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The phone rang, shattering the quiet of my dimly lit apartment. I glanced at the clock—11:47 PM. Who the hell calls at this hour? I was in sweatpants, a worn T-shirt, hair sticking up in a dozen directions. The therapist hat was off, tucked away in the closet alongside my suit jackets and ties. Tonight, I was just Dr. Aiden Roberts. Husband. Homebody. Exhausted.

Beside me, in the other room, Emily’s steady breathing rose and fell, undisturbed. She could sleep through almost anything, but the shrillness of the ringtone still made me wince. I snatched up the phone before it could wake her.

The caller ID flashed Greg’s name, and my stomach tightened. Greg. Again.

“Hello?” My voice was rough, sleep-fogged, and I couldn’t hide the edge of annoyance. Greg had been a client for months, and while I’d grown used to his late-night calls, they were getting harder to excuse.

“Dr. Roberts... I’m sorry, I know it’s late, but I need to see you. Now.” His voice was shaky, desperate. I could almost see him pacing, his hands twisting the fabric of his sleeves. Greg was always wound tight, but tonight he sounded like he was unraveling completely.

I rubbed my temples. “Greg, it’s almost midnight. Can’t this wait until tomorrow?”

“No. Please. I can’t... I can’t wait. I’m falling apart here.”

I hesitated. The clinic was only a ten-minute drive, but the bed was warm, my wife asleep, and my body begged me to ignore the call. Still, there was something in Greg’s voice tonight—a raw, exposed vulnerability I’d never heard before. Against my better judgment, I relented.

“Fine. But this is highly irregular, Greg. You know that, right?”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

The line went dead before I could respond. I stared at the phone, my pulse quickening. This was a mistake. I knew it. But Greg had been a repeat client, and something about his tone tonight felt different. More urgent. More... desperate.

I pull on a pair of jeans and a clean shirt, grab my keys, and step out into the cool night air. The quiet streets blur past as I drive, my thoughts circling the same question: why Greg? Why does his voice get under my skin in a way no one else’s does?

The clinic is dark when I arrive, the waiting room silent and eerie in its stillness. I flip on the lights, and the harsh fluorescent glare floods the space, making it feel sterile, too bright, too exposed. For a moment I almost prefer the dark.

I lock the door behind me, the metallic click echoing in the empty hallway. The sound feels final, sealing me in. A strange anticipation prickles at the edges of my nerves—an awareness I don’t want to name, a sense that tonight with Greg will be different. Not necessarily wrong. But not entirely right, either.

Minutes later, a hesitant knock breaks the silence. I pause at the door, take a steadying breath, and smooth the front of my shirt before opening it.

Greg stands in the hallway, shoulders hunched, his face pale and drawn. His eyes are rimmed red, the raw evidence of tears still clinging to him. He looks nothing like the controlled, composed man who usually steps into my office. Tonight, his wrinkled button-down and faded jeans hang loosely on him, the polish stripped away, leaving only something unguarded—something exposed.

“Come in,” I say quietly, stepping aside. My tone is calm, professional, but inside, my pulse stirs in a way I can’t explain. As he brushes past me, I catch the faint scent of his cologne, dulled and worn from the day, and it lands heavier than it should. There’s a charge in the air, a tension that wasn’t here before.

The waiting room feels different tonight—too small, too close. I flick on the lamp in my office, its amber glow softening the edges of the room. Shadows crawl across the walls, and the air seems to press in around us.

Greg lowers himself onto the edge of the couch, his posture taut, hands clasped so tightly in his lap that his knuckles blanch. He stares down at the floor as if holding himself together by sheer force of will.

I sit opposite him, sliding into the chair I’ve occupied a thousand times before, yet tonight it feels unfamiliar. The notebook and pen in my hand—the usual tools of distance and order—suddenly feel inadequate, flimsy even, like a paper shield between us. For the first time, I’m aware of how fragile the line is between my role as Dr. Roberts, the professional, and the unsettling undercurrent I can’t quite name.

“What’s going on, Greg?” I ask, keeping my tone gentle. “You sounded... upset on the phone.”

He takes a shuddering breath, his eyes fixed on his hands. “I don’t know who I am anymore,” he admits, voice trembling. “It feels like I’ve been living a lie—like I’ve been playing a part that doesn’t fit me. And I can’t keep it up. Not here. Not with you.”

My chest tightens. Greg has always been cautious with his words, guarded in a way that made every admission feel hard-won. But tonight, his restraint is gone, stripped away to something raw and trembling.

“I can’t do this anymore, Dr. Roberts. I can’t keep pretending.”

A pulse of unease moves through me. “Pretending what?” I ask, though part of me dreads the answer.

Greg lifts his gaze, and when his eyes meet mine, the force of it makes the room feel smaller. His stare holds something desperate, something I can almost taste in the air between us. “I’ve been lying to myself. Every time I sit here, I tell myself it’s fine, that I can push it down. But it’s not fine. I can’t push it down anymore.”

I lean forward slightly, my voice quieter now. “Greg... what are you trying to push down?”

His fists tighten on his knees, his body rigid, as if the words themselves might break him apart. “It’s not just stress or panic attacks. It’s me. Who I am. What I want.” He swallows hard, his voice cracking. “And what I want... is you.”

The words hang in the air, electric. He leans forward, eyes locked on mine, his voice dropping to a hoarse whisper. “I want you, Dr. Roberts. I’ve wanted you since the first time I walked into this office. I tried to fight it, tried to bury it, but it’s there. It’s always there. And I can’t pretend anymore.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. My heart hammers in my chest, my mind racing. This is wrong. So wrong. But even as I remind myself of that truth, a slow heat coils low in my body, thick and undeniable. My cock stirs traitorously at the sound of his voice, at the raw hunger etched into every word.

I clear my throat, steadying myself. “Greg—listen. I hear what you’re saying. And while... it’s flattering, I need you to understand something.” My voice comes out firmer than I feel. “I have a wife at home. I’m straight. This—what you’re feeling—it’s natural in therapy sometimes. We call it transference. You’re vulnerable, you’re connecting, and it gets confused. But it doesn’t mean this is real.”

Greg shakes his head, his jaw tightening. “Don’t do that. Don’t turn this into a textbook definition just to make it easier for you. I know the difference, Dr. Roberts. This isn’t me confusing comfort for desire. This is me wanting you. Needing you.”

My chest tightens. His gaze doesn’t waver, and I feel pinned beneath it. I grip the arm of my chair, knuckles white. “Greg, you’re my client. That line cannot be crossed.”

But he leans forward, closing the space between us, his voice dropping low. “You can say you’re straight. You can say you’ve got a wife. But your body’s telling me something else. You felt it just now, didn’t you? That spark. That pull.”

My pulse stutters, heat rushing through me. He shouldn’t know. He can’t know. And yet... the look in his eyes says he does.

Greg rises suddenly, the movement sharp enough to make my breath catch. His eyes never leave mine as his fingers tug at the hem of his shirt. In one motion, he pulls it over his head and lets it fall to the floor.

The lamplight cuts across his body—taut muscle, a broad chest, the kind of sculpted form that speaks of discipline and control. Except there’s nothing controlled about the way he’s showing it to me now. His chest rises and falls, each breath deliberate, almost daring.

I swallow hard, the sound loud in the silence. “Greg...” I manage, though the word cracks halfway out.

He takes a step closer, a faint smirk ghosting his lips. “Admit it,” he says softly, almost coaxing. “You like what you see.” His hands drift over his own chest, lingering too long, his movements slow and intentional.

My body betrays me—heat curling, pressure building low despite every rational thought screaming against it. I shift in my chair, but it’s useless. He sees it. He knows.

Greg leans back slightly, his shoulders squaring, every muscle flexing under the dim light as if he’s presenting himself for judgment. The air between us is charged, dangerous, and I can feel my grip on control slipping, second by second.

Greg takes another step forward, close enough that the warmth of his body brushes against mine. The air feels heavier, charged, like the room itself is holding its breath.

I shift back instinctively, but his presence follows—unyielding, insistent. His hand lifts, hovers for a moment as though he’s testing me, then lands lightly on the arm of my chair. The contact is nothing more than a whisper, but it sends a current straight through me.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” he murmurs, his voice low, almost a growl. His other hand drags slowly across his chest, each movement deliberate
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