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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. 

“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.
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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
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