
Good Boy

By Cassandra Vayne

​

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Copyright to Cassandra Vayne 2017

Cover design by LaLimaDesign 



  	
	    
	      Also by Cassandra Vayne

	    

      
	    
          
	      College Shifter

          
        
          
	          The Wolf's Roommate

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Incubus Dreams

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 1

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 2

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 3

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 4

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mythical Heat

          
        
          
	          Dragon Offering

          
        
          
	          A Virgin for the Forest God

          
        
          
	          Medusa's Guest

          
        
          
	          The Summoner

          
        
          
	          Insomnia

          
        
          
	          Bride of the Demon

          
        
          
	          The Mating Service

          
        
          
	          The Huntress

          
        
          
	          The Thief

          
        
          
	          Reunion With A Fae

          
        
          
	          The Hazing

          
        
          
	          Her Gargoyle Guard

          
        
          
	          Summoning the Merman

          
        
          
	          The Cult

          
        
          
	          Inconvenient Rut

          
        
          
	          Saved by the Undine

          
        
          
	          The Wildcat's Prize

          
        
          
	          Last Hunt

          
        
          
	          Witch's Forest

          
        
          
	          The New Thing

          
        
          
	          Last Spacewalk

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Good Boy

          
        
          
	          Fylgja

          
        
          
	          The Inheritance

          
        
          
	          Prey

          
        
          
	          Ink and Pom-Poms

          
        
          
	          A Flash of Scale

          
        
          
	          Trail Run

          
        
          
	          Forest's Patience: A Paranormal Lesbian Romance

          
        
          
	          A Dance for the Warlord

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A M/F Collection

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A F/F Collection

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A M/M Collection

          
        
          
	          Moving Forward

          
        
          
	          The Selkie's Librarian

          
        
          
	          The Assignment: A M/M Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Trying Denial: A F/M Erotic Short Story

          
        
          
	          First Time Alone: A Solo Erotic Short Story

          
        
          
	          Stress Relief: A M/M/F Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Long Distance Call: A F/F Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Chest Challenge: A M/M Erotic Short

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Cassandra Vayne’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Good Boy

About the Author

I take my first calming breath when the collar settles around my neck. The weight is familiar, simple, and sends most of my blood down between my legs. The world makes sense again. No stress, no grief, no pain... Unless I want it.

“Eyes on me, pet.” Her voice is tattered lace, worn down by a two pack a day vice I normally despise. I pick a spot between her hawkish nose and round lips, not daring to look her in the eye. My ass is still sore from making that mistake last week. After a final tug on the collar, she lets it drop, the gentle tinkling of the metal ring and the creak of well-worn leather sending a rush of excitement through me and my cock strains against the stainless steel ring around my shaft and balls.

“Have we remembered our lesson from our last session?” Mistress sings, circling me. Despite the heat of the room and of her naked body, I shiver.

“Yes, Mistress.” With every ache and welt, I remember. I am to keep my eyes on my Mistress but never look her in the eyes. If I look at the floor, she cannot properly see my suffering.

I watch her sit in the oak chair across the room, sauntering over to it so every step is a blow to my cock. The half cup, deep purple bra pushes the hard nipples of her teacup breasts, making a delightful show of the only garment Mistress deigns to wear. She hooks one leg over the armrest to expose her sex to me. Unlike the rest of her lanky frame, her pussy is plump and fleshy, lots to nibble and bite and I would do so without being ordered.

But not before I crawl to her. My gaze on my reward, I crawl across the hardwood floor, dripping a trail of frustration in my wake. My back aches to straighten and I ignore the sweaty hair that falls into my eyes. When I kneel at her feet, Mistress smoothes them back to join their chestnut brothers against my head. With nothing long enough in the back to pull on, Mistress shoves her palm flat against my neck to cover my face with her juices.

“Lap it up good, beast. Do a good job and I may remove your ring before you leave.”

Mistress is shaved on her outer lips with a star-shaped patch of curls right above the top of her slit. It straddles the rise of her pubis and the swollen clit like a guiding light. “Insert tongue here,” it tells me, and I do so. I balance the very tip on my tongue as prelude and her gasp of pleasure sends me diving into her hole.

I feel the sting of a cat-o-nine-tails on my back, ordering me to slow. But her quaking thighs and rush of cooze keep me exactly where I am; lapping up the mess as she makes it, on my knees with
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