
Good Boy

By Scarlett Bradshaw

‘GOOD BOY’ by Scarlett Bradshaw

© 2026 ALL RIGHTS RESERVED


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

GOOD BOY

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

GOOD BOY

[image: ]


The day that David met Jane, his whole life changed. There was just something about her that immediately drew him right in. It was like stepping precariously off the highest diving board at his community pool, and falling down, down, down. His heart in his throat, everything topsy turvy, as he flew through the air. And sinking under the cool, deep water – not certain for a second or two which way was up or down. That was what it felt like to David, when he’d fallen madly in love with Jane two months ago. 

To him, she was a goddess. Jane’s beautiful long, blonde curls tumbled over her shoulders. Her face was pale, dotted with a few stray freckles. And she had a small scar over her eye, though it didn’t detract from her beauty in any way. If anything, it made her even more enchanting. David was head over heels in love with her, ever since day one. 

They’d met at a house party. It was the kind of gathering where people hovered, moving around the party, pretending to be busier than they were. Some of them were quite pretentious, talking up a big game about their successful careers, their growing families, their relationships. David had no time for any of those people. They weren’t genuine; they were fake as hell. The party was a bust, and he was contemplating whether or not to just walk right out. This wasn’t his scene; he barely knew any of the people at the party. They were friends of friends, barely acquaintances. 

At first, David had wandered around the party, listening to snippets of conversation swirling around him, as he slowly sipped his drink. And then, he saw Jane. She had been sitting cross legged on the floor, cradling a mug of tea. Jane was petting a small brown dog that didn’t seem to belong to anyone in particular. The dog stared up at her with a look of pure reverence, its eyebrows raised slightly. David could understand that look immediately, because she was truly stunning. David noticed the way she listened – really listened – even to an animal that could not answer her back in words. Jane was sweet talking the dog, whispering quietly to him as she sipped her tea. 

David was eager to know her, and so he’d gone and sat near Jane and the dog. He reached out, petting the dog’s shaggy fur. She glanced up at him, smiling at David, her dimple making a quick appearance. 

“Hi.” 

“Who’s your furry friend?” David asked. 

“This is Bradley,” Jane said, showing him the little jangly tag on the dog’s collar. “I don’t know whose dog he is. I found him sitting here, all on his lonesome. But he’s a charming little fellow.” 

“Yes, he is,” David said, with a smile. “He’s really cute.” 

“I’m Jane, by the way.” 

“David.” 

As they continued talking, David and Jane learned that they had a few friends in common. They were both on the fringes of each other’s social circles, never quite reaching each other. But now that he’d met her, David knew that he was going to try and keep her in his life. Jane laughed with her whole body, and she always listened intently, like she meant it. That was just a few of the many things that David loved about her. When she touched his arm, it felt deliberate, as if she was saying stay without words. David had never been good at staying. He had spent most of his life upright and careful, performing competence like a duty. With her, the performance slipped. David had not expected love to feel like relief. She was his person. He felt safe with her. 

David had figured that falling in love was like how it was portrayed on TV – sparks flying, fireworks, heart eyes. All sorts of drama – the level of intensity that left marks you wore like proof. What he found with Jane was quieter and somehow deeper, like setting something heavy down after carrying it too far. With Jane, it was like everything was just right. He could be himself around her. 

They’d stayed up all night talking that night at the party. And afterwards, when things were winding down, Jane had invited him over to her place. David had eagerly followed after her, like a lovesick puppy. She’d laughed, as they walked hand-in-hand down the dark street, pausing a few times to kiss under the streetlights. 

They’d slept together that night, the first of many times. It was bliss. David knew that this was what heaven felt like, as he’d slowly eased into her. She’d clung to him, fingers pressing into his upper arms – hard enough to leave marks. But he didn’t care; he relished the pain. David’s hips moved rhythmically, as he fucked her long, and slow, and deep. They went at it for hours, until the room stank of sex. 

He wanted to learn every inch of her. David began kissing her shoulders, her collarbones, working his way down her body. He licked the salty sweat collected on her skin, savouring the taste. David paid close attention to her apple-sized breasts, drawing each of her small nipples into his mouth, sucking greedily on the hardened nubs. He kneaded her soft breasts with his hands, pulling the nipple away from her body with his teeth, before finally releasing them. 

David slowly used the flat of his tongue to draw long lines down Jane’s flat stomach, pausing for a few seconds at her navel, before moving onto her slim hips. He was like a man praying at the alter, reverently worshiping the woman of his dreams. And slowly, ever so slowly, David moved down to between her legs. He nuzzled his face against her soft inner thighs, inhaling deeply, the scent of their combined lovemaking juices that seeped out of her was wildly intoxicating. David languidly licked her puffy pink lips, digging in between them with the tip of his long tongue. Jane moaned, her hands on the back of his head, pressing him tightly against her mound. David smiled, putting his tongue to good use, enjoying just how much he was able to get her off with just his mouth. She was creamy and delicious, the taste sweet on his tongue, as Jane came repeatedly. She shuddered, her body tensing up, wrapping one leg around him, drawing him even closer. Jane cried out in ecstasy, gripping him tight. 

Afterwards, when they lay together under her flowered duvet, David curled up against Jane. He knew that they had all the time in the world. Jane talked to him, asking questions that had space inside them. What do you like to do when no one is watching? What makes you feel safe? He found himself answering honestly, which startled him. David was used to being agreeable, not truthful. But with Jane, he didn’t want to withhold anything. He wanted her to know him inside and out, for her to know every little thing about him. 

That one night wasn’t a fluke; they both had a deep affection for each other. Jane and David found themselves meeting up for breakfasts, sharing pancakes and fruit bowls. They went on long walks, taking in the leaves changing colour, and the birds flying in V formations above them. David would quicken his step to match her stride, eager to follow her to the ends of the earth. All she had to do was ask. They would often fall into comfortable silence, perfectly at ease in each other’s presence. And when Jane would lean against his shoulder, David felt his heart soar. She was his everything. 

The days and weeks ticked by so quickly, as they spent the majority of their time together. David wasn’t used to his relationship lasting that long; he was doing everything he could to be a loving, devoted boyfriend. He didn’t want to mess things up with her. 

Two months into their relationship, Jane decided to talk to him about something important – and their talk would lead to a huge shift in their relationship. That evening, as they sat together on the couch, the TV quietly playing, Jane glanced over at him. The rain ticked against the windows, but it was otherwise a fairly quiet moment. 

“There’s something I like,” Jane said calmly, with a sweet smile. She paused the TV show, so there would be no distractions. “There’s this fantasy of mine that I’ve always wanted to explore further. If it’s not your thing, I understand completely. But I just want to tell you what I’m into.” 

David had shared a few of his own fantasies with her over the past two months, so it was hardly out of the blue for her to share this sort of thing with them. Everyone has fantasies, has different preferences. Some of it was more widely accepted than others. David was curious where this was going. There was a strong element of trust between them, and David smiled back at her, his arm around her.  

“I like play,” she said. “Not games. Play. Sometimes I like someone to pretend they’re my puppy.”

Jane stared at David, watching his expression carefully, trying to decide if she should explain further – or if she needed to retreat back into silence. David thought over what she was saying, and then his smile widened. Not because he understood it, but because he felt invited instead of tested. A puppy. That was definitely something new. Not that he was opposed to it – far from it! Jane reached out, and took his hand in her own. 

Jane continued talking to him, carefully explaining herself to him. She talked about how the idea of having her partner pretend to be a puppy came from a place of love, and trust. She made it clear that his comfort mattered more than the fantasy. The idea helped her feel grounded, and Jane liked how it let her express care without performance. 

“A puppy,” he repeated, still mulling it over in his mind. “That really is something.” 

“Happy. Loyal. On the floor sometimes. Taken care of.” She shrugged. “It’s about trust for me.”

Trust. The word landed warm. David thought about how tired he was of always
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