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Chapter 1
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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. 
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