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      “Come on, Sarah! We’re going to be late.”

      I saw my little girl running around the corner with her black curls bouncing around her face. She ran with her arms outstretched to me, and I swept her up into my arms. I spun her around, listening to her giggles as she held on tightly to me, and I breathed in the deep scent of her hair as I held her close.

      This was the only time I seemed to experience happiness anymore. My nights were long and sleepless. I tossed and turned, fighting off a drone that kept going on inside my head. I didn’t recognize the sound. The only sound I was familiar with these days were the sounds of my tears soaking my pillow. My body ached and my shoulders creaked. My knees cracked and my back would pop. I’d look at my daughter sometimes, and I’d miss the joy in her eyes because I knew she was studying me.

      But moments like this, where she was happy and carefree despite how I looked, were the times I longed for in her life. They reminded me I wasn’t a terrible mother and that we would be just fine without my happiness.

      Without Carl.

      Without her grandparents.

      “Mommy? Go school, please?”

      “Yes, sweetheart,” I said as I sniffled. “We’re going to get you to school.”

      Sarah loved going to daycare. I always tried to time our arrivals to when Ava showed up with her son, Logan. Logan was the same age as Sarah and was also growing up without a father, though the circumstances were a bit different. I met Ava when I was hired as the accountant for the tech company we both work for, and we bonded over our mutual titles as single working mothers. She was the main desk receptionist and single-handedly kept all of our lives and schedules intact. She was the epitome of the strength I wished to possess. She talked about the day Logan’s father left them as if it was nothing, and yet I could hardly talk about Carl’s death without losing my eyeballs to the burning tears.

      My husband perishing in a car accident before Sarah turned one was difficult enough, but every single day I looked at her, she seemed to look more and more like him. Sure, she had my dark hair, eyes, and skin, but her facial expressions were all him. Every time she smiled. Every time she ran. Every time she got upset or cried or laughed, he was etched upon her. In the creases of her eyes and the wrinkles on her hands. Even her little tush I still had to wipe was shaped like his.

      “Mommy late,” Sarah said.

      “Come on. Want to go see Logan?” I asked breathlessly.

      “Logan!” she shrieked.

      I piled her into the car and buzzed through town to get her to daycare. Ava was walking in with Logan as we pulled up, and Sarah started kicking the back of my seat.

      “Mommy, Logan! Look, look, look!”

      “I see them, sweetheart. Just be patient.”

      “Logan here today!”

      I climbed out of the car and called out to Ava. She turned around and waved just before Logan broke into a run across the parking lot. I called out for him, running toward him so he wouldn't get hit by any cars before I scooped him up. Ava came running in her heels, fear and anger etched on her face as she scolded him.

      “What did I tell you about the street?”

      “Don’t cross no Mommy,” he said.

      “Yes. Don’t cross ever without Mommy. You hear me?”

      “And good morning to you, too,” I said as I gave Logan back to Ava.

      “It’s been one of those days already, and it’s only eight thirty,” she said, sighing. “Let’s get these kiddos dropped off, and maybe we can chance getting some decent coffee before we head to work.”

      “Not me. I have a doctor’s appointment at three. I have to get to work and knock some things out before I leave early.”

      “You all right, Mel?” she asked.

      “Yeah, yeah. Just having some aches and pains that I don’t think are related to my sleeplessness.”

      “The dreams of Carl coming back?” she asked.

      “Mel, they’re always there,” I said, sighing.

      We took the kids in and dropped them off. I watched Logan and Sarah scurry off hand in hand, and it brought tears to my eyes. The happiness and joy she found in this world made me both happy and jealous. I was so glad she didn’t seem to have my tendencies to be sad or down for no reason, but part of me wanted to experience the happiness she experienced. I wanted to experience the joy of simply holding hands with a friend like Mel was doing with me now. Even as the comfort from the warmth of her hand drifted up my arm, I still felt lifeless.

      Empty.

      Sad.

      “I hope it’s nothing serious,” Ava said as we turned to head for the door.

      “I’m sure it’s not. Just precautionary. Plus, if I’m lucky, I’ll get something to help me sleep. That’ll help with things.”

      “Don’t I know it. I take a half a pill every night just to help me get there. Working single mothers don’t have it easy,” she said.

      “You can say that again,” I said, giggling.

      “I love that sound. You don’t do it enough,” she said.

      “I know, I know.”

      “You gotta let me know how it goes, all right? Call. Text. Email. Do something. I want to know before I eat dinner tonight,” she said.

      “You’ve got my solemn promise.”

      I hugged her neck tight and felt like crying. I tried to hold back my tears as I hugged her waist tightly, and for a moment, the world faded away. Ava had always been a very comforting person for me. She’d held my hand while I’d planned Carl’s funeral. She was there when I ranted about my parents and their lack of involvement in my life. She was there when I couldn’t sleep at two in the morning and wanted someone to talk to.

      And she was here now, holding me in a parking lot as I cried on her shoulder.

      “Did something happen with your parents again?” she asked.

      “No.”

      “And it’s not the dreams?” she asked.

      “No.”

      “Mel, have you considered the fact that you might be depressed?” she asked.

      “I don’t fucking know anymore,” I said, sniffling.

      “I hope you consider it. Be honest with the doctor. I’ve slowly watched you deteriorate over the past two years. You’ve lost weight. You’re forgetting things. Your smile has dwindled. I’m sure these aches and pains aren’t just popping up out of nowhere. Just be honest and open to whatever the doctor says, all right?”

      “I will. I promise.”

      I gave her one more hug before I hopped into the car. These were the moments when I wished I had my mother to talk with, moments when I wished my father was there to support me. They’d disowned me when I left home at eighteen to attend a regular university. Why? Because they wanted me to go to a community college and stay at home.

      All my life, I’d been sheltered. I couldn’t watch television because it would mold my mind in unhealthy ways. I couldn’t eat specific foods because they would mold my body in unappealing ways. Things like dating and sex and emotions were never discussed, treated as if they didn’t exist, and if I didn’t come straight home from school, there was punishment to be had. Even when I started showing an interest in boys, my mother simply sat me down and told me there was only one thing on their minds, and that one thing had the ability to forever alter my body and change the course of my life forever.

      And that was the only time we addressed it.

      I pulled into the parking lot of the tech company and quickly made my way up to my office. I started knocking out things and calculating balances, going over budgets and preparing things for meetings. I gathered up all the materials I’d need in order to hand them over to my boss, and by the time I caught a break to check the time, I had to leave for my appointment.

      “Excuse me, sir?” I asked.

      “Melissa! My favorite accountant. Come on in. What’s up?”

      “I just wanted to remind you that I need to slip out for my doctor’s appointment,” I said.

      “Yes, yes. You’re fine. Thank you for getting these budgets and final figures to me on time. How are we looking for the company holiday bonuses this year?” he asked.

      “We can afford as much as fifteen percent of everyone’s annual salary,” I said.

      “Fifteen percent? Wow. We must’ve had a good year,” he said, grinning.

      “We did, sir.”

      “Get on to that doctor’s appointment. Let me know if you’re all right. If you need time off, take it. You never do that and you should, you know. Especially with Sarah being the age she is.”

      “If I need the time, I’ll let you know,” I said.

      I grabbed my stuff and shut down my office for the day. I’d headed across town to my appointment and was sitting in the office when my neck began to ache. I closed my eyes and felt the headache slowly waft up my back. My shoulders creaked as I stood at my name being called. That had to be sure proof I was aging at twice the normal rate.

      “Melissa Conway? The doctor’s ready for you.”

      The nurse guided me back to a room, and I shut the light off after she left. The headache was growing into a migraine, and I groaned as I lay on the patient bed. Tears stung the back of my eyes as my mind started to run away from me, and before I could stop it, his face popped into my mind.

      That face I’d never be able to forget.

      “Miss Conway?” the doctor asked. “Are you in here?”

      “Yes, sir,” I said, groaning.

      “Can I turn on the light?” he asked.

      “I’d rather you didn’t,” I said.

      “All right. Writing down ‘migraines’ before I come in,” he said.

      The door opened, and I felt a person at my side. There were some light touches around my head, some poking of my nose, and then he started in on his wellness exam. He rolled my stomach and checked my breasts for lumps. Then he slowly moved each of my joints and noted which ones popped and which ones caused pain. He jotted down some notes on his pad before he told me to open wide, and I stuck my tongue out as he examined my throat, my ears, and my nose.

      “I’m going to ask you a few questions, but I think I know what’s going on,” he said. “Are you still experiencing the sleeplessness?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Just as frequently?” he asked.

      “Uh huh.”

      “I clocked pain in your knees, hips, and shoulders. Anywhere else?”

      “Right now? My neck and head.”

      “Did that just start?” he asked.

      “In the lobby when I sat down, yes.”

      “Are those frequent, too? The migraines?”

      “Not as frequent as general headaches, no,” I said.

      “Let me ask you this, Miss Conway. How many times a week are you crying, and are you producing mucus when you cry?”

      “That’s an odd question,” I said.

      “I need to know if your sinus ducts are draining. How many times?”

      “Um, five or six times a week, maybe? And yes, mucus every time.”

      “Uh huh. Experiencing any mood swings? Drastic changes that happen on a dime?” he asked.

      “Sometimes, I guess. I wake up sometimes feeling happy. Then I get going, and my mood changes.”

      “Are there triggers for the changes?” he asked.

      “Not always. Sometimes I wake up, and my daughter’s written on the walls or gotten into the milk, but I never get upset with her. I just clean it up and keep going.”

      “Do you get sad about it?” he asked.

      “Yeah. Sometimes I cry over spilled milk,” I said, grinning.

      “A joke! That’s good. All right, one last question. Do you ever wake up crying?”

      “I do, yes.”

      “Are you ever dreaming about anything specific when you do?” he asked.

      “Not always. There’s this droning that I can’t seem to get out of my head. I know I sound crazy, but that’s usually it. Just a droning.”

      “Not crazy at all. How’s your head feeling?” he asked.

      “Not too good.”

      “Let me go get you something we can give you for it, and then I’ll be back with my diagnosis.”

      I wasn’t sure how long he was gone. I nodded off in the dark, my mind wafting back to the days when I was younger. I could remember his eyes, those baby blues juxtaposed against his dark black hair. His touch had been so gentle, and his strokes had been so kind. He’d listen intently as I complained about my parents and all the things they’d never let me do. He was the first boy I’d ever loved. The boy I knew I’d love the rest of my life.

      Until he left for school and came back with a beautifully thin Russian bride.

      “Miss Conway? If you could roll up your sleeve, I’ve got something for that migraine.”

      I reached over and groaned, my shoulder popping as I rolled up my sleeve. I felt the cool alcohol pad trace circles on my skin before a pinprick and then the burning sensation as the migraine immediately began to subside. I sighed with relief as the bandage was placed on my skin. Then the light slowly increased, and I got a glimpse of my doctor.

      “Hello, there,” I said.

      “Hello, Miss Conway. I’ll make this quick because I know you have to get your daughter. I believe what you have is something called Major Depressive Disorder.”

      “You think I’m depressed,” I said.

      “I’d even go out on a limb and say I know you are. And from the sounds of it, you’ve been this way for quite a number of years.”

      “Years?” I asked.

      “Yes. When chemical imbalances like this are left to ravage the body, it begins to break down things like fat and muscle tissue in order to keep going. The breakdown of fat results in weight loss, which I can see by your charts you’ve experienced in droves, but the breakdown of muscle leads to the pains you’re experiencing. Especially in the major joints of the body.”

      “So, what? I need to see a shrink?” I asked.

      “I think you need to see someone, yes. There’s a psychiatrist in the area who is renowned for the work he does. He’s established all over the country, but his headquarters are right here in L.A. I can get you his card, and if you want, I can put in a referral for you. That way, they can call and help you book an appointment.”

      “All right. Sounds good,” I said.

      “Let me get you checked out, and I’ll get you his card.”

      I slid from the bed as my mind continued to swirl. One of the only memories that still brought me any semblance of happiness was the night I was with him. His dark hair was soaked with sweat as he worked to pleasure my body. I could still feel his breath huffing in the crook of my neck. I could still feel the way his body filled mine, taking from me the virginity my parents never talked about. That boy opened my eyes to the world around me, promising to teach me things in and out of the bedroom. I could remember the whispered promise he made in my ear. A promise to come back for me once he had his degree.

      I smiled as I felt my neck prickle with delight as his voice echoed off the corners of my brain.

      “Here’s his card, Miss Conway,” the doctor said. “I’ve got the referral prepared. All you need to do is call and let me know whether or not to put it in.”

      “Thank you, doctor. Really,” I said.

      “Don’t wait too long on this, Melissa,” he said. “You’ve been through enough.”

      “I won’t. I promise.”

      “You’re free to go whenever you’d like.” I watched him leave the room as the lights slowly came all the way back up. I squinted, holding the card to my face as I tried to make out the name on it. The numbers came into focus as the gold and blue lettering focused. It reminded me of his eyes that had sparkled in the fluorescent lighting of the staircase we always met in just after school.

      Just before my parents expected me to be home.

      But as the name came into focus, my heart dropped to the floor. The breath fled from my lungs as tears sprang to my eyes. I read his name over and over, telling myself it wasn’t real, that I was seeing things and my mind was playing tricks on me.

      That he wasn’t still here.

      “Brandon Black,” I whispered as a tear washed down my face.

      Suddenly, all the memories fled my mind. Memories of his echoed promise and his body, writhing against mine in the school stairwell. Memories of his smile and his touch, how soft they were. How much it seemed like he cared. Memories of how we laughed together in the grass and how he would sneak me out late at night to watch the stars with me underneath the shade of the tree in my backyard.

      All that was left at the forefront of my mind was the moment I saw him after college.

      The moment he introduced me to his bride.

      The moment I realized he broke the one promise that kept me afloat when my parents disowned me.

      Brandon Black was the love of my life, and my doctor wanted me to see him for my depression.
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      “Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me good.”

      Her fake tits were bouncing around in my face as I pinned her to the wall. Her come dripped down my dick, soaking my balls as I slipped in the wet spot on the ground. My legs flexed, causing her to moan out as I caught her before she tumbled. Her massive tits and puckered nipples were flopping against my face. She moaned again, and I could hear her giggling with delight as her reconstructed pussy gobbled down my cock.

      “You like that, Daddy? Like that tight pussy?”

      Fuck, I wished she would just shut up. My week had been rough. All my on-call patients had needed refills of their prescriptions and someone to talk to late at night. I hated fucking being on call for my own damn practice. But the people who worked alongside me needed their breaks every once in a while. Some went home to their wives and kids. Some took vacations and got themselves some sun.

      Me? I liked to find drunk women in bars and fuck them senseless.

      I felt her pussy clamping down around me as her legs locked around my waist. I pressed her harder and harder against the wall of the bathroom stall, my hands tugging at her hair, exposing her neck to me. I nipped and sucked up her neck, wanting her to pull the come from me. I wanted to spray her with it as her body gobbled me down. She felt so warm, and I’d had such a rough fucking week. Soon my hips were stuttering as I felt my orgasm shoot through me.

      She shoved her hand between her thighs, trying to find her release as my cock twitched inside of her. I pulled out, spraying my come over the bathroom floor, soaking her thighs as she grunted fruitlessly. I didn’t give a shit if she got off. She probably did this kind of crap all the time on the weekends. If she’d been looking for a generous lover with a big cock, she’d only get half of that with me.

      “What the fuck?” she asked as I put her down. “I didn’t finish.”

      I tucked myself into my pants as I shrugged. My legs were wobbling with my orgasm and that heady feeling was back. Masturbating never gave me the kind of high that a nice, tight pussy could. Her face grew angry as she tucked her huge fake tits back into her dress, and I slammed out of the bathroom, headed back to the bar. A bit of the stress from this past week released from my shoulders, and I sighed when I saw it was officially ten o’clock.

      I was no longer the psychiatrist on call.

      I sat down beside Michael at the bar as he sipped the beer he’d ordered. The woman came storming past us, brushing up against me as Michael eyed her curiously. He looked at me with a smirk on his face before he shook his head and then raised his hand to the bartender.

      “I think you need another drink,” Michael said.

      Michael worked with me at the private practice I owned. I rented out the rooms in the building to the other professionals for a cheap price, essentially having the funds for the building fall back on them. Even with all the bills paid and nothing coming out of my pocket, their rent and usage of the building were still lower than it was anywhere else in California. Michael’s office was right next to mine—I didn’t believe in sitting on some perch in the sky—and we’d grown closer over the years he’d worked there. He wasn’t the kind of psychiatrist who just shoved pills down his patients’ throats, and that was a stance I could get behind.

      He still wanted to help people. Just like I did.

      “She any good?” he asked.

      “Eh. It did its job,” I said.

      “You left her high and dry, didn’t you?” he asked.

      “Not my fault she didn’t rub her clit sooner.”

      “You know, you should warn those women that you’re not a giver before you start.”

      “Think of it as me creating more customers for us,” I said, grinning.

      “You’re fucking terrible, you know that?”

      “Only when I try. So, who was your worst client this week?”

      “I had someone make a new appointment with me and start off by telling me he was recently diagnosed with cancer,” Michael said.

      “Holy shit. He gonna be all right?”

      “That was the beginning of the conversation. It only escalated from there,” he said. “What about you?”

      “It was just rough. It was my on-call week, so I had scheduled patients as well as everyone else’s panicking patients. I’ve got one I need to check out. Called for three different refills this week. Not sure what’s going on with that, but I want to make sure someone isn’t abusing their prescription pad in my building.”

      “Oh shit. Any idea who the doctor is?” he asked.

      “Yep. I can’t talk about it, you know, confidentiality and all, but I’ll be talking with them after the weekend’s over. I can’t handle more bullshit today.”

      “Oh, speaking of new clients. You know that one that we couldn’t get medicated for depression?” he asked.

      “Yep. Any luck with finding something?” I asked.

      “Fucking get this. Ketamine. There’s a hospital that allows their anesthesiologists to legally admit chronic major depressive individuals for actual ketamine treatments. Fully monitored, and the shit works wonders. That patient came into my office Tuesday and was acting like a completely different person. It could be a fucking case study depending on how these chemical test results come back.”

      “I’ve heard ketamine is the new major breakthrough in treating those suffering from major depressive issues. I’ve a patient who’s two more drug prescriptions away from it. I’ll have to look into it, see if it can help them too.”

      “It’s promising,” Michael said. “If you can, just send them now. It’s not worth making them suffer.”

      “If you want to do a true case study, they have to exhaust all medicative avenues. But, if you’re up for it and want your name on something, you can use that patient I have as well in your studies.”

      “Dude, thanks. Anything to help these people out,” he said.

      “No problem.”

      “My workload’s increased by twenty-five percent this week, too. Had a flood of new patient sheets come in, and I’m not sure how much more I can take on. I’ll have to rent out more rooms at the rate we’re growing just so I don’t work myself to death,” I said.

      “Hey, it’s both good for business and bad for the way our world is going. Mental health issues keep us in business, but at what cost?” Michael asked.

      “It seems like everyone’s coming to me for help, and I don’t know how to help all of them.”

      “Even with the branching out you’ve done with the practice?” he asked.

      “Yeah. The branches in New York, New Orleans, and here are doing wonderfully.”

      “Well, you can’t beat L.A. Especially with the pussy you enjoy slaying,” he said.

      “But, it feels like it’s almost not enough. I’ve got people going to the website and asking me if I’m going to open up a practice in Hawaii of all places. Hawaii! Apparently, people on our little island are struggling just as much as they are here,” I said.

      “Well, do you have the funds to expand?” he asked.

      “More than enough. But at what point do I admit I can’t help the world?”

      “Never, Brandon. That’s when. Because the moment you do, you lose that fervor. That zest that helped you start this thing in the first place,” he said. “If your caseload is that great, I’ll take on a few new patients. I know my specialty is in depression and bipolar states, but if you don’t want to open another room to rent out, then that’s what it might take.”

      “I’ve got a lot to think about this weekend before it’s back to the grind on Monday.”

      “No wonder you were only chasing yours tonight,” he said, grinning. “But honestly? I feel kind of like I’m losing clients.”

      “Why’s that?” I asked.

      “My schedule’s seem, I don’t know, thinner and thinner.”

      “Well, then maybe you should take it as a compliment. You’re helping people, and they’re feeling less and less inclined to come back and talk. You’re helping them cope and live their lives the way they need to,” I said.

      “I know. I just … is it weird that I panic about that? I mean, I still need a job. An income. Right?” he asked.

      I didn’t have the heart to tell him I’d already noticed he was losing patients. They were coming to me and telling me they didn’t feel Michael was helping them. They didn’t want to keep wasting their money if they felt they could go elsewhere, and part of the new influx of clients was me taking on some of his cases I knew I could help. I staggered their appointments so Michael wouldn’t see them coming out of my office, and I transferred the others to different doctors on different levels of the building. For the most part, I had my psychiatry headquarters in L.A. sectioned off by levels. Each level held psychiatrist offices that dealt with specific ailments, but they all took on average, undiagnosed clients as well. It was a good system, one that worked for all of us and made me filthy fucking rich.

      I didn’t know how to tell Michael that maybe he was doing something wrong with his practice.

      With the way I had the pay structure set up, I wouldn’t take the hit if he didn’t do well. Because the rooms were rented in the building, he owed me for the space and the energy he used every month. My company absorbed the water and sewage bill, but the tenants paid for the space, their part of the internet, and their part of the energy. The rest of the expenses were individually billed, and the tenants worked as self-employed psychiatrists.

      Once the buildings were paid off, which never seemed to take long, I began to rake in the big bucks from my company.

      “How about this?” I said. “Take the weekend and compare your schedules. Look at the clients who have stopped coming to you and simply shoot them an email. Create a little survey for them to fill out, asking them for some feedback. If you’re doing well, no one ever tells you. But if you’re doing terrible, they’re all too keen on letting you know.”

      “That’s a good idea,” Michael said as he threw back his beer. “I’m gonna go get a jump on that.”

      “Let me know how it goes, all right?” I asked.

      “Will do. Drinks are on me.” He tossed a couple of twenties at the bartender and thanked him for his time. I watched Michael leave, sighing as he walked out the door, but a woman crossing my vision caught my eye.

      “Melissa?”

      I whirled around and caught her walking away from me. Long dark hair trailed down her back, and tan skin wrapped around a beautiful curvy body. My heart pounded in my chest, and my blood rushed in my ears. Holy hell, it was Melissa.

      She was back.

      I downed the rest of my drink and made my way through the crowd. My hands began to sweat as memories flooded my mind. Memories of her virginal body beneath mine with her dark eyes screwed shut. Her tan skin ricocheting up my arms as she wrapped her hands around my neck. I can still remember how tight she was, giving herself over to me that night as she clung tightly to my body.

      “Melissa!”

      My hand dropped down onto the woman’s shoulder, and she turned around. Her bright hazel eyes met mine, and a stark disappointment dropped all the way to my toes. She looked nothing like Melissa. Her nose was too large, and her cheeks were too broad. Her neck wasn’t long enough, and her shoulders were too stout. She was smiling at me, her eyes raking up and down my form as I slid my hand down her arm, and I suddenly felt the need to bury myself inside of her.

      To feel her warmth.

      To forget the warmth I kept chasing.

      “I could be Melissa if you’re into that kind of thing,” she said as the woman bit her lower lip.

      I wouldn’t mind calling out her name again tonight. If only to allow myself to think I could ever have her again after what I did to her.

      “Hello, Melissa,” I said as I grinned wickedly. “Fancy a ride in a convertible tonight?”
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      My head was swirling. It was only Wednesday, but I felt as if I’d weathered the battlefield. My mind was numb, and my heart was heavy. My patients were suffering, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it sometimes. I could medicate them to keep them complacent. To keep them from feeling manic or sad, but it never really made them happy. It was a wonderful day if patients came in smiling, but this week had not been one of those weeks.

      It had been one of those weeks where I’d torn through a month’s worth of tissues in three days.

      Raking my hands through my hair, I looked over at the clock. It was well past eight, and I thanked the stars for my nanny staying late again with Max. It was hard finding someone who could tolerate my wild child. He was all hair and limbs and very defiant. Even for a four-year-old. He was the best thing that had ever come from my mistake of a marriage to that idiotic Russian woman. I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking, marrying her so she could get her citizenship.

      My son deserved better than that shit.

      On the days I could get home, he was upset at best. On the days I couldn’t get home, there were times where I walked into a whirlwind of a mess. Even paying for a top-notch nanny meant she spent more time running down my boy and trying to raise him right than she did anything else, but if it wasn’t for her, I couldn’t work the hours I did. I couldn’t have built my practice. I wanted to build all of this up and then hire someone to take my workload. Then I could sit back and raise my son, be there for his formative years and watch the money come rolling in while I watched him grow.

      Instead, I was pulling insane hours at the office and taking the edge off with alcohol and fake ass women.

      If my patients only knew the wreck my own life had become.

      I shut down my computer and grabbed my things. I knew exactly where I was headed and exactly what I was going to get myself into. My cock throbbed at the idea of some pretty little fake things squealing while my cock pounded her into the bathroom wall. I’d spray my seed on the floor, give her tits a few licks, and then pack myself up and go home. That was all the happiness I was afforded with the decisions I’d made.

      All the happiness I could’ve experienced had derailed the moment I married her.

      She who shall remain nameless.

      I drove to the bar and fixed myself up before I went in. I thought about asking Michael to come with me, but I honestly wasn’t sure I wanted to. He hadn’t talked to me about how the survey shit supposedly went, and I wasn’t in the mood to listen. I’d heard enough people bitch and moan about their lives, and I didn’t want to do it anymore.

      Not tonight, anyway.

      I walked into the joint and smiled when the lights were lowered. I’d walked in just in time, and as I scanned the room, I saw a beautiful little thing sitting all alone at the bar. Her small waist tapered up into fantastically large tits, and her blond hair was piled high on her head. I watched her wrap her crimson red lips along the edge of her martini glass, drinking something bright blue as she sighed heavily with her shoulders.

      That was my prey for the evening. My fun little tryst before I went home and snuggled next to my son and pretended I was the father I needed to be.

      I walked over to her and sat down, signaling to the bartender I was ready to order. I told him to grab me a beer before he got the lady another drink, and that was enough to get her attention.

      She giggled as she introduced herself, but I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t care about her name, where she came from, or if she had anyone at home.

      All I cared about was how wonderful her pussy would feel around my cock tonight.

      “It’s wonderful to meet you,” I said.

      “I recognize you,” she said, grinning. “You’re that psychiatrist with that awesome book.”

      “So you’ve read it.”

      “I have. It’s what helped me get away from my ex,” she said.

      “What was so wrong with the ex?” I asked.

      “It’s like you said in Chapter Seven. ‘Many people can be right, but it takes more than right and love to make a marriage work.’ ”

      “You really have read the book,” I said as I lifted my beer to my lips.

      “It not only helped me to get out of my loveless marriage, but it also helped us to do it amicably. It’s incredible, the way you wrote that book. It was like you knew what I needed and the situation I was in.”

      “Well, all it takes is a bit of personal experience and years of studying the human mind to come up with those conclusions. They sound simple enough, but it seems as if you’ve found out firsthand that they aren’t always as plain as they seem,” I said.

      “I carry it around with me everywhere. In my purse at all times. I have passages highlighted and everything.”

      “Well, I’m very flattered.”

      “It’s an honor to meet you. I was wondering… do you think I could bother you for an autograph?” she asked.

      “You could bother me for more, if you’d like,” I said, winking.

      I held out my hand for her book, and she pulled it from her purse. She placed it in my hand, and the bartender handed me a pen. I inscribed a little message in her book before I signed it and then handed it back to her as our fingers touched. I knew she meant for them to touch, watching my hand placement to see where she was needed, but I found the effort cute nonetheless. She chugged back the drink I gave her as I finished up my beer. Then she slid off the barstool before she held out her hand.

      “Care to exit through the back, Dr. Black?”

      I loved a fake woman who knew what she wanted. The dyed hair and the fake tits screamed of inclusive and confidence issues, and they were always willing to overexert themselves. Everything was so exaggerated and superficial with them, which made it easier to leave them high and dry. With us men, it was easy, a few strokes, a little sucking, and then come spurted everywhere. With women, they were all different. Each required a different touch and way of stroking. Some required deeper penetration while others enjoyed it faster. Some only got off by oral while others got off with only anal play.

      I didn’t have time to figure that shit out, and fake women never left me feeling guilty for not returning the favor.

      Her lip-injected mouth crashed down on mine, painting my face with her red lipstick as we stumbled into the bathroom stall. She locked it behind her as I pulled her shirt down, freeing her beautiful tits as I pulled one between my lips. She threw her head back, sighing in an over-exaggerated fashion as I worked my cock out of my pants. I could smell her pussy, already dripping for my cock as sighs fell from her body. I ripped her panties off her before I picked her up, and she squealed when the cool metal of the bathroom stall hit her back.

      My cock found her drenched pussy, and I pushed in heartily. I started at a furious pace, bouncing her tits as I motor boated her cleavage. I licked and sucked, marking her breasts as her greedy pussy gobbled down my dick. Her hands clamped into my hair as she peppered my skin with kisses, but I didn’t give a shit what she was doing.

      All I cared about was fucking her until I came.

      “Yes, Doctor. Fuck me good. Oh shit. Yes. Just like that. Oh, that feels fantastic, Doctor.”

      I fucked her against the wall so hard, I thought we were going to dent it. Her legs were wrapped around me, and her hands were digging into my chest. I planted my palms into the wall, thrusting my dick inside of her time and time again. I felt my balls beginning to fill with need even though her pussy seemed a little ragged. It was tight but not as tight as some of the women I’d had around here, so I closed my eyes and imagined the first thing I could.

      I imagined her.

      Melissa.

      I thought of her jet-black hair and how beautifully the curls framed her face. I thought of how her dark brown eyes were speckled with little bits of yellow. I thought of how the stars twinkled on her skin in the moonlight, shining like a light show just for me.

      I thought about how warm her pussy was. How it throbbed and shook with every thrust I made into her body. I thought about the pain she experienced when I took her virginity, how that tear ricocheted down her face before I kissed it away.

      I thought about how she told me to keep going. How she trusted me. How she couldn't wait for me to get back home from college.

      How the fuck could I have been such an idiot?

      “Faster, Doctor. Faster!”

      I bit down into her neck as my balls pulled up into my body. Her pussy juices were dripping down my balls, smelling of fish and rank meat. I slammed into her, my dick sloshing around inside her body, and right on time, I saw her hand snake between our bodies. She flicked her clit, her hips grinding down into me as my legs began to stutter. Finally, her pussy was fluttering enough to clamp down on me good, and I pulled out as I began spraying my hot come all along the bathroom stall.

      “No, no, no. Come back. Please.”

      I panted into her neck as I released her skin. I kissed down her tits one last time before I set her down onto her feet and began stuffing myself into my pants. She stood there flabbergasted, probably wondering how the fuck I could possibly leave her like this, and before I could get out of the stall, I heard a thunderous crack before a heated sting painted the side of my cheek.

      I watched that fake woman with her fake tits and her wilted pussy shift her skirt around as she walked out of the bathroom, and I was left with nothing but her disgusting smell and my memories.

      My life was pathetic.
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