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I didn't go see Max before our next appointment. I had thought about it. I had found myself thinking about dropping by unannounced, gambling with whether or not he would be there. More than once, I had pulled up our text thread to stare at it, watching the little cursor blink in the empty text box.

I just couldn't figure out what to say. "I miss you"? "I can't wait three whole weeks to see you"? Everything I came up with felt too needy or clingy. I didn't know how to ask to see him without sounding inappropriately attached.

I told myself that he was too old for me, anyway. That it was better to not even entertain the idea of pursuing him.

But he wasn't that old, maybe thirty-five to my twenty-seven years. Did it really even matter that much?

I sighed through my nose as I slid into the car. I tossed a clean pair of pants and underwear into the passenger seat. As hot as Max thought me wearing my cum home was, it was miserable. I shivered at the memory of the drying, itchy fabric clinging to my skin.

The sign was off when I arrived, and I wondered if he had intentionally scheduled this appointment for after hours again. I bit my lip, trying not to read too much into it.

Max was waiting for me when I entered, looking up from the coffee table book he was flipping through. There was something in his eyes that wasn't there the first time I had walked into this building. Something hot and intense, like the blue part of a flame.

"Hey," he said softly as he set the book aside and rose to his feet, that same kind smile on his face.

"Hi," I said, a little awkwardly. I didn't know exactly where we stood now.

"You didn't come see me," he said as he walked over to me. I chewed the inside of my cheek.

"Couldn't think of what to say."

"Couldn't think of what to say, or didn't feel like you could say it?" he asked.

What the fuck?

Was I really that transparent?

"Does it matter?" I asked, trying to dodge the question. His grin widened, and I knew that I was caught.

"What did you want to say to me, doll?" He was standing too close, his warm breath ghosting over my cheek.

I swallowed. "Um, ah, I—I don't—"

"Hmm? Don't what?" he goaded.

"It's not...it's too much."

"Try me."

I shivered at the challenge in his voice.

"I—" I broke off, trying to figure out what to even say. "I-I wanted to say that I...that I wanted to see you again. To grab a coffee or something. Anything. And that I couldn't stop thinking about that first session."

His breath stuttered in my ear.

"That's not too much, doll," he murmured, "because I couldn't get it out of my head, either."

"Oh," I breathed. Some tension left my body. "I thought I was just..."

"Insane? Obsessive?"

"Something like that."

He stepped back, leaving me cold without his body heat radiating against me.

"Do you want to get started?" Max asked, his voice professional again. The sudden switch-up caught me off guard.

"What?" My head was full of fog. Max chuckled.

"With your tattoo. Do you want to head to the room so I can finish it?"

"Oh. Right. Uh, yeah."

"Are you okay?" That concerned look was back. It made my heart throb in my chest.

"Yeah, s-sorry, just...wasn't expecting all of that," I admitted sheepishly, rubbing the back of my neck.

"I'm sorry," Max said, and I could feel him pulling back. "We can—"

"No! It's fine," I cut in quickly. "I...I liked it."

He relaxed a little.

"Yeah?" A smile tugged at his lips.

"Yeah," I said, a little breathlessly.

"You like it when I stand too close and make you tell me what I want to hear?"

"Jesus."

His smirk widened. "Come on, doll." He took a few steps backwards to make sure I was following before turning around.

He turned to face me when we got to the room. His cart was already set up and ready to go this time. He gave me a slow once-over that set my blood on fire.

He cleared his throat. "So, just before we proceed, do you want to go back to maintaining professional boundaries?"

I gaped at him. "What?" I couldn't keep the incredulity out of my voice. Was he seriously asking me that after looking at me like that, after everything that was said in the lobby?

He laughed. "Look, I just want to double check before this goes any further. It's my ass on the line if I misinterpret anything."

I nodded. "Okay. Well, no. I don't."

Heat flared in his eyes. "Me neither."

My breath caught as he stepped close to me again.

"Can I...?" he trailed off, and my heart stuttered in my chest when his fingers grazed the hem of my tank top. I bit my lip and nodded.

"Yeah," I whispered hoarsely. I almost moaned as his fingertips brushed the skin above my waistband, shuddering beneath the touch. Our eyes met as he slipped his hands under the fabric, pressing his palms flat against my abdomen. His hands seared my skin as he slowly trailed his fingers up my ribs, sliding my shirt up with his movements. I moaned, eyelids fluttering, as his rough hands dragged across my nipples.

"Oh, God," I whimpered. His gaze locked on mine as he slowly moved back down, making my body twitch as he reached the sensitive skin of my stomach again. "Max, please..." I closed my eyes and hung my head back, stupidly overwhelmed by the light touches. He stroked my nipples, intentionally this time, coaxing more moans and whimpers from me. It had never been like this before. Someone taking my shirt off had never been so...erotic, so involved. I had never had someone touch me like they were worshipping me, like I was something precious. Valuable.

"Lift your arms, sweetheart." Max's voice had to travel through the cotton filling my brain. I blinked at him hazily before obeying. Just as reverently, he pulled my shirt off the rest of the way.

He tossed it somewhere I couldn't bring myself to care about. His eyes finally left mine to skim the length of my naked torso. I couldn't breathe as his palms skated over my heated flesh, devouring me with his eyes and hands as if he were trying to memorize every detail.

"Fucking gorgeous," he breathed. "God, baby."

"R-really?" I was drunk under his attention.

"Of course."

My heart skipped at the way he said it. As if anything else were unthinkable, as if I were a fool for doubting it. My hands found their way to the nape of his neck, winding my fingers through the soft hairs at the back of his head. His hands settled around my waist as I tilted his face up to mine.

For a moment, we just stood there, eyes locked, barely breathing. I could see every speckle in his irises, every individual eyelash. His eyes flicked down to my lips before bouncing back up to mine. I let my own eyes trail down to his full, soft mouth, and I was certain the desire was etched across my face.

With a ragged breath, I closed my eyes. As if magnetically drawn to him, I pressed my mouth to his, pulling his body against mine. He let out a sharp gasp as our lips met. The contact lingered for a long moment before he leaned into me with a soft moan. It started soft and slow, a flame that gradually consumed me as our lips moved together. Stealing my breath as I moaned into his mouth.

Then I scraped my teeth over his bottom lip with a playful little purr, and his control snapped.

He wrapped his arms around me, crushing me against him and swallowing my surprised yelp. I melted into him with a moan as his hard cock rubbed against me through our jeans. His tongue pried at the seam of my mouth, strong and demanding, until I gave in with a gasp. He was practically holding me up at that point, and I moaned when he wedged a knee between my thighs. His hips rolled into mine as he devoured me. I couldn't help rocking against his leg, riding his thigh as he took me apart bit by bit. I'd never been so utterly possessed by another person as I did now, with Max bruising my mouth. I moaned like a whore as he sucked on my tongue, humping him and chasing my orgasm.

We both gasped for air as he ripped his mouth from mine. His ragged breaths echoed in my ear as our bodies moved together.

"Oh God, oh God, oh God," I chanted under my
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