
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SCENES

A BDSM Mixtape

by

persephone Posey

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: A logo with hands in a circle

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

© 2025 POSEY PROSEY

All rights reserved. 

Any nouns (persons, places, things, etc.) featured in this work are used and/or created with the deepest respect and love, but that does not necessarily make them true, or accurate to life. That does not make them analogous to any one person, place, or thing. Any resemblance to any real person, place, or thing is purely coincidental, and not meant to offend.

Pour mon Voleur, 

Maître de mon cœur, 

avec tout mon amour. 

C’est aussi Votre histoire, et merci beaucoup pour Votre aide constante.
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Amour,

Votre bonne fille

Based on a true story about love.

Hit play, don’t fast forward!
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	“Turn Me On” – Norah Jones

	“Starving” – Hailee Steinfeld, Grey, ft. Zedd

	“Lover” – Taylor Swift

	“Daydream” – The Lovin’ Spoonful

	“The Air That I Breathe” – The Hollies
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“Turn Me On”

Norah Jones

THAT DAY, SHE WAS WEARING His favorite house outfit, chosen by Him and given to her as a present just last week, to be worn on occasions when He wanted, or she needed, for her to be clothed at home. 

No matter which house outfit she wore – He had given her more than a few at this point, and she’d bought others – that particular category of clothing always made her feel as beautiful as a courtesan and as invincible as if it were really her armor. Something about the fact that He had chosen this dress for her, and allowed her to wear it, made her cheeks feel warm and her stomach hungry and hollow. 

she had a closet of house outfits for varying occasions, and more just to suit His whim. They came in varying styles, but this one was His favorite. It was white, like all her house outfits. It had loose little sleeves that barely covered her shoulders, a dropped waistline, and a skirt she couldn’t help but swish.

she was not swishing just then, though.

she had been sitting on her meditation bench, listening to Robert Johnson singing the blues on her black portable Victrola for a little while, after she prepared for Him to come home from work.

Someone had said to her that those suitcase players were bad for records in the long run, but she had needed to fill the house with music, and it was the only player they could afford. 

Side A of her vinyl had ended some time ago, though, and she had yet to turn it over to Side B.

Instead, when she stood from her half-kneeling position on the bench, she began to walk. her feet were dragging slightly along the ancient blue carpet of the living room to the worn brownish laminate of the kitchen as she paced the floor. Back and forth. Back and forth, from the back of the kitchen to the front door, she paced.

He was late. Never before had He ever been late, and she didn't know what to do. she was alone in the house they shared. He should have been there with her, but He wasn't.

she felt her breath quickening as she wondered if, perhaps, there had been a car accident on His way home. Perhaps He was in the hospital. It sent her to the edge of panic, to think that He might be hurt somewhere, and she didn’t even know it.

But if there had been an emergency, she thought to herself, she would know about it. Either He or some first responder would have called her already. So, He was almost certainly safe and unharmed, which meant that His tardiness did not require scrutiny. He would arrive when He was ready for her, and that was what punctuality meant.

Besides, she had been very good recently, so He could just be stopping by the store for a treat for her: a chocolate bar, perhaps, or a new book, or a Mexican Coke, because they have real sugar and come in a glass bottle. That would also explain his absence.

Having worked through her initial anxiety, she did what she was supposed to do when she knew He was on his way home from any absence, and coming alone: she sat on her wooden kneeling bench, ostensibly for meditation, but generally used for fulfilling her obedience. she had placed her padded bench a reasonable distance from the front door, so He could see her as He walked in, but she also did not impede His way... or get hit by the door.

The meditation bench had been a gift from Him, along with a beautiful flogger with a bouquet of red leather roses on the end of each black leather strap. He liked to spoil her like that, and how could she ever object? Didn’t every part of her, even her joy, rightfully belong to Him? That was what she had promised Him, after all.

she straightened her shining, beautiful collar around her neck – the symbol of their commitment to each other. she put her hands behind her back, resting at the end of her back – the sacroiliac joint – right where her back met her bottom; her right hand held her left wrist. 

she waited like that for Him to arrive. she did not know when that might happen, but she knew that He would, sooner or later, walk through that front door with that special smile he saved only for her. she wanted to be ready for Him when He did arrive.

The taste in her mouth was one of need. she needed Him there with her, immediately. she needed Him smiling down at her, the same way He always did when He came home to find her kneeling at the front door, when she was waiting for Him. she needed to hear Him say the words, needed to feel His fingers on her scalp, needed to know the when and how and what of what He wished for that night, so she could gladly give it to Him and, in His happiness, find her own.

‘you'll only get all that,’ she told herself sternly, ‘if you've earned it, so there's no use worrying or griping.’

she sat still after that, watching the cold condensation drip down the side of His customary glass of sweet tea, set on a Nintendo-themed coaster on a wooden serving tray in front of her for her to present to Him when He returned. she tried not to watch the black Kit-Kat clock above the door, with its black swinging tail, as the minutes ticked by on its white belly. Each tick and tock reminded her that He was not there. 

If He didn't return in five minutes, she thought, she would have to get an entirely fresh glass. The ice would have melted and watered down the sweet tea beyond good taste.

As she was contemplating this, she heard a car pulling into their rock driveway, then saw the headlights shine through the windows by the front door. she heard the crunch of feet on gravel as they turned to thumps on the wood of their front porch, and the key turning in the lock. 

she straightened up, where she had been tiredly slouching a bit, her energy renewed. her right hand gripped her left wrist tightly now with excitement. she arched her back and looked down at the space just in front of her knees, but she was unable to hide her smile.

He was finally, finally, finally home.
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“Starving”

Hailee Steinfeld,

Grey, ft. Zedd

“OKAY,” HE SAID.

He placed His hands down lightly on the surface of the wooden coffee table in front of Him. They were sitting on the floor, facing each other on either side of the antique, each looking at the other intently and intensely. They had been quiet for a few minutes before He’d said that, just looking at each other in a room filled with anxious air.

He looked so calm and sure. she could tell he was excited, though, and why not? she was excited too. They were opening negotiations today.

They were sitting at the kitchen table together, and He was looking at a stack of papers in front of Him. In front of her were more papers and, between them, a stack of books. 

They had been investigating this, the two of them, and had come to a place where they could talk about this together and know what they were talking about. They had read literature, taken quizzes, filled out surveys. They knew what they were talking about, now, instead of just wanting it, and spoke from a place of education, not just need.

“Okay,” she said.

“We should start with the safe word,” He told her.

This word was a word of the utmost importance. It was the word they – either of them - would use to stop whatever scene was happening because something was wrong, something that needed immediate addressing. she’d been thinking about the safe word for some time, so she was already prepared for this question. 
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