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 For the bratty Miscreants, with all of my love.




Chapter One
 
Dear Diary,
 
No, that’s stupid. I’m not a thirteen-year-old girl writing silly secrets in my diary, only to stuff it under my bed for nosy family members to find. I’m twenty-nine, for crying out loud, and I’m…
Well…
Oh, blast it. 
I’m sitting in the most elegant room I’ve seen in my life, high-backed chairs and glossy floors polished within an inch of their lives. Everything matches or complements each other, right down to the gold-tipped nib on this exquisite fountain pen. It’s exactly the same color and style as the gold accents on this leather-bound journal, the handles on the drawers of the writing desk where I’m sitting, and the rounded tips of the clothes rack. Hat rack? I can’t tell.
I can’t write it! I’ll die of embarrassment if anyone finds out. But Raven left strict instructions, and she expects obedience. We’ve gone over that lesson a few more times than I’d like. 
Now I do feel thirteen. 
Dear Diary, I’m squirming and biting back exclamations as I sit on a hard, angular wooden chair. Raven’s maid must have untied the cushion. If I hold my breath and try not to move at all, it’s not so bad. But just the motions of my hand and pen across the notebook paper set off more pain. Worse? When I had to sneeze. I almost jumped out of the chair, but Raven’s head popped into the doorway.
“If you are done, Alena, we will proceed with your second spanking.”
My stomach is a quivering, trembling mess. I’ve spent so much of my author life typing at a computer that my hand keeps shaking instead of forming perfect handwriting, and tiny splotches of ink spread across the paper.
It’s the most gorgeous notebook and pen I’ve ever seen, and Raven’s making me write things I never wanted to say. As long as I’m writing, she said, she will wait. 
I’d never admit it to her, but this is all my fault. She made me stand in the corner, and I got the giggles. Not just a discreet snicker, but full-out gales of uncontrollable laughter. She warned me to stop, but I couldn’t. I was embarrassed and nervous, really. After all, isn’t it bad enough that she sends me to bed and spanks me for infractions as if I am a child? Corner time was too much. I hooted until tears ran down my cheeks, and her lips got narrow. 
I’d been as good as good could be, too. For the most part. Okay, maybe I slipped up a little bit, but I’m only human. 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star. As long as I keep writing, Raven won’t come back. The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog. Edelweiss. I can’t think what to write. This pen is wonderful. It’s hard to get used to, but the ink is an amazing, shimmering black. The smell of fresh ink makes me think of Louisa May Alcott. Wait, was she writing in the time of fountain pens? It’s so weird to write here in this notebook instead of on my computer where I can switch over to search engines or social media. 
Don’t come back yet, Raven. She looked in a minute ago, watched me writing, and nodded. Is she going to read this? She said I should keep a diary as it would be useful to me in my journey of submission. I protested it was a bit unreasonable to make an author write in her free time (does she make Susan, her cook, prepare food on her days off?), but she gave me the lecture I’m so tired of hearing.
I signed a contract of employment. For 24 hours once a week, I don’t get to do anything without her permission. For that, I receive enough money to pay my bills. 
Fine, I get it. But she goes on and on about it, saying this is my paid job and I am to perform to expectations. 
I love when she whacks me for fun. Sometimes the yelps and shrieks turn into more, and the pain makes the pleasure better. 
Pretty mind-blowing, if I’m honest.
I don’t even mind (too much) when she decides I’ve earned a punishment. I hate the telling-off, and my stomach writhes knowing she’s disappointed in me, but she’s always fair. It makes me squirmy to know she can give me orders. I’d rather not earn a punishment again, but it was almost exciting. Not in a positive way, but it still sends me on a roller coaster of thrills and emotions. She spanks really hard, but she forgives afterward and we’re closer than ever.
Most things are great about this relationship. The problem? Her stupid rules.
Yes, I said stupid.
If you’re reading this, Raven, they are stupid. I don’t care that you’re the mistress and I’m the submissive. I don’t care if lots of dommes set whatever rules they want. Ten o’clock is a completely unreasonable bedtime for an adult. I do my best writing at night! Maybe I want to go out, at least when I’m at home. Some shows don’t come on until after ten. My eBar auctions go off after ten if someone bids from Europe. 
I’ve explained this until I’m blue in the face, and she won’t budge. I’ve tried to be reasonable. I’ve offered to negotiate. Compromise. Meet her halfway. 
She says if I mention it one more time, my bedtime will be nine o’clock.
Bedtimes are not sexy.
Or fun.
I didn’t sign up for this, after all! I thought, well, I didn’t know what to think when I answered her ad. I thought the no safeword stipulation could mean sex, or weird stuff like pony play or that thing my friend Mistress Lorelei ranted about the other day. Face-sitting? She said the next random stranger who asked to sit on her face would get more than he wanted. 
Raven came in again. She raised her eyebrows at all of my writing. I was afraid she’d read the rude sentences about her, but she said this new approach seemed more effective than corner time. She said we’re going to do this from now on. 
Every.
Blasted.
Time.
Argh!
I hate having a domme sometimes. If I do what she says, she concludes that the method worked. If I don’t do what she says, she concludes that I need more “persuasion” or “motivation” to try her method.
Yes, it sends shivers up my stomach to know she can do whatever she wants with me. It does thrill me, I’ll admit. It makes Fridays exciting, and I can’t wait to see what she has planned each week. 
But this bedtime is utter crap! No, I’m not going to say anything. It used to be midnight, then eleven, and now ten. I may not be the sharpest crayon in the box, but even I learned. She moved it an hour earlier every time I complained or asked for an extension. 
I told her that it made no sense to lie in bed awake when I couldn’t sleep. She said she could fix that, and now every Friday night she spanks me before bed. 
I might possibly sleep a tiny bit better on Friday nights.
I’m never admitting that to her.
Oh, no. She came in and said she was really pleased I was taking this exercise so seriously. She didn’t want to interrupt, so now when I finish I have to go and find her. 
I thought it was bad when she looked in every ten or twenty minutes! Now I have to decide when I’m ready to go to her study and ask for my next spanking. 
No!
I won’t do it!
If I don’t get a safeword and she decides everything, I shouldn’t have to ask for the blasted spanking.
It’s not fair.
Sigh. 
Maybe if I get it over with, the enormous butterflies in my stomach will go away.
I’m so sore! I can’t take any more. 
I wish I’d never, ever let Mistress Lorelei have Raven’s contact information. I feel like a little kid with two moms. Or maybe one mom and a tattling neighbor. Not that Mistress Lorelei is as nasty as Mrs. Kravitz. 
Hehe. 
Maybe if I go and act really sweet and contrite, Raven will change her mind.
Yeah, right. Like she’s ever changed her mind about something like this. 
If she’s going to spank me, why can’t she just do it and get it over with? Why drag it out?
When she gives an order, I’m not supposed to talk back. She says it over and over, and I do try to remember. I forgot again, though, and I told her no way when she wanted me to kneel by her chair at the dinner table. That was bad enough, but she said I would have to let her feed me. 
I’m not a stupid dog. I’m not going to…
Sigh. 
How was I supposed to know she had this amazing fondue set and wanted to teach me some rather naughty things to do with liquid chocolate?
Argh! Okay, I’m sorry. All right? I’m sorry I didn’t listen to you, Raven. You spanked me for it already. You made me put my hands on the table while you lifted the back of my skirt, and you whacked the little black paddle across my bottom. That awful thing hurts! No teasing, no sexy banter, no flirty promises of how you’d make me pay. 
No matter how many times she takes out Blackie, the wood against my bare skin stings like a swarm of bees. I’ve gotten used to so many other things from her, but I can’t get used to wood. I can’t hold still no matter what Raven threatens. 
I don’t want a second spanking. Please, Raven! I swear I won’t argue and disobey again the way I used to. I’ve learned my lesson. 
Ugh, it’s been ages. I’m going to miss dinner at this rate. I can’t even go to the bathroom or get a drink of water until we finish. 
In my next life, I’m going to be the domme. And when I’m in charge, I’ll sit down my sweet submissive and say to her, “This dominance and submission stuff should be fun. I won’t ever make you do what you don’t want to do.” We’ll eat popcorn and watch spanking videos, and every weekend will be nonstop laughter and kinky games. 
Oh, and the sex will be amazing.
You hear me, Raven? You better read this and listen to me.
Gulp. That’s her footsteps on the stairs. Is she coming in again?




Chapter Two
 
My dear unmanageable girl,
 
I am delighted you have found your “corner time” useful, as you made a spectacle of yourself in the actual corner. Giddiness does not become you, dear. Even if you feel awkward or embarrassed, remember that you are mine and do as I bid you. If you laugh at yourself while performing my orders, you laugh at me.
I suggest refraining from laughter.
Your bedtime will remain at ten PM until further notice. This is the last time I will address the issue, unless you prefer nine? Keep your tongue in check, young lady, or you’ll find yourself going to bed before sunset. Imagine how awkward that would be! If I were you I’d be as sweet and obedient as possible, and I wouldn’t dream of getting to bed late.
Do you think I’m not serious? Go to bed late. Just once. Just a minute or two.
I dare you.
From now on, you are to report to this writing desk before every spanking. You will dress in the clothes Clara sets out, and you will write until you have prepared yourself to come and ask me for your spanking. (Thank you for pointing out how effective this technique was for you, dear. It will be standard practice from now on.) 
I will not punish you for anything you write in this diary, not even your foolish attempts at time-wasting drivel. But I will punish if you use diary time for anything besides sitting at this desk and writing. You may write that you hate being spanked and everything is unfair, but you will sit down and write. 
I will read your entries each week, and I will respond as necessary. Perhaps we will use writing time after your spankings, too. Let’s see how effective this is. 
One last thing. Your next entry will be a two thousand word essay on why you have a ten PM bedtime and why you have made it necessary for yourself. You will also reflect on your continued resistance, brattiness, and failure to comply with the most basic rules. You will ponder the reasons your behavior became appalling in the first place, and you will propose how we should deal with your continued disobedience. 
I also expect you to include, as a properly brought up young lady should, appreciation for my patient efforts with you. 
It would behoove you to include an appropriate apology, as well.
There you go, my girl. You’ve cried into the corner after your spanking, and you sound ready to come out. I will give you a brief hug and comfort, and we will go to dinner. Then you will come back upstairs to work on your assignment. 
If you please me, bedtime may be more enjoyable than you expected tonight.
If you fail to please me, well, Blackie’s proven quite effective. She won’t mind getting another use today.
Be a good girl, Alena. Stop fooling yourself with this nonsense about being too old to submit to another. If anything, you are too young. When I was twenty-nine, I’d been a widow and orphan for four years. I had the family money to shelter me from paying bills, but at the same time safety insulated me from motivation. I couldn’t see any reason to keep on, and I didn’t need to show up to work every day to keep the electricity running. I was lost, alone, and adrift. 
Ask yourself these questions:
Are you happier now than you were before?
What do you get out of submission?
Why do you resist what gives you the most fulfillment? 




Chapter Three
 
Two thousand words? Two thousand words? What???
You’ve got to be kidding me!
I won’t do it!
I won’t!
There, that’s nineteen words. Four more. Twenty-one. No, twenty one. That way, without the hyphen, it counts as two words instead of one.
Two thousand words for an essay for Raven?
What is she, my editor?
I hate my life! I’m going to march right up to her now and…
Quit?
Go home?
Sigh. 
At least she won’t punish me for the words I write in here, no matter what. Good thing, too, as it’s not easy to erase fountain pen ink. 
Okay, fine. Raven said I can write whatever I want. Does that mean all of this counts toward my essay, or is that something separate? I don’t dare go and ask her, or she’ll think I’m ready for yet another stupid spanking. 
You promised no punishment for what I write here, Raven, so I’ll say it now. BEDTIMES ARE STUPID AND RIDICULOUS AND UNFAIR.
That felt good. :-)
But it feels weird to write these kinds of thoughts using this pen. I played with fountain pens as a kid, but they were cheap, disposable junk from the local store. I had fun switching the ink cartridges, and I got a set of red ones. I scrawled all kinds of doodles with the ink until it ran out. 
Raven’s pen is different. The ink is thinner and lighter, and the tip glides across the page without any scratching. I’m annoyed at how long it takes to write versus typing on my computer, but the slowness makes me stop, think, and re-read. Back in elementary school, we had to practice cursive letters over and over. The funny “Q” that Ramona Quimby turned into cat tails, the loopy capital “L” that felt like a rollercoaster going up and down…
I used to take my dad’s favorite Cross pen and draw on the backs of envelopes from the mail. When a bill came and Dad didn’t need to use the pre-addressed envelope, I got to seal my own “payment” and draw a special stamp in the corner. 
Raven asked if I’m happier now than I was before. That’s a silly question. Of course I am. I can say that bedtime is stupid without forgetting the other parts. No one’s ever been as considerate or generous as she is, and the money is only part of it. I’ve had to stop myself from mentioning things I like or want to do because she always tries to give it to me. I feel like an extremely spoiled small child with a fairy godmother. I said meat was expensive and I mostly cooked vegetarian meals for myself. The next week, she had Susan prepare T-bone steaks even though Fridays are usually fish. Fry-days. Ha. :-) (Does a smiley face count toward the word total?)
Raven makes me feel about four years old, and I both love and hate it. She makes me feel safe, warm, and fuzzy inside. But she also has a gift for drawing out the bad parts of my inner preschooler. I literally want to stamp my foot and shout at her that I WON’T go to bed when she gives me an order.
That’s the catch, isn’t it? If she were a friend and suggested I go to bed early, I wouldn’t mind. It would be up to me if I followed her suggestion. Our arrangement changes everything. If she says I have to go to bed early, I have to do it. I can fight and argue (and I do!) to save my pride, but in the end she can and will make me go. 
I hate knowing she will always win, but it makes me feel safe.
Isn’t that weird? The stories I read detail blissful women purring with amazing sex every single day. They never mind a spanking, and having to obey makes their sex lives better. Maybe they pout or throw a fit now and then, but it ends with a spanking, sex, and happily ever after. 
It’s too soon to know if Raven is my happily ever after, but she’s something. A year ago, I’d never have dreamed of meeting someone like her. She’s regal but sweet, stern but kind, and tough but fair. 
Well, fair-ish. Bedtime still is ridiculous. :-)
Raven makes me feel like a toddler throwing a temper tantrum sometimes, but she also makes me feel like the little kid who did whatever Victoria said. Victoria was my childhood friend who wanted to play…well, embarrassing games that made me feel good inside.
I guess, if I had to put it into words, that’s what Raven does. I’m embarrassed to do the things she says, but it’s only partly because the things are embarrassing. Mostly, I’m embarrassed that I like it. A little bit. But don’t like it at the same time. 
How can that make sense? 
I even like, as crazy as it sounds, her system of discipline and consequences. It’s not nearly as utopian as I thought it would be when I first learned about kink and power dynamics, but it does work. After the awkward ups and downs when we first got to know each other, she’s been amazingly patient and thorough in setting things up. Her insistence on no safeword (meaning no emergency exit for me to stop the action if I didn’t like what she was doing) raised a red flag in the beginning, but I’ve started to understand how she works. 
She’s being slow, patient, and careful. She’s never put me in a situation where I would need to use a safeword (want is another matter!) because she observes me all the time. She learns about me, and then she puts that knowledge into use.
She’s almost like a really good teacher that way.
Or an editor, come to think of it. I had a lot of awful editors before I found Nina, and she’s amazing. Ninotschka the Great, as I call her. :D  
I guess that listening to Raven is similar to listening to Nina. Nina doesn’t change what I write, or at least not the essence. She makes me think about how I structured a story or how I’ve established a character or relationship. Oh, often I’d love to smack her for making me rework a passage I thought beautiful already, but she always helps me make the book better.
(I do like the freedom of writing whatever I want. I used to free-write all the time, way back when. After I turned professional, I forgot about that because I considered it an exercise for beginners. Now, I wonder if I should begin again.)
In my head, I know all of this. I look at how my life has changed since I met Raven, and it’s almost all to the good. I’m happier, more settled, and more comfortable all around. Having a steady income lifts such a burden I didn’t realize I was carrying! Now, if books don’t sell quite as well in a quarter, I still have Raven’s stipend to see me through. She’s so generous that I’ve been able to set all of my book money into a separate account.
Someday, I’m going to open a writing school for kids. Maybe it could be online, so kids everywhere could participate. Or maybe it would be local, so I could have the face-to-face interaction that writers lack. 
Writing got me through the worst parts of my life, and I never had much guidance. My writing teachers were every book in the library, not any formal classes. 
Before I met Raven, I didn’t think of things like that. I wanted to do something important with my life eventually, but I was too busy and too worried. It’s hard to dream big when I wonder how to pay the electricity bill.
Raven said she didn’t have the necessity of paying bills to keep her grounded. Am I better off because I have that need? I don’t know. It seems like a fantasy to never worry about money, although I guess I’ve gotten to enter this fantasy with her. 
For a price. Always the price!
Sigh.
Speaking of the price, bedtime.
What she’s started calling diary time.
And what I hesitate to even admit but…
Ugh, I don’t know if I should even write this.
How many words do I have left? Oh my gosh, over 700. 
Well, I can’t think of any other way to fill up these words so…
I’m sitting at Raven’s desk wearing…
Well.
A little white dress with no waist, just a few little ruffles and eyelet lace and a bit of pink ribbon here and there.
I feel like I’m in a Nutcracker ballet, creeping into the living room by the Christmas tree after everyone else has gone to bed. At least Raven didn’t insist on pink ribbons for my hair.
OMG. SCRATCH THAT. Raven, I do NOT want pink ribbons for my hair! 
What was I thinking to even mention that?
Crap crap crap crap.
Hey, if I keep writing that another few hundred times, I’ll be done. 
Anyway, I’m sitting on this chair wearing the little ribboned dress and nothing else.
Nothing.
White anklet socks and soft leather slippers, but nothing else clothes-wise.
(Does clothes-wise count as one word or two?)
1521 words. Sigh. I’m never going to finish. Wait, I’m not sure I counted the words correctly. Oh, well. Sure wish I were using my computer so I could tell it to count words.
Crap.
Rats.
I’m bored.
I don’t want to do this anymore.
Ugh, if I stop doing this…
Then I have to go to Raven.
Never mind, I’ll keep writing. I’ll pretend it’s a free writing exercise. Though I still think it’s awfully rough to make a writer write on her day off. Okay, Raven doesn’t consider Fridays a day off, but it’s a day off from writing. 
I suppose that Raven would say I wouldn’t be doing this diary writing if I hadn’t disobeyed her in the first place. She does love to give lectures like that.
Some parts of discipline are fabulous.
Some parts really, truly suck. 
Okay, what was I supposed to answer? What do I get out of submission? I guess I already answered that. Financial security. And some satisfaction that I refuse to describe in any more detail. 
Why do I resist it?
Honestly, Raven. I’m sorry to be rude, but that’s the stupidest question I’ve ever heard. What if someone picked up a wooden paddle and whacked you across the backside hard and fast until you practically couldn’t breathe? Every time I think I won’t make a fool out of myself, and every time it’s worse than I remember. 
I’d be a lot more grateful and appropriately sorry for my sins if you didn’t use wood. 
Apology.
I am sorry.
Does it count if I’m really not? 
You promised not to punish for anything I write in here. I’m not sorry for wanting to be able to sit comfortably now and then. I hate sitting here like a five-year-old, squirming on an already slightly sore backside as I try not to think of the spanking to come. 
1811 words. I’ve started making little marks in the margin for each hundredth word. Almost done. Hope my word count is correct. (Are you going to count these words?)
I don’t want another spanking when I finish. My stomach gets all twisty and squirmy, and I never know what you’ll do. Will you be stern and forbidding, or will it be more matter-of-fact? Will you look rather sorry as you begin, or will you start lecturing before I’ve gotten myself in position?
Are you going to spank hard? Will it just be with your hand? Please, please, please. If you’ve absolutely got to use something, let it not be wood. I’ll even take your leather paddle over even your lightest wooden implement. Wooden spoon, ruler, brush, paddle, bath brush…ugh. I hate them all! 
Maybe if I say that I’m sorry nicely enough you’ll go easy on me. 
I’m sorry.
I’m really, really sorry. 
I’m sorry I don’t always do exactly what you want at exactly the second you say it, but you don’t understand how hard it is! You don’t know how much it hurts. You get to always be in charge, always make the decisions, and be in control. I have to jump and say “yes, ma’am” or “no, ma’am” or “whatever you say, ma’am” at the drop of a hat, and sometimes even when you haven’t dropped a hat. 
What if I’d met you on a vanilla online dating site? What if we’d bumped into each other in an ordinary way, and you’d taken me out for a first date? 
I love being close to you, and I know the discipline is good for me in a lot of ways (and, okay, I did really want this), but sometimes I wonder. 
What if I weren’t your submissive?
Would you still care about me then?




Chapter Four
 
My dear, exasperating, and headstrong girl,
 
You’re lying in bed with the lights out, whimpering a bit as you try to get comfortable. After your attitude tonight, it makes me sigh to read your essay. You’re such a mixture of good intentions and self-destructive stubbornness. You have talent, drive, and this amazing indomitable spirit. I didn’t have half of that fire at your age. 
“At your age,” indeed! Watching you makes me think of those earlier years. I wandered up and down the halls, with Susan and Clara fading into the woodwork whenever I approached. They were afraid to speak to me, in case I began to cry again. They were so gentle, so protective, and almost motherly. After all, they’d taken care of me since I was a little girl. I worried something would happen to them, too, and I’d be completely alone. Yet they’ve always been there for me. How lucky I’ve been, even if I thought otherwise at the time.
When I was twenty-nine, my life had been over for four years. You say that my life of financial security seems like a fantasy. Is it? Wealth buys a lot, but it also serves as a barrier. You wonder whether I’d care about you if you weren’t my submissive. I’ve wondered all my life whether people would care about me if my family’s money didn’t provide something they wanted. Or if not the family money, the family name. 
You say you wish you could make the decisions. Do you, really? If you honestly wish you could be in charge, why not experiment? What would you do with a girl of your own, dear? How can you discipline someone else when you can’t discipline yourself?
I don’t mean to take Blackie and spank yourself, although that’s quite an alluring image. (Perhaps we’ll have to do that soon.) I mean the forbearance and self-control to act in your own best interest even if it’s not immediately pleasurable.
If you need proof, take bedtime. You love to rant and rave about getting sent to bed. You never did answer my question about how it came to be, young lady. What did I tell you when we first began? Your time was your own, and as long as you came to me on Fridays in good condition, I wouldn’t interfere with your daily life. How many times did you arrive exhausted and fall asleep as soon as things became quiet?
How can you expect to do your job properly if you won’t take care of your basic needs?
You are mine, Alena. I expect you to take good care of what’s mine. I could give you a long list of rules. Perhaps I should. You seem to respond only to the most concrete of consequences and expectations. I thoroughly enjoy spanking your little bottom to a bright red, but I dislike punishments as much as you do. Wouldn’t you prefer to play kinky games and engage in submission exercises, rather than sob your heart out after I’ve had to take you to task?
Think of your cries tonight. You came to me sweet-tempered, well-dressed, and with a good attitude. The second I gave you an order, though, your innate obstinate streak took over. You sassed, tossed your head, threw out defiant replies, and attempted to physically prevent me from disciplining you.
I warned you many times. Maybe too many. Maybe I should stop warning and instead punish immediately. You beg for lenience, but you only respond to strict discipline. 
I wanted a lovely, sweet evening culminating in perhaps some intimate play at bedtime. Instead, you dug your heels in and Blackie had to spank until you begged to go to bed. You’re still whimpering, rolling over in bed and muttering to yourself how much it hurts. 
I love disciplining you, my impossible girl. But must you require a showdown for each and every order? Couldn’t you submit and obey like a good girl, without all of the fuss and drama?
Or do you simply need the spanking in a way you can’t explain, so bratting is your way to make sure you get it? 
Have I missed this all along? 
Do we need to go back to basics? Submissive boot camp, as it were?
Your friend Lorelei has kindly offered us the use of her bed and breakfast down in Florida. 
Shall we go for a visit, away from the constant power struggles of home? 




Chapter Five
 
It’s Saturday morning, and normally Raven and I would cuddle for a bit before breakfast. Today, though, Clara woke me up at half past five and told me to get dressed, go to the writing room, and write until Raven summons me.
I’m sitting in the stupid dress and stupid shoes at the desk taller than I am, with intricate scrolls and carved details everywhere. Instead of a plastic mat underneath the chair (like I have at home), there’s a sort of built-in tile spot where the rolling chair would normally go. The writing part of the desk is covered in a sheet of heavy glass, and the top of the desk has all kinds of slots, cupboards, and hidey-holes. 
I only wish I had a desk this nice at home. Raven’s fountain pen is amazing, but I can see myself dipping a quill pen into a bottle of ink and scratching on parchment. 
Funny, this early in the morning, how I’m annoyed at getting woken up but still peaceful at this desk. 
I didn’t expect Raven to reply again already. She’s in her rooms a few minutes away, but it’s as if she’s a new penpal. And her handwriting! Wow! Every loop is in place, and her letters slant at the perfect 30 degree angle. It’s even neater than the Parker penmanship books we used in third grade. If you want a definition of copperplate writing, it’s Raven’s handwriting. Mine looks like chicken scratches in comparison, but it’s getting better.
Does Raven use her own fountain pen? Or do we share the pen and the journal, passing it between us?
I’m getting rather silly, I think. Maybe it’s the quiet giddiness of waking up in Raven’s house. I get hot all over when I think of last night and my outburst. Ugh, there’s no way to describe it but a temper tantrum. After I’d sat here and told myself I’d listen, too! I don’t know what it is, but whenever Raven gets that certain tone in her voice and glint to her eye…well, I can’t help but answer back. I want to dig my heels in, argue, and prove to her that I don’t have to do what she says.
Does she really dislike punishing me as much as she says she does? I never would have thought so. She never hesitates, never stops, and certainly never relents. 
I won’t admit that, deep down, I’m glad she doesn’t.
Nope, we’re not going down that path. 
I stopped for a while and stared out the window. So many things come to mind, and writing this way is slow enough for a million thoughts to whiz by before I finish one sentence.
Wouldn’t it be weird if hiring myself out as a kinky Girl Friday (literally!) made my writing better?
I used to write in diaries, journals, letters, etc. all the time. I had pen pals all over the world, back when I had to get special fold-up aerogrammes or pay the shocking postage of two stamps instead of one. I wrote all the time, and it was fun. I wrote on the backs of letters, envelopes, ticket stubs, or anything I had handy. It was fun. I had to hide everything I wrote in case prying eyes came across it, but I liked doing it.
I wonder, now that I’m an adult and writing is my full-time job, if I’ve lost that joy. I’m so stressed all the time, and writing has to meet deadlines. I love the initial writing, but I get worried that things won’t work out. I hate my books in their second drafts. I hate the awful clunkiness of revising. I want to tear my hair out at going over line edits five hundred times before having to proofread the galley all over again.
When I was a kid, becoming an author was the best dream in the world. I’ve achieved that dream, even if more meals consist of ramen than is probably healthy. Do I always remember this? Or do I focus on the annoyances?
I like being a pain for Raven. Okay, I admit it. There’s something wonderfully bubbly and releasing about not having to be reasonable. I don’t like the consequences afterward, but it’s kind of fun to snap back at her with the first snotty comment I can think of. 
I sound like such a brat, don’t I?
I was so annoyed with Clara, or rather Raven, for making me get up early this morning. But watching the sunrise and listening to the soft stirrings inside the house has made me peaceful in a way I haven’t been for a long time. 
Raven, I don’t know if you’ll read this before we get started today. I didn’t mean it last night when I wrote it, but I do today. I’m sorry I was such a brat, but at the same time I’m not. I think I’m glad whenever you draw me back closer to you.
Of course, I can say this now because you’re not here with that awful Blackie in hand. :-)
I’ve gotten more and more sorry to leave your house on Saturdays. I don’t like your suggestion of boot camp! I’m sure it would be horrible. But going away together sounds nice. My friend Mistress Lorelei did invite us, didn’t she? Florida sounds fun. I’m curious about starrygirl, her sub. 
I’d have to take writing with me, but that’s easy enough if the B&B has wifi. Waking up in the same house as you every day sounds lovely. 
But…what if we go and fight? What if we can’t stand each other more than two days in a row? I like my space. I need it, after all.
I think I don’t want to go. I mean, I’d love to go and it sounds incredible, but do we want to risk what we have? What if we went and had so many disagreements we decided to split up afterward? I haven’t known you for very long, but I don’t want to imagine life without you. 
I guess that answers your question whether I’d care about you. 
Would you care about me if you couldn’t spank me, Raven? 
We could always do a trial run to see.
What if we did go for a vacation together, and you promised not to lift a hand against me the whole time?
Sounds like a fabulous idea. I’m all for it.




Chapter Six
 
My dear, bratty, and irrepressible girl who hasn’t yet acknowledged her need for submission,
 
I’ve sent you home, and each week it gets harder. You’re always a bundle of energy, nerves, anticipation, and prickliness. Then, right before it’s time to say goodbye, you come to me with such sweetness. Those moments when we sit on the sofa before you leave have become precious to me. 
I think, if I had become a mother, I’d feel serenity and love at putting my child to bed. At least that’s what other mothers say. I don’t get that feeling with you at bedtime. Usually you’ve made such a production of things that I could cheerfully take you out of bed to paddle you once more. 
But right before you leave, all of your fierce contradictions melt away and you snuggle next to me. Your chin resting on my shoulder, and your hand clasped in mine. Not speaking or moving or thinking, but lost in our togetherness.
You speak of spanking and punishments as if I wish for them. You even suggest a spanking-free vacation. I’ll return your question to you. How would you handle an entire trip without spankings or punishments, my dear? If this is how you behave when I have to correct you almost constantly, how would you behave once the constraints were lifted? 
You must have learned in childhood that in order to earn privileges you must show maturity. When you scowl at my instructions or mutter about submitting paperwork detailing your weekly expenses, how do you think that affects my treatment of you? 
Yes, I enjoy some naughtiness. But I’d also enjoy a beautiful submissive woman who took pride in her submission. I see all of your potential and strength, but I also see your determination to sabotage your own success. You’ll trust me on your own terms, but you won’t trust yourself that you can trust me. 
Have you been hurt, my dear? Have you had a bad relationship? Or have you felt shamed for your needs? What you want is not wrong or immature, at least not if you accept it. It’s fighting against your deepest needs that makes you behave like a spoiled child. 
I could take joy in spanking you every day. I love the cute little noises you make, the intake of your breath, and the way you shiver in anticipation. And afterward, when you’ve relaxed into blissful dreaminess, it’s as if you’ve entered a heavenly plane. I admit I sometimes wish I could enter sub space the way you do. Maybe you experience it all the more because you fight it so much. There is domme space, of course, but I can’t let myself get too drawn in. I have to watch you, wait for your signals, and ensure we never go too far. 
We made our original agreement for one overnight per week. It’s been a careful, slow beginning, and it was right to proceed with caution. Now, though, I think we’ve stalled. Just when you start to let go, the twenty-four hours are up and you return home. In your own house, you answer to no one and enjoy complete autonomy. By the time you come back to me the following Friday, you’ve become lost in the quotidian demands of authorship and unconsciously scorn the submission you need.
I’ve watched you over these past weeks, and I’ve never seen you as happy as when you’ve surrendered all of your pride, stubbornness, and false ideals of adult independence.
I’m not trying to take anything away from you. I’m trying to give back to you what you’ve rejected. Don’t you understand?
Maybe you can’t understand, newbie that you are. Maybe you feel guilty at having needs many wouldn’t understand. You might think of our relationship as codependent, or unhealthy, or marred by secret perversions you wouldn’t want your family to find out about. 
I can understand that last one. My mother, may she rest in peace, believed in order and decorum. She didn’t quite know what to do with a gangly would-be fashion designer, and she certainly couldn’t have handled my sexuality…let alone a kinky one. 
I understand hiding parts of yourself from the world, but at what cost? After my parents and husband died, I went into a chrysalis for almost ten years. I lost everything I held dear, and I emerged ready to claim the life I’d almost given up. I could have been a doctor’s wife, a society woman, and the continuation of my parents’ legacy. Instead, I’m the pitiable widow who nevertheless does her duty in her family’s memory. 
When one loses her entire world at such a young age, she learns what is most important. I could never go back to denying my true self. I am a dominant, kinky woman who loves women. 
What are you, my dear Alena? 
Are you brave enough to own all of the parts of your identity?
Or will you fight against me every single Friday until the end of time? 




Chapter Seven
 
Raven was unusually solemn today. After the usual weekly report and review of my money issues (a brief scolding for buying the adorable Margaret Bloom wooden duck, even though it was a limited edition), she made me sit in her study while she talked at great length. 
Things about what I want from life, my goals, and how I’m either getting closer or drifting further away. 
She sounded far more like a life coach than a mistress.
A spanky life coach, maybe. Hehe.
She didn’t lecture about the usual bedtime complaints, although she did make a vague threat about recordkeeping. I mostly got to bed on time this past week, although the last minute cover art paperwork truly wasn’t my fault. I suppose she’s right that I should have planned ahead so things like that wouldn’t alter my schedule so much, but on the whole she was understanding. 
Well, I thought she was until she sent me upstairs to change into the detested dress and write. I found her letter from last week, to my surprise. I wonder why she says these things in the notebook but not directly to me. 
I guess she could ask me the same question.
I never know whether I should write these diary entries directly to her, like Raven will you do this? Or if it’s really supposed to be a diary and she’s eavesdropping. She writes to me as if she’s standing right here, and I’m listening. 
I’ve read her letter a few times now, and I’m honestly not sure what to say in reply. She never talks about herself when we’re face to face. Do I say I’m sorry about her parents and husband? It seems callous not to. But…it’s not as if she’s invited me to ask her more questions about it. She doesn’t talk about herself a lot. It’s almost as if she doesn’t want me to ask. Or is she telling me these things to make me see her point? 
If I’m absolutely honest, I’ll admit that right now I can only wonder just how mad she’s going to be when she finally comes upstairs. 
The worst part about our arrangement is the waiting. I’d almost rather she grab the paddle and whack right away, instead of making me sit on pins and needles while wondering how bad it’ll get. She’s given an explanation about not spanking in anger, blah blah, but I think I’d rather have angry Raven than disappointed Raven. When she’s in the passion of the moment, it’s scary but over fast. When she’s quiet, like today, and tells me to write at my desk until she calls for me, well…I don’t know. I want to beg for mercy, and I despise myself for doing so. 
Please let her focus on all the days I tried to get to bed on time, and how I made an extra effort to find an outfit she’d like for today. I don’t care much about clothes, but she does. I try to find things she’ll like, even if she does have me change almost the second I arrive. I hate the dainty clothes she picks out for me (oops, sorry Raven), but she likes them so much. The other day I saw a cute pink skirt with a white top, and I thought it was the style she likes for me. It was fun to see her eyes light up when I came into her house today. It’s such a small thing. I’ve never cared how people think about my clothes, but it’s a tiny thing to please her. 
I like to please her. Maybe that makes me weak and childish and everything, but I can’t help it. 
I also got quite a long, serious talk about making this weekend a positive one. She wants me to think about this trip some more. She even said taking my writing with me is a great idea. She says that she can easily work her discipline around my schedule, and I would most likely work twice as fast when given the proper motivation.
I’m not in any hurry to find out what she means by motivation!
Raven, when you read this, here are a few questions for you.
If you’re always disappointed in me, why do you still care what I do? I mean, I’m never going to do everything right. What’s the point?
What if I say I can’t take the time off and don’t want to go on the trip? I’m not saying I won’t, but you said I don’t get a safeword. Do I have a choice? Or are you telling me I have to go?
Do you want to go? Do you want me to want it, too?
It’s absurd. If you’d told me a year ago that I could fly to Florida (uh, are you planning to fly? It’s a bit far to drive…) with a gorgeous, sexy woman, I’d be thrilled. Now I’m…I don’t know. But not thrilled. 
I like things the way they are. I like our routine. 
Why risk changing it?
Oh, no. There’s your call. 
Please, Raven. I swear I’ll be good and do everything you ask, if only you won’t use Blackie. 
Cross my heart. 




Chapter Eight
 
Dear impossible girl who would jump off a cliff if I told you not to,
 
You were warned quite clearly. I told you to try going to bed one minute late and you would see what happened.
Now, as you sniffle into your bowl of plain oatmeal instead of the lovely chicken marsala dinner Susan prepared, you are seeing the result.
A good, sound spanking with Blackie.
Sitting in the corner with a bowl of oatmeal while I watch and write.
The promise of a second spanking before bedtime, which will come quite early.
And, my dear, the removal of false choices.
 You will make up a schedule for all of the work you need to complete in the next two weeks, noting anything that can’t be done from your computer. 
Yes, we agreed that you would devote one day per week here in exchange for the stipend. But since your continued misbehavior results in backsliding, the one day never adds up to meaningful time. Instead of continuing our lessons, I have to re-teach the same lesson over and over again.
I’ve been patient, reasonable, and understanding.
I’ve been firm, clear about expectations, and consistent in following through with consequences.
And you still defy me!
Alena, listen to me. I care about you a great deal, but we either go on this trip or I will lose my patience with you. You worry whether too much time together will result in conflict, but the opposite has happened. You are too new to the lifestyle, too headstrong, and too ambivalent to slide seamlessly between ordinary life and life with me. 
Unless you can come up with reasons far more compelling than your dentist appointment or Amazing online book delivery, we are going to Florida. I’ve spoken with Lorelei and arranged the details. She had quite a bit to say about you, young lady. I assure you that your days of playing us off each other are long gone. 
You will prepare yourself for the trip, and for two weeks you will not have so much as a glass of water unless I say so. If you choose to earn punishments for yourself fourteen days in a row, so be it. 
If you are sufficiently stubborn that the two weeks fail to teach you obedience, we will extend the trip.
Playtime’s over, Alena.
We’re doing things my way now.




Chapter Nine
 
Um. 
Yes, ma’am.
No, ma’am.
I don’t have anything else to say, ma’am.
I’m really incredibly sorry and won’t cause trouble for you ever again. 
For as long as I live.
Thank you for giving me a trip to Florida.
I don’t think any longer than two weeks will be necessary, ma’am.
I mean, not that it will be my decision.
I understand perfectly, ma’am. Bedtime is at nine o’clock on the dot and not one second later.
I don’t know what else to write. You said I won’t be punished for what I write in here, but I can’t think of anything to say that won’t get me into trouble.




Chapter Ten
 
Dear sweet, frustrating, endearing, and bratty girl of mine,
 
Don’t be scared. At least, don’t be scared of the wrong things. You said yourself that you respond better when I allow my annoyance to show. Now you understand why I don’t, or at least not often. Think of how stunned you were when I, to quote you, grabbed Blackie and whacked you. 
You’ve been spanked far harder and longer without it affecting you this much, but this time the shock silenced you. Immediately. Now you’re tiptoeing around as if I’m going to yell at you, instead of reflecting on what brought us to this point. 
Whether I’ve spoiled you, yet again, or whether you’re the headstrong bratty sub who needs to learn every lesson the hard way, you need much more consistent and thorough discipline than I can provide once a week. 
Think of this trip as an investment. Seed money. If you trust me and follow my lead, we’ll return at a far better place in our relationship. I’m perfectly willing to have a sub who gets into a bit of mischief now and then, but this constant power struggle does neither of us any good.
I’m not giving up on you, my girl. Don’t give up on yourself.
Think of how shocked you felt last night, and how timid you are this morning. Stop putting the weight of all decisions onto my shoulders. I’m your domme, not a god. Unless you commit to this relationship and work with me, you’re going to exhaust yourself and exasperate me.
More than you already have, I mean!
Perhaps the error is partly mine in wanting you to arrive at submission instead of finding your way naturally. Maybe I should let you go at your own pace, but I fear we will both be in our graves before that happens! You do have a talent for blocking your own progress.
My expectations for you, my girl, are these:
 
 
	Respect. Respect me, yourself, our relationship, and your capabilities. Your silliness demeans us both. Submission is only childish if you make it so.


	Commitment. As we’ve said so often, this is your paid job. You wouldn’t go to a company and flout their policies, would you? You knew what you were getting when you signed on with me. Do the job or walk away. There’s no in between.


	Honesty. None of this waffling, self-destructive nonsense. You think you might agree that it possibly could be good if you get disciplined, but you’ll never admit it outright. You think it makes you more adult or sophisticated or less dependent if you act like a spoiled child instead of admitting that you want and need discipline.


	Fulfillment. Notice that I don’t say happiness. You think happiness is doing whatever you want. You’re right, if you mean doing what’s good for you and what you really want. In the end, do you really want to fritter away your life on late-night online auctions or missed goals? Or do you want to achieve your dreams? 

 
How do you think you can motivate children to write if you can’t buckle down and apply yourself? You think happiness comes from hedonistic, in-the-moment pleasure, but you miss the joy of accomplishing your heart’s desire. You have so much potential, Alena. Stop wasting it. 
You will find a phone in a case next to this journal. I’ve put you on a family plan and programmed several applications for use on our trip. 
You will have the ringer on and the phone with you at all times. There is a tracking application. If you ever try to disable it, our relationship will be over. Don’t expect spanking and forgiveness. This is non-negotiable. In your diary time today, you will write your understanding and agreement of this condition as well as all of the others.
There are also various applications that will be programmed with your daily schedule reminders and require you to note if you have completed assigned tasks. 
This phone does not replace your diary. Notes in the phone are for simple communication and record keeping. It is an additional discipline, not a replacement. 
As writing the essay before was so effective, you will begin your morning by writing another one. In it, you will detail your understanding of all these expectations and how you intend to fulfill them. 
Two thousand words is a nice, round number, isn’t it?
Once you have completed your essay and reported to me for your spanking, Peter will drive you home to pack. You will return promptly and prepare for our flight tomorrow.
I suggest you take these instructions seriously. 




Chapter Eleven
 
Another essay! Another two thousand words! 
And a lovely new phone!
I’m…what do the British call it? Gobsmacked. 
Just…wow. Wow.
On top of everything else, too. An all-expense paid vacation, plus everything else you still give me for the monthly stipend.
I honestly don’t know what to say, Raven. You are the most generous person I’ve ever met. Maybe this type of money isn’t much to you, but I’m speechless. 
You give all of this to me while telling me I’ve failed you, and you’re really disappointed in me. 
I don’t get it.
There, I said it. I don’t get you. I don’t understand how you can be this lavish to me. What do you get out of it? I thought it was fun for you to spank and discipline, but it doesn’t sound like it’s been that way for you. So why would you do it? Why would you put up with me?
Anyone else who gave me an expensive phone and vacation would expect me to contribute my fair share or, at the very least, be grateful. You don’t seem to want that. It’s as if that doesn’t matter to you, and you want me to focus on myself.
I don’t get it. 
You keep saying, and my friend Mistress Lorelei says, that this is a job. I’m paid to do what you expect. But, and this is going to really offend you, what kind of job pays for someone to get spanked?
Am I a call girl who gets spanked?
(Maybe I should get a long, fancy cigarette lighter and black elbow gloves. And a tiara.)
You talk about jobs as if I put on a suit to go to board meetings and write grant proposals, but my work consists of baring my backside and letting you inflict inordinate amounts of pain. Oh, and tell me when to go to bed and how to spend the money you give me. 
You’re persuasive. You make it sound so easy, simple, and matter-of-fact. I do as you explain, and everything will be fine. You make it sound adult. Responsible. Professional, even, and honorable. 
I sit here in this silly dress and slippers and feel as if any sane, competent adult would run the other way. 
What if I did everything you said, exactly how you said, and when you said? I don’t get to say no. I don’t get a safeword. There’s no emergency exit, right? Once I let you take over, where will you stop? Will I like it too much? What if I hate it? 
I suppose it’s completely inappropriate to say how sexy you are when you put your foot down. I hate that you’re upset and don’t want to be the cause of your frustration, but oh my gosh. My heart nearly stopped when you took me by the waistband of my skirt and made me stand in front of you. 
I hope you don’t think I’m being flippant. I know I was in trouble and deserved it, and I’m sorry. I can’t say how sorry I am. But is it wrong that your measured tone of voice, glittering eyes, and sense of coiled-up power gave me a thrill? It’s hard to explain because I don’t want you mad at me like that again. Ever. It was as bad as that night you got upset when I wouldn’t stay in bed. My knees weaken, my heart rate speeds up, and I can’t think straight. (Can a lesbian think straight? Ha!) It’s intoxicating, somehow. You’re like a lion, curled up and ready to spring at the slightest provocation. You don’t spring, but you give this impression of holding back enormous power and energy. Then your slightest touch or softest word makes me tremble. 
It sounds very cavewoman-ish, doesn’t it? Grab and whack, then watch me swoon. I still get tingly when I think about it. Even knowing this next spanking will be awful can’t quite kill the floaty, bubbly sort of happiness inside of me. I keep thinking, I love you. Only it’s ridiculous, isn’t it? Silly puppy love trotting after the older woman. 
It’s as if we have an unspoken code. If I say everything that embarrasses me, maybe I’ll spoil the magic. I’ll ruin things or find out you don’t feel the same way, after all. I want you to do everything while I pretend I don’t want it. 
I’ve always thought of myself as clear-headed and focused, at least until I met you. Now I might as well be buck-toothed and thirteen, lisping through braces and anxiously peering into the mirror while I check for zits. I’m all arms and legs, awkward and inarticulate. 
You asked me a while back what I thought would help. I want to feel like an adult. I want to feel like this is a serious, legitimate job that I could talk about with my friends and family. I want…I don’t know? Performance evaluations and a business expense account and a boss? Now I feel like a little kid getting an allowance from Mommy, getting sent to bed like a child, and having to do chores because you’ll ground me if I don’t.
Semantics, you might say. Only it isn’t.  I want to respect myself. You say I should respect you and myself, but how is following orders showing respect?
You keep saying this is a real job. Can we treat it more like one? 
I suppose I’m not in a position to ask for anything, am I?
I think…well, sometime this seems like a trap. A long, slow game that leads up to something I don’t understand. It all seems too good to be true. Maybe you think I should “woman up,” as it were, and do what you want. 
Respect, commitment, honesty, and fulfillment. You talked about fulfillment before, only it got a little lost in everything else that happened.
Okay, you want me to work toward long-term life goals. I can understand that. But bedtime? 
No, I’m not arguing about it! Don’t make it any earlier, please! Please! I beg of you!
I already don’t know what I’m going to do about nine o’clock. Maybe you’re trying to teach me to give up. It’s like that plant that grabs you until you stop moving. Is that it? I’m supposed to give in, and you’ll let me go?
If this is a real job and I’m a professional, why are you dictating my bedtime?
I suppose you’ll say what you always say, that it’s about my choices and so on. You pointed out that some actors are forbidden from doing certain activities considered too dangerous, and some companies might forbid their employees from riding in a car without a seatbelt. Or that sometimes a curfew might not just be a company policy, but a government policy.
But we live in America. We’re free. We can decide for ourselves. 
Life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.
Right?
I know this much. You make me happy, even when I resist. I feel free when you hold me close. I feel alive when I’m part of you.
And yet it all feels wrong.
Doesn’t it?
Didn’t you ever wonder if this was wrong? Like, I don’t know, if maybe you’d grown up able to like boys and do all the normal little-girl stuff, maybe you wouldn’t get fascinated by all this kink? What if your parents found out? Neighbors, business associates, friends?
What if someone found out what I do?
If this is my job, I’m your employee. 
Can a boss date her subordinate?
Are we dating?
If I treat this like just another job, what does that mean for you and me?
(1285 words! Surely quality matters more than quantity? This is agony!)
Okay, here’s something else I don’t get. I understand I have to do what you say, blah blah. Why is the tracker app so important? You would really throw me out over one tiny mistake?
That was forty-six more words. Forty-six plus one thousand two hundred and eighty five equals how many words? One thousand three hundred and forty nine.
Words.
More words.
Thoughtful, funny, insightful, and appropriate words.
Words that change your mind.
Words that promise what you want to hear.
Words that will make everything all right.
Words that will make me all right, our relationship all right, and this trip all right.
I’ve never been to Florida before. Will we lie about in the sun, tanning ourselves and drinking exotic alcohol?
Will there be a cute cabana girl to serve us?
Or are you expecting me to be the cute cabana girl?
Mm, that might be fun.
More words.
I hate writing punishment essays.
My neck itches.
Please tell me we can leave this awful dress here. I don’t want it to come with us to Florida.
If you don’t want to listen to me complain (read, really), how else am I supposed to use my two thousand words?
Are you bringing this huge, heavy book onto the plane? Hope it’s going into your luggage. It won’t fit in mine. I need my computer and pillow. 
Too bad I can’t bring extra pillows to sit on.
If you’re going to make me carry a phone with a tracking app, why not just microchip me? Like I’m a dog?
Sorry, that was rude. I just don’t know what else to write, and I have several hundred words left.
I’d rather have almost any other punishment than these essays.
I wouldn’t whine if I didn’t have anything to whine about!
How are you going to introduce me to people? Are we going to go as friends? Co-workers? Girlfriends? 
Is this trip supposed to be a punishment? Am I supposed to worry and wish I’d behaved better so I wouldn’t have to go? It is a little of a bother to reschedule my teeth cleaning since the dentist is always booked six months in advance, but that’s not a big deal. I have another round of edits coming in, but I can do that anywhere. 
It’s exciting, really. One moment you’re scowling at me as if you’ll shout to leave forever, and the next you’re making airline reservations. 
I don’t think I own a swimsuit anymore. 
Can I propose a deal?
If I don’t have to write punishment essays anymore, I’ll stop complaining about bedtime. Cross my heart and hope to die and all those things we said when we were kids. I don’t care if this serves as good free writing for the other things I have to do. Writing is my job, well my other job, and I hate it when my two worlds collide.
I don’t mind so much when it’s time for thinking and so on, but I hate writing as a punishment. 
You asked for honesty. Here’s the best I can do.
I wish that you needed me. I wish I had expertise you needed, and you could learn something from me. I hate that things are one-sided. That’s what self-respect means for me, being equal. 
Maybe we can’t ever be equal, not in this kind of arrangement. Maybe you don’t even want it.
I’ll go on this trip with you, and I’ll do what you say. But…I have the sense that something bad will happen. Things will go wrong. We’ll fight. I’ll keep disappointing you. 
I’m tired of always being on the receiving end. (Pun not intended.) I hate that I never get to give back.
I want to give something back to you, Raven.
How can I respect myself unless I do?
 
(I need sixty-seven more words. Do these count? I don’t think you know how long a two thousand word essay really is, Raven. Really long. Really, really, really, really, really, really, really long. Filled with lots of words that don’t add meaning but simply add to the word count. That’s forty-nine words. Fifty-two. Only fifteen words left, and now it’s a lot fewer. Maybe next time I can write until I’m done instead of for a word count.)
2011 words. I think I’m going to collapse from exhaustion.
OMG, I just remembered.
Now you’re going to spank me.
Wait! I want to write some more! Don’t call for me yet! 




Chapter Twelve
 
Dear sweet, impossible girl of mine who over-thinks everything and gets herself[ herself in some salutations, yourself in others] into trouble by breathing,
 
We’re here. You’re unpacking your suitcase and heading for a much-needed shower. (Goodness, who would have thought Florida could be this hot?) Everything is so tiny here. Tiny, delicate, and open wide. There’s no need to bundle up against the freezing cold, and even the walls seem less rigid. I’m sitting in what would be a screened-in porch back home, but here it seems to be a permanent room with screens instead of walls. “Be careful of snakes,” Celine told us. I think even a snake might be peaceful here. 
I must admit, the house is far smaller than I’d anticipated. Just the two bedrooms, living room, kitchen, bathroom, and this tiny pool. It’s odd to have you close enough that I can hear the shower running. 
Look, Alena. There are so many things you can’t or won’t understand, and maybe I’ve gone about things the wrong way. I think it’s wonderful for you to talk with Celine later today. She’s been in a D/s relationship for quite a while, and she might have good advice for you. If nothing else, it might help you to commiserate with someone who’s been in your shoes. Or in the same spanking position. :-)
There’s no right or wrong way for us to have a relationship. You seem to flounder in search of some blueprint that will tell you exactly what to expect. Or you seem convinced that I have the answers and am purposely not sharing them with you. I can tell you what’s happened with relationships prior to you, but I can’t tell you where you and I are going. We simply don’t know. 
We can start with the basics. 
You say you want a more business-like arrangement, but you shy away from the commitments of doing so. Performance evaluation? How can I evaluate your submission? I can and do tell you when I’m disappointed in your behavior, and I have pointed out ways I’d like you to improve. And, let’s be frank, you haven’t appreciated any of that. 
You want to know whether I’d care for you if the situation were different. Let’s flip that around. Would you care for me if the situation were different? It’s so hard to tell, isn’t it?
I’m setting up a daily schedule for you—well, for us, really. I’m willing to forego the punishment essays for now, provided you make a genuine effort in your diary. But please be forewarned that the discipline will not get any easier. We’re here for intensive training, and you may not find it pleasant. You will be expected to submit in ways you don’t enjoy, and you may struggle with rebellion and attitude. 
The good news, my girl, is that here I am prepared to deal with it. You will not be expected to handle things on your own. In fact, if you would like to argue and rebel—have at it. Get it out of your system. You will be dealt with swiftly and severely, but it may do you good to express your frustration.
You’re new. This is a learning experience. 
The only non-negotiable item is your phone. I will not let you turn discussion into a power struggle. The phone stays on and tracking stays on. If you want to be put on the first plane back to Ann Arbor, disable your tracking device. 
Think I’m not serious?
Try me. 
And, no, I said you may not ask why. 
We’re taking a two-week break from the responsibilities of real life. Yes, I have built in time for your authorly work. But other than that, your whole focus should be on our training. 
It’s okay to be scared, Alena. 
It’s not okay to try to deceive me. 
There is no failure except dishonesty.
When you come out of the shower, you will put on your white dress and sit at the kitchen table. This first time, I’ll let you write in the diary until you’re ready to begin. 
This won’t be easy, dear, but it will be worth it. 
Let go of your fears and trust me. Trust yourself. 




Chapter Thirteen
 
So. I’m writing, but I’m writing on my own notebook paper.
If it’s on my paper, I don’t have to leave it for Raven to see. She’s busy checking out the neighborhood, talking with people on the phone, and “freshening up” as she calls it.
I wonder how she’s going to manage without Susan and Clara to take care of everything. Does she cook? Are we going to have pizza and take-out for two weeks? Does Raven even know how to do that?
The flight down was wonderful. I’ve never been in first class before. Wow! 
I guess this kind of stuff I could put in the real diary where she can read it. 
I don’t want her phone. There’s something she’s not telling me, and I don’t like it. What if it’s tracking more than my location?
I don’t want this “vacation.” 
Maybe I should find other ways to earn money and tell her I’d like to continue this arrangement, but on my terms. I thought this sugar mama thing would be a dream come true, but I hate always having to be grateful. 
Do I have to obey her out of gratitude?
Yikes, she looked my way. I better put something in the real diary.
 
Dear Raven,
 
Thank you for bringing me here. The house is lovely, and it’s amazing to see palm trees. It will be fun to meet Mistress Lorelei, I mean Gemma, and Celine. 
I don’t have anything else to say.
The phone you gave me is buzzing. It says we’re supposed to have a “morning talk,” whatever that is. Talk or “talk,” I wonder. 
I guess I better go and talk to you.
Bye. 




Chapter Fourteen
 
Alena crept into the sunroom, small by any standard but cramped compared to Raven’s rooms at home. The early morning rays glinted on wind chimes, sun catchers, and Raven’s glossy black hair. Instead of the sleek, sophisticated twists and braids she wore at home, Raven had let her hair settle around her shoulders. The sheen was so alluring that Alena wanted to touch, but she kept hands at her sides. 
She looked down, instead, and gave a slight gasp at Raven’s toes hugging the center nub of a white and gold sandal. Flip flop, if Alena was not mistaken. Imagine Raven in flip flops! The remote, self-contained older woman clicked along in high heels or elegant ballet flats at home, but her feet never peeped out like this. 
And her dress! After her shower, Raven had put on a plain white sundress, almost similar to Alena’s detested dress with the pink ribbons. Raven’s, however, draped over her torso and legs with an understated appeal. The slight darkening where fabric nestled against skin made Alena’s breathing come a bit faster. 
The ripples in the tiny pool shimmered with sunlight, and Alena took a step forward. Her socked and slippered feet squeaked on the tile, and Raven nodded downward.
“You may take those off, if you wish.”
In the oppressive heat, any clothing felt like too much. At the same time, Alena hesitated. Socks and slippers with the white dress. That was the rule. She glanced with longing at Raven’s bare toes and down at her own overdressed ones. 
When in Florida, do as the Floridians do?
Alena kicked up one foot at a time and slid the tight, non-breathable material off. The socks and shoes lay in a small heap next to the sliding glass door. She tried to speak and gulped instead. Giving a cough, she held up the shiny black phone. 
“It says we’re supposed to…uh…talk.”
Raven beckoned for her to come closer. “You can take the plastic film off the screen, you know.” She took the device from Alena’s hand and peeled off the clear, protective coating. “The touch screen won’t work properly unless you do.”
“Right.” Alena edged closer to the pool and away from Raven. If only she could dip a toe into the cool water! It glimmered and sparkled with such inviting promise. She focused on the water with such intensity that she nearly missed Raven’s next proclamation.
“I’m going to spank you now.”
Alena’s head jerked up, her cheeks blazing. Fists formed at her sides. “What? Why?” 
Raven held her gaze, not speaking for a long minute. Then two. Alena’s head drooped, and her hands unclenched. “You will find an assortment of implements lying on your bed. Choose one and present it to me, and ask me nicely for your first spanking of the day.” 
What?
Before Alena’s could give voice to her outburst, Raven tilted her chin downward. Just a fraction of an inch, but enough to make her intentions plain. Have at it, she’d said. Get it out of your system. 
Feeling foolish and embarrassed at not standing her ground, Alena shuffled back to the tiny bedroom. Well, tiny by Raven’s standards. Pretty average, if not big, compared with Alena’s cozy rooms at home. She should have said no, thrown her head back, and refused to comply. But the unexpected softness of Raven’s appearance and surroundings had confused Alena. It was almost as if Raven wanted her to rebel, but why? 
Uneasy, Alena pushed past her open suitcase to gasp. On her bed, nestled on top of a sweet, old-fashioned quilt, lay a range of instruments that tugged at her belly. A long-handled olive wood spoon, polished until it gleamed. A kid leather glove. Glove? What was the glove for? 
Alena turned the glove over, puzzling at its appearance. Surely Raven wouldn’t spank with a bit of leather? 
A Ping Pong paddle, red dimpled cushion on one side and blue on the other. A heavy clothes brush, with the varnish worn smooth on the flat side. A silicone spatula, hefty in its metal handle but light on the flexible, flat tip. Alena shuddered as a cousin of Blackie came to view. She hated wood and didn’t want the pain. 
Thoughtful Raven had provided wood-free alternatives, but they made Alena’s insides squirm. The awful, nasty loopy johnny, the source of torment for her poor backside. The thin loops of rubber landed almost noiselessly but lit a fire of unimaginable pain. Riding crops, floggers, a quirt, lexan paddle…
Alena gave a helpless shrug. None of these, that was her choice! Why should she get a spanking for no reason at all? 
Have at it, came Raven’s warning disguised as an invitation. Try me. 
What if Alena never went out? Raven would give up after waiting too long, and they could go about their day. Alena could plunge into her editing, and no one would be the wiser. 
You will be dealt with swiftly and severely.
Alena pressed her knees together and a hand to her pelvis. How could Raven’s threats give her a delicious, inexplicable thrill even as they made her want to shout, “No!” No, she would not comply. No, she would not play the game. No, she would not…
If Alena chose an instrument for her own spanking, she would be culpable. If she carried it into the pool room and asked for the spanking, as Raven required, Alena could hardly protest it wasn’t fair. 
I want to be my own person. 
Alena blinked, startled. Where had that thought come from? She was a grown adult, independent, and in charge of her life. 
Except when you get spanked like a naughty child for staying up too late. 
Unreasonably, Alena wished Raven would come to get her. Why make Alena do this on her own? Why pretend she had a choice when she didn’t?
With her chin up, Alena marched back to Raven. Empty-handed. 
“No,” she told the woman who had funded the trip and escorted her in the finest of luxuries. “If you want it, you’ll have to get it yourself.”
Warning bells rang in the back of her head, and a blaring siren warned of incoming disaster. This was the woman who had spanked her not once, not twice, but three times when Alena refused to stay in bed. Raven looked sweet, but she knew how to scare Alena when it really mattered.
“I beg your pardon?” Raven raised an eyebrow, smoothing the rich folds of her dress over her thighs. 
Alena gulped, picturing herself facedown over those thighs. Stop! You’re going to regret this! Her better side shrieked for attention, but the simmering resentment spoke up more loudly. 
“I said no.” There. Try arguing with that.
“You don’t get to say no.” Raven smiled. Smiled! Oh, it was funny, was it?
“I just said it.” How else could Alena argue? Accepting money meant giving consent. Right? However wrong she might be, she had to say no.
Raven motioned for Alena to come closer. After a moment, Alena did. Raven opened her legs and held Alena in between her knees, as if she were a very small and wayward child. 
“You did. Please think very, very carefully before you make your next move. If you need to rebel to prove something to yourself, you may shout or scream or argue until you’re blue in the face. Then you will be punished for your disobedience, as well as spanked because it’s Sunday and I choose to spank you.”
Alena gasped, pulling away, but Raven took her by the shoulders and stared at her straight on.
“You will be spanked, Alena. Like it or not, that is my decision. Whether your spanking is a simple morning greeting or a full-out punishment is up to you. Now, please choose an implement and bring it to me. Ask me nicely to spank you so you can learn how to submit like a good girl.”
Alena shivered despite the subtropical heat. “I said no,” she repeated, but this time with a plaintive note rather than a defiant one. 
Raven stern gaze softened just a smidge. “Your displeasure is noted. It’s a reasonable response to the promise of pain. Do you want to learn submission for real, my girl? Or do you want to go back to stories and fantasies, safe in your vanilla world?”
Alena trembled. Vanilla safety sounded quite nice, really. 
In a much softer tone, Raven gave her one more instruction. “You want to assert yourself. You’re a grown-up woman who doesn’t need anyone telling her what to do. You’re telling yourself these fibs to assuage your pride. Is that worth the extra punishment when you’ll get spanked anyway?”
“No!” Alena actually stamped her foot. Dazed, she wondered whether she had ever stamped her foot, even as a child. 
Unmoved, Raven continued holding Alena and recited her explanation once more. “You were going to get a few swats with whatever implement you chose, and then we’d sit down for a heart-to-heart about how we would handle these two weeks. But since you’ve chosen to make life difficult for yourself, you’ll get a thrashing with the loopy johnny until you won’t be able to stand comfortably, let alone sit down. Then, I’ll give you the original spanking I promised.”
Alena sucked her breath in horror. Stupid! She should have known Raven would pull a dirty trick like this. 
Dirty? She’d wanted Alena to obey, hadn’t she?
Alena ignored the inner voice. Raven wanted her to let go and get rebellion out of her system, did she? She’d get what she asked for, plus more.
Alena turned on her heel and stomped out of the room, intent on retreating to the guest room and slamming the door. Instead, a gentle voice stopped her in her tracks.
“I didn’t peg you as a quitter, Alena.”
Coward. Raven might as well have said the word out loud. Memories came flooding back of Alena gritting her teeth at the audition when she tried to prove she could handle any spanking Raven dished out. She’d proven her mettle, even if the audition hadn’t ended well. 
“Do you want to play at pretend submission, or do you want to learn submission for real?”
Raven’s challenge left Alena gasping once more. Pretend! Real hurts too much! In spite of her better judgment, Alena turned around to face the woman who now decided her fate. She bit the end of her thumbnail and stared wordlessly. Maybe Raven would grow conciliatory. Offer a fresh start, forget the latest threats, and return to the sunniness of a vacation home. The squirming inside made it difficult to speak. Raven had overpowered Alena once before, with notable results. It had been agonizing, painful, and humiliating.
At least until Alena had submitted and Raven came to her afterward to give comfort. That “comfort” had made the horrible experience worth it. In fact, Alena had replayed the scene in her mind over and over since that night. That moment when Raven’s dominance took over, Alena had experienced desire and giddiness unlike any she’d felt before. 
What strange paradox was it, that Raven could awaken all of Alena’s needs by insisting on what Alena didn’t want? 
Raven watched Alena. Perhaps she sensed the myriad of confusing emotions, for she spoke gently. “You will be spanked, my dear. You will submit. I will still respect and care about you. A little later, you will be spanked again. As long as you are under my care, you will be spanked whenever I say so. The sooner you learn that, the better.”
No! But Alena kept her mouth firmly closed, and she continued to listen. 
“It will hurt. If you choose to defy me as you just did, it will hurt a good deal. If you choose to obey, we will quickly establish a routine far more pleasant for both of us.”
Alena licked her lips. “Pleasant how?”
Raven smiled. “That would be telling, wouldn’t it?”
The rush of giddiness surged through Alena again. “Can it be pleasant now?”
“Ah.” Raven’s smile turned into an indulgent tsk. “It would have been, if not for your little tantrum. Better to nip that silliness in the beginning, don’t you think?”
Alena swayed. The loopy johnny! Raven had used it only once, and the terrible memory had lingered long after the marks and pain faded. Alena gave herself a mental kick. What had she been thinking? Rebellion wasn’t worth that kind of pain. “What if I go and pick out something now?” she asked in a very small voice. She couldn’t help hoping, after all.
“Then I would thank you for your obedience and remind you to fetch the loopy johnny, as I instructed.”
Alena’s stomach twisted. She should be glad. The submissives on Kinklife complained if their dominants didn’t follow through. They wanted their roles to be taken seriously. Maybe Alena might, if it didn’t mean the loopy johnny.
Raven waited, unnervingly patient. “Or I might suggest that you take up your case with your friend Mistress Lorelei, and see how she would handle it.”
Alena’s heart leaped. Mistress Lorelei might have scolded a bit now and then, but she was loving and understanding. “Really?” 
Raven nodded. “If that is what you wish, and you agree to abide by her decision.” 
Alena waited, feeling for the hidden catch. “But…”
“No buts. Only that if you seek her decision in this matter, you allow her to decide.”
It was too good to be true. Mistress Lorelei would take Alena aside for a talk, coach her through the situation, and clarify things for Raven. She’d done it before, and Raven had shown up on Alena’s doorstep with an apology. 
“You won’t be offended? Or hurt?” 
Raven seemed to hide a knowing smile. “Not at all, my dear. But if you’re not to receive your morning spanking, you’ll have to start on your chores.” She picked up the shiny phone and handed it to Alena. 
Alena accepted. She was getting away with saying no? Seriously? She stared at the vibrating phone with its notifications. Finish first round of edits. She edged toward the door, giving Raven furtive, puzzled glances. Instead of annoyed or even angry, the older woman almost looked amused. Satisfied, even?
With an uneasy twinge, Alena sat down on her unspanked bottom and opened her computer. 
Maybe this vacation wouldn’t be as bad as she thought. 




Chapter Fifteen
 
Dear Lorelei,
 
Thank you for your wonderful hospitality. Please don’t worry about anything. I think Alena will be too nervous to enjoy dinner tonight, anyway. Although it may be interesting to watch our naughty girls try to eat! Though, from what you’ve said, Celine has been an angel.
Thank you also for your suggestion and generous offer. If it’s truly all right with you, I’ll take you up on it. Alena is composing a letter of her own, and she has agreed to the conditions you set. I must admit your idea was genius. Now that Alena thinks the swap is her idea, she won’t protest tonight. 
She has a low pain threshold, although she often makes the most fuss before the spanking. Wooden implements are particularly effective with her. Please don’t use restraints, even if she resists. She may be shocked enough not to fight. She also needs a good deal of time to process instructions if she doesn’t like them. It looks like stubbornness (probably is), but it’s also her lack of experience.
I’m very much looking forward to chatting with you about how you handle Celine. She was new when you began, right? Yet from what Alena tells me, things have gone much more smoothly for the two of you. I hope you’ll share your secret.
It’s a good question about privacy versus staying close in case of difficulty. Why don’t you use the living room, while Celine and I can use the sunroom? Celine and I will chat until you send Alena to me, and then we’ll go from there.
Be gentle with my girl. I know she needs discipline and I’ve been too lenient with her, but she will hate it. 
What am I saying? She’s supposed to hate it, and she’ll learn from it. I’ll do my best not to interfere.
What are your special instructions for Celine? Are you sure she’s all right with the trade? 
 
Sincerely,
Raven
 
P.S. The flowers you left everywhere smell amazing. What a paradise!
 
 
Dear Mistress Lorelei,
 
Raven asked me to write you a letter explaining our situation. She suggested that I ask your opinion about a disagreement. She says if I talk to you, she’ll agree to what you say. She promises that she doesn’t mind my asking you. I hope you don’t mind?
This is hard to write! I don’t know what to say. You’re my friend, aren’t you? And you know how hard things have been. Sometimes Raven doesn’t make any sense, or she demands things that aren’t reasonable. 
I don’t want to make her sound bad. But I think you were right when you said I should make sure I really want this. Most of the time, I think I don’t…at least until I see Raven again. Then her sparkly eyes, or shiny hair, or the swish of her dress makes my heart skip. She’s the most beautiful woman in the entire world, and she calls me her girl. I can’t believe my luck…but then I remember the catch. If I’m hers, I lose being me. 
How do you work things out with starrygirl? It still seems weird to think of you as Gemma and starrygirl as Celine. It’s fun to imagine the two of you here before you turned it into the guesthouse. 
Raven says you’re coming over tonight and we’ll all talk. I’m supposed to let you know ahead of time, and then she says we’ll abide by your decision. So, I guess that makes you a spanky Dear Abby.
I might as well be honest. I’m not doing what she says. She tells me to do something, and I can’t. Doesn’t starrygirl ever refuse to do what you say? You don’t get mad at her every time, do you? 
Raven won’t explain anything. She makes rules for me but won’t talk about them, like this tracking thing on a phone she gave to me. I suppose I sound like a spoiled brat not to be grateful for a brand-new, fancy phone, but why won’t she talk about it? She says if I don’t allow the tracking, she’ll send me home on the next plane. 
She’s so stubborn. She gets annoyed all the time, and I don’t know why. Am I supposed to be a jack-in-the-box, springing up all the time on command? Only it sounds ungrateful. How I hate that word! 
Okay, so this is what happened this morning. We arrived, I was in a good mood, and we got settled in. Then Raven said, without any warning, that I had to get a spanking. For absolutely no reason at all. She wouldn’t explain (again!), wouldn’t talk about it, and wouldn’t give me a chance. I hadn’t done anything wrong, or at least not that I could see. 
I said it wasn’t fair, because it wasn’t, and she escalated things. For not doing what she said immediately, even though she wouldn’t make things clear, she jumped right to something I hate the most. That’s even more unfair.
It’s just…why would any sane person want this? Why don’t I ever get to say no? What have I gotten myself into? The fun stuff is wonderful, but I can’t handle the other parts. Maybe I should just stay at home and read spanking stories. Leave the real-life stuff to people crazy enough to like it.
Sorry! I didn’t mean you and starry are crazy. But how did you know? I mean that the serious parts of D/s were for you, and not just the fun ones? Should I break it off with Raven? I would hate to. I love going to her every week, and I love her house and staff and how she tries so hard to make things nice for me. 
Do you think I can ask her to be my vanilla sugar mama and skip the discipline? 
I know. Probably not. Do I have to walk away? Just the thought makes my chest tight. 
Can you talk to her for me? Make her understand, the way you did before? 
I don’t know if I’ll be able to face you tonight after sending this letter. I don’t want you to think badly of me. I hope you won’t.
If you can think of a way to handle this, please tell us? 
You worked your magic before. Maybe you can do it again.
 
Love from Alena aka A1star




Chapter Sixteen
 
After all of the instant messages, conversations, and posts on shared discussion threads, Mistress Lorelei turned out to be a petite woman with masses of dark hair and a voice so soft I had to lean forward to hear her. 
“Just a little something,” her wife coaxed as she set a beribboned and foil-stickered paper bag into Raven’s surprised hands. 
Raven opened a box filled with two slabs of fudge, one minty chocolate and the other cherry vanilla.  
“Try some,” Celine urged, standing a bit taller as Raven gave her the once-over. “Our friend Lissa makes it, and it’s wonderful.”
Gemma, the forbidding and powerful Mistress Lorelei, carried a ceramic blue and white slow cooker to the counter and plugged it in. “Chili,” she announced. “I know you said no dinner, but this keeps really well. You can have a quick meal tomorrow or later during the week. Our friend Milly sent over bread to go with it, too. She made a batch this afternoon.” Gemma took out a package swathed in a flour sack dishtowel, unwrapping the white cloth to show us the golden, buttery goodness inside. She set a little dish of butter next to the loaf, leaving an inviting array in the kitchen. 
Despite the stifling heat and sandwich I’d eaten with Raven an hour ago, my mouth watered. Susan was a wonderful cook, but everything she made was fancy. Plus, the fine china and elaborate place settings made me too self-conscious to enjoy the meal. I was too afraid of knocking over a goblet or scraping silverware against delicate plates. The chili smelled like something my mom would make, hearty and unpretentious. 
“Thank you,” said Raven after a pause. Only the brief silence betrayed her surprise. “We certainly didn’t expect dinner with our bed and breakfast. You went to a great deal of trouble.” 
It was the manner she used when thanking Susan for cooking or Clara for tending to the house, but with something extra. Her eyes met Gemma’s, and they gave a brief nod of agreement. 
“Our church is having its monthly potluck on Friday, and you’re welcome to join us. No pressure,” Celine added hastily. “You’ll probably want to do your own thing, too, but it’s the best way to experience Citrusville. And if you want to head into the local theme parks, there’s a list of suggested days and routes in the basket near the front door.”
I hadn’t noticed, but apparently Raven had. 
“We’ll have to see how Alena behaves.” 
She gave me a meaningful glance, and I felt a hot blush creep into my cheeks. I’d grown somewhat used to Clara and Susan overhearing similar remarks, but these were strangers who brought homemade food. It might as well have been my grandmother’s house. 
Celine gave me a rueful grin. “Don’t worry. I hid all the spoons and rulers. Gemma made me put the bath brush back into the bathroom, but at least that’s got a spongy head.”
I blushed even more, unable to open my mouth. Even knowing Celine went through similar experiences couldn’t assuage my embarrassment. “Thanks,” I muttered when the silence stretched into agony. I wished myself back into the relative comfort and safety of Raven’s house, or, better yet, my own. My battered bedspread and twenty-year-old armchairs would seem luxurious if accompanied by privacy. 
Raven and Gemma took a breath at the same time, glanced at each other, and nodded. 
“Go ahead,” Gemma said, but Raven shook her head.
“Please,” she offered, holding out a hand. Palm upward, like a conductor asking her orchestra to proceed. 
“Thanks.” My voice came out extra-loud, and everyone turned toward me. Celine’s eyes softened with what looked like sympathy, although I wasn’t sure why. How much did she know? “The chili and bread smell great.” 
Gemma and Raven exchanged another wordless conversation, and Raven nodded. Gemma held out her hand. “The lemon tree in the backyard is in bloom,” she said, eyes on me. “And the honeybell tree might actually have fruit this year. Have you ever picked your own oranges, Alena?”
Raven carried the fudge to the counter and opened the fridge door. “Ordinarily I’d offer you wine, but how about some ginger ale?” She spoke only to Celine and not to Gemma or me.
Why did she say “ordinarily” when she never offered wine? Or at least not to me? 
As if on cue, Celine moved toward Raven. “The garbage disposal’s a bit tricky,” she explained, indicating a switch next to the sink. “You have to jiggle the switch a bit if it doesn’t turn on right away.”
Was it my imagination, or did she speak only to Raven? And did she give a slight bounce to her walk? Feeling aggravated, I turned to Gemma. She beckoned from the threshold into the sunroom. 
“You’re lucky.” She peered through the screen. “Looks like there’s an orange ripe and maybe a lemon, too. Let me show you.”
I half-expected Raven to tell Gemma to leave me alone, but I was on my own. “Orange and lemon trees sound exotic,” I said at last. 
“My Celine thought so, too, when she first moved down here.” 
Her Celine? I’d come to appreciate Raven calling me “her” girl, but it sounded odd for Gemma to be possessive of another. No, that wasn’t right. Gemma made “my Celine” sound like praise. Perhaps it was.
As Mistress Lorelei, we had chatted mostly about my desire for a mistress and how to handle one when I got her. I hadn’t learned much about Gemma, and I hadn’t expected her to be so ordinary. Unassuming, almost. 
I fell in behind Gemma and followed her across the neatly trimmed lawn. Bright splashes of color dotted various flower beds, all a testament to careful maintenance. Who had the green thumb, Gemma or Celine?
I grinned as I caught up with my host. “Does ginger grow here, too?” Mistress Lorelei’s love of it was legendary.
She shot me a wry grin. “Not yet, although I keep meaning to try a crop.” She paused long enough for me to wonder whether the double entendre was intentional. “Of ginger,” she clarified.
“Do you like crops, too?” I’d never quizzed Raven on her preferences, and she mainly used wood. 
“Oh, sure.” Gemma led us to a pair of trees in one corner. “Crops, quirts, everything.” She inspected first a small lemon and then searched the leafy branches of the other tree. “Looks like we’re out of luck this time, but cross your fingers. Maybe this one will be ready before you go.” 
I gave a noncommittal murmur, and she jumped right to the next topic.
“If my Celine behaved as badly as you have, she wouldn’t be treated to a vacation.”
I gulped, opening and closing my mouth. I wanted to shout at Gemma for plunging in without hearing my side, but the incongruity of her bringing food gifts and harvesting lemons had thrown me off-kilter. Before I could express my indignation, she pointed to a lawn swing and motioned for me to sit down. After I obeyed, she joined me. 
“You want all of the fun of having a mistress with none of the responsibilities, is that right?”
Hot tears stung my eyes. How could she be so unfair? She was my friend, not Raven’s. “I didn’t say that!”
She rocked the swing back and forth for a few minutes before responding. Such a small woman in person, with such a big personality online. I thought back to our earlier conversations when she’d tried to scold me for not taking Raven more seriously. What had I gotten myself into? Why had I been so sure Gemma, another domme, would take my side?
Raven had expressed surprise that I was friends with a domme, as if it were unusual. Maybe this was why.
“Did Raven ask you to say that?” I drew my arms inward, fighting against the soothing effect of the swing. 
“No. She gave me permission to take you into the living room and spank some sense into you.”
I’d have laughed, but Gemma’s tone was deadly serious. Her dark eyes met mine, and for the first time I noticed the furrowed brow and tightened lips.
“You’re joking.” 
“Am I?”
“I won’t let you.”
“Won’t you?”
I jumped off the swing and put my hands to my hips. “I never agreed to this!”
She continued to swing, watching me. “You agreed to submission without a safeword, my friend.”
How could Raven betray me like this? I wanted to storm to her and demand an explanation, but she chattered with Celine without a care for me. I stared at Gemma, unpretentious chili-bearing Gemma who waited as if we had all the time in the world. 
“You set me up,” I accused. 
“You set yourself up,” she answered. Without missing a beat, she held her hand out to me again. “I’m telling you the facts plainly to save time. Would you like to talk in a reasonable tone so our conversation stays private, or would you like to continue raising your voice until the whole neighborhood knows you’re going to get spanked tonight?”
You’re going to get spanked. None of Raven’s threats or arguments had brought such sick dread. With Raven, I always had the hope of dissuading or at least postponing. Gemma brought gifts, talked of fruit harvests, and announced the unthinkable. I swallowed hard to choke back hot, angry tears. “You ambushed me.”
Gemma laughed. “Alena, listen to yourself! How can you expect to be taken seriously when you argue like a child? How many times have I said you were lucky to live halfway across the country instead of next to me?”
More often than I wanted to admit. “But Raven,” I whined.
“She’s running out of patience, and I don’t blame her. From what I hear, she’s given you every chance and you’ve chosen to sulk and be contrary. She’s given you everything, and what have you given her?”
I couldn’t listen to the accusations, not when she wouldn’t let me defend myself. “So, she’s going to sic you on me?” 
Even as I said it, I knew I’d gone too far. It was one thing to push Raven, who spanked me every week. I knew, at the back of my mind, that I could talk Raven around if I complained enough. I should have known better than to push Mistress Lorelei, but she had never pushed this hard. Always she had respected the friendship zone, the no-contact safety of friends without expectations.
The swing stopped, and the air between us grew still. I’d heard of Gemma’s freezing anger, but I’d dismissed it. She was sweet to me. Kind, gentle, and unassuming. I’d never seen the spark in her eyes or heard the snap to her words as she sat up ramrod straight.
“I intended to let you tell your side of the story and help you communicate better.” She paused, and I looked away. I hadn’t realized how much I valued Gemma’s respect until I lost it. “I thought you were young and confused as an inexperienced sub. Instead, I find an entitled, ungrateful brat.” 
 “I’m sorry,” I muttered. She ignored me. “Honestly.” Why couldn’t I keep my tongue in check? Either I couldn’t speak up when I wanted to, or I let the worst thoughts out. “Is that why we’re here? Because I’m so awful she doesn’t want to deal with me herself?”
Unexpectedly, Gemma reached out to me. She stood, taking my hands in hers. “Because she’s so besotted with you that she can’t bring herself to discipline you the way you need, and you’ve both let this dominance and submission dynamic run wild. You’re supposed to submit, Alena. Not regress to infantile behavior. You love her, don’t you?”
The sudden change in tactics threw me, and I answered without thinking. “Of course.” 
I hadn’t meant to admit that, but Gemma nodded. “And you’re upset at yourself for acting so badly, but you’re taking it out on her.”
I would have said no, but Gemma didn’t look for an answer. She squeezed my hand, loving and harsh at the same time. 
“We’re going to go to the living room now, and I’m going to give you the promised spanking. For Raven’s sake, yes, but for mine as well. It’s going to hurt a great deal and I promise you won’t like it, but you’ll feel better afterward. Both you and Raven will. You’ve needed this release for a long time, haven’t you?”
I wanted to disagree, but I couldn’t. “I won’t let you,” I said it as a parting shot, needing to assert even a pretense of dignity.
“You don’t need to,” answered Gemma, taking my hand and leading me back to the house. “It’s not your decision. That’s what submission means, sweetheart.”
I hung back and spluttered useless protests, all soundly ignored. 
“And what’s more, young lady,” Gemma continued, “I’ll be visiting you each day while you’re here. Consider it a belated congratulations on getting a mistress gift, courtesy of both Celine and me.”
I yelped and tugged to get away, but not as hard as I could have. As we re-entered Celine’s old home, at long last something settled inside of my chest. 
It wasn’t my choice.
I didn’t get to decide.
And in that moment when I lost control, I found something better.
Freedom.
As Gemma coached me on how to grip the seat of the chair and stick my bottom out for the next blows, the pain made me cry out. The whirlwind of cacophonous competing voices settled into crystalline clarity.
I, Alena, was Raven’s Girl. 
Now and forever. 




Chapter Seventeen
 
“Shh.” As I held onto the chair for dear life, a familiar voice came next to me. 
The barrage of merciless spanks had ceased long ago, but I couldn’t move. A cool hand lifted my chin. I made eye contact with Raven for a mere second before flinching and turning away. How could I face her? How could I face anyone? The calm that Gemma had given me disappeared when I had to face the woman who had decreed my fate. 
If I looked Raven in the eye, I would see her disappointment. Disgust. Perhaps even her regret for taking me on. Every time Gemma lifted the bath brush and lowered it in a resounding stamp of disapproval, I’d wanted to hide. If it was bad enough with Gemma, the Mistress Lorelei who’d been my friend for over a year, how much worse Raven’s reaction must be!
 
“I didn’t want to spank you,” Gemma had said, waiting for me to stop thrashing around and resume holding the chair. “I wanted a nice heart-to-heart so you could tell me how things have gone wrong. I wanted to help you, but you had to be stubborn. How long will you push Raven away before you accept her authority over you?”
 
“Sweetheart.” Raven tried to make me look at her, but I pulled away with a low cry. “It’s me. Just me.”
That made me raise my head for the first time. “Gemma?” I couldn’t think of Celine, listening and perhaps marveling that someone like me could have behaved so badly. 
“She and Celine left half an hour ago. I’ve been trying to get you to listen to me. Alena, my love, your crying breaks my heart. Are you angry at me for asking Gemma to spank you?” 
Yes! No, not exactly. Maybe? I don’t know. I lifted a hand to scratch my forehead, and a soft, pastel pink afghan fell from my shoulders. Raven re-adjusted the wrap and laid the back of her hand on my cheek and forehead. She nodded. 
“Have some water.” She held out a half-full glass, and I swallowed obediently. 
 
“You’re new,” Gemma had said, making me grit my teeth as the brush nipped and bit. “You’re confused, you don’t understand, and you don’t know how to handle things. That’s fine. But you talk with Raven like an adult. You don’t act like a two-year-old who can’t have her favorite toy.”
“But Raven won’t listen!” I’d protested, and Gemma spanked without pausing. 
“She can’t listen to what you don’t say.”
Before I could retort—not that I could speak while yelping and writhing—she’d told me to shush. 
“You can always walk away, Alena. You’re an adult. But if you continue this behavior, Raven might leave first. Is that what you want?”
 
“I’ll…I’ll go pack, then.” I set down the glass and hugged the afghan more tightly. Something in Raven’s eyes flashed anguish, but they shuttered closed so fast I wasn’t sure. 
“If you wish.” 
So, that’s it. She’s kicking me out. “Okay.”  I stumbled to my feet, but I sank down before taking my step. In the effort to put distance between us, I crawled a few paces. Never wanted to be a stupid sub, anyway. 
“Alena,” she said, and her voice caught. “Are you leaving because I asked Gemma to spank you? I thought she was your friend.”
Stunned at the unfairness, I turned around to glare at her. “She was! She’s my friend. You had no right to humiliate me in front of my friend. Celine, too! How’m I supposed to face them again?”
It felt good, getting angry. As long as I shouted, I could drown out the confusion inside. 
“You needed the spanking,” Raven returned, and I wanted to smack her at the unfairness. 
“From you!” I shouted, shaking with each syllable. “Not her. Or were you planning to farm me out to anyone willing to do the job? Put up an ad on Kinklife? Rotten sub. I can’t stand to deal with her, so I need someone to spank her while I sip cocktails?”
I wanted her to contradict me, but her face grew ashen. “Is that what you think of me?”
“Of me!” I was the one with the blazing backside. I was the one who bent over while Gemma walloped me until I blubbered like a baby. “Me! I’m talking about me!”
Raven shrunk inside of herself, lips set in a narrow line. “Yes, Alena. We always talk about you.”
The words slapped the way the bath brush couldn’t, and I sat back on my haunches. I’ll never learn. I kept trying to say the right thing, but I yelled instead. Fighting for self-control, I forced myself to say the words she wanted to hear. “What about you?”
“I?” Raven tilted her head in the oddly precise manner she used for most actions. “I went too far with you once. Your friend corrected my mistake. I thought, in bringing you to her, that she could correct my mistake again.”
Mistake. Not just once, but twice. Did Raven make mistakes? “You? But she said I’m the ungrateful brat.”
“I’m the incompetent domme who can’t get through to you and needs to ask someone else for help.”
Incompetent. Breathless, I sat down all the way before wincing at the impact. “You’re not incompetent. You’re the most competent person I know.”
Raven picked at an imaginary thread in her immaculate black pants. “Gemma was the only reason you gave me another chance. What if I hurt you again?”
“But…” Raven? Cool, collected Raven? “You gave up.” 
“Gave up?” Raven’s eyebrow quirked in a semblance of her usual sternness. “On what?”
Me. But we’ve talked about me too much, she said. “Nothing.” 
“Answer.”
There was enough steel in her voice that my mouth popped open. “Me.”
She frowned. “By not spanking you, I gave up on you?”
I didn’t want to answer, but the words kept tumbling out. “The last time you got mad, you spanked me. A lot. Then everything was great.” 
Raven frowned even more. “I spank you every week.”
Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Not in an ordinary way. When you got mad.” She looked puzzled, so I clarified. How could she not remember that night? Didn’t it replay in her mind, over and over? “When I kept getting up after you sent me to bed.”
Her eyes lit up with understanding. Her jaw worked, as if she tried to form words but couldn’t. At last, she spoke. “By punishing you, I proved that I cared about you.” 
Well. The sex afterward was nice. “Yeah.”
“So, by not spanking you myself, you thought I rejected you?”
The words sounded even more ridiculous than I’d thought they would. Here I sat, flown in first-class seats to a vacation destination, all expenses paid. I had everything I wanted, but it wasn’t enough. No wonder Gemma called me an ungrateful brat. “It sounds stupid.”
“No.” Raven smiled. “You’re mine. Not Gemma’s.”
You’re mine. I wished she would say it every day. Multiple times a day. My throbbing bottom regretted my next words, but I said them. “You spank me, not her.”
Raven nodded. “I do. But ask yourself this. If I had spanked you tonight and not Gemma, would you have responded in the same way? Would you have actually understood where you went wrong, or would I have gotten the same tantrums and resistance?”
At that, I fell silent. She continued.
“You’re embarrassed. You’re upset, ashamed, and vulnerable. We could have gone back and forth for a few more months, making a few inches of progress before you snapped back into self-defenses. Or I could step aside and let someone who knew you take the short cut.”
I wanted to argue, but honesty wouldn’t let me. “But I wanted you,” I said at last.
“You’ve got me.” Raven held out her hand. I stared at it without moving. “And be careful what you wish for, because you’re getting that spanking you wanted from me.”
No! I hurt too much already! But I took her hand and followed her to the couch. She positioned me over her knees and tugged down the thin yoga pants I’d worn for Gemma’s spanking. 
“You.” 
Raven didn’t smack hard, but Gemma’s earlier attentions made that unnecessary. I gasped. “Ow!”
“Are.” Smack. “Mine.” 
“Ow! Okay!” I sniffled, fighting to hold still. “I believe you!”
Swat! “For the next five minutes. Then you’ll start doubting, and we’ll have to go through this all over again. I don’t know how to prove myself to you, but we’ll figure it out.”
Unlike Gemma, who inflicted emotional and physical pain as efficiently as possible, Raven paused to stroke my aching bottom. 
“Okay.” 
She patted a cheek. “Gemma’s still going to spank you each day.”
“What? No!” I bolted upright, but Raven waited calmly and patted her lap. “But you said…”
“That you are mine. And you will do as I say.” Raven slid an arm around my waist. “We’re here. I’d trust her with your life, or mine if necessary. Do you want your only memories of this trip to be me spanking you twice a day? Or would you like Gemma to do it half the time, so I can cuddle you afterward?”
Well. “Depends on what you mean by cuddle.” I gave a tiny laugh, and she reciprocated. 
“Naughty.” Raven landed a crisp swat, but this time I gave a moan of pleasure instead of pain. “Are you trying to get out of punishment with sex?”
“Yes, please!” I answered without thinking, and Raven gave a snort before disguising it with a cough. 
She gave a light slap this time. “So, you’re using me. Trying to get yourself spanked so you can have mind-blowing sex afterward.”
I hid a grin. “I’m not sure it was that good. You could use a few pointers.” 
A solid swat connected with the undercurve of my right cheek, and I yelped. “And you wonder why Gemma will stop by each morning to paddle your sassy derrière.”
“I’m yours.” It was the first time to say it out loud. 
“Yes.” Slap! “And if you didn’t approve of my technique last time, Dr. Ruth, you won’t want my arm like spaghetti after thrashing you.” The gentle spank belied her words. 
“Moist?” 
“You’ll pay for that,” Raven murmured, and my heart sang.
“Better call Gemma.” 
“Why?”
I grinned, wincing in anticipation of her retaliatory blow. “You probably need her help for that, too.”
Raven obliged, I yelped, and I wriggled with enthusiasm. “Take a demerit for making me laugh while punishing you.”
“Shall I report that to Gemma, too? Ow!” 
“Brat.” Raven spread my legs and spanked the insides of my thighs. “Yes, you may. What an excellent idea, my dear.”
I rocked back and forth across her lap, trying to gyrate myself into some relief. “Yeowch!” The swats came maddeningly close but not close enough. “Cuddling sounds good now, don’t you think?” 
Raven laughed. “Such an indecisive miss. Spank me. Stop spanking me. Cuddle. Don’t cuddle.”
I groaned, grinding in a lewd manner. “Please! Whatever you want!”
Raven stopped and squeezed my hand. She dropped a kiss onto the back of my neck. “I want your trust and happiness.”
For the first time since we began this odd role of business mixed with pleasure, I believed her. 




Chapter Eighteen
 
Dear Gemma,
 
Thank you for your endless generosity last night. The chili is amazing! I understand why your church friends insist on you cooking it for each gathering. If I give you a thank you note for your friend Milly, would you be willing to deliver it for me? 
Everything in the house is perfect. Alena and I slept as snug as bugs in the proverbial rug, and she’s woken up a changed woman. She’s got a spring in her step and a lilt to her voice, as if the weight of the world has been lifted from her. She adores you, and there is no one else I could have trusted. My friend Midnight offered to step in if necessary, but Alena doesn’t know her yet and would have been afraid. How lucky Alena is to have a friend like you. Celine is one fortunate girl!
 She and I had a lovely conversation last night about your courtship, although I’m afraid she was rather anxious about you disciplining Alena. I fear she may need some reassurance from you as she seems to be struggling with a little jealousy. I must apologize for taking up so much of your time, and I hope Celine will understand. 
I hope that, someday, you and Celine will allow us the honor of hosting you up north. Perhaps in August when the heat down here is oppressive? 
I can’t thank you enough for your warmth, wisdom, and generosity. 
 
Sincerely,
Raven
 
 
My dear, sweet girl,
 
I am so proud of you. Words cannot express my surprise and delight at your change in attitude. I knew you had it in you. I knew you could do it. 
Yes, you will continue your daily sessions with Gemma. You may feel that they’re no longer necessary, but trust me. The stubbornness won’t go away as quickly as you think it will. Would you really want to return to your old ways? You needed someone you could trust, who understood you, and wasn’t afraid to be as severe as you required.
Think of these sessions afterward as the remaining portion of your antibiotic. You may feel better, but discontinuing too soon will only half-cure the false pride and self-doubt that’s plagued you all along. Take your medicine, or we’ll both regret it later. 
Think of the good side, my dear. With Gemma to administer discipline, your time with me has become much more pleasant. 
If you are a good girl, the wonderful and sweet girl I know you can be, perhaps we will visit a certain big-eared mouse this weekend. Wouldn’t you love to see how a mistress rewards good behavior?
As for today, pay attention to your notifications and follow them to the letter. I’d hate to have to punish you on top of your nightly maintenance. Two spankings a day should be enough for anyone, don’t you think?
Today’s lesson will be finding pleasure in obedience. Every time you obey without arguing or sassing, I’ll find a new way to give you pleasure. 
“Moist,” indeed!
For this morning’s assignment after Gemma’s spanking, I expect you to reflect on last night’s events. Take time to process everything, and let me know how you’re doing. 
We’re not out of the woods yet, sweetie, but we’ll get there. Trust me.
Trust yourself.
We can do this together.
 
Love,
The woman who spanks you and sends you to bed




Chapter Nineteen
 
Dear Raven,
 
It’s early in the morning, and you’re not awake yet. You didn’t tell me to write in the diary, but there’s too much jumbled inside of me. If I were at home, I’d curl up in my recliner and leaf through a good book or two. Or go online and find new auctions for Margaret Bloom. I’m still surprised you haven’t heard of her.
 Gemma said you can’t listen to what I don’t say. You said you want honesty. I’m still confused.
Don’t get me wrong. Last night was great, or at least last night after all the fuss. But I have the nagging feeling that everything got swept aside for a romantic moment or two. What’s changed? Where do we go from here?
I’ve asked all along how you feel about me and vice versa. We’re good together, but what does “together” mean? What does “we” mean? In some ways, I think we’re moving too fast. I haven’t had these sorts of conversations with any of my past girlfriends. In others, everything seems far too slow. 
I think that, all along, you’ve been waiting for me to take action or say something. I’m not sure what. Do you want my permission for something? Or are you watching to see when I’m ready? On the one hand, we have an arrangement where you can do whatever you want and I’m not allowed to say no. On the other hand, it’s almost as if you’re afraid of me. 
I think that’s it. Why would you call in Gemma, even as my friend, if you weren’t afraid? What did I do that was so wrong? I’m not saying I loved it when you went off the deep end about bedtime, but you dealt with it and things were over. It’s like you’re holding back all the time, and I don’t get it. 
You spend so much money on a trip for us. I must mean something to you. 
At the same time, the second we arrived someone else stepped in.
If I’m yours, I want to be yours. 
Good or bad.
Is that what you want? Or are you waiting to see whether I’m too much trouble, and you’ll want to find someone who’s easier to deal with? Is that what the tracking app is for? You’re going to see if you can trust me?
 
Alena
 
P.S. I don’t mean to insult you, but we’re a bit old for the mouse…don’t you think?
 
P.P.S. I’ve sent in an application for a writer-in-residence grant. How do you feel about visiting New Hampshire? 




Chapter Twenty
 
Dear sweet girl of mine,
 
You asked, a long time ago, why you couldn’t have a safeword. It’s standard practice in D/s circles (although not necessarily for domestic discipline, which is closer to our dynamic), and the stipulation raised a warning flag for you.
Deservedly so.
When you are with me, you are my responsibility. Your life is in my hands. I can’t do submission by half measures. Either you are mine, or you’re not.
Does that sound like a contradiction when you’re still upset (if I read you correctly) about Gemma’s role in this? Gemma played an ancillary role and always will. She is your friend and an amazing woman, but in two weeks we will go home and our relationship will be strengthened. You and I, my dear. Not Gemma. I will always be grateful for the assistance she gave and the trust she earned, but she is not your domme and never will be. 
Right or wrong, I thought we needed outside help. Intervention. It may be that my actions caused as many difficulties as benefits, but I see it this way. You’re talking to me now. Really talking, and not your silly games of before. 
You ask if I am afraid. Perhaps, but am I the only one? 
What is your fear?
I have two.
One, I will hurt you.
Two, I will lose you. 
It’s wrong and unprofessional and everything under the sun, yes. This was supposed to be a business relationship with no complicated romance. I liked you, of course, but I didn’t intend to become attached. This relationship was supposed to be about you and not me. I wanted a stable, familiar scene partner I could trust. I’d seen enough of the drama and wanted to withdraw into the privacy of my home. 
Eliminating a safeword accomplished two things. It weeded out those who were only after my money (and pretending interest in the lifestyle). It would also circumvent, I thought, the tiresome back-and-forth of someone new enough not to have bad habits but might not understand the commitment.
In short, I wanted instant commitment.
I was wrong. Commitment takes a long time to build. As to the money, please do not give it another thought. Unless you misuse the money I give you (spending it on eBar auctions, for example, instead of rent and utilities), money allows you to get your writing done and focus on our time together once a week. That’s all. I’m not keeping track of how much you owe me. I don’t expect you to be more obedient because you’re getting paid. 
I expect you to obey because you trust me and have committed to this relationship. Money is simply a tool that allows me to clear some of your outside distractions in order for you to do so. Does that make sense? In fact, I hope your writer-in-residence grant application gets accepted. It will help you to be more self-sufficient, yes, but it will also boost your confidence. I can’t pretend New Hampshire is my favorite state, but I’d love to see you thriving.
I sense, though, that finances are the least of our worries. It’s not even about pride in taking money, is it? There’s something more. Do you think that, because I pay you, I can send you away? It goes both ways. You can choose to leave. Always. 
As to the tracking application. It appears I explained that badly. Susan, Clara, and Peter all have work phones with the tracking application installed. By giving one to you, it meant that you are now part of my household. They may not turn theirs off, either. Any more conversation about that will have to wait until later.
When Gemma visits this morning, I expect perfect obedience. Do not think that the fun of last night has softened my resolve. After a sound spanking, you are at your most receptive to instruction. Follow all of her instructions, and I will introduce you to one of my favorite toys. 
Displease Gemma (and therefore me), and you will receive a second punishment spanking before enduring a rigorous session of obedience training. Remember how much you disliked kneeling at attention? Imagine how much more discomfort you would experience if kneeling on hard peas!
The choice will be yours each morning we are here. Then, if you have made the right decision, we will enjoy our afternoons. Have you ever ridden in a biplane? Or seen a manatee in the wild? You might think you’re too old for theme parks, but I assure you that the thrills are much more exciting when trying to ride a tram after a spanking. 
Behave yourself, my girl. 
 
Love, 
The woman you adore




Chapter Twenty-One
 
Dear Raven,
 
Ouch ouch ouch ouch OUCH! Can we pretty please tell Gemma her services are no longer needed? Ow! I thought obedience was supposed to have its benefits? I’m never going to sit again!
And I thought you spanked hard. Wow! Please tell me I don’t have to go through this every morning? Owww…my poor backside. Does this amazing vacation include a trip to the hospital for a broken tailbone?
Kidding. I know both you and Gemma are far too careful for that, but oh my gosh. Ow!!!! Isn’t this where you cuddle me and kiss me and say that everything will be all right? I sure hope the something nice you promised for obedience is really nice, because right now I’m almost regretting listening to the both of you. 
OWWW!!!!!
“Receptive”…yeah, right! More like too sore to say much!
(Or maybe that’s what you mean.)
No bumpy plane rides, thanks. Or tram rides. Or anything except lying on my stomach and being fed chocolate, wine, and imported candy. 
I mean if it pleases you, ma’am, and all that. Of course.
Please come back quickly. It hurts too much to sit down, although thankfully Gemma’s chairs are a lot softer than yours. 
I mean, whatever you think is best. Ma’am. 
At least this time, finishing my entry doesn’t mean another spanking! 




Chapter Twenty-Two
 
Dear impossible, sweet girl of mine, 
 
Here’s a darling little apron and hat for you to wear while cooking dinner tonight. At least, that’s if we actually cook dinner. Wear only what’s laid on the table. Nothing else. 
Oh, yes. When I was at the market, I picked up a few items besides your outfit. 
Good cooks always need a sturdy wooden spoon for their sous chefs.
Right?
 
Love,
The Head Chef




A Letter from Ana
 
Submission.
 
Obedience.
 
Wait, what? 
 
Raven’s Girl, the first of the Raven series, presents a modern-day fairy tale: What if a starving artist found a sugar mama who fulfilled her kinky desires? 
 
Raven’s Diary, the second installment, asks the question common to all fairy tales: What happens next?
 
Wouldn’t an independent, strong-minded, and reasonably well-adjusted adult struggle to accept orders from someone else? It sounds like fun and games, but Alena learns it’s not. 
 
What if Raven decides Alena needs more sleep?
 
What if Alena doesn’t feel like complying?
 
Since this is an Ana story, of course we expect spanking. We would be disappointed if our heroine got away with disobedience, but doesn’t disobedience make sense in this context?
 
After all, we have seen the negative effect of blind obedience. From the Milgram experiment, in which study participants thought they were inflicting pain simply because someone in authority told them to do so, to real-life counterparts, human nature insists on personal culpability. 
 
How does this paradox play out in a relationship specifically designed to emphasize obedience? After all, Alena’s relationship with Raven is built on an equal inequality. Both profit, but Raven is in charge. 
 
Would a series of spankings, no matter how painful, truly overcome someone’s inherent need to resolve the cognitive dissonance inherent in submission?
 
We may shake our head at Alena’s stubbornness, but how many of us refuse to do what is best for us? Whether it’s eating healthy food, exercising, not procrastinating, we struggle with our better and worse natures.
 
In Alena’s case, she is lucky enough to have Raven help her sort these issues out. For those of you who asked for a sequel to Raven’s Girl, I hope you have enjoyed getting to know this couple a bit more. You’ll learn more about Raven herself in the third book, tentatively titled Raven’s Love. 
 
If you enjoyed this book, would you please consider leaving a review and/or telling a friend? You can also check out my Patreon site for early news and exclusive bonus stories. Patrons can vote each month to get new mini-story about your favorite couple. 
 
Thank you, as always, for your love and support. It takes a village to raise an author, and you have been the most wonderful village I could have asked for. 
 
Anastasia Vitsky
September 20, 2016 




 
 
About the Author
 
Cookie queen, wooden spoon lady, and champion of carbs, Anastasia Vitsky specializes in F/F erotic fiction. She hates shoes and is allergic to leather. When not writing about women who live spankily ever after, she coordinates reader and author events such as Spank or Treat, Love Spanks, and Sci Spanks. Her favorite event is Ana’s Advent Calendar, a month-long celebration of books, community, and making a difference.
 
She is too afraid to watch Doctor Who, but she adores The Good Wife, Madam Secretary, and anything with Audrey Hepburn. In her next life, she will learn how to make the perfect pie crust.




 
 
Join the Kinky Cookies!
 

 
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




 
 
Wooden Spoon Chronicles
 
Many years ago, I wrote about a beautiful, broken woman named Kat. She’d made the ultimate in self-negating decisions—to swallow pills that would take her away from a world she’d grown to hate. 
But another woman named Natalie, someone strong and confident and who brought Kat out from the worst times of her life…she wouldn’t give up. She broke down the door, literally, and brought Kat back to life. 
I wrote the Kat and Natalie stories many years ago, back when publishers told me kindly but firmly, “our readers won’t read F/F.” I put away the stories, dreams of authorship, and hope for these two women who skirted the line between friends and lovers. As long as there was no romance, I reasoned, I could find a few heterosexual readers who wouldn’t mind the “girl-on-girl stuff” that they found “squicky” and “makes my stomach squirmy.”
I was grateful for the “compliments,” and I reciprocated by taking the romance out of Kat and Natalie’s lives. They were soul sisters, friends, and family. They were Bette Midler and Barbara Hershey, listening to “Wind Beneath My Wings.” They were Anne of Green Gables and Diana Barry, kissing while pledging friendship forever—and marrying men.
Then I discovered the world of lesbian fiction, and my life changed forever.
For the first time, I proudly present to you the stories of Kat and Natalie as they truly are. As they should have been. As they were, from the beginning of time.
Kat and Natalie, forever. Women unconquered by homophobia, unafraid to love. 
As part of the Patreon special opening, I offer to you part of Natalie’s origin story. I’ve always wanted to write Kat and Natalie as young girls, but the kink content of their books precluded that. Here, I have no such restrictions. Have you wondered what Natalie was like before she had Kat to spank? Me, too. Let’s take a peek.
If you are new to the Kat and Natalie storyverse, you can find their life chronicles at The Way Home and Lighting the Way in published book version. Additional free stories are available at Kat-Sitting, the free blog. 
 
 
Wooden Spoon Chronicles
(Patreon exclusive series available at https://www.patreon.com/anastasiavitsky) 
 
“Lee, honey, you promised you’d attend church camp. What’s this about summer school?” 
Mom’s elbow-deep in cornbread dough, mixing in the strong rhythm that somehow never leaves messes on her clothes. I’d snitch a taste, but she’s got gravy simmering on the stove. Sniffing, I pick up a clean spoon and dip it into the rich brown liquid. 
“Needs a bit more salt,” I pronounce. 
Mom gives me the sort of look she usually reserves for Jason when he’s spilled grape juice on her favorite white tablecloth or left toy tractors in the stairs. “I’ll salt you, bratty child of mine. Answer my question.”
Other high school students have parents who buy them pretty dresses, congratulate them for passing classes, and count their blessings. My parents are never satisfied. 
“If I take junior English in the summer,” I explain while licking the rest of the spoon, “I can take senior English in the fall. That means next year, when I am a senior, I’ll have room to take a correspondence English class. I can get college credit.”
“And how much does this fancy class cost?” Mom’s no fool.
I run the spoon under the sink faucet and remember my plan. “I’ve got birthday and Christmas money saved, and you said you’d help me if I baby-sat for Jason while you did church work during the week. Summer school doesn’t cost anything, and the class next year is a lot cheaper than actual college tuition.”
Mom narrows her eyes. “Not cheaper than Hensley.”
I understand Mom doesn’t work outside the home, but Dad owns his own bank. Mom’s got family money invested, and they’ve saved for Jason’s and my college from the moment we were conceived. I shouldn’t pick the fight Mom hates, but I can’t let her kill my dream.
“Cheaper than Harvard.”
I say the words under my breath, but Mom must have known what was coming. 
“Natalie Mestecom, your father was educated at Hensley College.”
“I know.”
“I was educated at Hensley.”
“I know, Mom!”
“So, what? You’re too good for the state school?” It’s Mom’s pet peeve, school snobbery. I can say the entire lecture before it comes out of her mouth. “You think the fancy, expensive schools will give you a better education? You’re paying for the name. The prestige. The honor of attending, not the quality of the professors there. Will they care who your dad is, or who taught your second grade Sunday School class?”
Without your dad and me around, will you lose your way? We’ve taught you right and wrong all these years. We’ll pay for four years at Hensley and Dad’ll even consider some professional training after that, but we won’t pay for snobbery.
We’ve had this fight at least once a month for the past year, but they won’t listen. Or, rather, Mom won’t listen. “You could let me get a part-time job,” I point out.
“And we said no. You’ll work the rest of your life. For now, your job is to be a child.”
“I’m fifteen!” Not five.
Mom works the cornbread batter into the pan. “That’s a child.” When I protest, she holds up her hand. “A child who’s going to church camp.”
“Mom!” I could kick the cupboard, except then I would look five. “Roasting marshmallows and hiking? How will that look on my college applications? I want to take physics next year. AP bio and chem. AP government too, maybe. Think of all the money you and Dad’ll save if I pass the tests.”
“The very expensive tests that aren’t guaranteed, and that will cause you untold stress. Life’s about more than school, Lee-lee. It’s about learning to be a good person.” Mom sets the cornbread in the oven and closes the door, dusting her hands into the sink. 
“I won’t go,” I mutter. They can make me, but I will hate them for it. Dad will relent if I push him hard enough. At least I think he will, but not if Mom gets stubborn. 
Mom reaches over and touches my cheek. It’s a gesture both startling and ordinary, and I pause. She used to touch me like that all the time. Before…before she got sad. Since Jason was born she’s learned to laugh again, but she’s never let down her guard the way she used to. She used to dream up crazy tea parties and treasure hunts, clapping whenever I shouted with glee. 
After Dad buried my baby sister Rachel, not even healthy baby Jason could bring back the Mama who filled our house with laughter. She became Mom, responsible and stern. 
I miss having a mama who made everyone laugh. 
“Why does this summer class mean so much to you?” she asks, and I turn away. 
She doesn’t want to know. Not really.
“Natalie—”
“I’ll go.” My voice comes out too loud, and my heart thumps. Maybe the mama of my carefree childhood could have understood, but not Mom who calculates the economic returns of a college’s prestige and dictates my daily schedule. 
“Not unless we discuss it.” She misunderstands.
“I’ll go to the church camp,” I say, and my eyes fill with tears. 
Surprised, she brings me close for a hug. It’s another unexpected gesture of normalcy. Treasure-hunt Mama hugged as easily as breathing. “What’s wrong?” she asks, only this time she means it.
“Sally’s going to summer school,” I explain, but Mom doesn’t understand. How can she, when I don’t understand, either?
“You’re afraid she’ll get ahead of you? Dad and I don’t need you to win valedictorian. We just want—”
“I like her.” But do I say the words out loud? I’m not sure. I like her. The way she swings her hair out of the way when she sits down, the brilliant coral nail polish she applies during homeroom, her loud trumpet solos in marching band…everything. 
Years later, I’ll meet a girl who makes me understand these responses. I’ll be brave and assertive, and I’ll be the confidence to her shyness. But today, I stand in my mother’s kitchen swimming in unspent tears. Aching to explain what can’t be true. Wishing, despite the odds, that Mom could understand feelings for Sally Meredith that have nothing to do with academic rivalry. 
For now, Mom holds me the way she hasn’t done in years. Not since before the born-dead baby sister and noisy Jason who turned our lives upside down. As if it’s just Mom and I, and she holds the secrets of my heart safe from the world. 
I like her, I say, but this time I keep the words in my heart.




 
 
Coming Soon!
Bastia: The Early Years
 

 
What if heterosexuality were a crime?
 
In the world of Bastia, like must marry like. Basti, the supreme deity, has decreed so. Any deviation results in sanctions, imprisonment, torture, or even death. But how did this society come to be? How can a religion be based on hatred? 
 
In these early chronicles of Bastia, we discover good intentions behind the benevolent theocracy gone wrong. Meet the founder of modern day Bastia, Altrea. Placed in a polygamous marriage to enrich her father, she finds love with one of her sister wives. Their husband's reaction is swift and brutal. As Altrea struggles to make sense of the violence, she dreams of a world in which one woman can love another.
 
In this new perfect society called Bastia, justice reigns supreme. No one is above the law. The state will provide for all equally. But as Altrea quickly finds out, nothing is simple. Basti is love. Bastia is founded on love. So what went wrong? How did a land of idyllic happiness turn into the dystopian regime that persecutes a young woman for loving a boy? 
 
Come and meet Karielle and Soris before they reeducate the criminal who dared to love the wrong gender, and ask yourself one question. 
 
Why is love a crime?
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Raven’s Girl: Promise
 

 
A sugar mama can buy anything, even love. Right? 


 When stay-at-home author Alena struggles to make ends meet, she receives an odd but intriguing proposition. 


 Raven lost her entire family in a car accident years ago, and her inherited wealth can’t assuage her loneliness. She wants a girl to discipline, and she will pay a generous stipend to do so. 


 The catch? 


 Alena must spend 24 hours each week at Raven’s house and do whatever she says. 


 No safeword. 


 No negotiations. 


 Can Alena give up her freedom in exchange for financial security and the possibility of more? 


 Or will her stubbornness drive Raven away?
 
Buy Link: http://amzn.to/2aqigN0




 
 
Gemstone
 

 
Can lies build a foundation for love?
 
Gemma Parquin has a secret. By day, she’s the center of her church’s social life. By night, she’s Mistress Lorelei on Kinklife, online disciplinarian of babygirls and all who need spanking, whipping, and her personal favorite—figging. Nothing satisfies her more than bringing a girl to her knees.
 
No one suspects, until neighbor Celine Daniels comes across Gemma’s computer with the Kinklife profile still up. Stunned and nursing a secret crush, Celine creates an account under the name of starrygirl793. She befriends the Mistress…and gets more than she bargained for. Celine has never admitted to anyone her feelings for women, but Mistress Lorelei coaxes her to accept herself, her sexuality, and her desire for kink. Before she knows it, Celine is leading a double life of fellow church member to Gemma offline and potential submissive to Mistress Lorelei online.
 
At the same time, Gemma’s best friend decides she needs some love in her life. She sets Gemma up with an online dating service that produces Stella, a non-profit executive from Seattle. Stella is everything Celine is not—sophisticated, successful, and straightforward. She does not, however, understand the kink Gemma holds dear. 
 
How can Gemma trust Celine, who has lied to her? But how can she give up Mistress Lorelei in order to be with Stella? Should Gemma give up on love altogether, or can she still find happiness?
 
Buy Link http://amzn.to/2bct8QJ




 
 
Freiya’s Stand
 

 
When should love take a stand?
 
Freiya’s life is perfect. She’s got doting parents, a classroom of adorable kindergarteners, and the love of her life. Even if Sabrina insists on discretion in their private Catholic school, they share happiness in private.
 
That is, until the bombshell hits. Their principal demands a “Fight for Families” covenant to refrain from “sexual perversion.” All teachers must sign. No exceptions.
 
Sign, Sabrina says. Otherwise, they’ll lose their job, privacy, and home. 
 
Freiya doesn’t want to betray the woman she loves, but how can she sign a document that denounces their love? Is standing up for love worth losing her livelihood?
 
If she speaks the truth, she’ll lose everything.
 
If she lies, she’ll lose even more.
 
How can Freiya take a stand for what’s right when the choices are wrong?
 
How can it be wrong to love the woman who makes her life worth living?
 
The truth should set them free, but Freiya’s stand threatens to destroy the very love she refuses to deny. 
 
When “religious freedom” legislates against identity, how can Freiya and Sabrina survive?
 
Buy Link
http://amzn.to/2beSKwO




 
 
Becoming Clissine (Bastia, Book One)
 

 
What if heterosexuality were a crime? 
 
Betrothed at birth to the daughter of one of the most prominent Houses in the totalitarian theocracy of Bastia, soon-to-be-college-graduate Clissa isn’t sure whether she is ready to undergo the Mar. Once she becomes the Nur, or the submissive partner, to her betrothed she will have to submit all major decisions of her life to the beautiful Helaine whom she has only met once. She must marry a woman, according to the decrees of Bastian law.
 
Caught between his desire to “get along” and the growing awareness that he is “het” and is attracted to Clissa, Destral kisses her one day as they study in their college library. Shocked at the feelings the kiss awakens, Clissa begins to question everything she has been taught. Did Basti, their deity, really decree that it was sinful for a man to be with a woman? Will her growing feelings for Destral cost her everything that her parents have worked hard to give her?
 
In a mad attempt to subvert Bastian authority, Clissa and Destral run away to find the Het Pride, a group that preaches tolerance, equality, and peace. Z, their leader, promises that one day hets will achieve equality and freedom. When the Bastian police capture or kills most of the Het Pride, however, Clissa is assigned to new parents for “reeducation” in the doctrine of Bastia. Her new parents are given one mandate: Bring her back to rightness with Basti.
 
Clissa, lost in a system that is threatened by her very identity, must make her choice. Will she be broken by Bastian authority, or will she find a way to break free? Can true love overcome a harsh regime?
 
Buy Link: http://amzn.to/1sEIf4H




 
 
Taliaschild
 

 
Six years after the mysterious talisman brought Queen Vina to Talia, it chooses a new owner in Sonna, a child of the streets. Deserted by her amputee father and beaten by her mother for failing to bring home scraps for the family to eat, Sonna runs into the self-assured Kira, daughter and heir to Vina’s queendom. 
 
Weary of endless rules and duties involved in training to become the future queen, Kira leaps at the chance to escape with a new friend. She places the priceless talisman around Sonna’s neck, but neither can remove the jewelry. 
 
Alarmed at losing the talisman’s protection, Vina and Talia take drastic steps to protect the princess. In the process, the entire earth descends into chaos.
 
Five years later, nineteen-year-old Sonna forages for two-day-old fish heads while dodging street pimps. The talisman leads her to the mysterious Nicodemus, who offers one command: 
 
Go to Kira. She needs you. Baffled, Sonna embarks on her journey. What can a pauper offer a spoiled princess? Will the street girl end up surprising them all?
 
Buy Link
http://amzn.to/1NqQz61




 
 
Books by Anastasia Vitsky
 
(Find the updated list on Governing Ana)
 
 
Forthcoming
Bastia: The Early Years (October 2016)
Millenial Meg (Fall 2016, as Viola Ain)
Mistress Marries (Fall 2016)
Flying Change (2017)
Taliasqueen (2017/2018)
 
 
Solo Publications
Freiya’s Stand
“Wooden Spoon Chronicles” (Patreon exclusive serial, ongoing)
Raven’s Girl
Mistress’s Release
Taliaschild
Mistress, Please
Gemstone
Seoul Spankings
Living in Sin
Ana Adored
Mistress on Her Knees
Taliasman
Mira’s Miracle
Daughter of Discipline (Family Traditions 2) M/F
Becoming Clissine (Bastia, Book One)
Lighting the Way (Kat and Natalie, Volume Two)
The Way Home (Kat and Natalie, Volume One)
Simple Gifts
Editorial Board
Desire in Any Language
The Vengeance of Mrs. Claus (Family Traditions 1) M/F
 
 
Anthologies
“Faux Pas” in Finding Ms. Write
“Check Yes or No” in Sweet Christmas Kisses
“Dreams of Flying” in First Lady Love
 “Complicated Gifts” in Love’s Reprise (Carene and Leila short story, from Simple Gifts)
 
 
Seasonal Spankings (Anthologies)
“Merda’s Rose” in Sci Spanks 2015
“Desire for Forgiveness” in Love Spanks 2015
“Taliasman” in Sci Spanks 2014
“After Ana” in Spank or Treat 2014 (Ana Adored short story)




 
 
Books According to Character Pairing
 
Raven and Alena
Raven’s Girl
Raven’s Diary
 
Hana and Mira
Desire in Any Language
Mira’s Miracle
Mira’s Desire (two-box set of Desire in Any Language and Mira’s Miracle)
Fire of Desire
 
Trinity and Graciela
Mistress on Her Knees
Mistress, Please
Mistress’s Release 
Mistress Marries (forthcoming)
 
Talia and Vina
Taliasman
Taliaschild 
Taliasqueen (forthcoming)
 
Hyunkyung and Indigo
Seoul Spankings
Seoulless Spankings (forthcoming)
 
Carene and Leila
Simple Gifts
“Complicated Gifts” in Love’s Reprise
 
Kat and Natalie
The Way Home
“Tomorrow” in Coming to Terms
Lighting the Way
“Wooden Spoon Chronicles,” a serial available exclusively to Ana’s Patreon members!
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Amazon

Blog (Governing Ana)

Twitter: @AnastasiaVitsky

Goodreads
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www.amazon.com/author/anastasiavitsky
Blog

governingana.wordpress.com/
Twitter
 twitter.com/AnastasiaVitsky
Goodreads Page
 www.goodreads.com/author/show/6643486.Anastasia_Vitsky
Facebook
 www.facebook.com/anastasiapvitsky
Pinterest
 www.pinterest.com/anastasiavitsky/
Google+
 plus.google.com/+AnastasiaVitsky
Authorgraph
 www.authorgraph.com/authors/AnastasiaVitsky
Instragram
 www.instagram.com/anastasiavitsky/
Tumblr
 anastasiavitsky.tumblr.com/
Manic Reads
 www.manicreaders.com/AnastasiaVitsky/


cover.jpeg
Raven ' s

R

BOOK TWO






images/00002.jpeg
EASTIA

THE EARLY VEARS

ANASTASIA VITSKY,





images/00001.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
AnastasiaVitsky Cma
oy v






images/00006.jpeg
ANASTASIA VITSKY
y =
s

y

Al

< m

BQSI'IF\ BDUK UNE





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
for you

GEMSTONE

ANASTASIA VITSKY





images/00009.jpeg





