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  Chapter 1


I don’t know what I expected from a therapeutic stress-relief appointment—maybe incense? Some earthy music? Something soft and clinical, like every other wellness service I’ve tried and hated. Definitely not my thighs clenching when the receptionist hands me a headset with a tiny smile like he knows something I don’t. 
This was supposed to be professional. A reset. A little therapy and aftercare—a break from the endless grind of college, where every assignment feels like a noose tightening around my neck. I tell myself that on the way in and again when I strip down and slide into the robe. By the time I’m sitting on the padded bench while my heart races and my hands shake, I know I’m lying.
Because I didn’t book this appointment just to relax. I booked it to be wrecked.
The second the audio clicks on, I know I’m in trouble.
“Good girl,” the voice says—deep and calm, and he’s already burned into my brain.
My stomach flips. My thighs squeeze together. I’m wet. I can feel it already, sticky against my skin. But there’s something else, something that makes my breath hitch. The voice sounds familiar. Too familiar. It sounds like Landon.
No. I shake my head, pushing the thought away. It’s just wishful thinking. Landon wouldn’t be here, wouldn’t be part of this. He’s my brother’s best friend, not some disembodied voice in a stress-relief app. I’m being ridiculous.
“That’s it. Relax your shoulders. Deep breath in…hold…and let it go. You’re already doing so well.”
I close my eyes and breathe like he says, but it doesn’t help. I’m already spiraling. Already imagining what it would feel like if that voice belonged to Landon, the man I’ve been fantasizing about for months, standing behind me and ready to take me apart.
“Strong hands. A firm grip. Heat across your skin. You’ll get praise when you obey. Correction when you don’t. But don’t worry about that yet.”
My breath catches. Correction. Fuck.
“You don’t have to pretend anymore. Not here. Not with me. You don’t have to be perfect. Or strong. You don’t even have to think.”
Tears prick my eyes. My chest is too tight.
“Feel your robe against your skin. The weight of your body. The heat building between your thighs. You’re wet, aren’t you?”
I flinch, cheeks blazing, like he can see me.
“That’s good. That means you’re honest. Your body knows what it wants, even if you’re too scared to admit it.”
I’m practically dripping. How did this audio know? 
“No one’s ever touched you the way you need. No one’s seen you. Not the real you. But I will. And I’ll make sure you never forget it.”
I whimper, biting my lip. My nipples are tight peaks against the robe. My fingers dig into the bench beneath me, trying to stay grounded. I know the audio isn’t talking about my virginity, but it might as well be. I’ve never had sex before, and yet I’m getting hot and bothered by this voice. 
“You’re not weak for craving this. You’re not broken. You’re soft. And soft things should be held. Kept. Used.”
Another tear slips down my cheek. I don’t wipe it away.
“You don’t have to earn anything here. All you have to do is listen. Obey. Let go.”
I suck in a breath, my whole body buzzing. Let go? Oh God, that sounds so wonderful. 
“But let’s be honest. You didn’t come here just for stress relief…did you?”
I shake my head before I even realize I’ve moved.
“You came because you want to be used.”
The words hit me, and I almost gasp. He’s speaking my deepest, darkest yearning. How is this possible?
“You want someone to break you open. To push you until your mind goes quiet. To strip you down to nothing and call it beautiful.”
A broken noise escapes my lips. At this rate, I’m going to be a blubbering mess just from the audio. 
“You want to be told how to kneel. When to beg. How to come. You want to be ruined.”
I do. God, I do.
“You’ll beg for me soon. You’ll show me how ready you are. And I’ll decide what happens next.”
I want what the voice is promising so much that I’m shaking. 
“Now, stand up.”
I rise on unsteady legs.
“Turn around. Bend over. Elbows on the cushion. Spread your legs.”
I move like I’m dreaming.
“That’s it. Good girl.”
The robe slips open. My ass is bare. My thighs part. I’ve never felt so exposed. Or so ready.
“Don’t move. Don’t speak. The next voice you hear…will be mine.”
The audio clicks off. And everything inside me stills.






  
  Chapter 2


I don’t have time to think before there’s a knock. Then the doorknob turns, and I freeze. He’s here. 
The door shuts with a quiet click, followed by heavy, purposeful footsteps that send adrenaline rushing through my veins. And then—
“Good girl.”
That voice. Low. Warm. Confident.
Familiar.
My stomach flips so hard I almost lose my balance. I know that voice. Deeper than I remember, rougher around the edges, but the cadence…
No. There’s no way it’s really him. My brain is whirling. Between the stress and the arousal and that voice in the headset, my body’s caught in some kind of fantasy loop.
He moves closer, and that’s when it hits me. The scent. Warm skin, spice, sandalwood—and something darker underneath. Something him.
Landon. My brother’s best friend.
It’s been months. Since the start of the semester. Eight, maybe nine months since he came home for that long weekend, helped move furniture, wore that sleeveless shirt that made me want to crawl into his lap and ride him until I passed out. I’d never responded to a guy like that before, and I told myself I was being stupid.
I spent the whole day pretending not to blush. Pretending I wasn’t watching his forearms flex every time he lifted something. Pretending I didn’t notice the way he looked at me like he knew exactly what I was thinking. It can’t be him.
But what if it is him? My heart slams against my ribs as a warm hand settles between my shoulder blades—firm and steady. 
“Breathe,” he says.
That voice sends lightning up my spine. I close my eyes, and let the fantasy overtake me. It’s not him. It’s just a guy with the same voice. The same scent. The same size and strength and overwhelming presence. But God—I want it to be him.
“Before we begin,” he says, “your safeword is ‘amber.’ Say it anytime, and I stop. No questions. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” I whisper, already breathless.
He continues. “I’ll check in occasionally and ask you what color. Say ‘green’ if you’re still doing good and want me to continue.”
“Okay,” I peep out, more turned on than I’ve ever been in my entire life.
“Good. Let’s start nice and slow.”
Fabric rustles behind me. I feel the soft pull of my robe as it’s peeled back. Cool air licks at my exposed skin. Then his palm lands on one ass cheek—firm and warm—and I shiver. 
“Breathe for me, babygirl. Just like in the audio.”
Then—
Smack.
A soft, measured slap. Not painful. More like a warning. Or a promise.
Another. Then another. My breath hitches. The sting barely registers before warmth rushes in behind it, low and thick in my belly.
“Color?” he checks, voice close.
“Green.”
The next strike is sharper. My moan slips out before I can stop it.
“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Let it out. You’re doing so fucking good.”
He builds a rhythm, but he’s not cruel. It’s just enough to drive me insane. The pain layers with pleasure until the difference doesn’t matter.
My hips move on their own, grinding against nothing. My clit throbs. I’m soaked—embarrassingly wet—and I might come just from this. 
His hand smooths over my skin, then comes down again. And again.
I’m lost in my fantasy of it being Landon doing this to me, fulfilling my darkest fantasy. I pant. I shake. I fall apart. And then I break, moaning, “Landon…”
His hand freezes, and there’s silence before he slowly pulls away. “What did you just say?”
I jerk upright. My robe slips down my arms and pools at my feet as I turn towards him. His eyes meet mine. It’s really him. 
His face goes pale. “Holy shit,” he breathes. “Natalie?”
Ice and fire rush through my veins as my body responds to him.
He stumbles back like I burned him. “No, we can’t—fuck. This session’s over. You need to get dressed.”
“Wait,” I choke out, reaching for him. “Please don’t stop. I didn’t know it was you. I swear. I just…I need this.”
He stares at me, chest rising and falling like he’s run a marathon. “You didn’t know it was me,” he says, voice tight, “but you said my name?”
My mouth opens, then closes. I fumble. “I—I thought it sounded like you. I thought I was imagining it. Your voice made me think of you, and I let myself pretend. Just for a second.”
His jaw clenches. “So you were fantasizing that it was me spanking you?”
I nod, cheeks burning. “Yes.”
“Say it.”
“What?”
“Say what you were thinking.”
I squirm, and my throat’s suddenly dry. “That it was you spanking me, and…and fucking me.”
He clenches his jaw. “Jesus Christ.” Then he drags a hand over his face and turns like he’s going to walk away. “This session is over. This isn’t happening.”
“Please,” I whisper. “Please don’t stop. I’m so stressed. And you were helping. You made everything go quiet. I’ll be good. I’ll listen. I’ll take anything. Just don’t stop.”
He turns back, and his shoulders are tense. “You don’t know what you’re asking.”
But I do. “Then show me.”
He groans, and I can tell the moment he gives in. His hand fists in my hair. His body presses into mine. 
I finally look at him—really look at him—and holy fuck, he’s even hotter than I remember. Bigger. Broader. His button-down shirt stretches across thick muscles, and his sleeves are rolled to the elbows. I can’t stop staring at his forearms—tanned, dusted with dark hair, corded with strength. 
He moves like he knows exactly what he’s capable of. Like he’s used to people obeying. Like he doesn’t need to ask twice.
His jaw is sharp, dark stubble roughening the edges. His hair’s longer than I remember, swept back like he forgot to care and still looks good doing it. He has to be mid-thirties—too old for me, way too old. But I don’t care. I’ve never cared.
“You want to act like a little slut,” he growls into my ear. He grips my shoulder with one hand and spins me, pressing me firmly back over the bench. “You want me to fuck the stress out of you?”
A broken sound escapes me. “Yes—please. I need it. I need you.”
He growls and caresses my ass. It’s already hot from earlier, still tingling, and when his palm cracks against it again, I cry out, thighs jerking.
“Say it,” he snarls. 
Smack. 
“Say what you are.”
“I’m a slut,” I gasp. “A filthy little slut.”
“For who?”
“For you,” I moan. “Only you.”
He makes a sound low in his throat, tortured, like he’s still fighting it. But his hand doesn’t stop. “You wanted this? You used to lie awake thinking about it, didn’t you? Me bending you over, spanking you, filling you full of my cock?”
“Yes,” I sob, shaking. “I thought about you all the time. I used to touch myself thinking about you—being rough. Claiming me. Making me yours.”
It started that weekend before sophomore year. The second I saw him—those arms, that voice, that effortless dominance—I couldn’t stop. Maybe he wasn’t spanking me, but he’s been in my head ever since, and every time I reached between my legs.
He curses and lands another smack, harder this time. My body jerks. Wetness drips from me as my thighs tremble.
“You don’t even know what you’re asking for,” he growls. “You’re playing with fire.”
“Then burn me,” I whisper. “Use me. Please. I want it raw. I want it rough. I want your cum dripping out of me while I cry your name.”
He’s on me in a flash. Yanking my hips higher, spreading me wide. “You want to be bred like a needy little slut?”
The words slice straight through me—bright and filthy—and I know it’s true. I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. Holy fuck, I want him to really do it. 
“Yes,” I whimper. “Breed me. Make me yours. I want it. I want all of it.”
He snarls, “Mine,” and drops to his knees behind me. His fingers dig into my hips, and I feel his breath on my pussy just before his tongue swipes through my folds.
I nearly collapse.
“Already soaked. Fuck, Natalie.” He groans like I’m his first meal in days. His tongue moves more slowly, lapping through the mess I’m making. His stubble scrapes the inside of my thigh, and I moan shamelessly. I really am a little slut.
His hands lock onto my hips when my legs start to tremble. I rock back against his face, desperate for release.
“Stay still, babygirl,” he growls into my sensitive flesh. “I’m not done with you.”
He rises behind me, and the sound of him undoing his belt makes my core clench. I want his cock. I want him. I want everything he’s willing to give me. 
He rubs the head of his cock through my folds, slowly, as if he’s teasing me. “Last chance to back out,” he rasps.
“Don’t you fucking dare stop.”
He thrusts, and when I buck and cry out from pain, he pauses. “Fuck. Natalie…you’re a virgin? Are you okay, babygirl?”
My breath catches, and I mewl out, “Yes.”
His growl is raw and possessive. “Jesus. You’ve been saving this pussy for me. You let me take what no one else ever has.”
He pulls back, then slams into me. I scream—not from pain, but from everything. The stretch. The pleasure. The way he fills me like he was made to fit inside me.
“That’s it,” he pants. “Tight little virgin pussy. You’re mine now. Say it again.”
“Yours,” I cry. “Yours, Landon—fuck, I’m yours.”
He grips my shoulders and fucks me like he’s claiming territory. Every thrust drives me forward. I’m drooling. Crying. My orgasm hits fast and brutal, ripping through me so hard I collapse.
“Good fucking girl,” he grits. “Taking your first cock like a perfect little breeding slut.”
He drags me upright, chest to my back. One hand wraps around my throat. The other slides between my legs.
“You’re going to come for me again.”
“I—I can’t—“
“You will. You’ll come every time I say so.”
His fingers circle my clit. His cock pounds into me. I shatter again, screaming. The pleasure seems never ending. 
He spins me and lifts me onto the bench. My legs are useless, trembling, but he doesn’t let me fall. He just slams back inside me like he owns me.
“Look at me while I fuck you.” His eyes lock onto mine. Dark. Wild. Starving. “You’re going to take all of it. Because you’re mine now.”
He throws my leg over his shoulder and drives deeper. “You want me to breed you, babygirl? Knock you up so no one else can ever have you again?”
I’m so far gone I’m practically babbling. “Yes—yes—please. Please fill me up. I want to be yours. I want you inside me forever.”
He groans and slams into me one last time. When he comes, it’s deep—endless—ropes and ropes of hot, sticky cum. His cock twitches while he fills me up. 
And all I can think is ‘finally.’
But he doesn’t pull out. He stays buried, one big hand
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