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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

      

    


Dr. Camille Hart had a rule: never fuck your clients.

But rules were funny things. They sounded so rigid in textbooks, so noble on paper. But in real life? Real life was messier. Hungrier. And when Jace Carter walked into her office for the first time, soaked in confidence and sweat from the August heat, every part of Camille’s body whispered the same thing:

Break the rule.

She was already thirty minutes into her lunch break when he knocked.

Three quick taps on the frosted glass.

She looked up from her half-finished salad and iced green tea, annoyed and curious in equal measure. No appointments were scheduled until 2:00. Most of her patients didn’t knock like that. They sulked, shuffled, fidgeted. Jace walked in like he owned the place.

He was taller than she expected. Six-two, maybe six-three. Tanned, lean, with that restless energy college athletes always carried — like they could break into a sprint or a fistfight without warning. He wore a faded T-shirt that clung to his chest like it was holding on for dear life, a duffel bag slung over one shoulder.

"Dr. Hart?" he asked, flashing a grin. “You take walk-ins?”

Camille set her fork down and leaned back in her chair, letting her eyes slide over him just long enough to be inappropriate.

"Only if you're bleeding or having a full-blown breakdown," she said coolly. "Which one are you?"

"Bit of both."

She arched a brow.

He nodded toward the certificate behind her. "You’re the one who specializes in trauma, right? PTSD, addiction, all that deep-shit stuff?"

"That’s me."

He hesitated. "You got thirty minutes?"

"I charge for sixty."

"Then give me sixty."

Something in his tone was half-challenge, half-plea. Camille studied him — the tightness in his jaw, the restless hands, the guarded way he scanned the room. His cocky exterior was cracked, just enough for her to glimpse something broken underneath.

She stood, brushing invisible crumbs from her pencil skirt. "Fine. Sit."

He dropped onto the couch like he’d been waiting all day for permission.

Camille picked up her tablet, opened a new client file.

"Name?"

"Jace Carter."

"Age?"

"Twenty-two."

"Reason for the visit?"

He gave a humorless chuckle. "Where do I start?"

"Wherever hurts the most."

His eyes met hers — warm brown, intense, unreadable.

"Depends how honest you want me to be."

She smiled. "Try me."

***
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He told her everything.

Not right away, of course. He danced around it at first — jokes, deflections, smart-ass remarks about his ex and the rehab center his parents paid for. But Camille had a way of drawing things out without asking directly. A small nod here. A quiet mmhmm there. Her voice was low and even, a velvet thread pulling secrets out of him without force.

By the end of the session, he’d confessed to everything but murder.

And maybe even that too, the way his voice caught when he talked about his best friend OD’ing last winter.

Camille didn’t flinch. Didn’t judge. Just listened.

When the hour was up, he stood and looked down at her with something between admiration and something darker. Something she couldn’t name yet.

"You’re not like the others," he said.

"Others?"

"Therapists. People. Whatever." He scratched the back of his neck, suddenly sheepish. "You see through bullshit. I like that."

Camille gave a polite nod. "That’s the job."

"You free Friday?"
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