a crime, I wasn’t even sure if I could argue his point.

Instead of answering him, I asked, “Why haven’t you approached her yet, Felix? What’s stopping you from simply asking her out on a date?”

“Because I don’t want to take her out on a date, Dr. Winters,” he replied honestly. “Since I already know everything there is to know about her, a date seems rather redundant.”

“What about her desire to want to get to know you?” I volleyed.

“I’m enough of a public figure for her to already know enough,” he pointed out.

“Knowing what the public prints about you is very different from knowing you as a man, Felix,” I shot back. “Surely, you know that.”

“What the public prints isn’t very different from who I am, Dr. Winters,” he replied easily. “My entire life has been Hawthorne Advancements and charities involving children. What else is there to know?”

“You’re favorite color?’ I challenged.

“It used to be blue,” he answered, and the way that he said it told me that his new favorite color had everything to do with the woman that he was obsessed with.

Moving on, I asked, “How many hours do you spend still stalking her, Felix?”

“Not as many as I’d like,” he answered evasively. “Still, it’s enough.”

“Enough for what?”

“For me to feel satisfied at the moment.”

“What’s going to happen when you are no longer satisfied?”

Felix’s green eyes flared, and my entire body turned hot with images of what this man would look like in bed. The images hit me hard, and it wasn’t lost on me how profoundly wrong it was for me to be thinking of Felix Hawthorne as anything but one of my patients. Nevertheless, this wasn’t the first time that I’d had these inappropriate thoughts about him, and I needed to get a-fucking-hold of myself.

“Then I’ll make my move,” he answered plainly.

“Finally ask her to dinner?”

“While I’d love to ease your mind and tell you that asking her to dinner is precisely what I’d do, I’m not going to lie to you, Dr. Winters.”

I could feel my heart start beating rapidly in my chest. “Then what’s the truth?”

Felix stood up, signaling the end to our session. However, like any master manipulator, he wasn’t going to leave without giving me something to think about. “I will simply ask her to meet me somewhere.”

“Meet you somewhere?” I echoed as I stood up, ready to walk him out of my office and get some goddamn air in my lungs.

Felix slid his hands in the pockets of his slacks as he said, “Yes, meet me somewhere.” The corner of his lip twitched sexily. “Again, I’m not interested in taking her out on a date, Dr. Winters. What I’m interested in is far more important.”

“What’s more important in a relationship than a man and woman getting to know each other?”

“Fucking her until she won’t be able to stand up straight anymore,” he answered, making my heart stop. “Fucking her so hard that she won’t care that I didn’t take her to dinner first.” His eyes flared again. “Fucking her so hard and deep that she’ll feel absolutely bereft when I’m no longer inside her.”

Holy fucking shit.
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Felix~

It still surprised me how many single women left their blinds or curtains opened. Yeah, they were supposed to feel safe in their own homes, but they let so many people into their private lives by simply not closing the goddamn blinds. A shame, really.

Now, while the concern was still true in subdivision suburbia, apartment and condominium buildings posed the most danger. It was a lot easier to rent an apartment to be closer to the object of your desire than it was to actually purchase a house across the street or around the corner from your fixation. Plus, not only could you rent an apartment fairly easily, but it gave you more chances to run into the person that held your attention. A chance encounter at the mailboxes? An innocuous ride up the elevator? A quick greeting in the parking garage?

Right now, I was standing in front of one of the living room windows, my newly purchased condo directly across the courtyard from those opened blinds that were teasing and taunting me. Now, of course, the condominium hadn’t been purchased under my name, but if anyone really wanted to look underneath the carpet, it wouldn’t be too hard to discover that the place had been acquired by one of Hawthorne Advancements’ many subsidiary companies. However, since only one person knew my secret, I wasn’t overly worried about anyone uncovering anything at this point.

As I watched the movements in the condo across the way, I thought back to my conversation with Dr. Winters earlier. When she had asked me what was more important in a relationship than getting to know each other, there was no way that she could have anticipated my answer. Now, it could have been the shock of my vulgar language or my blunt honesty, but there was no denying that Dr. Kennedy Winters had been surprised by my response. So much so, that she had quickly ended the session, escorting me out of her office, though not out of the building. I’d had to make my way down the elevators and through the lobby alone, the nighttime guard unlocking the front doors for me. Luckily, Dr. Winters had let him know beforehand that she’d had a late session, so there hadn’t been any issues being escorted out.

I couldn’t help but chuckle at the memory of our conversation. While she might be used to stunning honesty, I wasn’t sure if she was used to a patient like me, especially since I wasn’t there for her to fix all my problems. I really just wanted to know why I was so fixated on this particular woman. I also wanted to know if it was going to get worse or better once I finally had her for myself. Would my need for her abate to reasonable levels, or was I going to be forced to tie her to our bed and never pull out of her?

My mind got back to the topic at hand, and as my eyes tracked the movements across the way, I could feel my dick twitch at what I knew was to come. For whatever reason, Wednesday nights were bath night. With her bedroom window facing towards my condo, it was easy to see her preparing her bath whenever she left the bathroom door opened. She used bubble bath, bath salts, and she always lit one candle. My guess was that she’d chosen Wednesdays as a way to de-stress in the middle of her week. Most people waited until the end of the work week to indulge in a little self-pampering, but not her.

Unfortunately, the curtains were a big issue whenever she took a bath. She always made sure to close them before stripping down. I had no idea if she undressed in her room or waited until she got into the bathroom, but it was something that I was going to find out soon enough.

I also knew that she was going to go to bed immediately after her bath. This would have me home at around nine, but that was okay. In fact, nine o’clock was pretty early for me. It was rare that I ever got to bed before eleven or so. Working from home had its perks, though I’d have to leave the house again tomorrow for my next appointment with Dr. Winters.

Finally taking a seat, I gazed across the courtyard, not worried about anyone noticing me. The first thing that I’d done upon procuring this place had been to have the windows tinted with two-way reflective tint. While no one could see inside my windows, I could see out of them just fine. The tint was also functional when it came to the setting sun.

Because of my attention to detail, I knew that the object of my obsession wouldn’t be out of the bathroom for exactly thirty minutes, so because I knew that I wouldn’t be missing anything for the next half an hour, I pulled my phone out to check my emails and calendar. However, once I went through all the important issues, another thought occurred to me, even though I knew that it was wrong.

Fuck it.

Me: How would u feel if u opened ur blinds 2 find sum1 was looking @ u?

It took a while, but she finally responded.

Dr. Winters: This is highly inappropriate, Mr. Hawthorne

Me: U can charge me extra

Dr. Winters: If this is sumthing that u need to discuss, then we can pick it up 2morrow

Me: It’s just a question

Dr. Winters: A question that can wait until r session 2morrow

Me: Of course

Dr. Winters: Have a good evening, Mr. Hawthorne

Me: Don’t 4get 2 lock ur doors, Dr. Winters. U never know what or who is out there

Knowing that my time was nearly up, I put my phone away, then directed my attention back to the beauty in the condo across from mine. Like clockwork, she was walking out of the bathroom, her hair pinned up, the rest of her covered in a thin robe.

My eyes tracked her as she performed her nightly routine of locking her doors, turning out the lights, then finally closing her blinds and curtains. At this point, I knew her movements before she even knew them herself, and no matter how many sessions I had with the good doctor, there was no way that I was ever going to be cured of this obsession.

Now, while Dr. Winters was correct in assuming that most of the world’s population would view what I was doing as something bad or even sinister, it only mattered what she thought about my actions. Would she view them as creepy or dark? Would she view me as crazy or violent? Would she feel frightened after knowing the lengths that I’d gone to in order to get to know her, tipping the scales in my favor? After it was all said and done, only her opinion about my behavior mattered.

After all the lights were finally off for the night, I couldn’t help but notice a small glow coming from the slight opening of the bedroom curtains. Well, since the bedroom windows were of the floor-to-ceiling variety, I guess it’d be drapes, not curtains. Each condo came with a small bedroom balcony that had a sliding glass door leading to the outside.

Edging closer to my window, I tried to see clearer inside, but I couldn’t make out much. The room was dark, only a faint glow cutting through the room. The glow was small enough that it could be her phone or a tablet, but I doubted it. That wasn’t her usual routine; she didn’t work or read after her baths. Plus, it looked lower than...

Motherfucker.

My entire chest felt like it was collapsing into itself as I realized what was happening. While my mind understood that she was a healthy female with basic needs, this was new. In all the weeks that I’d been following her, she hadn’t done anything sexual for herself. No going out, no one-night stands, no hooking up with a sidepiece, no anything. In fact, she kind of lived the life of a puritan. Granted, she had a demanding career, but still.

My dick immediately grew hard at knowing what was happening across the courtyard, but this wasn’t going to happen. I turned from the window, giving her the privacy that she deserved for what she was doing. Yeah, the decision might not align with how I’d been violating her privacy for the past few weeks, but this was different.

Everything about this was different.

I didn’t want to see her cum like this. I didn’t want to experience this with her so far away from me. The first time that I got the privilege of watching her cum, I wanted it to be with my tongue, fingers, or cock buried deep inside her. I didn’t want to know what she looked like cumming if it wasn’t me making her cum. I wanted to own all her pleasure, so what she was doing right now wasn’t for me.

Nevertheless, that didn’t stop me from unzipping my pants, pulling out my nine inches, then imagining the magic when I finally got inside her precious body.
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Kennedy~

As soon as Felix took a seat, I addressed last night’s issue. “It’s inappropriate for you to text or call me as if we’re friends, Felix.”

“Is that so?”

He looked so confident that it was hard to believe that he was just a regular man sometimes. Everything about his appearance made him seem imposing, but it was his intelligence and confidence that made him seem untouchable, unflappable. That black hair and those green eyes made him seem almost demonic-like, but it was more than that. Whatever energy that he radiated, it reminded me of a cobra, hypnotizing you with its dangerous beauty.

Pulling myself from the unwise fascination, I said, “My phone is for professional use only, Felix. Unless there is a professional emergency, I don’t see the need for you to call me.”

“You don’t consider the need to talk to my psychiatrist an emergency?” he challenged.

“You sent a text,” I reminded him. “If your mental state was in serious need of my services, then you would have called me, Felix.”

Ignoring my point, he asked, “Have you ever masturbated in front of a partner before, Dr. Winters?”

My entire body stilled.

“Even if that question wasn’t a complete violation of our patient/doctor relationship, I wouldn’t answer it anyway,” I told him, my voice a bit icy, doing my best to set boundaries before I got tangled up in this man’s web.

Felix leaned back in his seat. “Because it’s a private matter?”

“Of course,” I practically snapped. “You cannot tell me that a man of your intelligence doesn’t recognize that.”

“Believe it or not, the question is relevant to why I’m here, Dr. Winters.”

“Oh, really?” I scoffed in disbelief.

“Well, it’s a man watching a woman during her most intimate moments, isn’t it?” he posed. “He’s merely watching, doing nothing more.”

“But she’s aware of it,” I fired back. “It’s a mutual decision that they’ve made for themselves. This woman has no idea that you are watching her.”

“Would it make you feel better to know that I had the chance to watch her pleasuring herself last night, but I didn’t,” he said, throwing me off with that bit of information.

I could feel my breaths becoming labored, but that was more from personal shame than anything else. After Felix had left my office yesterday, I couldn’t get his words out of my mind. The way that he had described sex had reminded me of just how long it’d been since my last date. His words had washed over me in a way that they shouldn’t have, but I hadn’t been able to ignore them once I’d gotten into my bed last night. With Felix’s green gaze in my mind’s eye and his filthy words echoing in my ears, I had pulled out my vibrator, then hadn’t stopped until I’d given into the pleasure three times. I’d never slept so damn hard in my life, and I’d woken up refreshed, yet feeling astoundingly guilty. Felix was my patient, and I had used him to get myself off.

Finding my voice, I asked ‘What made you grant her that kind of privacy?”

“Because my obsession with her comes with a lot of selfishness as a side dish,” he answered. “I want all of her orgasms to belong to me. I don’t want to know what she looks like when I’m not in the room, adding to her pleasure. I don’t want to witness a meaningless orgasm, something just to take the edge off of her stressful day.” Felix straightened, those green eyes of his fanning a flame that had no business burning in the pit of my stomach. “When I see her cum for the first time, I want it to be for me, Dr. Winters. I want it to be because of me. I want every tremor of her body to belong to me. I want to be the one to put that look on her face, not some fucking toy. I also want to make sure that it’s my face that she pictures when she’s getting herself off without me around, though I can’t see that happening.”

“Can’t see what happening?” I asked, doing my best to keep my voice even.

“The one thing that my woman will never have to do is get herself off alone,” he clarified, causing my breath to catch again. “I plan on living inside her every free second that she has. Any time that I’m not around, she’ll be using that time to recuperate from the night before. So, the last thing that she’s going to need is a fucking vibrator.” His green gaze narrowed a bit. “Even at forty-years-old.”

Forcing myself to keep my voice smooth, I asked, “Is that a concern for you?”

“What?”

“Is she considerably younger than you are?” I clarified.

Felix leaned back in his chair, his demeaner deceptively mild now. “No, she’s not.”

I gave him a terse nod. “Let’s talk about expectations, shall we?”

“What about them?”

“What if the reality of this woman doesn’t measure up to the fantasy that you’ve created in your head?” I posed. “What if she doesn’t enjoy being used all night long? What if she doesn’t like sex at all?”

“I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it,” he answered, and his answer was very problematic for the psychiatrist in me.

“You said that you’d never hurt her,” I reminded him. “Forcing your needs and wants on her would do just that, Felix.”

“Who said anything about me forcing her to do anything?” he shot back. “If I’m doing everything that I’m supposed to do for her, then she’ll have no problem with the things that I want to do to her.”

I almost squirmed in my seat.

“Meaning?”

“While I realize that you’re going to view this as an oxymoron, especially considering how I’m going about this courtship,” he said. “However, I’m not a complete idiot when it comes to women, Dr. Winters.”

I arched a brow. “I never said that you were.”

His lip curled a bit, but it wasn’t mockingly. “Duly noted.” Cocking his head a bit, those green eyes of his were back to regarding me like he was expecting something, though I had no idea what. “There’s one thing that will guarantee me what I want, Dr. Winters.”

“And what’s that?”

“If I can make that girl feel safe, then there isn’t anything that she won’t give me in return,” he said, and he wasn’t necessarily wrong. “After all, isn’t that all any woman wants? To feel safe? Imagine a relationship where you knew-for a fact-that your partner would never cheat on you. Imagine a relationship where you knew that he’d never choose anyone over you ever. Imagine a relationship where he would forsake everyone else on the planet just to be at your beck and call only, and you knew it to be the absolute truth. What would you give that man if you knew all of that for certain? What would you let him do to you if you knew for a fact that he’d never judge you for it? How much of yourself would you sacrifice to his obsession for you if you knew-without a doubt-that all of him belonged to you and only you?” Felix’s eyes flared. “How powerful would you feel, Dr. Winters? How powerful would you feel to know that you had this man on his knees for you?”
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