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For my sister in spirit, who asked for the whole story about Raven.










Prologue




A1star: Congratulations on your wedding!

Lorelei: Thank you. Starry and I just got back a few days ago.

A1star: How come you’re online instead of canoodling?

Lorelei: Canoodling? LOL! I don’t think she would call it that. She’s still in bed, the sleepyhead. 

A1star: She’s so lucky. 

Lorelei: Oh, we both are. What have you been up to?

A1star: Not much. Talked with a few new prospects, but they’re all so…I don’t know.

Lorelei: Icky?

A1star: No, not really. The guys are, though. What part of “looking for a mistress” is so hard to understand?

Lorelei: Please. You haven’t lived on Kinklife until you’ve gotten your first dick pic.

A1star: First? Try ten thousandth.

Lorelei: Ten thousand, really? Are you conducting a scientific study?

A1star: Ha! Okay, maybe more like fifty, but that’s plenty. Why do the worst jerks always start with “Hi?”

Lorelei: Hm. Isn’t that what you said when you first messaged me?

A1star: I did not!

Lorelei: Sure you did.

A1star: No way. You said to take my phone number off my profile.

Lorelei: Ah, yes.

A1star: You said you couldn’t imagine why any intelligent person would know not to post that on the internet.

Lorelei: Who, me?

A1star: You can give a terrific lecture when you put your mind to it. I feel sorry for starrygirl.

Lorelei: You’re such a brat. Do these prospective mistresses know what they’ve gotten themselves into?

A1star: No. :( One turned out to be a guy, and the other wanted to do scat play. Is scat play what I think it is?

Lorelei: I don’t know what you’re thinking, but probably. And, no, I can’t see you enjoying that.

A1star: Sigh. They’re all weirdos.

Lorelei: Thank you, dear.

A1star: I didn’t mean you!

Lorelei: Yes, you did. You’ve been weirded out ever since I put up that post on figging.

A1star. Um, sorry, but ew. Never, ever, ever will I let someone do that to me.

Lorelei: Don’t worry. Maybe you’ll get a nice mistress who does scat play.

A1star: I seriously don’t know why you get to be called a mistress when you’re just as bratty as anyone else.

Lorelei: As you, you mean. 

A1star: :P Maybe. 

Lorelei: Good thing no one else can see you sassing me. I might have to turn you over my knee for an old-fashioned walloping.

A1star: Aw, I only wish! I mean, of course not in a romantic way. Just to have a first spanking for real.

Lorelei: Oh, honey. You’ll find someone. I promise.

A1star: Thank you, but all of the good ones seem to be taken. Maybe there’s no one for me. Not like with you and starrygirl.

Lorelei: Sweetie, there’s someone special for you. I promise. 

A1star: I don’t know.

Lorelei: Want me to help you look?

A1star: Would you?

Lorelei: I can make some inquiries. A mistress looking for a submissive girl who’s really a sassy brat who desperately needs spanking. Regular spanking.

A1star: And lots of love and kisses.

Lorelei: Sure, after the spankings.

A1star: So, you’d really play matchmaker?

Lorelei: Of course. We’ll get you spanked and loved by the end of the year. It’s time someone tamed you.

A1star: Spoiled me.

Lorelei: Same thing. 

A1star: Thank you, Lorelei.

Lorelei: What are friends for?










Chapter One




Alena stared at her computer screen in growing dismay. “How many thousand dollars?” She should have estimated self-employment taxes all year long, but the forms intimidated her. Sticking her head into the sand put off the evil day, but it made eventual reckoning that much worse. She rattled her shoebox crammed with receipts for prizes, postage, giveaways, and books. “I spent how many hundreds of dollars on business expenses, and I still have to pay a fortune in taxes?” Even worse, she owed penalties for not paying earlier in the year. She calculated her current bank balance. She could pay rent, but unless royalties came quickly she had nothing else. She couldn’t pay internet or electricity bills, but at least the providers wouldn’t turn off her service for a few months. 

“I could get a roommate,” she said to her computer, surveying her tiny home office. Could she? Where would she work? Could she live with a roommate without committing murder? She’d tried that experiment in college and counted herself lucky to escape with both of their lives intact. “Or a second job.” She sighed. “If I get a second job, when will I write? How will I build sales if I don’t put out a new book each month?” She’d kept to a breakneck pace of publishing, but the result meant a higher-than-expected tax bill for the year. She needed an accountant. More than that, she needed a life organizer.

She groaned once more and shoved her chair backward. The swivel wheels squeaked, and the cushion plopped downward. Great. No matter how often she pressed the lever to keep the chair up, it slid down until she had to keep her hands at chest height to type. Buying a new chair, of course, was out of the question. She had never been extravagant by any standards, but working full-time as an author had re-defined “frugal” in her frugal life.

“I could sell plasma.” She stared at her wrists. Except she’d had the misfortune to visit England during the mad cow hysteria, so she was blacklisted from donating blood. Plasma probably worked the same way. “Or flip burgers.” She thought back to her failed stint as a fast food worker in her teens and shook her head. With hot grease at hand during the inevitable confrontations of workplace drama, no one would remain alive. 

She sighed, clicked out of the tax preparation software, and signed onto Kinklife. She’d haunted dating sites for the past six months, looking for a rich girlfriend. She said it as a joke, but the joke contained more truth than she liked to admit. It was either that or pawn her furniture. She could trade in the kitchen table for a patio table, maybe. 

A message popped up. Mistress Lorelei, one of her friends, checked in with her almost daily. The two discovered their romantic incompatibility within a few weeks, but they transitioned to friendship. After Lorelei found the love of her life and announced the happy wedding, she stayed in touch and offered advice from time to time. She knew how much Alena wanted to try the lifestyle. 

Lorelei: Have you checked out the new Mistress profile in the classifieds thread?

A1star: No, should I?

Lorelei: Yep! Bet you’ll be interested.

A1star: Thanks!

Alena clicked on the links in their group and pulled up a new message from the thread. 

My name is Raven. Not Mistress or Madame or any of those titles, but plain Raven. I’m looking for a mature girl (preferably at least 30 or 35) to spoil in the Ann Arbor area. In exchange for one day per week spent at my house (and under my discipline), I am prepared to offer a modest living stipend. Serious inquiries only, please. Will provide references upon request. Girl must be willing to submit to my terms without a safeword. If interested, please email the following application to ravenbynight@kmail.com. Auditions to be held this weekend and next, if necessary. No experience required, and newbies are preferred.

Wow. Alena read the posting several times before shaking her head. A living stipend? No safeword. She messaged Lorelei.

A1star: I just read it. No safeword? Isn’t that crazy?

Lorelei: Just a second, I’m talking to a new girl.

A1star: Oh, sorry!

Lorelei: No problem. I don’t know Raven personally, but a friend of mine worked with her a few years ago. Said she is top-notch but strict. 

Alena got a tingle in her stomach thinking about it. She and Lorelei had talked about a first time, but flying to Florida for a spanking seemed silly. Still, she trusted Lorelei’s judgment. 

A1star: Do you know what kind of play she likes? Is she psycho?

Lorelei: *laughs* Maybe, but she came highly recommended. If you do apply, tell her a friend of Mistress Midnight sent you.

Alena blinked. Midnight! The mistress had retired after running her own dungeon for years. Few girls got a chance to play with Mistress Midnight as she was picky in her playmates. 

A1star: Wow, Raven is a friend of Mistress Midnight?

Lorelei: Colleague. I better get going, but think it over. She’s local to you. You could earn a bit to support yourself until your books start selling, and you’d try out the kink you’ve always wanted. Why not?

A1star: I’ll look into it. Thanks!

Alena clicked on the attached file, downloaded the form, and filled it out. It was the most extensive she had ever seen, asking about her medical and sexual history along with every conceivable question about her kink experience. Embarrassed to put “none” or “not yet” for everything, she added a note at the end. 

My friend Lorelei said her friend Mistress Midnight used to work with you. Lorelei recommended you, even though I’m completely new. I’ve never tried anything of this type before. I’m not sure if I could do something without a safeword. I just want to be honest in case you’re looking for something else. 

She took a deep breath. The last question was the hardest. 

Why do I want to apply for this position? Because, ever since I was a small child, I’ve been interested in spanking and kink. I didn’t know what it meant until I became an adult and searched online for spanking. None of my girlfriends have been willing to give it a try. I’d like to try the lifestyle in a safe, gentle way. And, I have to admit that I could use the extra money. I hope this doesn’t offend you, but…um, does this position include sex? Because if so, I’m not the right person for the job. Sorry! Hope you aren’t angry that I say this. Anyway, I’d love to have the chance to try. Thanks again for reading. 

P.S. I live on the outskirts of Ann Arbor. 

Alena saved the file, attached it to a new email message, and typed in Raven’s address. With a sense of fatalism, she hit the “send” key. Would she regret this? If she did, how would she take it back?

I’m crazy, she thought. But why not? If she wants me to “audition,” and I don’t want to, I’ll say no.

Humming to herself for the first time in weeks, Alena opened her latest work in progress and began the tedious process of searching and destroying adverbs.










Chapter Two




When Raven inherited her family’s money at the age of twenty-five, some of her peers envied her despite the circumstances. She would never have to work. Never have to worry about money, or employment, or a home. They didn’t understand money came with expectations. 

“Thank you, Susan.” Raven smiled at the aging woman who placed a plate in front of her containing a seared fish filet on a bed of herb rice, accompanied by steamed vegetables. Susan had provided meals for her family since before Raven was born, and she knew all of the dishes to make. Today, while Raven watched the gray rain outside and thought of her parents, Susan had prepared her favorite comfort food. “It looks wonderful.” 

She longed to ask Susan to bring the meal to her office or, better yet, sit down at the long dining room table and join her in eating it. The cook would be horrified, however, and give a few opinions about such suggestions. Raven suppressed a sigh as she picked up her fish fork and tasted the delicate, flaky goodness. Even on a sad day, Susan knew how to make things better. 

Raven stared at the empty chairs placed around the table, picturing her parents sitting on each end. Mother would laugh, tinkling an amusing witticism. On the rare evenings Father made it home in time for dinner, Mother insisted on preparations including baths, fresh make-up, and Sunday best dresses. As a small child, Raven perched on the edge of the dining room chair and struggled to appear interested in the discussions of parties, activities, innumerable family acquaintances, and the inevitable War Against Cancer. 

She pushed the rice from one side of the plate to the other, all appetite gone. She had dreamed of studying in Paris and becoming the next fashion designer, but Father had different plans. A cotillion at age eighteen preceded marriage to the son of a radiation oncologist in Father’s department. Then, the car crash changed everything. Stu, Mother, and Father...gone in an instant. Raven had assumed her place as the Lady of the House at the ripe old age of twenty-five, refusing all kindly meant offers to take the burden of management off her shoulders. Gerald, the family lawyer, encouraged her to keep her parents’ money in all of their original investments. She did so.

By the time Raven emerged from mourning, she woke up as a widow and orphan at the age of thirty, curiously alone in a house and world that had once promised shelter and support. She should have missed Stu more, she supposed, but he had pleased Dr. Sanders more than her. She wondered, sometimes, whether her life would have been better as the next generation of doctor’s wives. She spent the next ten years in solitude, spending none of the family fortune but continuing to support the family causes. The Richard and Joan Sanders wing at the university medical center opened with much fanfare, but Raven had to force herself to attend the ribbon cutting ceremony. Every penny she received in memorials, she gave to her father’s life work. It wouldn’t bring her parents back, but it alleviated some of the guilt. Why had she stayed home with a sore throat? She should have been in the car with them.

Raven set her fork down, giving a tiny smile. Even as a child, she had known better than to hide unwanted food in the cream-colored cloth napkins, but today she was tempted to remove the evidence. Susan’s feelings would be hurt at the full plate, Susan who had spent hours cooking the rice and fish as Raven preferred. Or, more accurately, as Mrs. Sanders had preferred to serve to Dr. Sanders. 

Had anyone answered her advertisement? It was a foolish idea, but Midnight had insisted. So rarely did Midnight insist on anything that Raven had agreed at once. Stop mooning and rattling around your huge house alone. Put a post in the classifieds and see what you get. 

Raven rose from the table, folding her napkin and setting it next to the plate. She would apologize to Susan later, or she would find something to praise about dinner. For the moment, results of her internet advertisement felt more important. She needed a distraction, or at least the promise of a distraction.

When she opened her internet browser, she gasped. Ninety-six emails flooded her inbox, and Kinklife contained three pages of private messages. She read through each one, deleting three-quarters without reading more than the first word or two. Midnight should have warned her about the illiteracy on Kinklife. 

I am twenty-six, but I am extreamely mature for my age. 

Raven clicked delete. No child of twenty-six could be mature, particularly not one who felt mature. At twenty-six, Raven had wondered whether she could pay the bills or choose which clothes to wear. The entire polite, understated system set up by Mother had disappeared into empty rooms filled with empty air and echoes of voices last heard a year before. 

She skimmed through the last ten emails and deleted without reading, until the seventh one caught her eye. This girl could spell, at least. 

My friend Lorelei said her friend Mistress Midnight used to work with you. Lorelei recommended you, even though I’m completely new. I’ve never tried anything of this type before. I’m not sure if I could do something without a safeword. I just want to be honest in case you’re looking for something else. 

Midnight. Raven took a closer look. Midnight had few friends, and fewer still who would use her name. She understood the need for privacy. Raven skimmed the rest of the message and read it again more slowly.

I hope this doesn’t offend you, but…um, does this position include sex? Because if so, I’m not the right person for the job. Sorry! Hope you aren’t angry that I say this. 

Raven smiled at that. She should have been shocked at the audacity of a submissive girl questioning a domme, but the girl’s naiveté showed charming honesty. Raven clicked “reply” and placed her hands over the keyboard.

Dear Alena,

While any healthy relationship includes sex, rest assured. I have no desire to besmirch your maidenly honor. You would be expected to obey and strive to do your best in all things, but I would confine my discipline to one day per week. The other six days would be yours to spend as you wish. 

Please tell me more about your current situation and your employment. Are you in an occupation that requires discretion? Have you experienced any kind of spanking, even in childhood? I note that your application says “none,” but I’d like you to clarify. 

I live in the old area of Ann Arbor, in between the university and river. I shall send a car for you this Friday afternoon. Please prepare yourself by two o’clock and bring with you an overnight bag, including a full change of clothing. For this first time, I will not require a dress code. 

Raven propped her chin in her hands, re-reading her message. Friendly but authoritative. Instinct told her that Alena would either disappear or gush at being chosen. 

As your first assignment, you will write an essay describing your favorite disciplinary fantasy and how you imagine the audition will be conducted.

In the event you pass your audition, we will discuss details of this arrangement. Please bring all relevant financial paperwork.

My driver will call for you at two o’clock sharp. Do not keep him waiting.

Raven

Raven hit the “send” button and sat back in her chair. Whether Alena proved suitable remained to be seen, but the prospect lifted her heart. She surveyed the meticulously decorated office and hallway, each item chosen by her mother in conjunction with a team of interior designers. Fox Run had never been meant to house only one. Even if it were just one day per week, she longed to share her home with another.










Chapter Three




“Yes! Yes! Finally!” Alena threw her fists upward, punching the air while wriggling in her swivel chair. “Two K!” After a long, difficult drought of failing to produce more than a few hundred words at a time, her newest scene had clicked. For the first time in ages, her fingers flew over the keyboard and her heart raced in anticipation of the words to follow. “Hurrah!” 

She jumped up and trotted into her kitchen, meaning to celebrate with a scoop or two of ice cream. When she opened the freezer door, however, glistening ice flakes and a lone bag of mixed frozen vegetables greeted her. Time to defrost the freezer, or at least to fill it. She debated heading to the store to pick up a carton, but she paused. After that tax bill, could she afford anything non-essential? Already she wasn’t sure how she would pay the internet bill, let alone rent.

But I’ll have a sugar mama. Lorelei said Raven would be good.

Alena reconsidered. If Raven were good, she must have a line of potential players. She would want someone more experienced or who wanted all of the edgy types of play Alena couldn’t understand. Or, worse, the “arrangement” was a way to get sex, nothing more.

Would giving sex be that bad? If she had to choose between eating and, well...

Alena shook her head. See, this was where giddiness got her. It was time to get back to work. If she wanted her novel finished, she had to stay on track. Already, even with this morning’s success, she lagged behind her weekly goals. 

She settled for a glass of filtered water instead of the wished-for ice cream, returned to her desk, and clicked on her email. When she saw the reply from Raven, she sloshed cold water into her lap. “Maidenly honor?” Who talked like that in the twenty-first century? Still, she breathed a sigh of relief. Someone who talked about maidenly honor would not turn into a rapist, or at least she hoped not. “Obey?” That did seem to be the keyword in the relationships on Kinklife, something Alena had learned meant dominance and submission. She had talked with scores of people before understanding she aligned with the submission side of the equation. “Obey,” however, sounded rather different when it came from a flesh-and-blood person who lived, from what Alena could tell, a scant twenty or thirty minutes away. She blushed at the mention of spanking. Raven would think her a child or a prude, with no experience to speak of. But a dress code? First time? Overnight bag? 

Alena set down her glass and dabbed at her wet pants with the closest available item. It took several misfires before realizing the tissue box was not best for the task. She rolled her eyes at her mistake and pulled out a few tissues from the waterlogged box. Should she reply? Or was the entire situation too far-fetched? 

Before she could talk herself out of it, she typed her answer.

Dear Raven,

Thank you for your reply. I must admit I am surprised to hear from you. I thought you might want someone with more experience. No, I’m sorry, but I have never had any kind of spanking. I hope you don’t mind. 

I am an author and self-employed, so I don’t need to worry about discretion. At least, I work from home and don’t have colleagues who would be upset. 

I hope you don’t mind my asking, but why will I need an overnight bag? And is it all right if I drive myself, rather than being picked up? I don’t want to sound rude, but this makes me a bit nervous. I would love to audition and am glad you invited me, but I’d feel more comfortable if the first time I were on my own. Is that okay?

What kind of financial paperwork do you want to see? And, if I may ask, what would happen at the audition? Will it include spanking? 

Thank you again.

Alena

She read her message one more time, hoping she didn’t sound needy or aggressive. Surely anyone would understand not wanting to get into a strange car? She checked her Kinklife account and found a message waiting from Lorelei.

Lorelei: How’d it go?

A1star: She wants me to audition on Saturday, but she’s sending a car...I am not getting into a car without knowing where it’s going!

Lorelei: *laughs* Did you tell her that?

A1star: Yes, but I think she’ll cancel.

Lorelei: Did you demand, or did you state your concerns respectfully?

That was Lorelei, kind but firm. Alena wished Lorelei lived across town instead of Raven. 

A1star: Here, let me show you. This is what I wrote: 

And is it all right if I drive myself, rather than being picked up? I don’t want to sound rude, but this makes me a bit nervous. I would love to audition and am glad you invited me, but I’d feel more comfortable if the first time I were on my own. Is that okay?

Lorelei: Sounds perfect. I can’t imagine anyone having a problem with that, although I do pick up my girls when they fly into Orlando. 

A1star: I wish that could be me!

Lorelei: *grin* Maybe not. I’d bust your backside for all the times you’re out late and think you can go without sleep. 

A1star: *giggle* But you love me.

Lorelei: Yes, I do, but loving you means spanking you. I hope Raven turns out to be good for you. You need regular spankings to stay in line.

Alena squirmed in her chair, blushing. She never knew whether Lorelei was teasing or serious, although the part about late nights was all too true.

A1star: Look, the whole point of self-employment is getting to set my own hours. I’m a big girl, after all.

Lorelei: Won’t be so big once you get a nice mistress to take care of you. I’d love to put you into the corner, nose to the wall as you display your freshly spanked bottom.

A1star: Yikes! Okay, I’m signing off. Going to eat Brussels sprouts and floss and fold laundry or something. You are evil!

Lorelei: *laughing* Good luck! Let me know how it goes. And if Raven turns out to be as good as Mistress Midnight promised, tell her Mistress Lorelei has many interesting bits of information about your behavior.

Oh, horrors! Alena shut off her computer and escaped to the bathroom. She had longed for this, hadn’t she? She wanted her dreams to come true, but Lorelei’s words seemed like a warning. What if Raven turned out to be more than she could handle? Then again, what did Alena have to lose? 

She went back into her office. A new email message. Knowing already who had sent it, she clicked it open. 

Dear Alena,

Smart girl. I am pleased to see you have some common sense. I propose three things:

First, you will find attached the names and contact information of three prominent lifestyle players who can vouch for me. I would have included Mistress Midnight, but you already mentioned her. Ms. Lila Starr may take a few days to get back to you, as she is out of the country on a business trip. 

Second, I am listing my home address and phone number. I strongly suggest you never give this information out on the internet, but I have done some investigating of my own. From everything I can gather, you are a well-liked and well-respected young lady.

Third, while I will not indulge your wish to drive yourself to my home, I understand your concern for safety. I propose a compromise. I will allow you to retain custody of your cell phone for your first visit, and I will give you, upfront, the cash equivalent of a taxi fare back to your home. There are two local cab services, and both can have a car waiting for you within ten minutes. 

As to the details of the audition, you will have to wait and see. For financial paperwork, whatever you feel will give an accurate reflection of your income, assets, and debts. Perhaps your latest tax return?

Sincerely,

Raven

Alena stared at the message, elation and worry competing for prominence in her mind. Raven sounded so sane. So down-to-earth, so practical, and so nice. “Young lady?” Alena laughed. At twenty-nine, she was hardly a young lady. She pictured Raven as a graying woman in her sixties or perhaps even seventies, hobbling around the house with a cane. Ouch, a cane? Maybe not. She grinned at herself for getting silly. With a rush of excitement, she ignored the references and sent her reply.

Dear Raven,

It sounds great. My address is 1394 East Vanilla Lane (no joke!). I can’t wait to meet you on Saturday. 

Alena

It was done. Crazy or not, she would get a sugar mama.










Chapter Four




Raven pushed aside the hangers in her closet, surveying each outfit. Should she dress to impress, or should she welcome Alena with a more modest ensemble? Would it be better to wear something loose and flowing, or should she try to look more severe? 

Fussbudget. You hated when Mother picked your clothes.

That was different, though. Mother had insisted on frilly, dainty, little-girl clothes that lengthened Raven’s too-tall frame and emphasized her awkward angles. She had hoped her five feet and nine inches would help her find a job in the fashion world, but instead pant legs flapped around her ankles and she had to tug her shirt cuffs over wrist bones. Raven wanted lean, simple dark clothes that turned her height into an asset. 

Still, she kept every outfit Mother had chosen for her—or, more accurately, every dress. Each one was chosen with impeccable taste for a petite daughter with dancer proportions, not a towering giant. The pintucks, pleats, frills, laces, and Peter Pan collars lurked in the back of Raven’s closet, a reminder of the woman who chose them and wanted a different kind of daughter.

Turning away, Raven grabbed a hanger at random and laid the items one at a time onto her bed. Black. An appropriate choice, perhaps, for a meeting marked by serious consideration on both sides. The private investigator she’d hired came back with glowing reports on Alena, but paperwork couldn’t account for chemistry. 

Raven slipped the stretchy tank top over her head and wriggled into the boot-cut slacks. Soft and welcoming, they wrapped her in comfort. She slid the lightweight cardigan on and tied the sash behind her back. She stuck her hands into the pockets, eyeing herself in the side mirror. With her favorite pair of high-heeled dark brown leather boots, she’d be set. Simple. Classic. Understated but not frumpy.

Frumpy? Did twenty-nine-year-olds consider a forty-year-old frumpy? Or did the outfit speak of trying too hard? Not hard enough? She ran her hand over the closetful of hangers once more, debating the checkered jumper or the tan skirt with its white blouse.

Black. When in doubt, go with black. Subtle but classy, approachable but not informal.

Raven picked up the ivory hairbrush, a gift from her mother for her wedding, and stroked back locks of hair as dark as her eponym. Christened Catalina Raven in a nod to Father’s distant Spanish ancestors and Mother’s fondness for depressing poetry, she went by Catalina until classmates tormented her about varieties of salad dressing. She became Raven then, Raven of the jet-black hair that showed gray before her twenty-eighth birthday. 

She kept the hair in a pixie cut for most of her adolescence, but after her parents’ death it became too much trouble to visit the hairdresser every six weeks. She let her hair grow out for almost six months before realizing the sleek cut had morphed into frizzy static. Her hair, at least, refused to be tamed. Over the years, she’d let the hair grow a bit longer at a time. By now, the silky curtain reached her shoulders. If the top of her head gleamed with silver strands amidst the black ones, she chose not to see. 

Raven brought the bristles down in swift, sure strokes before sliding a few plain black bobby pins on either side. She grinned into the mirror, grimaced, and turned on the discreet smile neither too forward nor too reserved. Mother had made her practice for hours until she could do it without looking. 

“Miss Raven?” Clara entered and began folding her jeans and shirt. “Peter is arriving with Miss Alena. Where would you like to receive her?”

Raven considered, as if she hadn’t planned out the entrance in exquisite detail since receiving Alena’s confirmation email. “Take her jacket, if she has one, and let her freshen up in the powder room if she wishes. Give her the envelope as well, but instruct her not to open it.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Clara tucked the clothes under her arm and headed down the wooden stairs. 

Raven dabbed a bit of clear powder onto her nose and cheeks before inspecting herself top to toe. She looked neat, quiet, and in possession of calm power, or at least the best semblance she could manage. When she crossed the hallway toward the spiral staircase, the front door opened and Clara’s voice carried upward. 

“Welcome, Miss Alena. Miss Raven said to freshen up here, and to give you this.”

A quick, tumbling voice lilted on every other syllable. “For me? But she doesn’t have to—“

For the first time in her life, Raven wished she were taller. She rose onto tiptoes to peek at the girl who captured her interest, but Alena had disappeared. Should the Lady of the House prepare for a greeting in the sitting room, or should she dispense with ceremony in favor of a quicker meeting? As she descended one step at a time while gliding her hand along the bannister, Raven mulled over her options. Did she want to impress on Alena her authority, or should she reassure a girl who must be nervous? 

Before Raven could decide, she arrived at the foot of the staircase and the door burst open. Wide, dark brown eyes peered out from a heart-shaped face and a dainty figure dressed in the wrong kind of clothes for her body. Instead of the delicate touches that would accentuate her gentle curves, Alena had put on a boyish three-quarter-length filmy nylon scoop neck top and paired it with a black vest consisting of a metal zipper and cap sleeves. The shimmery gold-washed short skirt barely skated past her bottom, and royal blue leggings clashed with bare feet shoved into clogs. 

The look was wrong for her, but Alena managed to make it seem eccentric rather than ridiculous. Raven sighed at the silver zipper tag dangling at the middle of her bosom. How she used to long for a small figure, petite enough to do justice to Mother’s idea of fashion! Probably, this girl wished to wear the long, lean outfits Raven had adopted out of necessity. 

“R-R-Raven,” Alena said, twitching her shoulder before holding out her hand. She was nervous. “Uh...nice to meet you.”

Raven disliked her girls to shake hands as equals, but Alena was not her girl. Not yet. She extended her own hand and cupped thumb and fingers around Alena’s hand. “Did Clara give you the envelope?”

Alena nodded. “It’s okay. I’m sure everything will be fine. I didn’t even call your references. You seemed so—”

Halfway into the sitting room, Raven turned around in dismay. “You did not follow my instructions?”

Alena shrank into herself, licking her lips. “But we talked, and you’re fine, and Mistress Midnight...”

Raven sighed. Alena had said she was new, after all. “In the future, please keep this in mind. When I take the time to give you information and instructions, you will be so good as to comply.”

Alena stuck her hands into the pockets of her skirt, perhaps searching for the paper containing her fare home. 

“Do you wish to call a cab?” 

She blushed, taking her hands out of the pockets and crossing arms over her chest. “No. Um. No, thank you.”

“Did you bring your cell phone, at least?”

She nodded and held up a battered black flip phone. It might have cost twelve dollars three years ago. 

“Does it even work?”

Alena stammered, her cheeks growing pink. “Y-y-yes. It’s pay as you go. It’s a lot cheaper, and I don’t use a lot of minutes, anyway.”

Raven gave a smile, wondering what would put her guest at ease. “Shall we sit down?” She indicated the cozy red armchair across the room. It would be one of the few times Alena sat in comfort, if she returned. Would talk of discipline scare her off? 

“Yes, please. Thank you.” She pressed her knees together, squirming and adjusting her ankles until her skirt lay flat. “Um. Hi.”

Raven laughed, giving Alena credit for initiative. In her place, Raven would have been too scared to speak first. “Hi, Alena. Let’s start with questions. What would you like to ask me?”

As Raven expected, the girl blinked in confusion. While Alena had been urged several times to prepare questions, they tended to fade when face to face with the unknown. 

“What did you mean by a dress code?”

Well. Raven had underestimated this girl who looked more doll-like than adult. “Assuming, for the sake of argument, that we agree to continue this relationship, there will be certain rules.”

Alena nodded. She must have known, but reality almost never aligned with fantasy. “Like a uniform?”

Mm. Yes, please. “No, at least not at first. Take your outfit today, for instance.” Alena stiffened, as any capable adult would do when preparing for criticism of her choices. “How did you decide what to wear, and do you feel you achieved the best result?”

“Yes.” Alena’s answer came too quickly for sincerity, and Raven pressed back. Asking questions at the beginning allowed her to focus on what the girl found most intriguing or distasteful. Sometimes, they were the same thing.

“What was your goal in choosing your clothes?” Irritation, or perhaps discomfort played across the girl’s expressive features. It took little to put this girl on the defensive, but she held her composure well. 

“What do you mean?” Alena must have known, but she relinquished her answers with reluctance. Raven smiled. She enjoyed girls with spirit.  Questions asked deserved an answer. At least for now.

“In this house, should you return on a regular basis, you will conform to certain standards.” Raven nodded at Susan who hovered in the doorway. “Not yet, please. I’ll let you know when we are ready.” Ordinarily, she would give her guest refreshments to put her at ease, but she didn’t want Alena to get the wrong idea. Their relationship, if they had one, would not be based on equality. “I assume you considered how this arrangement could benefit you in a financial sense.” 

Alena nodded, but she wore a guilty expression. “I didn’t know what kind of paperwork—”

Raven put up her hand, smiling. “Alena, I love your enthusiasm. It will serve you well in your time here, but please let me explain. It will save us both time, and you can make an informed decision.” Without waiting for her guest’s agreement, she leaned back in her chair and tapped the edge of the armrest. “I want one thing out of this relationship—the satisfaction of seeing a girl develop into a mature, confident, and capable professional woman. While this may sound altruistic and you may wonder whether there is a hidden catch, this is the essence of a dominant/submissive relationship. You will be provided with an allowance, given the freedom to live your own life six days of the week, and expected to spend one day here. Here, you will learn to serve the woman who disciplines you.”

Alena’s lips moved without making any sound. She tipped her head back, eyes shining, and her shoulders hunched forward. 

Raven’s heart leaped. Alena had sounded eager, but email was a tricky thing. It couldn’t show her real-life responses, and every single one showed promise. “By discipline, do you understand what I mean?” She picked up the printout of Alena’s emailed assignment. When the girl failed to answer, Raven handed her the sheet of paper. “Please read this out loud.”

Alena scanned the sheet and went perfectly white. “Oh…I couldn’t—”

“I beg your pardon. Did I ask whether you could, or did I give you an instruction?” Easy. Raven couldn’t afford to scare off a new girl, or at least not yet. They all wanted strict discipline until it happened in real time. 

Looking tense and miserable, Alena murmured a few words.

“Louder, please.”

Alena gulped and whispered almost loud enough for Raven to hear. At that, Raven decided to take a chance.

“Enough is enough, dear. Stand in front of me and read in a clear voice, or we will commence with the hands-on portion of your audition immediately. Or you may use your safety option now.” Raven glanced at the table next to Alena’s chair.

The envelope containing taxi fare rested on the table within Alena’s reach. She could pick it up and remove herself from the situation. Instead, she licked her lips and spoke to the floor. “That’s not necessary.” She held up the paper and read, slowly and carefully. “My discipline fantasy is more about feelings than a specific situation.” She glanced up at Raven. 

“Go on,” said Raven, leaning forward.










Chapter Five




The paper shook in Alena’s hands, and she had difficulty reading the words. She had never imagined she would have to read out loud the secret fantasy that both excited and shamed her. In the effort to express what she’d kept hidden all of her life, fine writing had flown out the window. Instead, she’d resorted to simple, almost childish prose. It was fitting, after all, as her fantasy had begun in childhood.

“When I was little, the bigger girls in my neighborhood played House. They argued over who would play the mom, but I always had to be the baby. I didn’t mind. It was better than playing the pet dog. One girl, Victoria, always won. She ordered the other girls to be my big sisters. She was the oldest and had beautiful curls, so we did as she said.”

Alena blushed. She would never tell anyone about the “baby” things she had been coerced into doing. She’d run home crying the day Victoria pinned a towel to her pants like a diaper. That wasn’t the focus of this story, anyway. She wanted to glance at Raven to see how the story was being received, but she didn’t dare lift her eyes. 

“Go on.” Raven’s voice came soft but firm, brooking no refusal.

“The older kids bossed me around, and they got me in trouble with ‘Mom.’ They’d say I was late to bed or threw my cookie on the ground, and I couldn’t defend myself. They brought me to Victoria, and they told me I’d ‘get’ it. Every time she’d frown at me, sigh, and say I was a naughty baby—even though the other girls had set me up.”

Alena coughed. She choked on her own phlegm, gagging, and wheezed until a glass of clear liquid materialized in her hand. The door closed behind a disappearing servant, and Raven’s head nodded in acknowledgment. Alena sipped the cool water before plunging back into her story and setting the glass down. If any of her friends or family could hear her now, they’d cart her off to a mental institution. Still, there was something about Raven’s intensity that made her continue.

“Victoria kissed me and said I had been naughty, but I’d be Mommy’s good baby soon enough. She patted my butt and counted to two. Then she said if I got into trouble again, I’d get a real spanking.”

Alena’s voice trailed off, and the paper fell to the floor. She grasped the water glass, feeling instead Victoria’s tender kiss against her cheek. She hadn’t known what made her respond so strongly, but every touch had made her body quiver. Victoria’s kisses, caresses, and those little play taps had made Alena aware of herself in a way no one else had done before. When uncles and grandparents teased her about boys on the playground, she had eyes only for Victoria of the long dark curls. 

“Go on,” Raven repeated, but Alena stared into the distance. Tears dampened her cheeks, and she could hear Victoria’s infectious giggle. “You’re mine,” Victoria had whispered, cuddling her. 

Alena blinked hard, not knowing where to look. Her professional writing skills failed to describe the warmth ignited by Victoria’s play spanking. Eventually Victoria moved away and they lost touch, but Alena had always remembered the big girl who claimed her. 

“Alena.”

She looked up, confused. She half-expected Victoria to appear, but instead this stern, regal woman gave a knowing smile. 

“You must finish reading,” she said, and it was not a request. Nothing Raven said was a request.

Alena bent down to retrieve the paper, trying to still the violent shaking inside her chest. She could refuse, of course. She could take the envelope and call a taxi to take her home. 

“I don’t like pain. I don’t want any big flogging or whipping or St. Andrew’s cross. I’d like to try a little spanking, gently and slowly. I’ve read about spanking, and I want to see if I’d like it for real. I know they’re supposed to hurt, but I don’t want it to. At least not too much.”

Alena held her head down and clasped hands in front of her, crumpling the paper. She’d said spanking. Out loud, and to a stranger. It was one thing to banter with Mistress Lorelei online; it was another to speak of her shameful desires to an imposing, dispassionate woman in person. She could have been a schoolgirl called before the headmistress, answering for misdeeds. Or she could have been a subordinate reporting to a superior for instructions and evaluation. Anything but an independent, capable, and professional adult who didn’t need anything from anyone. She waited in endless agony, afraid to raise her eyes. The other girls interviewing would have sophisticated fantasies, and they’d ask for the extreme things that terrified her. She didn’t have a chance. 

Did she want one? 

“Come here.” Raven’s voice had softened, and Alena crept forward. She didn’t want to face the woman who had listened to her secret softness. She wanted to hide from the tender, vulnerable side she’d kept hidden. At the same time, she couldn’t help wondering whether this woman could understand. Would Raven laugh? Alena couldn’t bear amusement or even ridicule. This isn’t what I had in mind, the intimidating woman might say. You can show yourself out the door.

Funny. Alena had arrived fearful of her physical safety, and she wanted an emergency exit. Now, she feared rejection. Would Raven tell her to leave?

“Do you want a mother?”

Something in Raven’s tone made Alena lift her own gaze. There was pain in those dark eyes, a furtive, fleeting sadness that didn’t match the gentleness of the words. Alena filed away questions to ask later and stumbled to answer. “No. I don’t think so. Not exactly.”

“Do you want to be treated as a child? To wear a child’s clothes and live with the carefree fun of a child?” Gone was the sadness, and the intensity deepened. 

How would I describe those eyes if she were a character in my book? Alena fumbled for adjectives. Liquid? Soft? Piercing, but tender? She shook her head and forced herself to pay attention. “No. I was a child once, and I don’t want to be one again. I don’t like people telling me what to do.”

Raven gave a short, barking laugh that relaxed her shoulders and brought out creases around her eyes and mouth. “Don’t like, or don’t need?”

Alena had the uneasy suspicion Raven laughed at her, not with her. Still, this was not the time to ask questions. She wanted to ask whether her fantasy was crazy, but then she’d have to hear the answer. Plus, she didn’t want to come across as needy. In her own home, she kowtowed to no one. She set her own rules, ordered her own life, and did as she pleased. She hated how this woman turned her into a tongue-tied adolescent. Would Mistress Lorelei be like this in person? Alena pushed that thought aside. Lorelei was kind and sweet. She was a good listener. If only it were Mistress Lorelei in front of her instead of this stranger! 

“Both,” she said at last.

Raven sat back, tapping fingers against thigh. “So, you want to remain in control.”

Alena took a step backward, stunned. How could a stranger zero in on what she, Alena, only realized now? When she’d researched spanking and kink, she had come across people who called themselves pain sluts. She abhorred the term, but she understood the concept. These people wanted intense pain, and it brought meditation and healing. Nipple clamps, clothespins, and other instruments designed for maximum pain made Alena uncomfortable. No, she didn’t want to give up control. She wanted to keep control while recapturing some of that long-ago security. No one had made her feel as safe or loved as Victoria when she “spanked” her “baby.” 

In a daze, Alena did her best to answer the barrage of questions. She couldn’t follow the pattern, and she gave up trying to guess Raven’s method. At first, she tried to answer to give a good impression. After the twentieth question, she struggled to find coherent answers. 

At long last, Raven patted the tops of her thighs. Alena gazed in horror. She understood that an audition would have a physical component, but how was she supposed to do it? Did she kneel? Some of the mistresses were fond of kneeling, foot-kissing, and all kinds of rituals. Awkwardly, she steadied herself with a hand on the armrest while sinking to the floor.

Raven gave her a quizzical look. “Here, my dear. Not there.” When Alena hesitated, the older woman gave a sharp sigh. “Now, if you please. You did say you dislike pain.”

The implied threat, if that’s what it was, propelled Alena from the floor to Raven’s side. She fidgeted with her hair, zippers, shirtsleeves, and the hem of her skirt. She didn’t know where to look, but the calm confidence was contagious. At a second pat of the lap, she hesitated. Even as a child, she hadn’t gone across her parents’ laps. How could she fit as an adult? More to the point, did she want to? She doubted whether she’d done the right thing by answering Raven’s advertisement. Should she use her emergency exit now?

“Down,” commanded Raven, and her cool hands lifted Alena face-forward across legs and toward the floor. Blood rushed to Alena’s head, and she squeaked as her too-short skirt rode halfway up to her waist. Strong hands guided her into place and nestled her arms and legs into a stable position. 

Pat.

“Did that hurt?”

Alena shook her head, surprised. 

“I prefer verbal answers if you please, Alena.” Raven’s voice dripped disapproval, and a second pat came harder this time. “Did that hurt? You must answer me truthfully, or you put both of us in danger.”

“No, ma’am.” The ma’am surprised Alena. She hadn’t meant to sound subservient, but something about Raven’s tone and her own topsy-turvy position made normal resolutions difficult. 

Swat. A bare hand made contact with her leggings, this time with enough force to be felt.

“Ouch.”

“Did that hurt?”

Alena bit her lip. It hadn’t. So why did she say ouch? She swallowed a nervous giggle. “No, ma’am.”

Smack.

Alena jumped. Crisp and no-nonsense, that last spank got her attention. She wriggled, more out of discomfort with her position than the few taps. If this was what a real spanking felt like, she’d gotten herself nervous for no reason. If she let Raven spank her, she’d get a living stipend as well as a friend and mentor. Oh, please. Pick me!

“Did that hurt?”

Alena blew a strand of hair out of her face, sighing. Who would have expected a spanking to be boring? 

Slap!

“Ow!” Alena breathed out through her mouth. No single spank hurt, but the accumulation of swats was starting to build up some warmth. When would Raven stop? Was she testing Alena’s pain tolerance to see whether she could take the spankings? Alena gritted her teeth, determined to pass the test. How much would that stipend be worth? Could she finally give up the financial worries of being a struggling full-time author? “I mean, that didn’t hurt. Ma’am. I’m fine.”

Despite tears stinging her eyes, Alena swore through a second volley of swats that nothing hurt. She wouldn’t be a newbie wimp. She’d come out a seasoned veteran and make Mistress Lorelei proud. Look what I can handle, Alena would say. I’m strong. I can take anything.










Chapter Six




Raven frowned at the blue-clad upturned bottom on her lap. Alena had evidently decided to play macho rather than follow instructions. Raven needed to know her limits, pain threshold, and reactions to the most basic of spankings. Instead, the foolish girl opted for stubborn pride. That kind of willfulness needed to be broken, and quickly. They couldn’t afford serious hurt or even injury. If Alena were to spend twenty-four hours each week under Raven’s care, at times she would receive as much physical discipline as her body could safely handle. Without trust and ability to communicate limits, Alena could not fulfill the position. How could Raven test her limits if the stubborn girl refused to admit having any?

“Are you sure none of this hurts or is uncomfortable? Are you feeling any kind of pain?” Any rational adult would have said yes, even one with an extraordinary level of pain tolerance. From the girl’s soft gasps, tensed muscles, and irregular breathing, she had anything but a high tolerance. She was feeling it, all the more due to unfamiliarity and fear of the unknown. If she couldn’t cooperate, Raven would have to force her hand. It was early in the game, and she didn’t want to scare away the best candidate she’d interviewed so far. Still, she couldn’t risk having a submissive who favored false pride over honest communication. 

“No, ma’am,” came the answer in between gasps. Urgency trembled on the last syllable. Would the girl consider herself a failure if she admitted to pain? Would real pain trigger honesty or shut down communication altogether? It was time to find out. 

Raven hiked up the skirt, swept the leggings and cotton briefs downward in one smooth motion, and cupped her hand against the bright pink buttocks. No pain, indeed! Alena squirmed in distress, involuntary noises escaping from her throat. The buttock cheeks quivered as she clenched and un-clenched, wriggling in an adorable but distracting dance. As much as Raven enjoyed having a sweet girl over her lap, it was time to put a stop to the silliness and pretense. She mulled over the implements she could use. She needed quick pain that would fade away without marks. Normally, she’d reach for Blackie, her favorite wooden paddle with the neoprene handle. A few taps from Blackie would eliminate any misbehavior or attitude, but she wanted to save it for the first real discipline. When Alena began to test limits, as surely a new submissive would, Blackie would command immediate respect. It might take a few times, but Blackie could handle all but the most difficult of submissives. This girl showed signs of stubbornness and perhaps shame at needing discipline, but Raven suspected a small push would do the job. After all, the girl herself said she didn’t want too much pain. 

Any good submissive knew disobedience brought pain. Alena would learn that today.

Raven considered her stout wooden spoon but shook her head at that, too. Wooden spoons were perfect for novices, at least usually. Small, ordinary, and often found in the girls’ own kitchens, wooden spoons against bare skin provided a short, sharp shock without the fear of dedicated implements such as crops, paddles, and floggers. A wooden spoon might hurt far more than a gentle flogger, but its familiarity provided comfort the flogger did not. In time, her spoon could serve for everyday discipline and reminders that didn’t warrant Blackie’s intervention. For now, she needed something a little gentler.

At last, she picked up a solid silicone spatula, large enough to apply pain but flexible enough to reach the undercurves where Alena would sit—or not sit—for the following days. The pain should last long enough to make an impression, but the initial sting would not bite as hard as wood against flesh. Pleased with her decision, she ran the soft, rounded edges across the palm of her left hand. She’d gotten the very best money could buy, with an ergonomic padded handle to minimize cramping and discomfort. At least for her. She smiled to herself. Alena would think differently.

Oh, how good it felt to have a girl again at last! Waiting to start real discipline was harder than waiting for Christmas morning as a child. Easy, Raven. You’re supposed to conduct an audition, not give the first lesson. She pushed the thought aside. This is the audition. If she’s going to run away the first time she feels a little pain, we need to know now. After all, Raven’s condition was no safeword. This would be Alena’s only chance to verbalize protest or desire to stop the punishment. Would she rise up in anger and stalk out the door, cab fare in hand? Or would she dissolve into a puddle of tears? Raven had a hunch that if only she could find the sweet spot between too much and too little, she’d be able to disarm the girl’s shame and self-protectiveness. Then, perhaps, they could talk for real.

It was a risky and bold move, and her colleagues would disapprove of moving so quickly at a first meeting. Still, she had to try. If Alena bolted with tears and a few spanks, no one would get hurt. If she chose to stay despite her first taste of real spanking…well! The sky would be the limit. If only Alena would stay!

Without warning or preamble, Raven laid the red spatula into the pinkening flesh with machine gun precision. Each slap landed more noisily than the previous one, and she concentrated on painting each cheek a brilliant scarlet. She hooked one leg around Alena’s ankles and drew her body inward before slapping the spatula up and down the back of each thigh. Yes, Raven. Try to get the girl to stay by inflicting pain on half her body. Good move. She gave herself a mental shake. It either works, or it doesn’t. Alena hasn’t tried to jump up yet. It’s like plunging into a cold lake. Little by little, it hurts more. If you dive in all at once, it feels good after the initial shock. 

The entire process took little more than a minute, but the change in Alena was astounding. She transformed from a stubborn, prideful woman into a writhing, desperate, and unselfconscious little girl who cared for nothing but saving her bottom from more pain. Her tenseness melted into soft, sweet submission and high-pitched whimpers. 

“I’m sorry!” she cried in the universal language of spanked submissives around the world. “I’m sorry! I’ll be a good girl! Please don’t spank me. Ow!” But instead of protecting herself, she lay across Raven’s lap without a single care to cover herself up, move her bottom out of the way, or stand up. Indeed, she hugged Raven’s leg and cried into a pants leg. 

Enchanted, Raven gave one last swat before setting the spatula down with regret. How gorgeous! Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined this shy mouse would respond with textbook perfection. A film production company would pay untold sums to hire Alena on the spot. Another girl might have stalked out long ago, called the police, or erupted in anger. Instead, Alena lay across Raven’s lap and cried pure, sweet tears of a girl at her most beautiful. 

In Alena, Raven had found the submissive of her dreams. She could hardly believe her good fortune. Gone would be her long days of loneliness. She could care for Alena, plan for her, and make her life perfect. She could protect this sweet girl. Her head whirling with plans, she lifted Alena to sit on her lap and wrapped arms around the trembling girl. “Shh, sweetheart,” she crooned. “You’re safe now. I’ll take care of you.”

“I knew you would,” Alena murmured, resting her head on Raven’s shoulder.

“What?” Raven shook her head. That didn’t make sense. 

“I knew you’d do what I want.” Alena gave a dreamy sigh and luxurious stretch before curling into Raven’s embrace. One leg drooped over the other, and an arm flung itself around Raven’s neck. Both lackadaisical and possessive, the girl’s body language was clear. You’re mine now.

A cold, sick dread settled into Raven’s stomach. How could Alena have known?

What if she’d been set up? Alena had friends who worked as dominants. Had she consulted with them to script the perfect scene? Had she feigned resistance, pushing the right buttons—oh, how easily a lonely mistress’s buttons could be pushed—to engineer the ideal response? No novice could speak and act with such perfection after a moment of intense pain. Alena should have protested a little, or expressed anger, or resisted. 

Raven sat up straight, pushed Alena away, and stood up. She made her voice cold because otherwise it might shake. Alena stared at her, piteously rubbing red-rimmed eyes, but Raven hardened her heart. It was no good getting attached to a girl who might disappear tomorrow. 

“Clara will show you to your room to prepare for dinner,” she said, and she nodded at the door. It was time, at last, to compose herself as her parents would have wished. She was the heir to the family fortune and officiator of all their charities and obligations. She was not a free agent, flitting about to satisfy her own whims. 

Alena’s stricken face stabbed at Raven’s heart, and Raven couldn’t shake the feeling she was making a fool of herself. Midnight would sit Raven down for a good lecture on boundaries, pacing, and respecting the process. She had opened up Alena’s most tender spot, and she’d shoved the poor girl out the door. She was, she knew, in the wrong. And yet she stared at the top of her desk, fighting back tears. What had she gotten herself into? Why had she considered herself fit to discipline anyone, let alone a girl as magnificent as this? 

What a foolish idea, anyway. She’d offered the allowance as a way to give back to the girl who would give Raven so much, but she’d forgotten the sorts of girls the money would attract. For all of her life, Raven had kept distance from those who liked her wealth more than her. She should have pretended not to have any money at all, and found someone who could love her instead of her money. What had she been thinking? She should spend her money on a professional submissive, someone who would have clear boundaries and expectations. Money would exchange hands, they’d pretend to care about each other, and she could cherish an hour or two in which she felt like a real mistress.

Instead, she’d reached too far. She’d wanted the real thing, but she offered money to make it happen. 

How could she hire someone to playact love?

She opened her desk safe and counted out enough one hundred dollar bills to cover Alena’s monthly expenses. If money was what the girl had come for, money she would get.

Not Raven.










Chapter Seven




Alena buried her face in Raven’s shoulder because she couldn’t look anywhere else. She felt naked, in more ways than one. She hadn’t wanted pain. She’d expected a gentle introduction, but instead Raven had violated everything they’d agreed on. Or had she? Raven had said there would be no safeword, after all. 

But when Raven cuddled and kissed her, Alena closed her eyes. Her bottom had blazed in unbearable pain at that last onslaught, but the fire had subsided into an overwhelming, soothing warmth. Raven praised her, stroked her hair, and murmured promises that everything would be all right. Alena couldn’t make sense of everything at once. The spanking hurt! She hadn’t wanted hurt, but under Raven’s tender ministrations the pain melted into something almost pleasurable. No, not almost. Purely. Alena had throbbed with joy, aching to take the relationship to a new level.

Relationship! Alena gave a bitter laugh, blinking at the ghost-like servant who ushered her into a guest room filled with a four-poster bed, matching walnut dressing table, and a pretty bathroom that opened to one side. What relationship? When Clara closed the door, Alena sprinted to the bathroom mirror. She pulled up her skirt and pushed down leggings and panties. She twisted and craned her neck to inspect the damage, but she couldn’t catch more than a glimpse of redness. Surprisingly, her bottom didn’t sport imprints of the spanking weapon. She’d felt each one at first, certain her backside would wear a rainbow of spatula prints. 

Alena rubbed her bottom that still crackled with fire. Instead of the blazing, unbearable pain of a few moments ago, her backside pulsated with warmth. She clasped each cheek, pressing her hands against the sore flesh, and tears streamed down her face. She turned away from the mirror so she wouldn’t have to watch her eyes puff up and nose grow bright. 

She shouldn’t have admitted to pain. Raven wanted a more worldly candidate, someone who could take spankings without complaint. Alena had done her best. She had gritted her teeth, breathed hard, and tried not to be a wimp. That last part of the spanking must have been a test to see how much she could take without blubbering, and she’d failed. Why couldn’t Raven have warned her? Or was that the point, that she needed to find out whether Alena was a crybaby?

Alone in the rose-printed bathroom, Alena proved the formidable woman correct. She let go of her aching bottom and slid to the floor, burying her knees in the thick dark pink rug. She sobbed, rocking back and forth like a small child. She’d just met this woman, and yet she was shocked by the sense of loss. After all, she’d opened up a part of her soul she’d never shared with anyone before. Victoria had moved away never the wiser, thinking she had enjoyed some childish fun lording things over the younger girl. When Raven took Alena into her arms and told her everything would be all right, it was as if Victoria had come back, grown-up and confident. It was like Victoria calling her “my baby” all over again, and nothing in the world could touch Alena or hurt her. 

When Alena had relaxed, allowing the pain to wash over her, she had reached out to Victoria. Not the real Victoria who laughed and gave a play slap, but the Victoria she had dreamed about for years. This Victoria would spank her, make her cry, dry her tears, and love her exactly the way she was. 

Kneeling on the bathroom rug, Alena’s tears wet the arms locked in front of her. She couldn’t understand herself. She wanted to try a little spanking fun, get her bills paid, and go home. That’s all. Had she known that Raven would break down her defenses at the first meeting, would she still have come? The cold, almost cruel way Raven had ordered her to leave stabbed at her heart in a way she couldn’t understand. She couldn’t care about Raven, not yet. But to be stripped bare—almost literally—and brought to tears within a few minutes…how could anyone experience a moment like that and not feel a connection?

Alena’s bottom hurt more than she ever could have imagined, but it couldn’t come close to the rawness and shame washing over her heart. She should have known better than to let someone in. She should have known a rich older woman wanted a plaything, not a real person. Raven was probably bored and lonely, inviting a parade of unsuspecting women for an afternoon’s entertainment. She could afford to buy as many victims as she wished, and no one would speak up against her.

Alena remembered the rant on Kinklife of someone who had visited Mistress Lorelei and been rejected. A mistress who scenes will always be believed over a sub who tells the truth. Is that what it was like? Already Alena had noticed the imbalance of hundreds of girls begging for mistresses and a precious few mistresses shooing away the trolls. If she told anyone, what would they think? That Alena didn’t have what it took? 

Shame overwhelmed her, and she curled her arms more tightly. When the knock came, she didn’t respond. It took a second knock, and a third, and fourth. At last, Clara entered and spoke in an emotionless voice.

“Miss Raven will see you now.”

In this world, everyone obeyed Raven. Alena threw her head back, followed the older woman, and marched to the dining room. She sat at the imposing table filled with more silverware than she could count, and she lifted a fork—most likely the wrong one—to her lips in determination. She would not let Raven in. Not a second time.

And when Raven thanked her for the visit and expressed regret that things hadn’t worked out, Alena lifted her chin. 

“You will be compensated for your time today, and Peter will take you home.” Raven raised a fork to her lips, but she put it down without taking any of the food. Fish, perhaps. Something pale and translucent that fell apart once it returned to the plate. 

No, thank you. Alena tried to speak, but her throat closed in. She was afraid opening her mouth would turn on the tears again, and she couldn’t allow this woman to make her feel any smaller than she already had. She’d leave with her dignity intact, at least.

“I’m sorry it didn’t work out,” Raven said, and as she rose to her feet she placed a hand on Alena’s shoulder. Alena flinched, pulling back. She couldn’t allow Raven to touch her. Not after throwing her away. Not after bringing her here, making promises, opening her up, and then shutting her down. She might as well have a scarlet letter on her shirt. R, for reject.

Alena got to her own feet, and she tightened her lips into a small, false smile. She would not say thank you, not even for the sake of courtesy. She wanted to go home, cry in private, and move on with her life. 

“Good-bye,” she said, and this time she left before anyone had to usher her out. 




*      *      *




Lorelei: Well? How did it go? 

Alena jumped. Her computer logged onto Kinklife automatically, and she’d never bothered to change it. Usually, Lorelei’s daily hello messages were welcome. This time, Alena would have preferred not to answer.

Lorelei: Are you there?

Alena typed a reply, deleted it, and stared at the screen. She and Mistress Lorelei had been friends too long to blow her off now, but what could she say? People will believe a mistress who scenes instead of a sub who tells the truth. Alena wasn’t a sub, but how could she tell the truth?

A1star: Fine, thank you. 

Lorelei: When will you hear the results?

Shame flooded through Alena once more. 

A1star: She said thanks but no thanks.

When no answer was forthcoming, Alena bit her lip. She should have remembered Mistress Lorelei was a mistress first and friend second. There must be a code of honor amongst mistresses. They wouldn’t take criticism of their own, not even from a friend.

Lorelei: What do you mean? Did you talk for a while and realize you wanted different things?

Talk! If only they had talked. If only Alena hadn’t allowed her to…

A1star: I cried too much, so she wants someone different. It’s fine. How are you and starrygirl?

Lorelei: Young lady, I asked you a question.

Alena gave her laptop a shove. She didn’t want someone else to pretend at a relationship that didn’t exist. 

A1star: I’m not meant for this kind of play, I guess. I told you it’s fine. I didn’t realize it would hurt so much.

Lorelei: Hurt? Why did it hurt?

A1star: Uh, you’re the one who always tells me a spanking will hurt a lot more than I think.

Lorelei: Hold it. She spanked you?

A1star: Yeah. So?

Lorelei: At the first meeting?

A1star: Well, yeah. Why?

Lorelei: And she sent you home?

A1star: Yeah, she didn’t like me. We’ve established that. Thanks for continuing to point that out.

Lorelei: I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but this is not the girl I’ve been talking to for the past year. Tell me right now. What happened?

Alena backed her chair away from the desk, hugging her arms to her chest. How could she tell Mistress Lorelei she’d been sent away in shame? Although most of the spanking’s effects had faded, she still could feel a twinge now and then. Each one was a reminder of her stupidity. She’d showered three times in the twenty-four hours since she’d arrived home, but she still couldn’t wash off the memory of allowing Raven to spank her. 

Alena walked away, but her phone rang. She pulled the receiver off the hook without thinking, and she held it up to her ear. “Hello?”

“Sweetie, I’ve put out requests for information from everyone who knows Raven. Tell me what happened, or do I have to call the police?”

It was Lorelei, the commanding but sweet voice that had called her a handful of times the past year. Once when they had considered getting involved as a couple, once when Alena’s beloved cat had gotten run over by a jerk with a truck, and once for congratulations after the wedding. Alena tried to hold back her sobs, but she clutched the phone through gulps and raspy breaths.

“Please, tell me what happened. I’m very worried.”

With a gasp, Alena stumbled through the story. She burned in shame at her naivete and poor judgment, and she winced through Lorelei’s echoing of Raven’s scolding. You never should have gone without checking her references. Lorelei added her own. How could you have visited a stranger without setting up a safety call, someone who knew where you were and what time you were due back?

By the time Alena finished the narrative, Lorelei’s focus shifted. “Did she ask for your consent before spanking you?”

“No.” Alena whispered her answer. “But I went. I didn’t tell her that she couldn’t.”

“Did she give you any warning how you might react? Did she give any kind of aftercare?”

Alena shook her head, even though Lorelei couldn’t see her answer. “It’s okay. I got too upset. I shouldn’t have—”

Lorelei cut in, angry and hard. “She shouldn’t have. I’m going to talk with her and ask her what the hell she was thinking.”

“No!” Alena slapped her forehead. “She’ll get mad, it’ll be a big drama, and I’ll—” She should have known not to tell anyone. “I didn’t explain it right. It’s fine. I need to get back to work.” Rich people get whatever they want, anyway.

Lorelei changed her tone. This time it was a soft, gentle voice. “Sweetie, let me tell you a story.”

“I don’t see what that—” 

“Just listen, okay?”

Alena didn’t know where Lorelei was going, but at least she wasn’t angry. “Okay.”

“Before I met my starrygirl, I had any number of babygirls come to visit. You knew me when one visit after another turned out badly.”

Alena nodded. She’d been surprised and grateful she hadn’t been part of the conflicts. Sometimes, girls had badmouthed Lorelei and started their own splinter groups. 

“Well, there was one girl who came to visit me. She wasn’t into the lifestyle, but she wanted to try spanking.” Lorelei paused, and her voice deepened. “She thought my spanking her entitled her to sex. The first night. After I’d told her no.”

Alena held her breath. This? No, Lorelei had never told anyone this. “I’m so sorry.” A part of her relaxed, a tiny bit. If Mistress Lorelei, the beloved mistress with her own fan club, had a bad experience, maybe it wasn’t a mark against her. 

“When I told her no, she didn’t believe me. She came after me, tried to force me…”

Alena gasped. “Oh my gosh!”

“I was the mistress and she was the submissive, but she didn’t respect boundaries. It took me a long time to heal afterward. If I hadn’t had my sweet starrygirl, I’m not sure I could have.”

Alena sat down at her desk, rubbing her thumb against the front of her teeth. “I’m sorry it happened, and thank you for sharing with me, but I don’t understand why you’re telling me now.”

A chuckle escaped. “Miss Impatient. The point is, you feel violated. And whether the answer was no or yes, you deserved better than dismissal without explanation. A good mistress should have helped you come back gradually after your first-ever spanking, not shove you out the door.”

Alena picked up a pen and doodled on the back of the envelope she should have used for mailing her electricity payment. “But you always say everyone does things differently. And I don’t want to get involved in drama. If it didn’t work out, whatever. Why drag things out?”

Lorelei’s voice reached out as if it were a hug. “Because you deserve better. Your first time should have been as worthwhile as you are. And if things don’t work out for you soon, I tell you what. Starrygirl and I will invite you down for a weekend.”

Sweet Lorelei, the lovely friend who had cheered her up through the loneliness of the past year. The generosity brought tears to eyes that had finally dried. “Thank you,” Alena whispered, and she stared into the distance long after she and Lorelei hung up. 

You deserve better.

Did she? Or was it the bias of a friend who took her side?










Chapter Eight




“Miss Raven.”

Raven glanced up from her desk. Clara held out a white envelope. “Yes?”

“Miss Alena said thank you but no thank you, and I should return this to you.” 

Raven took the envelope. Sure enough, each of the bills was inside. Untouched. She frowned. “Did you explain this was hers to keep?” Perhaps she should have given the envelope herself, but it felt awkward. Crass. She wanted to give the girl a consolation gift, not buy her off. After all, she had given Raven the afternoon. And from the preliminary paperwork Alena had brought, she could use financial help in a big way. That is, if the papers were genuine. Who knew whether the girl had presented false papers to elicit sympathy. 

Susan made her apologies and exited, leaving Raven to click through the list of emails. Since that morning, sixty-seven new ones had arrived in her inbox.

I am a striking blonde, five-six and a little over one hundred pounds. My Master says you will spank me at His direction, and you will eat my pussy as He watches. He will tell you what to do, and you will follow his instructions.

Gag. Raven marked the message “spam” and blocked the user. She skimmed through the remaining emails, deleting most before reading a single sentence. One, however, caught her eye.

My girlfriend and I played at kink for many years.

Girlfriend? Raven looked closer. She hoped she wasn’t being “invited” to another threesome. 

I’m now single again, and I miss the spankings. Since I’ve just gotten out of a relationship, I’d prefer not to get too involved. One day a week, no strings, sounds perfect. I won’t lie and say that money wouldn’t be nice, but I’m not sure it is a good idea. I support myself, and I don’t think I’d like to be financially dependent on someone else. Still, if you’d like to be a benefactor, I wouldn’t say no to a trip to Hawaii or a cruise to the Bahamas sometime. Other than that, I think it would be better to keep the relationship to play partners only. 

Raven smiled. Clear boundaries. Someone with experience. 

I live near downtown Ann Arbor, and I could be ready at a moment’s notice. I love leather. My girlfriend used to give me a good spanking with her belt each week, and I miss it. I hope you’ll give me a call.

Raven picked up the phone. Without giving herself time to think, she dialed the number at the bottom of the email. “Hello, Marie. This is Raven. I just received your application.” She nodded through the pleasantries. “My driver can pick you up and escort you to my home at your earliest convenience, if you wish.”

Marie’s voice came across loud and clear, neither too eager nor too aloof. “How long would it take him to get to my home?”

Raven glanced at the clock. It was well after rush hour, and Marie didn’t live too far away. “How about tomorrow at ten AM? Is that too soon?”

“Oh, no. Not at all. I’m an early riser. Thank you for calling me.”

Raven hung up the phone and called for Susan and Clara. Maybe it wasn’t too late to salvage the weekend. 




*     *     *




When Marie arrived the next day, she was a good deal older than Raven had expected. Older than Raven, in fact, with a distinguished silver to her hair despite what couldn’t have been more than fifty years to her name. Instead of Alena’s hesitant, fearful scanning of her surroundings, Marie gave Raven a hearty handshake and a kiss to the cheek. 

“I’m so pleased you invited me,” she said, and Raven mustered a smile. Marie’s conservative polo shirt and black knit pants struck the perfect balance between casual and trying too hard. “I didn’t bring all of my paperwork, but I can give you most of the answers you should need. I brought Annie’s belt, too.” She displayed a worn navy blue belt wound into a coil.

Raven took a deep breath. Why did she feel out of her depth, when Marie offered everything Raven wanted? “Would you join me in the sitting room?” 

Raven stepped toward her familiar chair, and Marie established herself in the red armchair. While Alena had obediently stood at attention, trembling as she read from the paper, Marie crossed one leg over the other and launched into an easy recital of her preferences. 

“Annie and I were together for almost fourteen years, and we had a ritual each week. I brought the belt to her, well not this one as of course we had to replace it a few times, and she positioned me across the back of our armchair. She rubbed my back and shoulders, and she spanked with the belt until I could relax. You mustn’t be afraid of the belt. I’m much tougher than I look, and it takes a good bit for me to drop into sub space.”

Raven laced her fingers together. She mustn’t? She should interview the potential submissive, not the other way around. Her back arched at the easy assumption she would serve as a replacement Annie. Don’t be silly. This is what you wanted, spanking without strings. Someone who doesn’t enter this relationship solely for what she can get from you. “How did Annie help you come out of sub space?”

At her question, Raven’s conscience prickled. How, indeed, had she helped Alena recover from sub drop? She hadn’t offered warmth, nourishment, or any reassurance. While she scorned any attempts to coddle after a well-deserved punishment, that first spanking was nothing of the kind. 

“Oh, nothing.” Marie gave a sunny smile. “Easy in, easy out. The important thing is to not stop until I’m ready. I get frustrated when the spanking isn’t long enough.”

Raven twiddled her thumbs, trying to hide her thoughts. “What were you hoping to get from me?” 

Marie stood up and indicated the belt. It lay curled in the palm of her hand, soft and accustomed to another woman’s use. She held it out. “A good spanking, of course. I’ve tried to do it myself, but I can’t get a good swing. Don’t worry. I won’t turn into a lovesick sub or send you a million messages a day asking for attention. In fact, I don’t think I’ll need to spend the night. Just a good spanking and then I’ll be on my way. You can use a belt, can’t you?”

Raven closed her eyes. She was being foolish. This was a grown woman who knew what she wanted and how to get it. She should take the opportunity, forget about impossible dreams, and be glad for spanking without emotional baggage.

And yet!

How empty it felt to be asked to substitute for another woman’s spanking arm! Marie didn’t need anything from her, or at least nothing about Raven that mattered. She could pay a good professional dominant to deliver what she wanted. Raven had thought Alena’s needs were overwhelming, but would this woman curl into her lap and rest her head on Raven’s shoulder? Would she whimper, cry, and plead to be a good girl?

Regretfully, certain she was committing the worst mistake of her career, Raven handed the belt back. Marie took it, looking surprised but not upset. “I’m afraid our needs are too different,” Raven said, feeling foolish. “I’m sorry to bring you out here for nothing. I’d be glad to compensate you for your time—”

“Oh, no.” Marie’s eyes glittered, and she bit off each word. “I have plenty of mistresses who’d like to play with me. I thought I’d give you a chance.”

Speechless, Raven sat back in her chair as Susan escorted the angry woman out the door and toward the front hallway. What was she thinking? Why had she invited Marie, knowing nothing about her? What was wrong with her? 

Lorelei has sent you a message request.

Raven gave her computer an irritated tap. She meant to shut down the request, probably from yet another would-be submissive. Instead, she clicked open the window and watched the three dots showing Lorelei typing. Lorelei. She’d heard the name before, of course. But where?

Lorelei: Hello, Raven. I’m a friend of A1star, the girl who visited you yesterday.

Of course! Raven sighed. The less she thought about the problematic girl, the better. She nearly typed a curt dismissal, but she thought better of it. From all accounts, Lorelei had a large and loyal following. It wouldn’t do to say the wrong thing and set off a never-ending drama. 

Raven: Hello, Lorelei. Nice to meet you. 

Raven hoped this Lorelei would finish quickly so she could lie down. Her head pounded, and she wanted to forget this nightmare of a weekend. Maybe next weekend’s candidates would prove more fruitful.

Lorelei: I make it my policy not to meddle in the affairs of others…

Raven groaned. Of course that meant Lorelei would do so. 

Raven: How can I help you?

Lorelei: A1star is unattached. She is not under my mentorship, and I do not discipline her. However, she and I have been friends for a long time and that’s why I recommended she take a look at your advertisement.

Raven’s curiosity got the better of her. Friends? Dommes and subs weren’t friends, at least not usually. And didn’t Lorelei have a sub already? 

Raven: Thank you.

Lorelei: Although I normally wouldn’t ask for details about someone else’s relationship, A1star is terribly upset about her visit. May I ask what happened? 

Raven let out a sigh. Lorelei could ask, although it was none of her business, but how could Raven answer? She should close the window and get back to her business. She didn’t owe this busybody any explanation. And yet, a small pain niggled the corner of her heart. She didn’t have an easy conscience about Alena, even if admitting that came hard.

Raven: She and I were not compatible. I’m afraid I can’t say anymore, but thank you for your concern. I wish her well.

The screen went blank. Raven waited, curiously disappointed at the lack of reply. Apparently, that was all Lorelei wanted. Raven could log off and forget the whole fiasco.

Lorelei: It is not my place to judge others, but it is my place to speak up when someone I care about gets hurt. I don’t know what happened between the two of you, but Alena is ashamed, upset, and confused. She trusted you and doesn’t understand why you rejected her. At the very least, you owed her an explanation and some aftercare before sending her home.

Raven took her hands off the keyboard. The thoughts coursing through her mind didn’t bear typing. She could launch a rant telling Lorelei to mind her own business, but this was a domme who felt a sub had been mistreated. She, Raven, had to tread carefully.

Even worse, Raven was beginning to get the suspicion Lorelei might be right. 

Raven: Has Alena given permission for us to speak together?

Lorelei: She is upset that I want to talk with you and afraid things will turn into a drama. She asked me to leave things alone and said she is fine. But I’ve known her for a while now, and I’ve never seen her like this. She’s devastated. I don’t care what decision you made, but you never should have spanked her and sent her home. 

So much for not judging or not interfering! Raven had dozens of replies, but in the midst of her professional anger—indignation that someone else would dare call her out—a tiny flame of hope burned in her chest. Had Alena been for real? Had Raven actually meant something to her, after all?

Raven: How long have you known her?

Lorelei: A little over a year.

Raven: And you can vouch for her? She is who she says she is?

Lorelei: As much as we can know about anyone online.

Raven: What was her motive in approaching me? Why did you suggest she apply?

Lorelei: She’s a good girl, Raven. I love her as much as a friend can love another. She’s been drifting for the past year, in and out of relationships and unable to focus. She works hard at her job, has good friends, and is as happy as she can expect—but she should expect so much more. She needs someone to invest in her. To care about her, care about her wellbeing, and give her the structure and discipline she needs.

Raven sat back in her chair, stunned. It was too good to be true. It had to be. And if it wasn’t, she’d thrown away the opportunity by sending the girl home.

Raven: Did you coach her? Tell her how to act and what to say to make a good impression?

Lorelei: Me? Do you think anyone tells her what to do? That girl won’t listen unless instructions are followed by a good beating.

Raven laughed. Then, without warning, she found herself in tears. She’d been an idiot. The girl she’d been looking for had come to her home, laid herself across Raven’s lap, and accepted a spanking magical beyond their dreams. Why had Raven recoiled? Why had she jumped to conclusions and assumed the worst? Why couldn’t she have trusted that perhaps, for once, the universe had given her a gift? 

Raven: She needs the money.

Lorelei: Badly. Her books aren’t selling much, and she’s too proud to let friends help her. She works sixteen hours a day, and it’s never enough. If she lived closer, I’d help straighten her out. Or maybe not. I’ve got my own stubborn girl to deal with.

Raven laughed again, certain that Lorelei joined her. 

Raven: You think we should give it another chance?

Lorelei: I don’t know. I’m not sure she can trust you enough to try. But you should talk to her.

Raven jumped up, paced around the sitting room, and talked out loud to the walls. “Try? Me? I sent her away. Why would she come back?” Then the answer came to her. Of course Alena wouldn’t come back. Raven would have to go to her.

Raven: If I did talk to her, do you think she’d listen? If I visited her?

Lorelei: Want me to ask?

Raven: Now?

Lorelei: Just a minute.

Raven: No, wait! Never mind.

But Lorelei’s typing dots had gone blank. Raven sat by the computer, cursing herself. How had she gotten herself back into this situation? How could she ever establish authority as a mistress after this kind of screw-up? Alena would never take her seriously.

Lorelei: If I were you, I’d bring some flowers.

Raven: It’s okay! I won’t go.

Lorelei: She’s home now. You should go before she changes her mind.

Raven wanted to offer a few choice words about the nerve of a domme who gave orders to a fellow domme, but a swelling rose up in her heart.

Alena’s waiting. Alena’s waiting for me.

Forgetting everything else, Raven called out for Susan. “The car, please! Quickly!”










Chapter Nine




Alena had forgone her usual shower in favor of her best ratty pajamas. The plaid faux flannel ended in loose seams around the neckline and cuffs, and the elastic of the waistband showed through several holes. After her conversation with Lorelei, she got up to make herself a cup of coffee. Strong and black, it gave her the strength to survey her home. She pushed aside an eighteenth century wooden desk and centered an antique typewriter on a stack of first edition books. While she was frugal in most senses of the word, she found comfort in following eBar auctions. Half the time, the thrill of winning outweighed the difficulty of cramming more prizes into her tiny apartment. 

When the stress of finances and wordsmithing kept her up at night, she soothed herself by stalking eBar listings. The rush of placing the triumphant bid just before closing allowed her to sleep. If she couldn’t do many things well, she could snatch a lovely piece of furniture from other poor, unpracticed sops. She was quite proud of her collection of writing paraphernalia owned by Margaret Booth, an unknown British author who specialized in children’s poetry.

That reminded her. She’d placed a replica of a child’s pull-along car on her watch list, and the auction would end that evening. She should check whether she had any competition yet.

Before she could open her computer, a knock came at the door. Surprised, she pulled at the waist of her pajama top. She hadn’t requested maintenance or ordered food delivery. Her neighbors kept to themselves. It wasn’t yet time for Girl Scout cookie orders, and management frowned on door-to-door solicitation. 

“Alena? May I come in?”

Alena dropped the hem of her shirt. Raven? Even though she had given Raven her home address for yesterday’s pick-up, she still couldn’t grasp the situation. How had Raven come here, and why? When Lorelei had asked if she would be at home, Alena had said yes without thinking. Florida was a long way from Michigan, after all. She considered changing back into her skirt and leggings, but it seemed pointless. Raven had already thrown her away, so why try to make a good impression now? 

That last thought saved her. How dare Raven throw her out and come after her? 

“No!” She shouted through the door. “I’m busy. Go away!”

The knocking came again. “I’m afraid there’s been a misunderstanding. I’ve come to apologize.”

That made Alena stop in her tracks. From the little she’d read, mistresses did not apologize. Even more, they didn’t drive halfway across town to make the apology. She gave her pajamas a rueful tug. If only she’d gotten laundry done instead of crying and feeling sorry for herself! She threw on her robe, a pink terrycloth one more suited to stay-at-home moms than successful authors, and unhooked the door chain. If Raven wanted to apologize, she could apologize to the robe. 

On the doorstep, Raven leaned forward with her hand outstretched to knock a third time. She wore a navy blue variation of yesterday’s close-fitting outfit that made her look both tall and imposing. She blinked at Alena, who felt more keenly aware of her disheveled hair and mismatched clothes. Alena tried to shove a rocking horse behind the door and out of sight. 

Raven held out the white envelope Susan had tried to foist onto Alena earlier. “Please,” she said, opening Alena’s reluctant hand and placing the envelope inside. “We made an agreement, and I didn’t keep my word. I can’t make things up to you, but at least I can help you with your bills. Even if you don’t want to speak to me again, let me help you this way.”

Alena opened her mouth to tell Raven to get lost. She didn’t want to be bought, and she had no intention of providing another afternoon’s amusement. She threw her head back, but something in Raven’s expression halted her. Instead of the regal, self-assured ice queen of yesterday, uncertainty sparked in the older woman’s eyes. She hesitated as if asking for Alena’s approval, or even permission. 

Without knowing why, Alena felt guilty. While she hadn’t agreed with Raven’s actions the day before, she didn’t want to change roles. She had gone yesterday hoping for validation. What did Raven want from Alena now?

It was easier to take the money than explain why she couldn’t, so she slipped the envelope into the pocket of her robe. She looked down, feeling dirty. She didn’t want the money. Even if it funded her eBar obsession for a few more months, she didn’t want money from a woman who didn’t want her.

“May I come in?”

Without blinking, Raven entered and seated herself at Alena’s dilapidated armchair. The chair had seen its better days in Alena’s youth, when her mother had recovered the armchair in plaid material. Now, decades later, the plaid clashed with its surrounding furniture and sprouted dirty stuffing from the back seam. Alena wanted to tell Raven to get out, but the odd juxtaposition of beaten-down chair and elegant occupant made her laugh instead. Raven looked unnerved, but she remained silent.

“I’m sorry,” Alena said at last. “I—”

“I’m the one who’s sorry.” Raven clasped her hands together. “Forgive me, but let me please ask you one question. What did you hope to gain from visiting me? What did you want when you heard about my proposed arrangement?”

Alena stared into the distance, wondering why she allowed Raven this second chance. What could she offer, after all? What could Alena hope to give in return? She’d already been judged once and found wanting. “I know you can’t be a Victoria,” she said, hating herself for being the sucker once more. “You’ll be different. I don’t know if I can handle someone telling me what to do, and giving up a whole night and day every week is a bigger commitment than I’ve made in a long time. I like my space. I like being my own person. But…”

Raven leaned forward, eyes alight with hope. “But?”

Alena’s voice came out soft, faint, and quivering with the fear of second rejection. “Lorelei said I needed someone. I’ve watched how much happier she’s become now that she’s found Celine. I didn’t want to step outside of my comfort zone, but I trusted Lorelei. She said you’d be good for me.”

Raven held out her hands. It was as if she didn’t want to, but she couldn’t help herself. Even though it was Alena’s home, not hers, she became the hostess wherever she went. Alena hung back, unwilling. She’d had enough hurt for one weekend. 

“I was wrong,” Raven answered. “I was wrong about you, wrong about the situation, and afraid. You awakened in me feelings I’d never intended to have for any submissive, and I doubted myself. I made up reasons to doubt you and to send you away. Your friend Lorelei has told me in no uncertain terms that if I ever hurt you again, I should flee the country.”

Alena laughed. Happiness flooded her chest. Lorelei had come through. She didn’t know how, but Lorelei had found the words to fix things. She couldn’t understand why Raven wasn’t posting diatribes against both of them all over Kinklife, but she was glad. Raven asked her forgiveness. Raven had come all this way to tell her that she, Alena, was wanted.

“Will you give me a second chance, my dear? May we start again?”

Raven opened her arms, and this time Alena walked toward her. She took the strong hands in her own, allowed arms to encircle her, and folded herself into the embrace of the older woman’s lap. Laughing and crying, she accepted a kiss to the cheek. 

“What could you want from me? What made you change your mind?”

Raven stroked Alena’s hair, tracing the tiny scar where Alena had fallen as a toddler and required stitches in the emergency room. “How you sell yourself short! I could ask you the same question, girl. What could you want from a mistress so insecure she sent away a submissive rather than admit her fears?”

Alena couldn’t understand. Lorelei seemed sure of herself, even when she had told the story of uncertainty earlier that day. If anyone should feel unsure, it would be the submissive who waited for rejection or acceptance. “How could you be afraid?”

Raven played with the sash of the ridiculous pink bathrobe. “We’re both new at this. If you’ll forgive me, I’ll forgive you, and we’ll start fresh. Can we do that?”

Alena nodded, even though her head told her no. What was she getting herself into? “So what happens now? Do I go to you next Friday?” Don’t be a fool, Alena! You haven’t talked about any boundaries or rules. You’re going to let her do everything all over again?

Raven cuddled her, kissing her cheek again. “Would you, this once, allow me to take you home tonight? I’d feel awful if we had to wait a whole week. And…” She coughed, her cheeks turning a slight pink. “I’d miss you. I can’t wait to begin working together.” 

So many questions flooded through Alena’s mind. What was she agreeing to, exactly? What would “no safeword” mean? What if Raven insisted on something that Alena objected to morally? Lorelei talked to her. It must be okay. I can trust Lorelei, can’t I?

Alena closed her eyes and basked in Raven’s embrace. Someone wanted her. Needed her, even. Had set aside everything else to come and ask for her. And, for that matter, had given her a spanking that sent her into a thrill of excitement and happiness. How could anything about this setup be negative? Raven had apologized, after all. How wonderful it would be to trade loneliness for belonging. It was only once a week, right? Alena could make anything work once a week. Plus, she’d never have to worry about finances again. Maybe she could even bid on the pull-along truck as well as the car. Margaret Bloom inspired an entire line of children’s toys to go along with her poetry, and Alena had always wanted to collect them all. 

Alena gave a long sigh and released her fears. Maybe Raven would turn out to be wrong for her, after all. But why not try? As much as it might hurt to face rejection a second time, the sweet kisses felt better than anything Alena had experienced in months. 

“Okay,” she said. “What do I need to bring?”

“Just you,” answered Raven, and she helped Alena stand. “You never need to bring anything but you. I’ll provide the rest.”

Still in her terrycloth robe and plaid pajamas, Alena stepped out the door with Raven at her side. As she disappeared into the enormous, sleek black car, Raven made her sit down. Raven held her hand the entire way, never letting her go. 

“You’re my girl now,” Raven said, and Alena knew it was so. Nothing in the world could be better than being Raven’s girl.










Chapter Ten




On the way home, Raven held Alena’s hand. The girl blushed and stammered, finger-combing her hair and alternating between pulling her robe tighter and trying to hide it. Maybe Raven should have let her get more comfortable before leaving, but impatience had gotten the upper hand. Besides, she couldn’t wait to try dressing Alena in a more appropriate style. She tried to offer reassurance.

“Don’t worry about your clothes. I have some you can wear, and Clara will alter them for you.” How sweet Alena would look in the dresses chosen by Mother years ago! Raven would have given anything to look good in them, but watching Alena wear one would be even better. 

Alena wriggled in her seat. How soon could Raven make her wriggle for the right reasons? “I forgot to lock my door. I don’t have my keys, or wallet, or anything.”

Raven leaned forward. “Peter. After you drop us off, please return to Miss Alena’s home to lock it. Where are your keys, dear?”

Alena gave a blank look. “On the keychain?”

Raven laughed. “Sassing already? Or are you that disorganized?”

“You didn’t give me much of a chance to get organized,” Alena pointed out. She gave a shiver.

“Cold?” Raven put an arm around her, surprised at the newfound protectiveness. She’s a newbie. You’ve barely met her. Slow down! “Or scared?”

Alena tugged at the end of her bathrobe sash. “Wondering what it’ll be like.”

They turned onto Raven’s street and pulled into the semi-circle driveway. Peter got out to open the door for her, and she guided Alena forward. “How can we know until we try?” 




*     *      *




Midnight: Any luck yet?

Raven: Perhaps.

Midnight: Perhaps! Do tell.

Raven: I have a new girl sleeping in the guest room. What more can I say?

Midnight: No! I expected you to drag your feet for a month or two.

Raven: She’s a funny little girl, completely new to the scene but with a charm of her own. Makes the cutest noises when she’s spanked.

Midnight: You are smitten already! How did you find her? 

Raven: Well, I put up the advertisement you suggested. Something feels right about this.

Midnight: I’m thrilled for you, but aren’t you moving a bit fast? When did you meet her?

Raven: Uh. Yesterday. But she went home in between, so technically this is our second meeting.

Midnight: Should I assume she brought her U-Haul?

Raven: Ha, ha. So funny. 

Midnight: You spanked her already? Raven, I’m delighted you may have found someone, but I hope you’re thinking things through. 

Raven: Oh, goodness! I’ve had quite enough of people telling me what to do. First you insist I find a girl, then the girl’s friend tells me to be careful with her, and now you’re getting cold feet. We had a lovely, chaste evening filled with harmless conversation. 

Midnight: I’m happy for you, my friend. I just don’t want to see you get hurt—or her. I’ve known you for years, and you’ve never latched onto anyone this quickly. Are you sure she’s legitimate? Are you preparing her for your service?

Raven scoffed. 

Raven: She’ll only be here one day a week. We’ll take it slow, but thanks for the advice, Mom.

She grinned before Midnight’s reply appeared.

Midnight: Let’s hope you don’t teach her to brat, Sassy.

Years before, Midnight had taught Raven about submission. They almost never spoke of it now, but Midnight’s nagging brought out the long-ago dynamic. 

Raven: All the better to spank her, my dear.

Midnight: LOL! I see there’s no reasoning with you. Very well, I wish you both well. Just don’t spoil her. There’s nothing worse than a spoiled sub.

Raven: Yes, Mom! Thanks, Mom! :P

Chuckling to herself, Raven signed off. She set her pen and notepad to the side, switched off her computer, and made a few marks in her planner. She had much to arrange before Alena’s first official visit. A girl to discipline, at last! The possibilities were endless. She should book an appointment with her hairdresser and maybe make-up consultant as well. Lorelei knew Alena the best, and she advocated a gentle approach. After all, Raven didn’t want to come on too strong. She’d screwed up once already.

She ignored Midnight’s warning against spoiling. Alena was sweet, tender, and unassuming. Hardly spoilable. Raven had a girl of her own at last, and she intended to enjoy every minute of it.

She walked through the hallways, straightening a portrait here and picking up a piece of lint there. Clara would have been horrified, but Raven enjoyed feeling needed. Fifteen years after her parents’ death, she still felt an impostor. She was still a girl of twenty-five playing at adulthood, not the mature, middle-aged woman who should have established herself in life. Even Clara and Susan, who had watched her grow up, now treated her as the Lady of the House. 

Raven passed Alena’s room, and she paused in the doorway. The girl lay amongst piles of pillows, ivory nightgown ruffles at neck and wrists. Her cheeks flushed with sleep, she murmured before rolling onto her side. 

Watching her, Raven wanted to stroke her hair. She didn’t want to wake Alena, though, and she remained motionless. Something stirred inside of her heart. She would now be responsible for guiding and protecting this younger woman. Was she up to the task? What if she failed?

Raven set her shoulders back. They’d take it slowly and gently, the two of them. Love and kindness would encourage Alena’s better nature. Already Raven had gleaned a wealth of information from their conversations. Alena worked hard, but she lacked discipline. She missed meals, skimped on sleep, and tended toward impulsive decisions. Raven would emphasize good habits, and slowly Alena would follow.

Wouldn’t she?










Chapter Eleven




A1star: Thank you! Thank you, thank you, thank you!

Lorelei: Lol, what now?

A1star: You talked to Raven!

Lorelei: Ah, that. I did some more checking around, calling in references, etc. I hope it works out for the two of you, but she means business. 

A1star: Oh, no. She was so sweet and lovely. So kind. She said you threatened her if she hurt me again, too!

Lorelei: What are friends for? 

A1star: I just got back this morning, and it feels like a dream.

Lorelei: Wait. This morning?

A1star: Yup. We had wild, satisfying, and kinky sex until daybreak.

Lorelei: No more than my girl got.

A1star: I’m kidding!

Lorelei: I’m not. But we did make some gingersnaps.

A1star: Gingersnaps? But…

Lorelei: I’m kidding. Maybe. 

A1star: Hm, starrygirl’s not online. Wonder why.

Lorelei: Oh, you brat. She’s working.

A1star: Working, or “working?”

Lorelei: Speaking of work, shouldn’t you be writing? 

A1star: Nah. I’ve got a sugar mama now.

Lorelei: Ha! You have a disciplinarian, and you will answer to her for your behavior.

A1star: Yeah, yeah. But that’s not you.

Lorelei: I may have to contact Raven and warn her about your brattiness, young lady.

A1star: Didn’t you say something about ginger? Is starrygirl awake yet?

Lorelei: I’ll chalk this one up to giddiness and let it go, but be warned. From now on, your behavior reflects on Raven even more than it does on you.

A1star: Very funny.

Lorelei: You’ve been part of the online community long enough to know how this works. I know you’re excited, but be careful. 

A1star: What, that people will think badly of Raven if I tease you?

Lorelei: Well, do you tease me in public?

A1star: No, not really.

Lorelei: So think harder.

A1star: No one’s going to know we’re together, so why does it matter?

Lorelei: Has she asked you to keep it a secret?

A1star: No, but it just happened yesterday. 

Lorelei: I think you’re missing the point. You’re seeing the fun and games of having someone to discipline you. I’m asking you to look at the responsibility. 

A1star: Oh, please! We had to talk for ages about responsibilities and expectations.

Lorelei: Good. I’m glad to hear it.

A1star: Um. Lorelei?

Lorelei: Yes, dear.

A1star: Does this no safeword thing seem strange to you?

Lorelei: Does it to you?

A1star: Maybe.

Lorelei: In what way?

A1star: I don’t know, that everything’s maybe too good to be true? But she was so sweet.

Lorelei: So you’ve said. I assume you talked about safety protocol?

Alena blushed in the privacy of her home. She’d gotten an ear-blistering lecture on being honest about pain levels and discomfort. It wasn’t an experience she wanted to repeat, let alone admit to someone as nice and professional as Lorelei.

A1star: Yeah.

Lorelei: Are you going back next week? 

A1star: Yes.

Lorelei: Do you feel comfortable with that?

Alena didn’t know how to describe her feelings, but “comfort” wasn’t the word she’d choose. Thrilled, nervous, excited, worried…yes. Comfortable? No.

A1star: I don’t know if I’m allowed to tell anyone this, but she’s giving me a lot of money.

Lorelei: As part of the modest living stipend?

A1star: Yeah.

Lorelei: That was the original condition of the arrangement, yes?

A1star: Yeah, but I didn’t know it would be this much. 

Enough for Alena to stop churning out potboilers and to begin work on the lengthy, not-very-marketable literary fiction novel she’d wanted to write since college. She could live on Raven’s monthly allowance alone, and her meager royalties could fund the Margaret Booth obsession. 

Lorelei: Is that a bad thing?

A1star: What if something goes wrong? What if I start counting on the money, and she and I don’t work out? I won’t have my usual money coming in.

Lorelei: You’ll be dependent on her.

A1star: Yeah.

Lorelei: That’s what scares you, isn’t it? Not the absence of a safeword.

A1star: I’ve gotten this far on my own. The money’s nice, but is it wrong to take it? It feels like taking advantage, somehow.

Lorelei: Look, sweetie. Raven is paying for 24 hours, uninterrupted, in which you will obey her every command. I’ll be surprised if she doesn’t end up giving you homework of some kind for the days you aren’t with her. A normal work week is 40 hours. Consider this your almost full time job. 

A1star: To let her spank me?

Lorelei: She could hire a professional submissive if that’s what she wanted. No, dear. She wants your heart.

A1star: But if she’s paying for it, then…

Lorelei: She’s freeing you from economic obligations so you can devote your heart and soul to her. Maybe it will work out. Maybe not. But for now, you are taking on nearly the full time responsibilities of being Raven’s girl. Don’t expect it to be easy.

Alena shivered. 

A1star: But it’s a lot of money. 

Lorelei: I doubt it’s more than she would pay for a session or two with a professional.

A1star: Sigh. I suppose I sound ungrateful.

Lorelei: Ungrateful? No. You’re wise to consider potential issues. Speaking of issues, does Raven mind that you talk with me?

A1star: Um. Should she?

Lorelei: It’s up to her. You’ll have to check.

A1star: Why do I have the feeling I’m in over my head, and the over-my-head part has nothing to do with spanking?

Lorelei: Because you’re a smart girl.

A1star: Thanks, Lorelei. You know how to give reassurance.

Lorelei: Speaking of reassurance, I’ve got a naughty girl who needs some.

A1star: Sex?

Lorelei: That, too. Go get some writing done, brat.

A1star: I’m not a brat!

Lorelei: That’s right. You’re Raven’s girl now.










Chapter Twelve




A1star: Oh! Um, hi. You use your real name here?

Raven: Yes. Did you arrive home safely?

A1star: Sorry, I had to finish another conversation. Yes, thank you.

Raven: Don’t let me interrupt you.

A1star: No, it’s fine. Actually, it was my friend Lorelei. I mean Mistress Lorelei, who talked to you.

Raven: Go ahead. I only wanted to say hello.

A1star: Um, she’s gone. Her wife woke up. Actually, Lorelei wanted me to ask you something.

Raven: Did she? Does she have concerns for your safety?

A1star: No, nothing like that, although she was glad you talked to me about responsibility and stuff. 

Raven: Good.

A1star: Well, she said I should ask if it’s okay for us to keep talking. 

Raven: You and I? What is she worried about?

A1star: No, I mean. She and I. Like…do you mind if we talk?

Raven: If you and Lorelei talk?

A1star: Yeah.

Raven: Is she bothering you?

A1star: No! I mean…I don’t know. She just said I had to ask you if it would be okay. But it doesn’t matter.

Raven: Okay, something isn’t right here. What exactly did she tell you to ask me?

A1star: Never mind. What did you want?

Raven: Answer the question, young lady.

A1star: Wait, what?

Raven: When I ask you a question, I expect an answer.

A1star: But it’s not Friday. Or Saturday.




Raven uttered a phrase that would have shocked her mother. Why was conversation so difficult? She’d practically gone on bended knee to make amends, and now the silly girl preferred verbal fencing to a simple exchange. Hi. How are you? Fine. Everything okay? Yep. Great, just wanted to check in. 

Why did this girl make everything so difficult? 

Raven: All right, let’s start this conversation again. 

A1star: Okay.

Raven: How have you been since last weekend?

A1star: Fine, thanks. 

Raven sighed. Well, it was something.

Raven: Is everything all right?

A1star: Yep.

The clock tick-tocked while Raven pondered her response.

Raven: How is your friend Lorelei?

A1star: Fine, thanks.

Raven: Alena!

A1star: What?

Raven: Is something wrong? Why are you so terse?

A1star: Well, you seem kind of mad.

Raven took a deep breath. Frustrated, yes. Mad, no. 

Raven: I’m just trying to make conversation to see whether you made it home safely and if you’ve been doing all right since then. It’s your first week after an encounter, after all.

A1star: Okay.

Raven: Well?

A1star: I’m surprised, that’s all. I thought I would see you on Friday, and it’s only Monday.

Raven: Would you prefer that we not have contact in between Fridays?

A1star: No! It’s just…

Raven: Yes?

A1star: If you talk to me now, does that mean I can’t talk to other people?

Raven: Such as Lorelei?

A1star: Well, maybe. She thinks you’ll say I can’t talk to her.

Raven: Is she threatening you, violating your boundaries, or harassing you in any other way?

A1star: Omg, no. She said I shouldn’t feel guilty about taking money from you, and that it’s like working a full-time job. Or at least almost full-time. 

Raven: It is. I expect you to treat it that way, too. But why would I mind that you talk to your friends?

A1star: I don’t know, but Lorelei said you might. Or that I had to ask if you were okay. 

Raven: Ah! She thinks I may view her as a potential threat?

A1star: Huh. Maybe? I have no idea.

Raven: Do you intend to jilt me at the altar and run off with her?

A1star: LOL! No, she’s married.

Raven: Well, then. What’s the problem? 

A1star: I have no idea!

Raven: From Saturday when you arrive home until Friday afternoon when my driver picks you up, your time is your own. It’s your life. 

A1star: Lorelei thought you might give me assignments during the week.

Raven: Really? Hmm, what does she think you should work on?

A1star: Uh, nothing. How have you been?

Raven: Nice try. Look, it’s been our first week. I’m not going to push you. Plus, our deal was very clear. You don’t have to ask permission when you’re on your own time. 

A1star: What if I have to go out of town?

Raven: What would you do if you worked at an office job and had to miss days?

A1star: Ask in advance?

Raven: Yep. 

A1star: What if I’m sick?

Raven: I’d ask some serious questions about how well you’ve taken care of your health.

A1star: Oh.

Raven: Don’t worry. It will be fine.

A1star: Um, what if I’m under a deadline and have to finish a project?

Raven: What would you say to your boss at an office job?

A1star: I see. You’re serious about this being like a job.

Raven: It is your job. And, yes, I am serious. I expect you to be, too.

A1star: Okay. So it’s not like you’re giving me a lot of money and I do whatever I want. I have to earn it.

Raven: More or less. Does that bother you?

A1star: No, it makes me feel better. I don’t want to take handouts. But I am a little worried about the no safeword thing. What if you tell me to do something and I really can’t do it?

Raven: When you’re with me?

A1star: Yes.

Raven: Remember when I gave you that spanking with Blackie?

A1star: Ouch, that awful little paddle? I’d rather not.

Raven: What did I tell you then?

A1star: Honestly, it hurt so much I’m not sure.

Raven: I hope I won’t have to repeat the lesson again this weekend.

A1star: No, thanks! You said my first lesson was honesty.

Raven: If something hurts, if you are afraid, if you are uncomfortable. I expect you to communicate with me openly and honestly while we’re getting to know each other, so I can assess your needs and limits. 

A1star: But if I don’t get a safeword, why does that matter?

Raven: Silly girl. If you’re not allowed to safeword, it’s far more important for me to know your limits. 

A1star: Like if something hurts too much?

Raven: Exactly.

A1star: Is that why you said it was a warning?

Raven: The spanking with Blackie? Yes. Your first mistake was trying to hide how much the audition hurt. I need honesty from you, not what you think I want.

A1star: Okay, but it’s embarrassing.

Raven: Admitting that a spanking hurts?

A1star: No, um…

Raven: Yes, dear?

A1star: Just…

Raven: Yes, dear.

A1star: Thinking that I, oh, I don’t know. That I might want. Or that it seems like a good thing, or…I don’t know!

Raven: That it might feel good for someone to take care of you?

A1star: Yeah.

Raven: And it embarrasses you?

A1star: Kind of.

Raven: Because you think you’re too old and independent and mature for discipline?

A1star: Maybe? Or that I should be?

Raven: We are many things, but we rarely are what we should be. 

A1star: You mean that we’re wrong, somehow?

Raven: No, my dear. On the contrary, that we are right. We are who we need to be, and “should” doesn’t matter. If this feels good and right to you, it is.

A1star: Does it for you?

Raven: Time will tell, dear. But for now, yes. Oh, yes.

A1star: I wish Friday would hurry up and get here.

Raven: Me too, my darling. But you have a book to write.

A1star: Sigh.

Raven: Work hard, and I will prepare a surprise for you.

A1star: Yay! And okay. I better get going. Hugs.

Raven: Hugs back, and a wicked little spank. :-) 

A1star: Ow! *giggle*










Chapter Thirteen




A1star: Thank you! Thank you!

Raven: It was my pleasure. Really.

A1star: The dress, the necklace and shoes, dinner, museum, botanical gardens, the play…wow! I thought I was supposed to be *earning* my way.

Raven: It’s proper to court a lady before spanking her, isn’t it?

A1star: *blush*

Raven: How sweet. You’re still blushing. Top and bottom, I presume?

A1star: What? Do you mean…

Raven: Oh yes, my dear. After that last spanking, you should be at least pink for the rest of the day.

A1star: I’m in my own house with no one to see me, and I’m still squirming as if you were next to me!

Raven: Do tell. Are you still sore?

A1star: This is so embarrassing.

Raven: Only embarrassing if you’re ashamed to receive the discipline you need.

A1star: No, not ashamed. Just…wow. My head’s still spinning. I’ve never been on a first…I mean…

Raven: A first what? 

A1star: Um…

Raven: Surely, you haven’t had other mistresses before?

A1star: No. But it felt like a date. You even helped me into the car yourself. I feel like Cinderella or a princess. 

Raven: I wonder if Cinderella’s godmother spanked her. I should do some research.

A1star: You do have to keep saying that word!

Raven: Spanked? You mean that I turned you over my knee, pulled up that lovely dainty dress, and spanked your bottom until you wriggled and cried like a little girl?

A1star: Ack, stop! Please stop!

Raven: Didn’t I say there’s no safeword, dear?

A1star: *giggle* Wow, you’re so different.

Raven: In what way?

A1star: More, I don’t know. Friendly? Approachable? Not so scary.

Raven: Ah, the terrifying domme syndrome. 

A1star: I didn’t mean to say you were—

Raven: That’s okay. If I’m not slightly terrifying at least once in a while, I’m not doing my job. I’m supposed to discipline you, not spoil you.

A1star: Feels more like spoiling. Not that I’m complaining.

Raven: That might change.

A1star: Aw, come on.

Raven: I’m serious.

A1star: What? Why? We’ve had such nice weekends together.

Raven: Oh, yes. I’ve loved every minute.

A1star: Then why will it change?

Raven: Might. This is our honeymoon period, so to speak. You do whatever I ask because it brings pleasure to you, too. I’ll wager that your response will be different when obeying means making a sacrifice.

A1star: Uh. What kind?

Raven: Relax. Not human sacrifice.

A1star: That’s reassuring.

Raven: :-) 

A1star: That wasn’t funny.

Raven: It won’t be funny when the discipline gets serious, either.

A1star: What do you mean? I only go to you one night a week. You give me everything I’ve ever wanted. Fridays can’t come quickly enough. I wish I could see you every day.

Raven: Do you, really?

A1star: Oops. I didn’t mean to say that.

Raven: But do you?

A1star: I suppose I wouldn’t get my writing done, but I miss you in between weekends. You’re so different from anyone I’ve ever met.

Raven: Oh, you are, too. 

A1star: Hey, was this the surprise you promised me last week?

Raven: When?

A1star: You said if I got my writing done, you’d have a surprise ready.

Raven: Oh, that! Yes. I thought you meant…well, something else.

A1star: The night out, the special entertainment.

Raven: The spanking throughout the night.

A1star: *Please* will you stop saying that word?

Raven: *laughs* Does it bother you that much?

A1star: Not exactly, but I keep wondering. What if my mom sees it? Or if I’m the victim of a crime and the police search my laptop? 

Raven: Then they’ll find out you’re a naughty young lady in need of spanking. Oh, I’m sorry. You didn’t want me to say spanking. Shall I say whipping? Flogging? Beating? 

A1star: *sigh* I suppose you’re saying that you’ll call it what you like and I have to put up with it?

Raven: I am the mistress, after all. 

A1star: Lorelei said—oh, wait. Do you mind if I talk about Lorelei?

Raven: *laughs* I have many faults, my dear, but I’m not jealous. What did your friend say?    

A1star: She said D/s isn’t all fun and games, and that I’ll be surprised to learn it for myself.

Raven: Did she? Does that worry you?

A1star: Honestly, a little. She teases a bit like you do, but she also is serious. Sort of a be careful what you wish for thing.

Raven: That’s true. 

A1star: But you haven’t been like that so far.

Raven: Do you remember what I told you last week about honesty?

A1star: Ouch, yes. That I have to be honest at all times.

Raven: Well, there’s no need to tell me if you don’t like the shade of my lipstick.

A1star: Duly noted, ma’am!

Raven: When this discipline becomes serious—and it will—you won’t like it.

A1star: Everyone keeps telling me that, but I don’t think it’s helpful.

Raven: Why not?

A1star: It’s like waiting to have a tooth out.

Raven: Hm. You can’t get pain medication prescribed for a spanking, so I doubt it.

A1star: *sigh* I was serious.

Raven: I know, dear. I was serious when I gave you the warning with Blackie.

A1star: I remember!

Raven: And the world didn’t end. I gave you a lecture, punished you, and we moved on.

A1star: I don’t want that to happen again.

Raven: Sweetie, that’s the point of discipline. You learn, you grow, and you don’t repeat mistakes.

A1star: But I’m an adult. I don’t need a mom anymore.

Raven: Right. That’s why this is discipline, not ageplay.

A1star: Part of me agrees with you. And, to be really embarrassingly honest, it makes me tingly inside. At the same time, though, I don’t want it. I want everything to stay happy and exciting like this weekend.

Raven: Oh, me too.

A1star: Really? Why?

Raven: Because when I punish you for real the first time, a punishment and not a warning like last week, you’ll hate me.

A1star: I’d never hate you!

Raven: Think of the words that slipped out of your mouth when Blackie got intense.

A1star *blush* Uh, I don’t usually say stuff like that. It just hurt so much…

Raven: As it should. And if your conversations with me have been accurate, pretty soon you and I will be having a discussion you’ll dislike. 

A1star: That makes it sound as if you want me to mess up.

A1star: Not trying to be rude.

Raven: Want, no. I’d rather keep spoiling you.

A1star: That would be fine with me!

Raven: Would it?

A1star: Yes!

Raven: Would you still respect me?

A1star: Getting spoiled is better than respect. :P

Raven: Such a bad little girl!

A1star: Hehe. And what do you like to do to your bad little girl?

Raven: You’re the one who said you don’t want sex, my dear.

A1star: I reserve the right to change my mind.

Raven: Okay, we’ve gotten a bit off-track. You’re worried about your first punishment, and I’m telling you not to be afraid.

A1star: Because you’ll go easy on your sweet sub?

Raven: No, because you like to test boundaries and it’s my job to enforce them.

A1star: Oh.

Raven: Not feeling quite so playful now, are you?

A1star: Not really. 

Raven: Have you worked on the list I gave you for this week?

A1star: I just got home yesterday.

Raven: Alena!

A1star: You asked me to list things you should hold me accountable for, and I don’t want to tell them to you.

Raven: You’re so lucky you’re not at my house right now.

A1star: Come on, it’s Monday. I have four days left.

Raven: It won’t get any easier. Shall I name them for you?

A1star: No, thank you.

Raven: What time did you get to bed last night?

A1star: I don’t remember.

Raven: Are you telling me the truth, young lady?

A1star: You said I can do what I like with my own time. 

Raven: Did I say it was all right to lie?

A1star: *sigh* No, ma’am.

Raven: Remind me of this conversation when you arrive on Friday.

A1star: Yes, ma’am.

Raven: Now, when did you get to bed last night?

A1star: But you can’t punish me for that.

Raven: *sigh* Will you please be so good as to answer the question?

A1star: Around 4:30, I think. I was busy. Authors keep odd hours. I write best late at night.

Raven: Were you writing until 4:30 in the morning?

A1star: Um. Maybe not.

Raven: Yes or no, dear.

A1star: No. 

A1star: Ma’am.

Raven: Has your friend Lorelei noticed the “odd hours” you keep?

A1star: Sigh.

Raven: Yes or no, please. In the future, I suggest you don’t make it necessary for me to repeat myself.

A1star: We had the most wonderful weekend ever, and now you’re turning it into something else.

Raven: Alena, you may count yourself lucky once more that it’s Monday and you’re on your own time. This Friday, it will be a different story. 

A1star: I’ll get some sleep before I go to your house. And yes, Lorelei’s always nagging me about going to bed. It’s her fetish.

Raven: That sounded extraordinarily petulant for someone who calls herself an adult woman. 

A1star: Sorry.

Raven: Would you like to learn something about how I work?

A1star: Okay.

Raven: The more you resist me on something, the more important I realize the issue is for you.

A1star: Oh.

Raven: So we’ll make sleep a top priority for you.

A1star: *lets out a big sigh*

Raven: How are you feeling right now?

A1star: Honestly?

Raven: Always. 

A1star: Annoyed.

Raven: Tell me more.

A1star: I understand I have to do what you say for the day and night I’m at your house, but you said the rest of the days of the week are my time. You didn’t say I had to agree to let you decide about stuff like this.

Raven: So you feel that you should get to set limits.

A1star: No! I mean, this is what you said. Not me.

Raven: First of all, when did I say I’ll set a bedtime for you?

A1star: Isn’t that what you’re getting at?

Raven: Please don’t make assumptions about my intentions.

A1star: Okay, I’ll stay up whenever I want with your blessing.

Raven: Yes.

A1star: What, really?

Raven: As long as you arrive on Friday well-rested and able to participate in the tasks I’ve planned for you, you can make your own decisions.

A1star: Oh!

Raven: Yes, oh.

A1star: Sorry. I guess I sort of jumped to conclusions.

Raven: Yes, you did.

A1star: It’s just that…Lorelei was so sure you’d make me go to bed.

Raven: Was she? Or did you assume that, too?

A1star: Argh. Maybe I assumed a little.

Raven: Do you feel that you get an adequate amount of rest, and does your sleep allow you to maintain health and concentration?

A1star: Um…

Raven: So you were feeling defensive.

A1star: About?

Raven: Not getting enough sleep.

A1star: No.

Raven: Really?

A1star: Maybe.

Raven: I’ll take that as a yes. 

A1star: Can we please talk about something else?

Raven: Today, yes. Friday, no.

A1star: Okay. Sorry.

Raven: Alena, will you relax? I want what’s best for you. You might not always like it, but that’s the point. If discipline were easy, you wouldn’t need me. You could do everything on your own.

A1star: Well. That *is* sort of like having a parent, isn’t it? Having one mom was enough for me.

Raven: I promise not to nag you to write your grandmother or call me more often. 

A1star: Lol, thanks.

Raven: Don’t worry about things. When you come on Friday, let’s have a quiet evening. We’ll stay in this time.

A1star: That sounds nice.

Raven: I’ve got some new spanking videos you’ll enjoy.

A1star: Ooh, that does sound great!

Raven: Susan loves cooking for you, too.

A1star: Sigh. It sounds wonderful. But…

Raven: Yes, dear?

A1star: I suppose you’ll tell me off about sleep and stuff like that?

Raven: Do you think I need to?

A1star: No.

Raven: Then come well-rested, and I won’t. Let’s have a good weekend.

A1star: Oh, yes please.

Raven: Get back to work, dear. I can’t wait to see you soon.

A1star: Raven?

Raven: Yes?

A1star: Thank you so much. For everything.

Raven. Work hard. You’ll have your reward on Friday.










Chapter Fourteen




Lorelei: Aren’t you supposed to get to bed early on Thursday nights?

A1star: Oh, don’t you fuss, too! I’m almost thirty. I hardly think someone needs to tell me when to go to bed. Besides, I’ve had a stressful week. I deserve some time to relax.

Lorelei: Sounds like a lot of excuses. Your arrangement with Raven goes both ways.

A1star: My internet went out, my printer cartridge jammed, and I got stuck behind a traffic accident on my way to the store. A stupid driver got out of his car and came over, shouting insults at me for not going even though everyone ahead of me was stopped in the road, too.

Lorelei: That’s too bad. What time did Raven say you should be in bed?

A1star: I never agreed she could tell me when to go to bed, for pity’s sake! 

Lorelei: Because she’s never discussed it with you? 

A1star: Well, I don’t know.

Lorelei: You’re playing with fire, little girl. If you were my babygirl, I’d spank you for defiance.

Alena rolled her eyes. Ever since she and Raven had become close, her relationship with Lorelei had changed. Instead of the normal chatting, Lorelei’s formerly good-natured teasing had turned into something more serious. 

A1star: I’m not, am I? And Raven doesn’t mind.




At least, Alena hoped not. 

Bedtime. Alena snorted. What was she, five? She scoured the eBar pages for a Margaret Bloom wooden duck. She had the car and truck, but the duck was the most elusive toy from the Springtime series. There! No, it wasn’t a genuine Margaret Bloom, but two pages in there was a wooden teddy bear. Mr. Teddy from the Bedtime series of poetry was Alena’s favorite. 

She had to have it! Ignoring her usual tactic of waiting until the last minute, she placed a bid. Then she cursed as she checked the remaining auction time, too late. Well over three hours until the close. She’d tipped her hand, and now the other bidders would increase the price.

Lorelei: Raven can choose her own way to handle you, but you’re asking for her to crack down.

A1star: Just a sec.

No! A bid topped hers by more than thirty dollars. Alena gulped. She’d spent a little more on the pull-along truck than she’d intended, and she hadn’t counted on Raven asking about her purchases with the stipend. Use your judgment, Raven had said, so Alena did. She had to have that bear!

A1star: Sorry, but I have to run. Don’t worry, Lorelei. Raven and I are getting along just fine. 

Alena hovered over the trackpad on her computer, watching the clock. Would someone else come along? It was a long wait until three-thirty AM, but she couldn’t let this bear go. She might be able to score her favorite piece, one that had never come up on the listings before. 

And when Alena pressed the final bidding click exactly one second before the auction ended, she whooped with victory. The bear was hers! She’d outsmarted the other would-be buyers. So she paid a good deal more than she’d intended. So what? She’d won! 

Too giddy to sleep, Alena flipped through Wakipedia. She re-read the listing on Margaret Bloom’s line of toys inspired by her poetry, and she hugged the description of the bear. 

Mr. Teddy is the most sought-after item, as Margaret Bloom had a falling out with the artist and discontinued the line after one run. Fewer than three hundred were made. They originally sold for five pounds, a fortune at the time. Now, a Mr. Teddy in mint condition can sell for upwards of nine hundred dollars.

It made the price Alena paid seem like a pittance. She’d saved money, really. She read well into the night, finally falling asleep with one arm flung underneath her cheek as she dozed at her desk. 




*     *      *




Raven’s smile grew strained. “I said you look tired, Alena. Are you coming down with a cold?

Alena sneezed, yawned, and struggled to pay attention. Her head swam from the scant hour of sleep before Peter’s pickup that afternoon. “No, I’ve just had some busy days. I’m fine.” She yawned, picking at her dinner. Fish again. Alena had never disliked fish until it was served at nearly every Friday evening meal. Raven wasn’t even Catholic, at least not as far as Alena could tell. 

“I picked out a movie for us to watch tonight. You’ll like the story.” Raven gave a smile, as if amused with herself. “A naughty brat gets spanked for disobeying.”

Alena should have squirmed in her chair at the implication, but her head ached. She wanted nothing more than to lay her head on the table and close her eyes. “That sounds nice.” Seeing Raven’s disappointment, she tried to muster some enthusiasm. “I’m not hungry. Why don’t we watch it now?”

Sighing, Raven set down her fork and nodded to Clara, who began clearing their plates. Raven stood up, held out her hand to Alena, and led the way to the miniature movie theater. She settled herself into one of the few rows of seats, and she pulled Alena to sit down next to her. The room dimmed, and Alena curled up with her head on Raven’s shoulder. Raven’s arm came around her, and she began a commentary as a pajama-clad grown woman clutched her ear while another stern woman dragged her across her lap. The spanking began without ceremony, and the “brat” wailed her promises to be good. 

Alena answered Raven’s questions at first, but the sleepless night got the better of her. She drifted off, only to wake with a start when the lights came up. She jumped, massaged her sore neck, and stammered. 

Raven frowned at her. “It wasn’t the best, admittedly, but it wasn’t a snooze fest, either. I thought you wanted to watch some spanking videos.”

Alena did, but she couldn’t focus. Her head still hurt, and a crick in her neck made the headache worse. “I’m sorry.” Raven had gone to a lot of work to plan their evening, after all. “We could watch it again, and I won’t fall asleep this time.”

Raven sighed. “Never mind. If you’re this tired, you should go to bed.” She looked about to say something else, but she got up. 

“No!” Guilt pricked Alena’s conscience. “I’m awake now.”

Raven gave her a hard stare, and Alena swallowed. Every once in a while, Raven’s gentleness gave way to something more intimidating. It was like having a friend but not a friend at the same time. “Did you just tell me no?”

Alena shivered, drawing her arms to her chest. “You wanted to watch the movie, and we didn’t get to. Let’s watch it now. C’mon.” She hated the look of disapproval and disappointment on Raven’s face. They hadn’t had a fight yet, and she didn’t want to start one. 

“No,” came the answer. “I said it’s time for bed.”

Alena shrugged. “Don’t be mad. It’s barely nine o’clock. You said we’d get to play tonight.” She sneezed, then coughed.

“To bed, Alena.” Raven nodded toward Clara, who escorted the protesting Alena to the guest room. “I’ll come in to say good night.”

Alena pulled away from Clara. “It’s all a misunderstanding. Why’s Raven got her nose out of joint?”

Clara pointed to the pristine white nightgown, turned-down pink eiderdown on the canopy bed, and the toothbrush and toothpaste set out in the adjoining bathroom. “Everything you need should be here, Miss Alena.” She disappeared and closed the door, leaving Alena to fume. 

Alena ignored the unspoken instructions and opened the door. “Raven!” she called. “Don’t be this way!”

Silence greeted her, and she shrugged. While she had struggled with sleepiness a few minutes ago, annoyance jolted her wide awake now. She crossed her arms, waiting. When no one arrived, she glared at the room before picking up a notebook from the dressing table. She might as well work on the opening scene for her next chapter. Engrossed in describing the villain’s first appearance, she didn’t notice the time passing. 

When Raven opened the door twenty minutes later, Alena barely looked up. “Shh,” she murmured. Was the sky midnight blue? Darkest blue? Rich indigo? 

Raven stared at her with unfriendly eyes. “Alena.” Her tone, quiet but piercing, made Alena jump and put down the notebook. “What were you told?”

Alena fumbled for words. “Just a few more minutes, I—”

“No.” Raven strode toward the bed and picked up the nightgown. “That’s a word you haven’t heard often enough in our time together. No, you will not have a few more minutes. No, you will not defy my order to get ready for bed. No, you will not show up for your day with me too exhausted to fulfill your end of our agreement. I said, to bed. Now!”

Shocked, Alena held out her hand. She slipped her sweatshirt over her head and picked up the nightgown. She pulled the frilly, ribboned affair down. She slid the jeans off underneath the skirt and kicked her shoes off as well. Her stomach twinged, and she couldn’t understand this new Raven. They’d laughed together, had fun together, and been silly. What had gotten into her? 

“Teeth brushed and face washed. Now!” Raven added, quite unnecessarily. Alena had already bolted toward the bathroom, where she unscrewed the toothpaste cap and tried to wet the washcloth at the same time. 

Alena brushed her teeth, rinsed, spat, and set the toothbrush in its white porcelain holder. She squeezed amber liquid soap onto the washcloth and lathered before scrubbing her face. She rinsed and patted dry before skulking back into the bedroom. Her chest heaved with the unfairness of Raven’s new dictatorship, but another part of her thrilled at this show of authority. How could she hate being told what to do, but get excited at the same time? If only it didn’t have to involve bed! She’d have been willing to play along with Raven about anything else. Besides, what if she gave in now? What would Raven make her do next? She was shocked at herself for obeying this far. She should tell Raven the limits of what she could do.

“In bed.” Raven stared her down, as if daring her to protest. “I can make you, but I assure you that you won’t like it. I suggest you do as you’re told.”

Alena crept into bed, shivering despite the warmth of the covers. Why was Raven so angry with her? “Fine.” She turned away, stiff with resentment. She should tell Raven to get lost. She should go home and forget about everything. 

Raven switched the light off, raised the covers around Alena’s shoulders, and gave her a pat. “Good night, dear. I’ll see you in the morning. You’re not to get out of bed until then.”

Before Alena could respond, Raven disappeared into the hallway and closed the door. Alena bolted upright, prepared to shout her objections. You’re not to get out of bed. Why should Alena stay like a naughty child? She swung her feet to the side of the bed and slid to the carpet. The overhead light snapped on, and a few seconds later Raven re-entered. Without a word, she grasped Alena above the elbow and steered her back into bed. Down went Alena’s head, and up went her feet. The eiderdown slapped across her shoulders.

“Last chance, Alena. You’re to go to bed and stay there until I give you permission to rise in the morning. It’s time you learned the meaning of obedience.” Raven didn’t bother to see whether Alena obeyed before striding out the door. 

How had Raven come back so fast? For that matter, how had she known Alena got up, anyway? Unnerved, Alena pulled the covers around her more tightly. She was beginning to get the uneasy suspicion she’d gotten more than she’d bargained for. Maybe it was better to play it safe. She could lie in bed for a little bit, couldn’t she? Then Raven would surely let her get up.

Alena scowled. Let? She and Raven were friends. She didn’t need to be allowed to do anything. In fact, she insulted herself by letting Raven give her orders. She’d come into this relationship as an equal, a human with dignity, and an adult who made her own decisions. Raven couldn’t take that away from her if Alena didn’t let her.

Alena threw the covers back and landed on her feet. Again, the room blazed with light. She lunged to the switch and turned it off, but a sense of foreboding seized her. She didn’t know how or why, but Raven must have the room bugged. Indignation swept through her. How dare she!

This time when Raven opened the door, she carried a slim wooden paddle, polished brilliant black with a matching black cushioned handle. Blackie, again. “You were warned, my dear.”

Alena stared in disbelief. They’d talked about spankings, played with implements, and giggled through fun and games. She didn’t want pain. Raven had agreed. 

“I’ve let you get away with bad behavior for too long. Much of the blame is mine, for not putting a stop to this nonsense long ago. But blame aside, we have a spoiled little girl on our hands who thinks she can do whatever she wants.” Raven tucked the paddle underneath her arm and grabbed the tail of Alena’s nightgown. 

“No!” Alena twisted and pulled away, but Raven flipped the nightgown up her back and yanked down her panties. “You can’t do this!”

“No, my dear. You can’t do this. It’s my job to teach you that you can’t, and I’ve failed. We’re correcting this now. Hold still.” 

In the next few seconds, Alena screeched as solid wood connected with her unprotected skin. Raven pushed down on her shoulders, making her support her own weight on the bed. Alena kicked and wailed, writhing in the effort to get away. They’d played around, but she’d made clear her dislike of pain. Wood hurt too much! She jumped up, howling, and turned to face her tormentor. 

“In position!” Raven snapped.

“No!” Alena yelled back, hopping in anger. “You can’t make me do anything!” Pain loosened her self-control and made her say things she should have kept to herself. 

“Can’t I!” Raven planted a stockinged foot on top of the bed and hauled Alena across her knee. 

Alena squeaked, in too precarious of a position to fight back. She ran the risk of being dropped on her head. When the paddle descended several times in rapid succession, this time the pain connected with her brain. Anything to make it stop! She yelped, more quietly this time. “Please,” she begged. 

“To bed,” Raven repeated, slapping the paddle one last time before pointing to the bed. 

Alena threw herself facedown onto the bed, sniffling as Raven raised the covers. She hated herself for giving in, but that blasted paddle hurt so much! She’d never thought Raven would intentionally hurt her. She mewled, hoping for a kiss or cuddle or sympathy. Something, anything, to make things better. She didn’t like this new, scary Raven. She wanted their happy, sweet relationship back.

“Disobey me again, and I’ll paddle you until you can’t sit down all day tomorrow.”

With that unsympathetic parting shot, Raven set the paddle on the nightstand next to the bed and banged the door closed behind her.

Alena rolled onto her side, glaring at the hated implement. Who did Raven think she was? She might have won this battle, but Alena wouldn’t let her win the war. She’d show her. The paddle hurt like blazes at first, but already the pain was subsiding. It was nothing to be afraid of. She could take whatever Raven dished out. 

Doubt made her shiver. Could she? Maybe she shouldn’t poke the bear. At some point, self-preservation had to win over proving her dignity.

Then Alena caught sight of the hateful paddle again, and rage flooded her from head to toe. How dare Raven? Alena would show her. She’d put her clothes back on, demand to be taken back home, and refuse to come back unless Raven apologized and promised never to bully again. 

Alena tried to sit up, winced, and rolled onto her stomach. She dropped her legs to the floor, banging a knee against the box spring. This time, she was prepared for the lights and turned off the switch. She fumbled in the dark for her clothes. She’d face Raven and tell her this wasn’t working. She picked up her sweatshirt, only to hear the coldest voice she’d ever heard in her life.

“Drop it.”

Alena froze. She meant to tell Raven off, but she couldn’t get her jaw to work properly. All of her saliva seemed to have dried up, and she couldn’t form words. A little squeak came out instead. 

Raven’s breathing came unnaturally loud in Alena’s ears, and the older woman made no other sound until Alena let the sweatshirt fall to the carpet. 

“Turn around.”

Slowly, painfully, Alena pivoted until she stared at the carpet near the door. The navy blue slacks covered slim feet that Alena loved to massage. 

“Look at me.”

Alena struggled to lift her head, but she couldn’t do it. A cold sense of foreboding gripped her chest. 

“Now.”

With a gasp, Alena ripped her gaze from the floor to the jet-black hair streaked with silver. Dark, intense eyes stared at her with anger, disappointment, and—was that sorrow? Why? 

Raven tilted her chin downward. “Come to me,” she said, and Alena followed her voice as if a puppet guided by strings. 

“Please don’t spank me,” she whispered, lips trembling. She hated herself for begging, but the mental picture of Raven’s disapproval was all too clear. If Alena thought she had been in pain a few minutes ago, that was nothing compared to the promise of these snapping, dangerous eyes now. 

Raven held her gaze, staring without speaking until Alena lowered her head. She gave a gasp of relief at breaking such intensity, but Raven’s order came again. 

“I said, look at me.”

With a cry, Alena covered her face with her hands. “I can’t!” She didn’t understand how everything had gone wrong, and there was no way out. 

“Look at me. Now.”

Unsympathetic, Raven’s voice cracked through the silence. Slowly, Alena lowered her hands. Slowly, she raised her head again. Slowly, she forced herself to face the anger of the one who had spanked her without mercy.

Of course, Raven had spanked with plenty of mercy before. Alena was going to learn the difference now.

“I have allowed you far too much leeway. I have permitted you to dictate your whims, and I have structured our time together according to your convenience.”

“I’m sorry,” Alena began, but Raven’s eyes blazed.

“Did I give you permission to speak?”

Alena’s mouth snapped shut, and she whimpered as Raven continued.

“The fault was largely mine, of course. After our beginning, I was afraid of causing you more hurt. I was warned not to spoil you, but I thought you were unspoilable. Instead of teaching you discipline, I’ve allowed you to walk all over me. That your behavior has become appalling is my responsibility as much as yours.”

Alena didn’t know where to look for shame, but she didn’t dare look away. 

“You agreed to one responsibility only, to come each Friday rested enough to spend time together. Instead, you stay up all night beforehand and can barely keep your eyes open. This ends now, Alena.”

In the silence, Alena searched for the right answer. “Okay,” she offered. “Yes, ma’am?” Neither seemed satisfactory. “I’m sorry?” Please, please let me go to bed. I swear I’ll go to bed if you just stop scolding me.

“From now on, you will obey any order to the letter. You will speak respectfully, show consideration, and treat your time here as your job for which you are paid.”

“Okay.” Alena licked her lips. “You’re right.” She prayed her answers would be enough. “I’ll go to bed now.” She moved toward the bed, but Raven stopped her. 

“You were given the chance to go to bed, twice. You refused. Instead, we’ll have your first lesson in obedience.” Raven moved to the nightstand and picked up the paddle. “Bare your bottom and bend over the bed, feet shoulder width apart.”

Alena gasped, tears rolling down her cheeks. Her bottom still hurt! How could she take any more? “Please,” she choked out. “I’ve learned my lesson. Please don’t do this.”

Raven waited, as impassive as stone. Alena gave a sob and crossed to the bed. Why didn’t I listen the first time? Why did I think I’d be more dignified by not obeying? Oh, if only I had the chance to go back and do things over! She hiked up her nightgown and bit her lip before pulling down her panties. She braced herself against the bed, crying bitterly before the first blow came.

And when it did come, she had hard work to stay in position. Her heart broke as pain after pain heaped onto her backside. She begged for forgiveness, the chance to obey, and swore she would never even take a breath wrong if only Raven would stop. 

At last, Raven set down the paddle. Alena hugged the comforter, spent with tears and limp with exhaustion. She reached toward Raven, desperate for a token of affection. She’d never been quite this naked or raw, and she needed reassurance she was still loved.

Instead, Raven guided her into bed and pulled the covers up once more. Alena’s cries increased, and she held out her arms for a hug.

Raven switched off the light and spoke in a no-nonsense tone. “In this house, naughty girls are not rewarded for earning punishments. We will discuss in the morning, after you’ve proven that you can obey. You are to stay in bed until Clara gets you up. If you have a real reason to get up, you are to push the intercom buzzer on the bedpost to your left.”

In the heavy silence that followed, Alena fought for self-control. She couldn’t believe the transformation of Raven from kind, loving, and fun into someone cold and hard. She had never hurt so much in her life. Would Raven ever love her again? She curled up in misery, only just remembering to obey. “Yes, ma’am,” she answered, and Raven shut the door. 

Once the door closed, Alena sobbed until she grew light-headed. Despite everyone’s warnings, she hadn’t understood. This was discipline. This! She never wanted it again, not if discipline meant submitting to this.

Why did Raven have to change? Why couldn’t everything have stayed fun?

As Alena turned over and over, trying to find comfort, she lost her fight to remain silent. The minutes passed, and she willed herself to find self-control. She wanted to hate Raven, but she couldn’t quite muster the energy. Raven had warned her, after all. Lorelei had warned her. Everyone had given warnings, but Alena hadn’t understood. 

Sobbing, Alena called out one name again and again. “Raven! Raven! Raven!” It was foolish, but she couldn’t help herself.

A cool hand took her hot one, and Raven’s sweet, dark eyes met hers. Alena blinked, wiping tears from her own eyes to make sure. Yes, those were tears in Raven’s eyes. Why was she crying? No one had spanked her. 

Alena pulled away, confused yet again. “You said I was spoiled.”

“My sweet girl,” Raven crooned, cuddling Alena. “You’ve been punished, and now you are forgiven.”

The ache in Alena’s stomach loosened. “Really? Why are you being nice to me now?”

Raven kissed her hair. “Because, my dear, you are mine.”

Alena gulped, fighting hard to speak. “Even after I ruined everything?”

Raven stroked Alena’s cheek and giving her a tiny kiss. “How can you ruin anything? You misbehave, I spank, and life goes on.”

“But you were so mad…”

Raven shushed her. “Mad enough for you to take me seriously. Which you did, correct?”

Alena gulped. “Um, yeah. I don’t think I’m ever getting out of this bed.”

Raven gave a tinkling laugh. “That suits me.” 

There was a catch to Raven’s voice, and Alena glanced at her. She took a deep breath, scooted over as best as her soreness would allow, and patted the mattress next to her. 

“Maybe you shouldn’t get out, either.”

As the flush swept through Raven’s cheeks, Alena reached up and unhooked the older woman’s top shirt button.










Chapter Fifteen




“Yes.” The soft, reluctant syllable disappeared into Alena’s throat. 

“Ma’am.” When Alena flinched, Raven opened her mouth. I’m sorry, she wanted to say, but that was ridiculous. She should teach Alena her role. After all, overindulgence had brought them to this point. She, Raven, had bent over backward to cosset and keep Alena comfortable. A new girl did need kid gloves, but discipline shouldn’t go out the window. A night of pleasure did not cancel out that discipline.

Should not cancel out, at least.

Staring at the tense figure trying to disappear into the corner of the sitting room, Raven blinked several times. After the bedtime incident, and after Raven had laid down the law, things had gone well. 

And yet, as Raven watched her girl shift weight from one foot to the other and wriggle her bottom in an unintentionally seductive dance, a tiny voice struggled to be heard above the disappointment. She had planned their weekend, had been excited about it, and had allowed herself to get carried away. Last night, after the power struggle over bedtime, Raven had ignored her sterner instincts and gone to comfort the girl. Except comfort had led to more, and the morning had begun with another power struggle over setting an ongoing bedtime. When reasonable discussion failed, Raven sent Alena to the corner with the threat of punishment to follow.

If Alena didn’t need any correction, what kind of submissive would she be?

You signed up for this. No, you paid her for this. You wanted a newbie, a fresh girl without bad habits or false arrogance. You can’t catch a wild horse and complain it doesn’t know how to carry a rider. 

Raven cupped one hand in the other and lowered lips to the tops of her knuckles. 

If you’re going to throw your toys out of the pram, as the British say, you’re not fit to discipline her. Get a grip, Raven!

Alena lowered her head, and a muffled sob escaped. She sounded unhappy, of course, but the cry contained a note Raven hadn’t heard before.

Fear.

Sure, when they had played their obedience games, Alena had protested or argued or flat-out balked at orders she couldn’t understand. She’d sulked, wheedled, and grown petulant at not getting her way. She’d never shown actual fear, though.

Until now.

Raven pulled down her glasses and set down her pen. 

“Turn around.”

Raven could have softened her voice or added a note of encouragement, but she chose not to. If she let herself feel pain at Alena’s pain, she’d lose control. She was the objective one, the disciplinarian who meted punishment richly deserved. She didn’t have to enjoy it. In fact, punishment by definition meant neither would enjoy it. As Alena’s mistress, she had the right to spank that little bottom to a toasty glow several times in a row if she chose. She could dress Alena in a uniform, give her instructions, take away privileges, and keep the girl sore for the contracted twenty-four hours plus a day or two after she went home. 

She loved to spank Alena. 

But she hated to punish. 

Punishment meant, after all, that she had failed. Alena, yes, but Raven even more. If Alena submitted her will to Raven, who bore the responsibility? 

The top of Alena’s head greeted Raven, and the older woman bit back a sigh. “Look at me, please.”

A red nose and watery eyes appeared as the girl obeyed without speaking. 

“What am I supposed to do with you?” Careful. She’d meant to sound resigned, calm, and pragmatic. Instead, the rising intonation of the last few words sent a shiver through Alena’s body. 

“Sp-sp-sp-spank me?” Alena’s teeth chattered, and she wrapped her arms around herself. 

Spank. It should have been a glorious, pleasurable activity, walloping the sweet bottom until the girl squealed with wild, ecstatic pleasure emerging from the pain. For the whole morning, Raven couldn’t keep her hands off Alena’s backside. From a tap in passing to an out-of-the-blue crack complete with sound effects, she’d kept that adorable, lascivious bottom in constant giggly squirminess. 

She’s going to hate me.

If Raven took her loopy johnny and whipped Alena the way the girl needed, she would run away in terror. 

How else will we get past this? How can I make her obey without terrifying her?

That was the lesson Raven had so desperately tried to teach. When she made Alena kneel blindfolded or present herself for spanking far more severe than Raven would actually administer, she had learned to trust.

To believe.

To have faith.

To know, deep down, that Raven held her life more sacred than her own.

That Raven would sacrifice anything, including herself, to keep her girl safe, happy, and cared for. 

One-time naughtiness, that was to be expected. In honesty, a small amount was welcome. How delicious to scold and punish! How sweet to forgive! But something like this cracked the foundation of their relationship. 

How could Raven punish a girl who had said, in deed if not word, that she would not give Raven authority to govern her?

How could Raven put these thoughts into words? 

How could this girl understand, if Raven herself could not?

She could whip Alena until she screamed, cursing the day she was born.

She could draw angry welts across the pale buttock cheeks, striping Alena from the waist down. She could inflict pain on each palm of the girl’s hand, wash her lying mouth out with soap, and restrain her to the bed in a humiliating pose. 

She, Raven, could use every tool at her disposal to bring Alena to her knees, literally and figuratively.

But she could not make Alena trust her.

Without trust, what was the point?

And how could she know that punishing Alena wouldn’t fall into the trap of allowing the girl to dictate the terms of their relationship? Alena craved discipline. She needed it the way ordinary girls needed to breathe. She growled like a rusty motor when she hadn’t been spanked enough, and she purred like a kitten when she had. She needed limits, security, structure, and discipline. 

Where had things gone wrong? When had Alena started to run the show?

How had Raven spanked her girl and yet failed to catch the most important point?

To make Alena hers, Raven had to do more than spank.

More than love.

She had to earn Alena’s trust.

And then stretch Alena to trust even more, despite her fears.

Could she, Raven, do it? 

Or would she break Alena without any hope of recovery?

Raven picked up the braided handle with its multiple interlocked loops of pliable rubber. Deceptively silent, the little implement packed more pain into a single stroke than an entire session with the flogger. One well-placed stroke would bring Alena to tears. An entire whipping would reduce her to a blubbering, helpless mess. 

Raven set the loopy johnny down, and she opened her arms.

“Come,” she said, and with a disbelieving gasp the younger girl hurled herself into her mistress’s arms. “Come, my girl.”

Sobbing, Alena hugged Raven as if she would never let go. “Please don’t get angry,” she blurted. “I wish I could do what you want, but I can’t.”

Stricken, Raven brushed back Alena’s sweat-streaked hair and kissed her forehead. “It’s all confusing, isn’t it?”

Alena rubbed her punished bottom furiously, crying openly. “Spank me,” she implored. “Then I’ll know you forgive me.”

Raven shook her head, stabs of pain shooting through her heart. How could she have emphasized all that was least important? “No,” she said, catching Alena’s hands and kissing them. “You’re always forgiven. I chose you, didn’t I?”

Alena sniffled, keeping her eyes cast downward. “You can always un-choose me.”

Raven gathered the girl into an embrace, kissing her cheek. “Never. You wanted real discipline, didn’t you? This is what it looks like.”

Alena grimaced. “I didn’t think it would hurt this much. Or that it would mean ridiculous bed…” She broke off, guilt flickering over her face.

“Bedtimes? Don’t you think getting sent to bed when you’re exhausted is one of the least scary things a domme could do to you?”

Alena gave an embarrassed shrug. “I’m an adult.”

“And you don’t want a mother, right? This isn’t ageplay.” Raven stroked Alena’s cheek. “Ask yourself this. When I make you do something you don’t want but need, how do you feel?”

Alena looked away, at least until Raven took hold of her chin. “Mad.”

“And afterward?”

Alena sighed. “Maybe not as mad.”

Raven kissed her again, laughing. “Hard to admit, isn’t it? Now, ask yourself another question. This is a business arrangement. You’re free to give notice and walk away. Is that what you wish to do? Or does this relationship benefit you in more ways than finances?”

Slowly, Alena lifted her head without prompting. She spoke in a low, determined voice. “Never.”

Raven’s heart sank. She let go of Alena’s hand and leaned back in her chair. Years of Mother’s training enabled her to keep her voice level. “Then I release you from your obligations.”

“No.” Alena came forward, this time laying her head in Raven’s lap. “I’ll never walk away, not as long as you want me.”

This time, when Raven lifted Alena’s face, the tears in the younger woman’s eyes mirrored her own.










Epilogue




Lorelei: When’s the happy wedding?

A1star: Haha, don’t be silly! We’ve barely had a few dates.

Lorelei: Time to move in with each other, then.

A1star: Or get a cat, I suppose.

Lorelei: starrygirl and I are thrilled for you.

A1star: Thank you so much for the invitation.

Lorelei: Glad you two were able to work things out. But…

A1star: Oh, no. What?

Lorelei: Well, before you worked things out, I made you a promise.

A1star: Did you? What was that?

Lorelei: To invite you down to Florida. 

A1star: Oh, right. That was so sweet of you.

Lorelei: Well, starrygirl’s quite put out that you won’t be coming after all.

A1star: Really? But I’ve found Raven.

Lorelei: You have, but we’d still love to host you. The B&B is for guests, after all. You’d have your own house while you were here.

A1star: I wish I could come, but you know my weekends are with Raven now.

Lorelei: Yes, dear. The invitation is for both of you.

A1star: Wait, what? Seriously? That would be great!

Lorelei: I believe starry’s stashed at least half of my paddle and wooden spoon collection there, too. She keeps hoping I won’t notice they’ve gone missing at our house.

A1star: Uh, maybe we can’t come after all. Flights are too expensive.

Lorelei: Ask Raven. 

A1star: Wouldn’t want to bother her.

Lorelei: I’m sure she’d love a trip down to the warmth and sunshine. After all, what are sugar mamas for?










A Letter from Ana




Raven’s Girl began with a simple, delicious question: What if a secretly naughty author found a sugar mama? What if that sugar mama supported this author and led her into the world of kink? 




As I wrote the world of Raven and how she introduced Alena to dominance and submission, I found another question equally intriguing. What if this sugar mama lost her head? In my first books about domestic discipline, The Way Home and Lighting the Way, I asked what dominance and submission look like in the real world. That is, what happens when shimmering tropes of fictional perfection give way to the gritty give and take of hard relationship negotiation? In Raven’s Girl, I wanted to explore a competent, professional, and dominant woman who forgets all of the rules as soon as she has a submissive of her own. 




Raven makes rookie mistakes, and Alena makes even more. Their story is over before it’s properly begun, and yet I found joy in writing their journey. After the hardcore, soul-searching angst of Mistress’s Release and its two previous Mistress books, I loved watching two characters love each other, get it wrong, and still manage to get on with their lives.




Angst and emotion are hallmarks of Ana Vitsky books, but in Raven’s Girl I hope you enjoyed a bit of escapist fun. I tried to write a light, fluffy beach read. I really tried. 







Anastasia Vitsky

July 29, 2016
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Exclusive Anastasia Vitsky Content Available on Patreon!

Did you enjoy this book? There are more stories where this came from! If you’ve waited impatiently to hear the latest news about Kat and Natalie, the couple who started it all, wait no more! “Wooden Spoon Chronicles” will have new episodes from your favorite, original Anastasia Vitsky pair. 

If you would like early access plus exclusive chats with Ana Vitsky, find her on Patreon at https://www.patreon.com/anastasiavitsky. Look for behind-the-scenes interviews, bonus scenes from favorite books, and members-only voting for cover art, character arcs, and more! 

Plus, Ana’s Patreon page will feature the exclusive debut of “Little Pests,” a delightful comic about the joys and trials of sibling rivalry. Animal and vegetable sibling rivalry, if you can picture that. Can’t? Come and visit Patreon for a sneak peek!



Why is Anastasia Vitsky on Patreon?

No one will read stories about people like you. 

That’s what I was told, back when I first wrote stories about sweet, kinky love between women. 

I could write graphic, sex-filled erotica that would sell to a voyeuristic, predominantly heterosexual audience. Or I could write vanilla lesfic, lesbian fiction catering strictly to a lesbian audience. 

But what about real, live women who existed in their own right? What about later-in-life women who discovered their sexuality after society told them they should be married (to men, of course!) with children? What about young women, finding their place in a society dominated by men?

What about a young woman who thrives in her first year at college, only to lose her identity for the next ten years after being raped?

What about a young woman, just out of college, who struggles to choose between protecting her homophobic family and yielding to her live-in girlfriend’s demand to come out?

Most of all, what about the women and girls who contemplate suicide rather than face a world in which they are condemned as sinful?

Is this the world we want to live in?

I say no. 

Some people fight with legal action. The Supreme Court’s decision to legalize same-sex marriage was a huge step toward equality. So is the fight for trans women and men to use the bathrooms matching their identities. 

Others fight with scholarly articles, fundraising, shelters for LGBT teens, and public speaking.

Me, I’m an author. 

So I write.

I write of a world where a girl may love a girl, and the world stays intact.

Where a girl may love a girl and perhaps play with some kinky toys, and still their world remains standing.

Where a girl may love a girl, use kinky toys, and be welcomed by their chosen faith community.

Where LGBT, kinky, and faith can stand united. 

Do you believe in this world of love? Join my Patreon, and help me create it.

To create a world of justice, we must first believe it can exist.




Anastasia Vitsky, 2016

https://www.patreon.com/anastasiavitsky










Want More? Try out the Mistress Series




Read all three books!




Mistress on Her Knees (Mistress Series Book One)
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Thou shalt not covet thy host’s submissive.




When a Domme loves a Domme, strange things can happen. When a Domme loves a Domme who is her former submissive and cheated with her best friend, all of the usual fun with handcuffs turns into something darker.

Graciela struggles to control her attraction to the headstrong, beautiful woman who broke her heart ten years ago. She offers temporary shelter to a fellow human in crisis, nothing more. But when Trinity buckles under Graciela’s righteous anger and begs for forgiveness, Graciela’s resolve wavers. Can she ever trust again? Does Trinity deserve a second chance, or is this yet another manipulation?




Mistress, Please (Mistress Series Book Two)
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Thou shalt have no other Mistresses before me.




When traveling abroad to visit clients, professional Domme Trinity Maddox loses her passport and her job. She has no one to ask for help but Graciela Fairbanks, her former lover and Domme who threw her out for cheating ten years ago.

Graciela tries to forgive, but old hurts and arguments arise on both sides. Trinity is grateful for a second chance with the woman who first taught her about love and submission, but she resents Gracie’s assumption they will return to their old roles. Gracie demands obedience; Trinity needs assurances of love.

Can Trinity let go of her pride to accept Graciela’s forgiveness? Or is submission too high of a price to pay for happiness?




Mistress’s Release (Mistress Series Book Three)
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Two women. Two pasts. One destiny.




Trinity survived an abusive fundamentalist father, needy siblings, an uncaring mother, and a lifetime of fear that she will go to hell for being a lesbian. Never mind her craving for kink and the intricate dynamics of BDSM.

Graciela, on the other hand, came of age following a picture-perfect childhood complete with 4-H, cornfields, and doting parents. Successful in her chosen field, she’s established a thriving overseas practice as a professional domme.

Now, with Trinity forgiven for cheating a decade ago, the two women are finally happy. But before returning to America, Trinity receives contact from her family: They want a reunion. Gracie hits the roof.

Her lover’s family almost killed her once. Wasn’t that enough? Graciela wants Trinity safe at all costs. She issues an ultimatum: No contact, even if it means cutting ties with her family forever.

But Trinity’s longed for this moment half her life. Family’s family, no matter what they do. She loves Gracie, but no one can replace parents. Why can’t Gracie understand? She has pledged to obey, but she can’t make this sacrifice.

Can Gracie and Trinity’s love for each other overcome this impasse? Or will happily ever after turn into a parting of ways?




Mistress Marries (Mistress Series Book Four)

Coming Soon
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