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    Friday 25th December - Christmas Day 
 
    I have always been a rather old fashioned sort of girl at heart and so here I am, starting a paper diary when everybody else is openly putting their personal problems right out there on the internet for all to see. Am I an old fashioned girl or am I just a private girl? I do not want everybody else seeing my innermost thoughts and I certainly don’t want them to know what a complete and utter mess my life has become. It is my own fault really; I have always been a rather feckless, easy going sort of person too willing to do what everybody else tells me to do and never focusing enough on myself, on what I want. 
 
    From a material point of view I suppose I haven’t done too badly for myself. My name is Alayna Twelvetrees. I am twenty-two years old, left school at eighteen and went and got a job as a clerk at a bank in the town in which I grew up. My parents divorced when I was very young and I never saw my father again. My mother, whom I take after in many respects, is also a rather feckless sort of person with poor taste in men. She has been married twice since my father and I have not much liked either of my stepdads. Her latest boyfriend, however, was too much for me; a lecherous jack-the-lad who made my skin creep every time I was in the same room with him. As soon as I had saved up two months of my wages I moved out of home into a shared house for £450 per month. Just over one year ago I moved into my own place, a small flat in a high rise apartment block which I rent for £650 per month. The council tax is another £100, other utilities another £150 and after tax I make around £1300 per month which gives me around £100 per week to live on. Still, I manage as best I can, do not drink (much) or smoke and my best friend, Letty, is in much the same position as I am and so demands no expensive adventures of me. I do not have a car and walk to work as much as possible or take a bus when it is raining. When it comes to looks I suppose I am just about average. I stand at five feet two inches tall and have what you might call a ‘pronounced hourglass figure.’ My hips are wide, my bottom too big but perfectly firm, thighs strong, breasts large, firm and pert and my best feature (or so my boyfriends have told me, I happen to be rather self-critical). Facially I suppose you would say my face is slightly triangular. I have high cheekbones, big brown eyes, pale skin, a cute little button nose and long smooth brown hair which I usually tie back in a ponytail but sometimes curl and let hang loose on the rare occasions when I go out on the town and make an actual effort.  
 
    A diary is supposed to be an account of one’s general activities from day to day and yet so far, I see, all I have done is waffle on about myself. Still, what does it matter? I start this diary with an account of where I am at this point in my life. In one year I shall look back on this page and reflect upon whether things have gotten better or worse for me and yet after the events of last night I’m not quite sure I would survive them getting too much worse. 
 
    I have, or had, been dating Jarrod for around six months now. He’s a builder a couple of years older than me who specialises in odd jobs and he used to come into the bank every few days in order to cash his cheques and deposit money, not that he ever really had that much to deposit. One evening, after finishing work, I left the bank and he was waiting for me, said he wanted to take me out on a date if I was willing but there was no pressure either way and because I was rather flattered at his spontaneous approach and the fact he had taken such an interest in me I accepted. He took me out for a meal and then afterwards to a pub where the music was a little too loud and we ended up kissing on the dancefloor, and me still dressed in my banking uniform! The thrill of the evening caused me to let down my inhibitions and I let him take me back to his place for the obligatory tearing off of one’s clothes. I felt like rather a whore letting him have me on the first day but there was a certain thrill about it as well. His body was firm and he was passionate and well-endowed and yet sadly he did not have a great deal of stamina and knew next to nothing about pleasuring a woman. I suppose he might have lasted around three or four minutes before he climaxed inside me and afterwards he put his arm around me for a while then turned over and fell asleep. Still, he seemed like a nice enough fellow, he was attentive towards me and said all the right things and so when the following morning he asked me to go out with him again I naturally accepted. For the next few weeks everything went well between us. I met his friends and his parents and they all seemed to like me well enough and I never thought I demanded too much of him at all. We met up around twice during the week to hang out at one another’s apartments watching television; sometimes I would watch him on his games console. Friday nights he liked to go out with his friends, Saturdays we would sleep over with one another and on a Sunday I would go and watch him play football for his pub team. I can’t say in ever really fell in love with him, and I’m sure he didn’t fall in love with me, but we were happy enough regardless.  
 
    When it came to sex I am afraid to say that Jarrod was almost entirely unconcerned with my pleasure and he never really improved upon our first sexual encounter. He attempted to finger me a couple of times but was completely inept and kept trying to stick his fingers deep inside me which hurt me because he never cut his nails. I got so frustrated with his ham-fisted efforts that I faked every orgasm he tried to give me when he did this (not that he was really trying at all). He flatly refused to go down on me and the concept of foreplay was completely alien to him – when I once complained that I was too dry when he was about to penetrate me he suggested using some lubricant.  
 
    I’m the sort of girl who like to cum and it frustrates me a great deal that I hardly ever cum when I’m with a man. I’ve had boyfriends who tried harder than Jarrod but generally every man I have ever been with has left me unsatisfied. The most intensive sexual encounters I’ve ever had have been with myself, alone in my bedroom when I can place my fingers between my legs and dream the most absurd fantasies as I bring myself to climax over and over again. And yet masturbating alone brings next to no long term satisfaction of it’s own accord and soon my unspoken disappointment towards Jarrod’s inattentiveness towards my inner needs was causing arguments between us. Even though I frequently told Jarrod that I liked to go on top he would only ever take me in two positions: in the missionary position and from behind. Jarrod responded chauvinistically to my complaints regarding his lack of effort, whispering to his friends about how women were ‘another species’ and closing up whenever I tried to talk to him after an argument. I knew at the start of December that our relationship was unlikely to last much beyond the New Year but I had no idea that it was all going to collapse so spectacularly, or so suddenly.  
 
    Christmas has always been a disaster for me and this has been the case for as long as I can remember. Mother used to get very drunk at Christmas and she would always end up having a huge argument with one of her husbands or boyfriends and, on one memorable occasion, both on the same day. I worked up until Christmas Eve, went out for a while with Letty in the evening and got to mum’s as late as possible on Christmas Day. I had texted Jarrod throughout the day, firstly to wish him a happy Christmas, then to ask him what he was doing and finally to ask him if he wanted to meet up because mum had, as usual, gotten drunk and had an argument with her boyfriend who had mercifully stormed out. Jarrod did not reply to one of my text messages and I assumed he must have gotten drunk quite early because he came from a large and rather boisterous family who very much encouraged on another in that respect. Still, like I said, Christmas is a depressing time for me and at the very least I would have liked some sort of message to ask me how I was getting on. 
 
    Mother passed out drunk a little after three in the afternoon and so I decided to take advantage of the last of the light and head off. I was intending to go back home but instead I ended up wandering through the town centre. It was strange to see the place so silent and deserted with everybody else enjoying time with their families, the decorations still framed in the shop windows. For me it was the best part of the day, a time when I could be alone with my thoughts and think about returning home to my flat, watch television, eat some chocolate, watch a few films and look forward to going to see Letty on Boxing Day. 
 
    My route from the town centre to my apartment took me past Jarrod’s place and as I passed by I was surprised to see a light in the downstairs window, which was slightly open with music playing from within and I was sure I heard Jarrod’s voice calling out to one of his friends. I was instantly on edge and not a little annoyed for here was Jarrod ignoring me all day and yet now it seemed he was having his own private party without inviting me. I marched forwards and knocked on the door but got no response, probably because of the music. I tried the door and it was open and so I stepped inside the hallway. As I did so I was assailed with the acrid smell of cannabis smoke which didn’t phase me too much: Jarrod and his friends liked to smoke the stuff and I turned a blind eye to it even though I have never had so much as a cigarette in my life and thoroughly disapprove of such things. I pushed open the living room door and stepped inside. Jarrod was there with all his friends and a couple of his cousins and it was clear there was quite a party going on. Beer cans and bottles were strewn everywhere amongst empty crisp packets, the room was thick with smoke. Jarrod was sitting on an armchair ruling the roost like a medieval king and he was playing the part so well he even had a young courtesan sitting on his lap. I knew the girl vaguely, having seen her around on the fringes of Jarrod’s circle and I knew he was acquainted with her but I certainly had no idea he was fucking her. He tried to deny it of course, leaping up and causing quite an embarrassing scene the details of which are almost too painful to describe. Virtually dragging me out of the room by the arm he began to shout at me in the hallway, telling me I should never have come here and what the hell did I think I was doing and why didn’t I just mind my own fucking business. I lost my temper at that point and started screaming at the top of my voice in a way I have never done before. Some of his friends came out into the hallway and had to separate us. He was very drunk, stoned too; I was just upset. Now I’m just single. On the way back home I was glad there was nobody about; I hate making a fuss and yet even though I never loved Jarrod I just couldn’t stop crying. I was angry, more with myself than with him, feeling like a total fool for not seeing what was as likely as not obvious to everybody else, for not taking more care of myself; for not exerting a little more control over my man. 
 
    So this is where I am right now, on Christmas evening; sat here with chocolates I am not really enjoying and a film I am not really watching, all on my own in my little apartment and here’s an A4 notepad on which I am just pouring my thoughts and trying to take it all in. I might not go very far with this diary, might not bother to make another entry for that matter and yet the writing is therapeutic at least and just setting things down and re-reading it helps to get things clear in my mind and makes me feel a little calmer, a little less upset. 
 
      
 
    Saturday 26th December – Boxing Day 
 
    So here I am again and a slightly better day this time around. Today I went to see Letty and her family and spent the day with them. Her mother and father live in a medium sized terraced house just off one of the main roads leading out of town to the southeast. Here we had a traditional Boxing Day with leftover turkey, all the trimmings followed by an afternoon slumped in front of the television, then games, then a long night of cards. I was feeling pretty fraught and depressed when I arrived there but the time I spent with them has served to cheer me up no end. I had of course texted Letty yesterday to let her know what had happened and I think she must have told her parents too because they did not mention Jarrod to me once throughout the course of the day.  
 
    “Tomorrow afternoon I’m going to come over to your place and we’re going to talk this all through and sort something out for you,” said Letty kindly. “But for now it is still Christmas and we’re all about fun, right?” 
 
    And we had a great deal of fun. Letty’s father drove me back to my apartment a little after eleven. I was sad to leave and they offered to let me stay the night but I didn’t want to be a burden to them. On reflection I am starting to wish that I had stayed. Being alone once more has depressed me a great deal. I miss Jarrod and I hate myself for doing so, but I hate him more for not caring about me. Twenty-four hours since our relationship ended and he has moved on from me already. I wish I could say this was the first time it had happened but sadly it has become something of a habit with me and men. Just look at me droning on, writing about it doesn’t make it feel any better. I shall see Letty in the morning. I shall look forward to it. 
 
      
 
    Sunday 27th December  
 
    I got up and cleaned the apartment because I didn’t have much else to do. I don’t much enjoy these days between Christmas and New Year when everything seems to go into limbo and it is worse this year because at the end of the year I really do feel as though I am at the end of something in my life and I have no idea what the future is going to bring. At around elven I went to the shop and bought a few nibbles and a bottle of wine ready for Letty coming over (I know I said I don’t drink but every now and again, at Christmas and when I’ve just broken up with my good for nothing boyfriend you can’t blame me for going back on this just once, surely) and there were a couple of DVDs I’d been saving for us to watch. Letty came around at three and we immediately started on the wine, of which Letty had also bought an entire bottle.  
 
    “Well of course I knew perfectly well he was no good for you,” said Letty as she took a handful of chocolate. “But then again what is a friend to do? It is an awkward situation to be in, knowing somebody isn’t right but afraid to say anything because it would have put you in such an awkward situation, Alayna, between a friend and a lover. I did hint art it though, if you recall and I was always very scathing of him when you told me about the arguments you had with him. Frankly I wish I could say I was surprised but I’m just not. Now look Alayna I know it might not sound as though I’m giving you much comfort in the matter but just think about it this way; at least you were never in love with him.” 
 
    “You’re right of course,” I sighed wistfully. “But I’m angry too, you know Letty? I’m angry with him but I’m even more angry with myself, and not because I was taken in with him or anything like that, because from the moment I met him I never felt entirely easy around him. He was totally inattentive towards me and the sex – well the sex was just fucking awful. Do you know what, Letty? I’m now close to my mid-twenties and I have never known what it is to have good sex. I am beginning to think it is a myth, that men are quitter incapable of it.” 
 
    “You really are jaded!” Laughed Letty as she poured us both another glass of wine. “Yet I’m afraid on this point I have no sympathy, Alayna. You can’t expect clueless men to know what you want when it comes to sex, you need to tell them, guide them, show them the way. Did you ever do that with Jarrod?” 
 
    “Well not really,” I acknowledged. “But I sort of hinted it a few times.” 
 
    “And what about with your other boyfriends? Did you try to guide them?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Oh fine,” I muttered resentfully. “I’ll admit it and perhaps I should have been more assertive about what I wanted but in truth I never really thought it worth the bother, you know? I’ve never had a fellow with whom I’ve ever felt that much sexual chemistry.” 
 
    “Well there’s your problem,” said Letty with satisfaction. “And you said it yourself, you should have been more assertive. If you want guys to satisfy you sexually you need to tell them what you want; how you want to be licked, stroked and fucked.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I know that myself,” I laughed. 
 
    “Then experiment,” smiled Letty. “Because for goodness sake I really do sympathise with you. If a girl goes through life only having bad sex she might as well just shut up shop and not bother having sex at all!” 
 
    The talk helped me a great deal and we soon moved on to other topics and more glasses of wine. The matter of Jarrod and my catastrophic love life was soon forgotten. We watched those two DVDs which were suitably dire to be enjoyed and Letty left around eleven, catching a taxi back home. I was feeling quite drunk and indeed over the course of seven hours I had drunk the equivalent of an entire bottle of wine and went to bed soon afterwards. 
 
      
 
    Monday 28th December 
 
    Today was a pretty wretched sort of day and it was all my fault for getting so drunk the night before. I woke up at half-past-seven with an awful pounding in my head which even two cups of coffee and a shower could not banish. The walk into work made me feel slightly better and at least it was not too busy at the bank but even so I remained in a pretty poor state for much of the day and only really perked up an hour before it was time to go home. All of my colleagues were talking about Christmas and what a great time they’d had with their families whilst I was forced to admit the only really notable thing that had happened to me on Christmas Day had been a break up with my good for nothing boyfriend. They were sympathetic towards me of course but did not invite me to confide in them too much and I certainly didn’t blame them for that.  
 
    I left work at five and walked home, made myself another coffee then ate the leftovers of the party food from last night because I couldn’t be bothered to cook. I’m still not feeling 100% in either mind nor body and so I think I’ll have an early night. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday 29th December 
 
    Another slow day at work today but at least my head was better. A girl on the cashier desk next to me named Chloe suggested introducing me to her brother’s friend today whom she thought would be ‘just right for me.’ I politely declined the blind date, not least because the very prospect of going on one fills me with fear, telling her I wasn’t anywhere ready for another relationship just yet. This last part is certainly true but it isn’t because my heart pines for Jarrod, rather because I have completely lost confidence in men. Still, it was nice to be considered and I was rather flattered that she would consider me and thanked her accordingly. 
 
    Back home I found myself feeling rather listless and frustrated. After dinner I spent a little while lying on my bed playing with my phone then a little more time lying on my bed playing with myself. As I placed my fingers beneath my knickers and fondled my breasts over my blouse until my nipples became hard I thought about Letty’s question of before: what do I want in a man? Who is my ideal sort of man? Looks wise it has never been about musclebound hunks or gym freaks; I have always favoured the more naturalistic approach, looking good without much effort. When it comes to personality I am less certain. Strong, sensitive, caring? These were just buzzwords as far as I was concerned, words that meant nothing at all when boiled right down. I decided I had been looking at it from the wrong angle all this time. Instead of obsessing about the sort of personality I wanted in any potential lover I should look instead at the kind of girl I wanted to be. 
 
    First of all I thought about what kind of girl I am, or at least how others perceive me. It is my belief that I come across as a rather shy, quiet and introverted sort of person upon first impression. Later on, when people get to know me, they find me to be rather stubborn and set in my ways, perhaps even puritanical and old fashioned. I do not drink alcohol (alright, so there was just that one time the other day), I do not smoke and I have never taken illegal drugs. I don’t really like modern popular music either, get claustrophobic in crowds and for this reason tend to stay away from night clubs and rowdy bars. Am I happy to be like this? In truth I do not mind it at all. Perhaps it does not cause me to come across as being especially spontaneous or fun but at the same time these are not crippling faults to possess. I do not ever seek to hurt anybody and I consider myself to be generous and kind hearted to my friends and lovers and yet this does not mean to say I have no desire to shine. Outwardly shy and slightly socially awkward I may be but when it comes to my love life I have no desire to be timid. I decided at that moment that I’d had enough of men such as Jarrod; uncaring time wasters who view women as a side hobby and pay attention to them only inasmuch as they want something from them. I want a man who is devoted to me, one who worships me and I realise now that what I am in fact seeking is nothing short of a slave. This knowledge as I touched myself upon my bed tonight has been like a revelation to me. I want a man who is prepared to submit to me, one who puts my own pleasure far above his own, one who I prepared to allow me to punish him when he transgresses. I realise now that whilst I may be meek in public when it comes to the bedroom and relationships I am a naturally dominant girls who seeks to be in control. No, who needs to be in control. Men, I decided, need to be submitted by dominant girls. They need to be knelt before their Goddesses in total subservience; they need to be bound, need to be spanked. The thought of finding myself somebody who was prepared to totally consent to all of this excited me a great deal and sent me over the edge. I cried out as I came hard upon my fingers and even after my arousal had passed I was still thrilled by the idea. But am I actually capable of pulling it off, and is there a man out there for me who is prepared to allow me to do whatever I want to him?  
 
      
 
    Wednesday 30th December 
 
    I have to say reading back over my entry of last night I feel rather silly. I must have been in a strange mood for I see now that my dreams of finding myself a slave, whilst still desirable, are hardly realistic and thus I must abandon them as I have abandoned most of my farthest fetched dreams and instead allow myself a suitable time of grace before entering into another relationship that may or may not prove to be as successful as all the others. 
 
    Work today was as dull as all the other days with not a great deal going on. Everybody these days seems to be using online banking and several of my colleagues are worried about the prospect of redundancy. I don’t know what I will do if I get made redundant, probably go and work in an office or call centre or something. Back home I spoke to Letty over the phone and we discussed our plans for tomorrow – New Years Eve.  She was pleased to hear that I was feeling better and said she hoped she would be able to find me somebody in the bar tomorrow. I told her not to embarrass me whatever she did. I’m not quite sure how much time has to pass before one is no longer ‘on the rebound?’ Not that I am looking for anybody else in the first place. 
 
      
 
    Friday 31st December 
 
    Today was a half day at the bank and I got to leave off at one in the afternoon. The sales have started and so afterwards I met Letty and the two of us went around town, wandering aimlessly for the most part, stopping for coffee a few times and buying an outfit for tonight. I wanted to go for the traditional ‘little black dress’ but Letty insisted on my being more daring and in the end, mostly at her insistence, I ended up with a flashy red number with a tasselled hem that comes to halfway down my thighs and cuts my top low. Letty told me it was eye-catching and I didn’t have the heart to tell her I didn’t exactly want to be catching anybody’s eye tonight. 
 
    I came back to my flat, had a bite to eat, showered and took my time getting ready. I felt a little sorry for Letty having to carry around a sad old soul like me around all night and I knew I would have to try and put a brave face on it all no matter how I was really feeling.  
 
    Letty came around to fetch me around eight. I was not looking forward to the evening at all, and not just because I’d only just undergone and unpleasant break up. As I said before I dislike crowds and New Years Eve, as far as I was concerned, was all about crowds. We went to a wine bar close to the docks, a rather classy place with a strict dress code which was expensive to get into and I was relieved to see that although it was still pretty busy it was hardly packed to bursting. We got ourselves some drinks then went and found our friends. I say our friends, really they were Letty’s friends but they like me well enough. Their names were Emily, Lydia and Victoria and they had all gone to college with Letty. Sometimes I regret that I didn’t go to university or college, not because of my academic abilities of course but because of the lasting friendships you appear to form there. The girls made me welcome of course but at the same time I could not forget that they were essentially Letty’s friends and as such I felt like a bit of an outsider.  
 
    In time more friends of Emily, Lydia and Victoria arrived, some male and some female. We all chatted amiably, danced and joked with one another and I found them all to be easy company even if I was stuck on the periphery every now and again. From time to time they would all start to talk about things that had taken places at university which did not give me a lot to say and so I sat back and looked around at the club as the dance floor gradually filled up and wondered how people found the time, energy and money to come out and party every weekend.  
 
    As it came towards midnight we got up and danced but I have never been much of a dancer so I came back after a while and sat and watched. In a while I turned my head to see that a peripheral friend of a friend was sat close by me. He caught my eye and I smiled at him. He was good looking in his own kind of way but hardly my type. I should say he was around the same age as me; around six feet tall and lean but not skinny. His hair was light brown and slightly untidy, his face pleasantly rounded and boyish. Why did I decide straight away that he was not my type? I suppose it was because his features simply looked too smooth and he didn’t have that cocky sort of look in his eye that I usually go for. Thinking about it now I suppose he looked a little too bland for my liking, but that wasn’t to say I wasn’t prepared to have a chat with him whilst I waited for the others to come back from the dance floor.  
 
    “Hi,” he said, flashing a rather awkward sort of smile. “My name is Jake.” 
 
    “And I’m Alayna,” I said pleasantly. “Hiya, pleased to meet you.” He offered me his hand and I took it, trying not to laugh, for it really does seem so quaint and old fashioned to shake hands when introduced to a fellow these days. 
 
    “So what do you do?” I asked him. 
 
    “Me? I work for an insurance company,” he replied. He sounded a little embarrassed.  
 
    I smiled. “Well I’m hardly any better,” I told him lightly. “I work for a bank, only at the very lowest level. No million pound bonuses for me yet I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Oh I’m sure you’ll get there,” he laughed, trying to sound casual. “Well I hope you enjoy it anyway. I can’t say I like my job very much.” 
 
    “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “Well my degree was in media studies so I suppose that means I’m qualified to become a journalist,” he replied.  
 
    “And is that what you want to do?” 
 
    “Oh yes, very much so.” 
 
    “Then you should do it,” I told him primly although I felt a little guilty for telling him what he should and should not be doing considering I’d only just met him. 
 
    “Maybe one day,” he replied vaguely. “I keep looking anyway, to see if anything comes up.” 
 
    At that moment Letty came along and all but dragged me back on to the dancefloor where I found myself waylaid for a long time. When I happened to be back at the table I usually found myself talking to Jake and despite my earlier misgivings I found we had a certain chemistry between us. I discovered he was a month or so younger than me, that he didn’t do very well at university due to his tendency to procrastinate and become easily distracted, that he tried not to drink alcohol because he couldn’t handle it and that his parents had moved to Spain to run a bar a couple of years back and he rarely saw them even though they got on perfectly well together. I in turn told him a little about my life; (or at least what little there is I could tell him without dragging him into a mire of self-pity!) He was rather nervous chatting to me which to be honest I found to be rather endearing although he increased in confidence through the night and when we danced together on the stroke of midnight I thought he might try and kiss me and he looked like he might have been thinking about it but lost his nerve at the last moment. I suppose I would have let him kiss me; I am after all a free agent but I’m sort of glad he didn’t because I don’t think he should really get his hopes up (and I mean that without any malice whatsoever). Myself and Letty left a little after midnight but before we parted I gave Jake my number and told him to give me a call or text or something like that. He seems like a nice fellow and I would like to see him again but I don’t want to go leading him on or anything like that. 
 
    Letty and I shared a taxi. She was a little tipsy and questioned me about Jake all the way back and I scolded her for doing so and told her to focus on her own affairs. After all, she has been single for the best part of a year now. Back home in my apartment I got ready for bed, reflecting all the while on the year just gone. I decided it had been a complete waste of a year. Already in my early twenties I feel as though life is passing me by, and the fact I am not more unhappy about breaking up with Jarrod on Christmas Day surely speaks volumes about my poor choices when it comes to men. Still, I must not allow myself to become too downcast. I go into the New Year free, single, completely unattached and ready to learn from the mistakes I have made. I just hope that I do learn from them. 
 
    Saturday 1st January 
 
    I slept in a little late today because I had nothing else to get up for. New Year’s always seems like such a waste of a day. I suppose it is good if you are sleeping off a hangover from the night before but otherwise it just seems so dull; the weather is always dreary and the shops are all closed up unless you want to traipse around a dreary retail park in search for a bargain sofa or carpet. Still, a lie in for me is around eleven and by the time it was noon I was up and showered and dressed just as Letty texted me telling me how bored she was. Naturally I invited her over and she came around at three and we spent some time watching films and ordered a takeaway around five. Of course she had seen me talking to Jake the night before and was very keen to know what I thought about him. 
 
    “Oh he’s a really nice guy, from what I know about him anyway,” said Letty encouragingly. “He’s a friend of Victoria’s brother who was also there last night so very much a friend of a friend and I’ve never really gotten to know him very well because he seems a little shy but that hardly matters if you like him.” 
 
    Sure, I liked him well enough I suppose,” I replied with a shrug. “He was a nice fellow, we had an interesting conversation and he didn’t try anything but all the same, from the first impression he hardly seems like my type.” 
 
    “You mean he’s a nice fellow,” replied Letty reasonably. “And you’re not convinced he’ll cheat on you and treat you badly.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean and you know it!” 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “Yes really!” I exclaimed. “Now look here you know perfectly well it isn’t because he’s too nice for me. I’m just not sure we’re compatible, you know? Then again who am I to judge? Perhaps in a few weeks time when I don’t consider myself on the rebound anymore.” 
 
    “Oh come now Alayna I hardly think you can consider yourself on the rebound at all,” scolded Letty. “After all, it was hardly a long term relationship between you and Jarrod now was it? You’re only on the rebound if you were living with the fellow or married or something like that and even if you are there’s no law against having a little fun now is there?” 
 
    “I suppose not,” I replied. “But then I don’t want him too start liking me too much when I’m not really that attracted to him.” 
 
    “How do you know you’re not attracted to him? You’ve only just met him haven’t you?” 
 
    “Sure I suppose.” I shrugged. “Well whatever, like you say he seems rather shy and he hasn’t texted me yet even though I gave him my number. Perhaps he’s too bashful, I don’t know, but if he never does get up the courage to contact me I can’t say I’ll be too broken up about it.” 
 
      
 
    Letty and I watched a couple more films before she left me around nine. With nothing much on the television, and not wishing to watch another film alone, I was contemplating going to bed myself when the phone rang. 
 
    “Hi Alayna,” came a nervous voice on the other end of the line. “It’s Jake here. We met at the club last night, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, hi Jake,” I said, a little taken aback. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Asked Jake. “Is this a bad time to talk? 
 
    “Oh no not at all,” I replied quickly. “I’m just a little surprised you’ve called me, that’s all.” 
 
    “Do you mind?” The nervousness in his voice went up a notch. 
 
    “Oh no not at all,” I said quickly. “It’s just a bit of a novelty, that’s all. Most people I meet start off by texting.” 
 
    “I suppose I’m just a little old fashioned.” 
 
    I laughed. “Well I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that. You know what, Jake? I’m glad you’ve called me instead of texted.” I almost added it made me feel rather special, which it did, but I didn’t want to throw him off balance even more! 
 
    I asked him what he had been doing today. He told me his housemates had dragged him out to the pub but it was all rather dreary and quiet and so he had come home at the first opportunity and spent most of the rest of the day on his games console. I got the impression he doesn’t really like his housemates. He told me the street where he lives and I knew it well because one of my mother’s endless stream of ex-boyfriends had lived close by and I remembered it as a very rough part of town filled with cheap bedsits and shared houses.  
 
    I told Jake a little more about myself and what I had been doing with Letty this afternoon. Considering we were both naturally shy people I’m surprised at how easily we chatted and we had been talking for over half an hour before I even realised the passage of time.  
 
    “Well it just so happens that tomorrow is a Sunday,” he sighed at one point. “You think New Years Day is dull? Well what about having a Sunday afterwards? I don’t much like my job much but I’m sort of impatient for all this Christmas stuff to be over. I can only stand so many mince pies and chocolate!” 
 
    “Oh I’m sure I can take a little more chocolate but I know what you mean,” I laughed. “Still, at least a few more shops should be open.” 
 
    “And a few bars as well,” he replied. He paused before thinking again. “Now Alayna I was wondering if perhaps you’re not too busy you might want to meet me tomorrow?” He began hesitantly. “There’s this place near the docks, the smart part which they’ve recently done up, a bar called Rowan’s I think and I’ve always wanted to go there.” 
 
    “Oh yes I’ve heard of Rowan’s,” I replied keenly. “Although I’ve never been there myself. I don’t drink much you see.” 
 
    “Oh and nor me,” replied Jake. “Well, not when I can avoid being pressured into it anyway. Still, it seems like a really nice place with booths where you can just sit and chat and live music that’s not too loud. If you could I would love to be able to…” His voice trailed off. 
 
    “Yes Jake that sounds very nice indeed,” I said politely. “What time shall we say?” 
 
    “Around seven?” 
 
    “That sounds fine.” 
 
    “Great. I’ll see you there then.” 
 
      
 
    Jake sounded really happy and upbeat as we ended the conversation and once more I feel a little bad because of this because already it would seem as though he likes me far more than I like him. Still, one date to a bar is hardly a proposal of marriage and it is like Letty says, how can I know I don’t like him in that way until I find out more about him? He certainly likes me and wants to get to know me. Why shouldn’t I go out on a date with him? 
 
    Sunday 2nd January  
 
    This morning when I got up I took a bus to the shops and stocked up on general provisions and groceries that had run low over Christmas. Afterwards I came home and watched a little television and did a little reading before going off to take a shower a little before six. I picked my outfit for the evening carefully. I wanted to look nice but not overly sexy because like I said, I don’t want to get Jake’s hopes up too much. I dressed in a short woollen blue figure hugging skirt with a thick pair of black tights and ordinary black high heeled shoes, combed my hair and allowed it to hang loose over my shoulders and dabbed on a smattering of makeup.  
 
    Jake made an instantly good first impression on our date by turning up at my door promptly to collect me. I am a girl for whom good timekeeping is very important and I am glad he appears to feel the same. It was fairly brisk weather outside but not raining and the wind was not blowing too much and so we were able to enjoy the half mile or so walk to the docks, chatting amicably the whole time. 
 
    I had heard good things about Rowan’s and sure enough it had a very fine ambience about it. It was located in a modern building but had been decorated in a mock Tudor style that managed to come across as not too tacky. It was a quieter sort of bar where we could chat and get to know one another and I was glad he had chosen it.  
 
    We ordered something to eat and some drinks. I told him a little about my early life with my mother and how the two of us really didn’t get along and he listened sympathetically and made supportive remarks without offering well-meaning yet clueless which some who listen to a sob story and tempted to offer.  
 
    The more I spoke to Jake the more I ended up liking him. He didn’t try to be anything he wasn’t; he was not boastful towards me and he never tried to show off. He put himself down a little too much for my liking and doesn’t seem very confident of his own abilities. I also thought he came across as a little naïve and inexperienced when it came to women and yet I cannot say I really minded. It certainly didn’t put me off him or anything like that.  
 
    Once our date was over and he walked me home he did not try to embrace or hug me and afterwards I felt a little bad that I did not at least hug him. We said a fond goodbye and promised to meet up again soon and indeed we shall for I had a really nice evening with Jake. I came away liking him much more although I still don’t see myself dating him. Inevitably it was not long before I was being bombarded with text messages from Letty demanding to know how it had gone but for the most part I batted them off, feigning tiredness and promising to call her tomorrow evening. 
 
    Monday 3rd January 
 
    There was a cold rain falling as I set off to work this morning and I was tempted to take the bus. January is supposed to be the most depressing time of the year and I was certainly feeling more than a little deflated as I set out to work on this dreariest of days. This being the first day back at work following the Christmas break there was a great rush on at the counters for most of the day which at least meant that the time passed by quickly. Jake texted me during his lunch break to thank me for going out with him last night and I texted back to say I’d had a really good time. He wants to meet me for coffee some time during the week and so we agreed to coordinate our lunchbreaks and possibly get together on Thursday.  
 
    Due to cashing up I was a little late coming home and when at last I returned I kicked off my shoes, which were killing me, turned the heating up high, had a microwave meal and read a book until Letty called and we had a good long chat about everything that had happened on my supposed date with Jake last night before I went to bed around ten. 
 
    Tuesday 4th January 2018 
 
    Another grey day but then again what can one possibly expect of a January? Today at work was not quite so busy as yesterday but I still felt myself rather rushed off my feet. When I came home from work this evening I forced myself to cook a proper healthy meal of pasta, because I have been eating far too much junk and microwave meals lately. I had just finished the washing up and settled down with a cup of tea when, on a whim, I decided to call up Jake. He seemed pleased to hear from me, as well he might, because he is clearly very attracted to me! 
 
    “So, I began, leaning back on the settee and wiggling my toes to get comfortable. “How was your day?” 
 
    “Hectic,” replied Jake wryly. “So much more to do after Christmas. Everybody has these new expensive gadgets and gizmos which they’re looking to insure so they go shopping around for a quote and they’re always suspicious that you’re trying to rip them off and trying to argue the price down even though you’re just running through a script on a computer screen and can’t do anything about it. Then you’ve got the ones you have to turn down because of their poor credit score or some other such bad luck and they’re the ones who really start to get cross at you. I wish I didn’t have to work somewhere where you have to deal with such touchy subjects, and a lack of money is the touchiest subject of all!” 
 
    “Oh you don’t need to tell me!” I laughed. “Why we have all sorts coming into the back trying to draw out money they don’t have and wondering why on earth the cash machine won’t give them anything and when they find out they’re completely out of funds they can get so cross at us poor clerks as if we’re the ones who raided their accounts and spent it all on their behalf!” 
 
    “Well at least I don’t have to deal with them face to face,” said Jake sympathetically. 
 
    “Oh I don’t know,” I replied. “I find people can be far ruder on the phone than face to face. Face to face there is eye contact and it is so much more meaningful don’t you think?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” replied Jake. “Talking of which are you still going to meet me face to face for coffee on Thursday?” 
 
    “Why of course,” I laughed. “How smooth of you, Jake! You see, you do have a way with words, just like a journalist.” 
 
    “Now I don’t know about that,” chuckled Jake. “But I’m looking forward to seeing you on Thursday.” 
 
    “And I’m looking forward to seeing you too Jake,” I replied truthfully. Indeed every time I speak to Jake I find myself liking him more and more. I think I might also be at the stage whereby I actually fancy him although I’m certainly not going to let on to Letty just yet because I’m quite sure I would never hear the end of it! 
 
    Wednesday 5th January  
 
    It was another same old day at the bank today. I like my job for the most part, and I like the people I work with but it is on days such as these that the monotony can set in and I regret not going off to university and making something more of my life. I suppose I can eventually climb the ladder at work and perhaps one day take a management role but as I mentioned before I have never really been the ambitious sort and I’m not sure any of my superiors have ever even really considered me for advancement. 
 
    This afternoon the wind dropped and the sun came out and it was almost mild as a result. I had already eaten most of my food during my morning break and so I decided to go for a walk along the shops along the side streets during my lunch hour. I much prefer the side streets, for it is only really here that the independent shops have managed to survive. 
 
    In the older part of town on the way to the docks are a row of Tudor buildings which have been converted into shops and high class restaurants. The antiques emporium is set in one of the larger buildings across two floors. I always like to go into the shop when I get the chance. I like the low beams and the pleasant atmosphere of age although the items within are rather expensive and with the exception of a few postcards I have never really purchased anything from there, although I do like to look. 
 
    The great thing about this antiques emporium is that there is always new stock being put on the shop floor and as a result every time you walk in there is like a new experience. I especially like to go upstairs to experience the low beamed ceilings and the ancient wood panelling, and there are interesting displays to be seen there as well. 
 
    For some reason on this particular day my eye was immediately drawn to a row of whips and canes laid out on a table. The implements had some age but were still in good condition. My eyes fell upon a smooth rattan cane with a curved end. I picked it up, finding it to be light and supple but very strong. I turned my head to make sure nobody could oversee what I was doing before swishing the cane through the air. The cane felt so satisfying in my hand and I felt so powerful wielding it. I looked down at a spot near the table and imagined I had a naked male slave bent over it, his pink bottom pert and firm as he waited for me to punish him. That, I decided there and then, was where I have been going wrong all this time. I did not realise that men needed to be taken in hand and punished hard when they erred. I smiled and replaced the cane then picked up a smooth back leather riding whip. The whip was slightly heavier than the cane but felt just as good to hold. I wondered if I could give it hard enough like a man surely needed; I wondered if I could give it hard enough to make him cry. At that moment I found myself thinking about Jake; about how sweet and respectful he has been to me and wondered whether I could give him the whip and the cane? I was surprised to conclude that the answer was most definitely yes. I would cane him and I would whip him and I would make him love every single second of it, and he would beg me to punish him further! I put down the whip quickly and shook my head, shocked by my own thoughts. What on earth was I think of, wanting to hurt such a nice fellow as Jake who had only ever been decent to me? I tried to think about Jarrod being bent over and punished but for some reason this gave me no satisfaction; only when I imagined it was Jake did I become slightly wet between my legs and my mind kept coming back to the scenario throughout the rest of the day, distracting me from my work. 
 
    Back home I made myself a salad and spent some time alternately texting Letty and Jake about our respective days. In Jake’s case it occurred to me that this afternoon at the antiques shop when I thought about thrashing him was the first time I had ever thought about him in anything approaching a sexual manner. Clearly I must be starting to fancy him quite a lot, but would he be altogether pleased if he knew what my attraction entailed? 
 
    Thursday 6th January 
 
    Another very ordinary day at work made brighter only because I was looking forward to meeting Jake for lunch this evening. At one I was off for an hour and walked the short distance across the high street to the coffee shop where Jake joined me a few minutes later (his walk being slightly longer than mine). I had already ordered us two coffees and as he came in and approached our table I stood up and greeted him with a friendly hug with which he seemed most pleased. 
 
    “So,” I began as I sipped my coffee. “Another awful day at work?” 
 
    “Oh well they’re mostly awful actually but I won’t bore you with the details,” replied Jake with a wry smile. 
 
    “Oh feel free,” I said kindly. “Come along now, Jake; I’m a sympathetic sort of girl. You can cry on my shoulder if you like.” 
 
    “I’m not sure it is really very manly to cry in front of a girl,” said Jake with a smile. 
 
    “Oh I don’t know,” I replied. My mind instantly flashed back to the previous day in the antiques shop when I had considered what it would be like to cane and whip him until he sobbed and I could not help but smile. “But please,” I said formally, forcing myself back to the more realistic present. “It is more than just the work isn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh it is just like a bit of a sweatshop in there,” replied Jake sorrowfully. “So much pressure for so little reward and all the supervisors and managers shouting at you and pressuring you all the time. The pressure is always on to sell more quotes but you can hardly sell a good quote when people can get the same service cheaper elsewhere now can you?” 
 
    “Oh I know the feeling,” I replied sympathetically. “We’re always being asked to sell things at the bank too – credit cards mostly and sometimes loans and I just don’t feel comfortable doing it, you know? Still, it doesn’t sound as though I have as much pressure on me as you. What you need is to change your job, Jake.” 
 
    “You’re right of course,” acknowledged Jake. “But it’s easier said than done.” 
 
    “You mean you don’t have the confidence,” I told him perceptively. “But you’re clearly such a bright fellow and I can already see you’ve got so much going for you. You just need a push in the right direction, that’s all.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re right,” replied Jake. I saw then in his eyes that he likes me a great deal, something I do not usually notice in a fellow. I for my part like him a lot more now and I am in no doubt that I fancy him. His rounded features seem to shine now and I find his vulnerability cute and very appealing. To top it all off of course he is such a nice fellow. Such a nice, submissive fellow. 
 
    Myself and Jake reluctantly parted as the hour was coming to a close. He walked back with me to the bank and just before we parted ways I hugged him again and he seemed really happy at this and asked me out again on Saturday. I accepted of course and felt really happy as I went back to work, so much so that my colleagues asked what on earth had gotten into me. I didn’t tell them of course but I did tell Letty all about it on the phone when I got home that evening and she was very interested and encouraging as I knew she would be. We are meeting up tomorrow for a drink so I shall be able to tell her all about it then! 
 
    Friday 7th January 
 
    I went to work feeling upbeat this morning despite the cold drizzle and the grey skies. I am greatly looking forward to seeing Jake tomorrow and yet for some reason those wicked thoughts of mine just wouldn’t leave me alone which was why, that lunchtime, I returned to the antique shop. I went back upstairs and was pleased to find that the cane and the whip were still there. I have been thinking about them a great deal and am sorely tempted to buy them but what on earth would I end up doing with them? In all seriousness I surely could not use them on Jake even if he was my boyfriend. Why he looked like the sort of nice, sensible fellow who would run a mile at the very suggestion and I hardly have the sort of character typical of a dominatrix. I don’t know what has happened to me that I have such wicked thoughts, the implements just feel so good in my hands and I’m sure that if I only had some submissive slave boy to use them on I would positively explode with happiness. Gosh, looking back at what I just wrote makes me think I must be going quite mad! 
 
    I forced myself to put down the cane and the whip and resolved that I would not come here again if the implements were going to have such a terrible effect on me. Instead I tried to think wholesome thoughts about meeting Letty later and the film I was going to see with Jake tomorrow.  
 
    At the stroke of five I left work and made my way home whereupon I had a quick bite to eat, showered and changed ready to go out. I met Letty in a pub close to the town centre not too far from where I work. It was not too busy at all after the Christmas rush and it was good to be somewhere we could chat properly. 
 
    “I must say I am starting to like him more and more,” I told Letty when she asked me about Jake. “It is strange really because he is quite unlike any boy I have gone for before. You know how I usually like them – big and rough and unreliable like Jarrod. You know I’m actually surprised at how little I think about Jarrod already; then again he never really made that much of an impression on me.” 
 
    “Well if he wasn’t giving you good sex – and it sounds to me as though he wasn’t – I’m not at all surprised,” replied Letty. “After all, he never really seemed to have that much going for him in the first place. I wonder if you like Jake because he doesn’t seem the sort to give you any drama?” 
 
    “Perhaps you’re right,” I replied thoughtfully. “But that isn’t to say I find him uninteresting you understand. I think in some ways he might be struggling.” 
 
    “Struggling?” 
 
    “Yes, with his self-esteem,” I replied. “He has this really awful job in a call centre at an insurance company which he hates and he wants to be a journalist only he doesn’t have a confidence to go after it. I suppose that’s what intrigues me so much about him. He has so much potential I think, and there is a fragility to him as well. I sort of feel as though I want to look after him, to have him submit to me, to lead him to greater things and to punish him when he steps out of line.” 
 
    “To punish him?” Repeated Letty in confusion. 
 
    “Why of course,” I smiled discreetly. “If you’re going to be in charge you have to be prepared to punish, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Now that sounds very kinky indeed!” Exclaimed Letty, scandalised. “Jake sounds as though he might turn out to be a very lucky boy!” 
 
    “Provided I’m right about him of course,” I said wickedly. 
 
    “Oh I’m sure you’re right about him,” laughed Letty. “He’ll be your slave, Alayna, no problem. You have a women’s intuition after all. You’re always going to be right about these sorts of things!” 
 
    I laughed and was about to let on about my desires concerning the cane and the whip that had tempted me in the antiques shop earlier today but at this point Letty abruptly changed the subject and began to talk about her own potential suitor and on reflection I was glad she did so. After all, I don’t want to shock her too much! 
 
    Saturday 8th January 
 
    I was up at eight today on another cold and rainy January day and with little else to do before meeting Jake I decided to tidy my apartment from top to bottom, which took me most of the morning. A little after noon I made myself some lunch then sat on the settee with a large packet of crisps watching an old film before starting off to the shower around half four to get ready for Jake picking me up at six. After I had towelled myself off I discarded my robe and stood naked, looking at myself for a while in the full length mirror and wondering if Jake would like my body when the two of us finally got around to making love. I realised then that I had assumed that Jake and I would make love tonight when we walked me back to the apartment and I invited him upstairs but now I was not so sure. After all, I had not even kissed him yet and was it not, after all, entirely my decision as to when we should make love? I decided that I would make Jake wait for me a little longer because knowing how much he desired me he would surely appreciate me even more once he finally got to have me. A week or so wouldn’t hurt our relationship, quite the opposite in fact. 
 
    I decided to wear my long sleeved blue dress with just a pair of tights to cover my legs. I knew that really it was too cold for tights unless one was proposing to drink copious amounts of alcohol to conceal one’s sensation like a lot of girls who go out clubbing do but it would be warm at the cinema and I did so want for Jake to think that I was sexy. I wanted to catch him looking at me tonight, and perhaps I would scold him for it and tell him he was a very naughty boy and needed to be punished for it. The last thought came to me as I was putting on my lipstick and I could not help letting out a snort of laughter, causing a smudge and forcing me to wipe it off and start all over again. When I was at last finished it was almost six. I gave myself one last look in the mirror and decided that I am not, after all, average looking but rather a strikingly attractive girl with feminine curves and the sort of large breasts and ass that made boys sit up and take notice and what was more my thighs did not look at all fat. Thus it was with a sense of newfound confidence that I went to answer the door to Jake when he called for me at the stroke of six.  
 
    “You look great,” said Jake cheerfully as we walked together towards the entertainment complex that housed the cinema. He was indeed checking me out and appreciating me but I had changed my mind about scolding him. I wanted him to look. 
 
    “You’re not looking too bad yourself,” I told him casually, and indeed it was true. He had done something with his hair to make it go back over his head and he was wearing a smart navy tweed jacket with dark blue jeans that sort of gave him the look of a rock star. 
 
    He shrugged. “Just a little something I threw together. 
 
    We got to the cinema a little while before the film started and so went for a drink in the bar beforehand. It turns out he is something of a film buff, just like me and has seen some of the obscure classic films of old Hollywood that I like so much.  
 
    The conversation in the bar caused us both to relax. As we sat down next to one another towards the back row of the cinema I moved closer to him and rested my head on his shoulder. He put his arm around me. I smiled and snuggled in close to him. His arm was tight around me, just how I like to be cuddled. 
 
    It was one of those films you enjoy when you see it but afterwards the magic fades somewhat and you decides that in fact it really wasn’t that good after all and you wouldn’t want to see it again. Fortunately the same could not be said for the rest of my date with Jake and I really felt as though a watershed moment had taken place between us: I was now very attracted to him indeed, and I wanted him to be my boyfriend.  
 
    As Jake was walking me home that evening I thought about what I was going to do and say to him when we got back. His arm was around me and I was leaning close to him and we were talking about silly, meaningless things as new lovers often do. As we reached my the front door of my apartment I paused and turned to face him. He came forwards nervously and slipped his arms around my waist. I smiled and moved forwards as he pulled me close. His kiss was nervous too but nothing if not sincere. I put my arms around his neck and hung on to him and pulled my body close to his so that I could feel his hardness against me. My lips devoured him with renewed passion and I had to remind myself not to become too carried away for in truth I could have unlocked the door, dragged him into the living room, ripped off his clothes and made love to him there and then. But I reminded myself that this relationship was going to be special. In this relationship I was going to be in charge and I would fight against my natural instincts and make him wait a little longer for me. Thus it was that all of a sudden I detached myself from his embrace and stepped away. He smiled, trying to hide the disappointment in his eyes. I wondered if he was going to ask if he could come in, or try to embrace me again; had he done I would surely have allowed it but instead he simply took a deep breath and smiled at me again. “Well goodnight then Alayna,” he said cheerfully. “I had a great time tonight.” 
 
    “And me too,” I replied. I hurried forwards and treated him to another quick kiss upon the lips. “I like you very much!” I exclaimed breathlessly before darting back into my apartment and closing the door behind me. I imagined him staring at the closed door looking a little bemused and I was sorry for this. I only hoped that in time he will understand the reason why I didn’t invite him upstairs. It is not because I don’t like him but rather because I like him very much and the very last thing I want is for everything to go wrong as it has done in all of my past relationships to date. I intend to slowly build up the foundations of this new romance in order that it can stand strong. Perhaps he will think me cruel; perhaps he will think I am leading him on and perhaps he will get completely the wrong idea and just leave me behind completely, go and find himself a more willing and less complicated girl. He might of course do any one of those things and yet somehow I don’t think that he will, knowing him as I do already. 
 
      
 
    Sunday 9th January 
 
    When I woke up this morning alone I felt a pang of self-pity that I was not waking up with Jake and for a while I regretted not making love to him, for we have gotten off to a far better start than any of my previous boyfriends and all of them would have made love to me by this point. I shook the feeling off and reminded myself of my earlier resolve then got up and went to make myself some breakfast. As I was drinking my coffee I received a text message from Jake telling me how he really liked me and how he hoped to see me again very soon and I waited a while before texting back, telling him that I too liked him very much and that, yes, I was very much looking forward to seeing him again. We proceeded to exchange texts throughout the day. I took my time to respond to his messages and tried not to give anything away. 
 
    At around three Letty came by to visit me and we drank tea and chatted. She spent last night on a date of her own with some fellow she was not entirely sure about because he reminded her a little too much of one of her ex-boyfriends when things were going well in the relationship. I told her she was silly to make the comparison and to judge him entirely on his own merits and after some persuasion she acknowledged that perhaps I was right and resolved to go on another date with him when he asked her.  
 
    “And how about you?” Asked Letty at last. “Your date with Jake? I’m quite sure he didn’t spend the night here because you would have told me by now.” 
 
    “Actually it went very well,” I replied primly. “And it turns out he was the perfect gentleman.” 
 
    “And? Did anything happen between you?” 
 
    “Not much,” I replied with a shrug. “After he’d walked me home I kissed him and left him on the doorstep.” 
 
    “Really? Replied Letty in some surprise. “He didn’t ask to come up or anything like that?” 
 
    “Actually no,” I replied. “And I am sort of glad of that.” 
 
    “Because you don’t really like him?” 
 
    “Oh no I do,” I told her. “But it is like I said, Letty, if I am going to have a relationship with him I want to be in charge in a way I was never really in charge during any of my previous relationships. I need to know that he will allow me to be in charge and not get all ‘alpha male’ on me or anything like that?” 
 
    “You mean you don’t want an alpha male as a boyfriend?” Asked Letty doubtfully. 
 
    “I mean a traditional alpha male,” I replied coyly. “There is more than one way for a fellow to be manly. Respecting my choices last night, for example, was a very manly thing to do even though I could feel how badly he wanted to have me.” 
 
    “You wanted to test his gallantry!” Exclaimed Letty teasingly. “How very medieval of you! How very chivalrous!”  
 
    “Well I wouldn’t put it quite like that,” I laughed. “But yes, in a way I suppose you’re right. It was a test of sorts. A test that he passed with flying colours.” 
 
    Monday 10th January 
 
    As I walked to work today I texted Jake to wish him a good morning and he responded in kind shortly afterwards. Needless to say I was in an excellent mood throughout the day and even more of my colleagues wondered what might be wrong with me.  
 
    Back home had just started to prepare dinner when the phone rang. I smiled. “Hi Jake!” I said girlishly as I answered promptly. “How’s you been today?” 
 
    “Oh I’ve been really good thanks Alayna,” replied Jake cheerfully. “For some reason not even my crummy job has been enough to get me down today! You don’t mind me calling you?” 
 
    “Mind?” I replied with a smile. “Why of course not Jake why on earth would I mind?” 
 
    “I just don’t want you to think I’m stalking you or anything like that.” 
 
    I had to laugh out loud at this. “You’re such an idiot!” I exclaimed jovially. “But it is just like you, Jake. You say a silly thing but somehow it is such an endearing thing. Of course I wouldn’t think you’re stalking me. We’re courting aren’t we?” 
 
    “Courting?” 
 
    “Well dating then, whatever you like to call it,” I laughed. “Either way I like you very much, Jake, and I hope I can see you again very soon.” 
 
    “Shall we go out again on Friday?” 
 
    I smiled. “I think I’d like to see you before that,” I said coyly. 
 
    “Wednesday then? We could meet for lunch if you liked?” 
 
    “That sounds very nice indeed,” I told him. “Shall we say the usual place? 
 
    “Oh absolutely!” Exclaimed Jake with boyish happiness.  
 
    I sat down on the settee, leaned back and smiled wistfully. “Thank you Jake,” I said dreamily. 
 
    “Thank me for what?” Replied Jake, sounding slightly bemused. 
 
    “Just thank you!” 
 
    Tuesday 11th January 
 
    At work today I had a bit of time in lieu left over from last year and so was able to leave off at three. I have a new spring in my step and am feeling so much more confident about things. So confident, in fact, that I decided to renege upon my earlier pledge and took a walk up to the antiques shop in the old Tudor house on the side road. I was so glad when I found that the cane and the whip were still there. Never mind that I might never use them on Jake, I needed to possess them for my own sake. To hold them in my hands is like holding orbs of power of the type you see in those old science fiction films from the 1960s. I was a little nervous about making the actual purpose in case the fellow who served me guessed their actual purpose but in fact he didn’t bat an eyelid and even gave me a 10% discount because they came to over £20. I nonetheless asked him to wrap them up for me and was nervous as I carried them through the streets towards home in case somebody I knew should spot me and find out what they were.  
 
    No sooner was I back in my own apartment I took my purchases straight through into the bedroom whereupon I carefully unwrapped them, laid them out before me and then knelt down upon the bed just looking at them for a long time, wondering what it would be like to use them on a willing slave, wondering how they would feel and what sort of marks they would make and how many strokes I would be able to give with each implement before the victim was begging for mercy at the very limit of his endurance. I reached out and began to run my fingers across the smooth wood and leather of each implement. All of this is a fantasy and nothing more. Right now the only person I can ever envisage me using them on is Jake, which hardly seems fair seeing how sweet and gallant he has been to me. How on earth would I ever go about giving a sound thrashing to somebody whom I cared about very much indeed? 
 
    Wednesday 12th January 
 
    I could not concentrate on work very much this morning because I was so looking forward to meeting Jake for lunch – how sickening! As I saw him come in through the door to join me at the table I got up and kissed him happily, and it is a sign of how I feel about him that I am not normally one for public displays of affection. “Hello you!” I exclaimed cheerfully as we sat down opposite one another. “So how’s life?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Oh you know,” he sighed. “Work sucks as usual.” He looked up at me meaningfully. “Everything else is good though.” 
 
    “Confidence, Jake!” I exclaimed gently. “I’ve told you, you need to change your job. Look for something in journalism.” 
 
    “I suppose I could,” replied Jake, although he did not sound very committed about this. I decided that now was not the time to push it although I would definitely be doing something about it as our relationship developed. The conversation now turned to more general matters. I wondered, as he looked at me, if he was thinking about fucking me and I wondered too what he would think if he knew that at the same moment I was thinking about bending him over and caning him hard for no other reason than it made me wet to do so. I wondered what he would have thought had he known I had slept with the cane and the whip beside me last night and how much of a comfort it had given me to wake up beside them that morning. I was relishing my new sense of power. It made me feel alive and sexy and I knew I had to at least try to get Jake under my spell to see what he was prepared to take from me. He is such a decent fellow and I’m not sure he quite deserves to be punished although he certainly needs to be taken in hand.  
 
    Thursday 13th January 
 
    Another ordinary day at work although my boss seems to have noticed my new positive attitude and says I have seemed so much more productive of late although for myself I can’t say I have really noticed. For obvious reasons my mind has hardly been focused on work of late.  
 
    Back home my obsession with the cane and the whip continues. I took a pillow, puffed it up and placed it upon the bed. I practiced raising the cane high and brought it down very hard indeed across the pillow, looking down with interest at the deep groove it made on the fabric as I wondered how it would feel against a firm, submitted bottom, before doing the same with the whip. How many strokes could a person reasonably be expected to take, I wondered? Would it hurt more across the thighs (I imagine it would). How hard should I give it? Would the pain be too much for them to take and would they subsequently need to be tied down for it? If I were to start dominating Jake in this fashion, presuming he has never been spanked before (and I’m quite sure he has not!), how should I start off? How should I even broach the subject without sending him running for the hills?  
 
    Friday 14th January 
 
    I spent another long day at work waiting for it to end so that I might go home and get ready for my date with Jake. I have never felt like this before about a guy; almost giddy and helpless and distracted. I decided early on that for the sake of my sanity I could hold out on him no longer. Tonight, if he was willing, I would make love to him and from this point could our relationship truly begin to flourish.  
 
    I hurried home from work at five, knowing I did not have a great deal of time because Jake was picking me up at half-past-six and we were going to eat out in a Mexican restaurant a little way from the centre of town. After a quick shower it was time to think about what I was going to wear. I decided to put on my short red dress this time which is the sexiest dress I have along with my matching red high heeled shoes and I also styled my hair and when I looked at myself in the mirror afterwards I thought myself incredibly beautiful. How lucky Jake is to be seeing a girl as sexy as me. I’m sure he must be the envy of all his friends already. 
 
    Like the dutiful fellow he was Jake was outside my door at the stroke of half-past six. I answered promptly and allowed him to admire me for a while, his eyes as large as saucers as he looked me up and down and I felt incredibly beautiful once more as his eyes scanned me in wonder. Perhaps I don’t need the whip at all to make him my slave? 
 
    I came to him and as I did so he put his arms around me and kissed me tenderly, holding me tightly in his strong arms and I thought about how sexy he looked too in his white shirt with the top two buttons undone and his hair all styled back. “I’ve been looking forward to our date very much, Jake,” I told him between passionate kisses. “But you know it is not the thought of where we go that makes me happy but the thought of being with you.” 
 
    “Oh Alayna you’re so right!” Exclaimed Jake breathlessly. “I really don’t care what happens right now, just as long as I’m with you!” 
 
    Jake was turning me on very much with both his words and his kisses and I could quite easily have led him through into the bedroom right there and then but then again we had a table booked and it would be a shame to rush things. At last we broke away from one another and began to move down the steps towards the front entrance. He put his arm around me as we walked and I leaned my head on his shoulder.  
 
    The Mexican place was about the finest restaurant I had been to for a long time and it had a real authentic feel about it. The food was delicious too; I had a paella whilst Jake ordered some enchiladas and we happily chatted and munched away.  
 
    “Oh Jake!” I exclaimed as I looked at him dreamily. “I only wish you knew what you have been doing to me this last week! I’m quite sure I’ve got all hearts in my eyes!” 
 
    Jake smiled. “And you, Alayna,” he said reverently. “You must realise how much I like you? Why I sometimes feel as though I have been incomplete my entire life without holding you in my arms; when we are together it is like some sort of electricity passes between us.” 
 
    “Chemistry do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t doubt it!” 
 
    We finished up our meal. Jake called over for the bill which he insisted upon paying even though I’m fairly sure I earn more money that him. “So where shall we go now?” He asked lightly as he helped me with my coat and we prepared to leave. 
 
    I took him by the hand and led him outside then put my arms around him and kissed him tenderly. “Back to my place,” I said in a voice filled with promise. “I think it is time the two of us were alone together, don’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, well if you think so, Alayna,” replied Jake. He seemed slightly nervous and it was hardly the answer I was expecting. After all, ‘if you think so’ is hardly an expression of the deepest passion and I was slightly deflated at first as we walked back before I suddenly realised that there might well be another reason for his reticence. I was smiling once more by the time I showed him through into my apartment and invited him to sit down on the settee, my confidence soaring as I guessed the truth.  
 
    I left Jake in the living room whilst I went through into the kitchen and put the kettle on. I returned a few minutes later with two steaming mugs of coffee which I set down on the small table before us. I sat down beside Jake and snuggled up with him. He put his arm around me and we kissed and hugged, our bodies pressing together. It was at this point that most men would have pushed me back on to the sofa and started tearing at my clothes but I had a feeling that Jake would not do that and sure enough he appeared perfectly content to just kiss and cuddle. I allowed this for several minutes, and enjoyed it very much as well but at last I sat up and broke off from kissing him although our arms remained around one another and my face was serious as I looked into his eyes. “Now then,” I began formally. “I get the impression, and don’t take this the wrong way, Jake, that you perhaps don’t have a great deal of experience with girls.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Asked Jake, sounding slightly worried. “Have I done something wrong? Am I not very good at kissing or…” 
 
    “Now Jake I told you not to take it the wrong way!” I exclaimed. “Of course you’re a good kisser; all I meant was that you seem rather hesitant, a little unsure of yourself.” 
 
    “I suppose you said it yourself on Wednesday,” said Jake. “I don’t have a great deal of confidence in myself.” 
 
    “Well that isn’t a problem at all Jake,” I told him reassuringly. “Quite the opposite in fact. I’m at a point in my life where I’m sort of looking for an empty canvas so to speak; a fellow who hasn’t had the chance to pick up any bad habits. Now I want you to tell me honestly, honey: have you ever made love to a girl before?” 
 
    Jake looked at me sharply, as though surprised at the question. Then his face dropped and he shook his head. I pulled him close and kissed him once more. “Now then Jake don’t be ashamed,” I told him gently. “I’m not worried at all and neither should you be. I like you very much indeed, you must know that?” 
 
    “Oh of course I do Alayna,” replied Jake stutteringly. “And I like you as well.” 
 
    “So? What’s the problem?” I asked him languidly. “You don’t need to be nervous around me, sweetie.” 
 
    “I’m not so worried about being satisfied myself,” replied Jake quietly. “It is more about pleasing you and I’m worried I won’t be able to do that.” 
 
    “You mean you want to bring me to orgasm?” I asked him. On the face of it this seemed like quite a big ask. After all, every man I had ever been with had been far more experienced than he and none of them had succeeded in bringing me to orgasm. But then again they had never really tried to do so. I opened my mouth to tell him it didn’t matter, that we could work on what I wanted later and that right now all I wanted was for us to make love, but I stopped myself just in time. Jake was quite right. It was very important for a boy to please a girl sexually and if I truly wanted to become the confident and dominant person I had dreamed of being his training must surely start now. I smiled. “And have you thought about how you would like to bring me to orgasm?” I asked frankly. “There are a few different ways you know.” 
 
    “Whichever way you like,” replied Jake sincerely. “Whichever way would bring you more pleasure I mean.” 
 
    I reached out to gently tousle his hair. “Quite a submissive sort of fellow aren’t you Jake?” I told him with a thin smile. “Well okay, I happen to believe that the best way to bring a girl to orgasm is with your tongue. Would you like to do that to me Jake?” (I did not add that in this assertion I am only guessing – I had never had a man go down on me before). 
 
    “Oh yes please!” Exclaimed Jake with enthusiasm.  
 
    I nodded thoughtfully. “Okay then Jake the plan is this. I am going to teach you how to go down on me in the living room. Afterwards I am going to take you into my bedroom and fuck you.” I smiled when I saw the look of surprise on his face. “Does it shock you that I swear, Jake? I’m afraid you’ll have to get used to it. The more turned on I become the dirtier my mouth becomes. That doesn’t mean I want to hear you swearing however, do you understand? I expect you to remain a gentleman throughout.” 
 
    “Oh absolutely Alayna,” replied Jake respectfully.  
 
    I ordered Jake to stand before me as I repositioned myself in the middle of the settee. As I did so my skirt rode up so to leave the majority of my thighs bare and I could see that he was staring at me lustfully. I looked up at him and smiled. “Now then,” I began, as I tried hard to contain my excitement. “I should like you to take off all your clothes.  
 
    “What? All of them?” Replied Jake in surprise.  
 
    “Why of course silly!” I exclaimed, unable to suppress a snort of laughter. “I shall not be taking all of my clothes off with you. Undressing me later on in the bedroom will be part of the next lesson.” I smiled again. This was quite ridiculous, I thought to myself, and Jake was quite within his rights to tell me to get lost with my quite outrageous demands but at the same time I knew perfectly well he would not do so.  
 
    Sure enough Jake did as I told him, taking his clothes off slowly, nervous at first as he folded up his jumper and shirt on the side before unbuckling his belt and removing his trousers and socks. His boxer shorts bulged with his hard cock and I stared hungrily at his crotch. As he went to remove his briefs he hesitated. I smiled and beckoned him forwards and when he came to me I pulled down his boxer shorts whereupon his cock sprang out, very long and hard and erect (I should say he is a very healthy ten inches). Jake’s face flushed red as I revealed his nakedness. “Now then silly there is no need to be embarrassed in front of me,” I scolded him gently. “You are shortly going to get a most excellent view of my tight wet little cunt. Now come along and take off your boxer shorts properly. I’m very horny you know!” 
 
    Jake did as he was told and I glanced longingly at his slimly toned body. The fact of him being naked whilst I was still clothed somehow seemed to emphasise my power over him. “You are making me extremely wet, Jake,” I told him huskily. “And I want you inside me very much indeed but first there is the matter of my own pleasure. Now then, I should like you to kneel upon the floor before me if you please. To go down on a girl means to worship between her legs and for that you must kneel.” 
 
    The floor was bare and wooden and I knew it would not be especially comfortable for him to kneel upon it and yet for some reason this thought served to turn me on even more. Jake slowly got down on his knees in front of me and placed his hands upon his knees in a submissive pose that somehow served to turn me on even more. 
 
    “Now then honey, I want you to reach up my skirt and take my knickers off,” I told him as I licked my lips and tried to stop my body from shaking.  
 
    I leaned back and lifted myself slightly off the settee with my hands as Jake obediently reached underneath my skirt and a moment later my knickers were sliding down my thighs, over my knees and past my high heeled shoes until he had removed them completely. I reached for his hand and guided it back beneath my skirt until he was touching my womanhood. Still holding his hand I moved his fingers around my clit in slow, rhythmic motions, leaning back and groaning softly as I did so. “You feel how wet I am for this already?” I asked him seductively as I licked my lips. “This area here is where you want to aim for with your tongue. You need to aim for the area a little above where you would ordinarily want to enter me but then again I’m sure I don’t need to tell you this! I shall guide you, honey, and I shall let you know when you are on it.” 
 
    At my instruction Jake hooked his hands around my thighs and moved his head forwards. I opened my legs a little wider and smiled as I felt his hair tickling against my soft inner thigh. I felt his tongue against me, nervous and probing at first and a little too high. I moved my body up and down until at last he had him where I wanted him to be. “There!” I whispered urgently as I reached down to stroke his hair encouragingly. “Right there honey!” 
 
    Jake mumbled and acknowledgement before going to work on my clit with his tongue. He licked me passionately and in long florid motions, alternating between fast and slow, stroking my thighs as he did so, his entire body completely devoted to my worship. I began to groan and gasp, my breasts rising and falling as I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his head before drawing him in even closer to me. It felt unimaginably good to have him licking me like this. My entire body was tingling as I gradually felt the knot of orgasm building from within my stomach. “Oh goodness me!” I exclaimed breathlessly. “Gosh Jake but you’re going to think me a right whore. You’ve only been going down on me a couple of minutes but already… oh goodness…!” 
 
    I threw back my head and cried out in a long and guttural gasp as I squirted hard upon his tongue, my orgasm intensive and overpowering, a total and glorious loss of control, my thighs clenching against his head in a tight grip which I did not even notice until I was coming down from my peak and I felt his nails digging into my thighs slightly as he struggled for breath.  
 
    I opened my legs, releasing Jake from my grip, stood up shakily and held out my hand to help Jake to his feet. He was red in the face and breathing heavily and it was clear I had squeezed him very tightly when I wrapped my legs around him. I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him close to kiss him very passionately indeed over and over again until we were both quite breathless. My hands moved up and down his body as I delighted in his nakedness.  
 
    “Was it good?” He asked hopefully between kisses. 
 
    “So fucking good like you wouldn’t believe honey!” I exclaimed excitedly before breaking away and taking him by the hand. “Come on, let’s go through into the bedroom! I need you inside me, Jake. I’ve been wanting you inside me for so long now that if I don’t take your cock right fucking now I’m quite sure I shall explode!” 
 
    I led Jake into my bedroom and closed the door purposely behind us. I kissed him some more before guiding him back on to the bed whereupon I climbed on top of him and moved to straddle him just below his cock. I took him between my thumb and forefinger and began to gently masturbate him up and down as we gazed into one another’s eyes. I smiled and licked my lips. “Touch me,” I ordered him gently. “Put your hands on my tits!” 
 
    Jake’s hands began to slowly move up my body, starting with my knees then up against my thighs and my stomach before finally gripping my breasts as instructed. “Squeeze them!” I commanded. “Hard!” 
 
    Jake obeyed, squeezing them until it hurt slightly and I cried out gleefully. I reached behind and unclipped my bra under my dress then removed my dress completely, taking my bra with it so that I was naked aside from my strappy red shoes. I moved his hands away from my breasts and placed them by his side and then, as our eyes locked together I rose up, took his cock between thumb and forefinger and impaled myself upon him, sinking down on him slowly as he groaned in satisfaction, his eyes a curious mixture of devotion and gratitude. I guided his hands up to my breasts once more and he gripped them tightly as I began to thrust on top of him, squeezing him between my thighs as the high heels of my shoes lightly dug into his curves. I felt so damned sexy and wanted at that moment as I tossed back my hair triumphantly, my body alive and electric with passion. I bent down to kiss him over and over again, driving him wild. His face was fixed with concentration and I could tell he was trying hard not to cum in order that he might satisfy me. Rising up again, on a whim, I seized hold of his wrists and moved them beneath my knees, applying pressure so that I was kneeling on his hands and pinioning him to the bed so that he was completely helpless. My hands pressed down upon his chest, long nails digging into his skin. “Cum inside me!” I ordered him lustily. “I want to feel you cum inside me, Jake! Go on; cum! Fill me up!” 
 
    Jake took a deep breath and at that moment I realised he was my most obedient of slaves and would do whatever I commanded of him. He groaned and cried out and I cried out too in delight as I felt his cock tense up inside me and a moment later he exploded in a long and glorious spurt of unconditional surrender.  
 
    After Jake had completed his ejaculation I kicked off my shoes and collapsed on top of him, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing his face and neck and lips over and over again before snuggling close to him as he held me in his arms. “So how was that?” I asked him as I gazed up at him. “Not bad from where I was sitting – or rather lying. You made me cum very hard, Jake, and that’s really all a woman can ask of a man during sex.” 
 
    “It was… it was amazing,” breathed Jake in wonder. “Why it was just fantastic! I loved how you took charge, Alayna, and how you dominated me; pinned my wrists to the bed and commanded me.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Do you think you will always like it?” I asked him as I kissed him lightly upon the lips. “Being dominated by a girl I mean?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna I think so,” replied Jake. “I suppose you’re right when you say I’m a rather submissive person.” 
 
    “And there is no shame in it at all my honey!” I told him passionately. “Why I wouldn’t have you any other way!” 
 
    We kissed and fondled one another for a long time afterwards and talked of making love again but we were too tired and after a while we lay limp in one another’s arms and my last sensation before falling off into a deep and glorious sleep was of him gently stroking my hair as our naked bodies pressed tightly against one another. 
 
    Saturday 15th January 
 
    Jake and I woke up early and at the same time a little after seven in the morning and we immediately started from where we had left off last night. We kissed passionately, his hands began to explore my body, I wiggled myself against his hard cock. His fingers reached between my legs. I smiled and allowed him to turn me over so that he was half on top of me, his fingers rubbing intensely upon my clit until I could take it no more. I closed my eyes, gritted my teeth, pressed my head against his chest and cried out as I came upon his fingers. Afterwards I lay with my head upon his chest as he gently stroked my hair. His cock was still very hard, for I had not yet returned the favour and allowed him to cum in return but this happen in time and we both knew it. 
 
    “Now then Jake there is something I need to discuss with you,” I said as I gazed up at him. “You are experienced now and that means you will become more confident but I do not want you to become cocky, do you understand? Rather I should like you to grow more confident about letting me take charge, for I believe this is the natural order of our relationship, Jake. You liked it when I took charge last night didn’t you, Jake, and that’s how you want it, am I right? You want me to take charge of you; you want me to dominate you, in the bedroom at least and perhaps elsewhere as well.” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Yes Alayna I think you’re right,” he told me sincerely. “It feels so natural having you dominate me and I don’t feel ashamed about it at all. Why would I? Is it so unmanly to want to devote yourself to a girl and please her however she sees fit?” 
 
    “Oh I don’t think so at all!” I said knowingly. I rolled over on to my front so that I was half on top of him. My hand reached for his cock and I began to slowly masturbate him as I looked into his eyes. “So tell me Jake,” I asked lightly. “Have you liked me from the moment you saw me?” 
 
    Jake nodded. His face was concentrating again and I could see he was trying to prevent himself from climaxing. “Yes Alayna,” he told me. “From the moment I saw you and then when I started talking to you I liked you even more. I was very nervous but I knew I had to overcome it and, well, talk to you. I had to try, you know?” 
 
    I smiled. “That’s very flattering honey,” I whispered to him. “And tell me, have you masturbated over me very much?” 
 
    “I…” Began Jake nervously. 
 
    “Come on, Jake, no secrets between you and me!” I laughed.  
 
    “Well I mean, have you ever…” 
 
    “No, no honey that’s not how it’s going to work,” I said soothingly. “Now I’m going to ask you again and this time I want you to answer me honestly. Have you ever masturbated over me?” 
 
    “Well actually Alayna,” replied Jake, swallowing hard. “I’m rather afraid I have. I’m sorry, it was very disrespectful.” 
 
    “Indeed it was,” I agreed primly. “Very disrespectful indeed, Jake.” I began to masturbate him a little more vigorously as I pushed my face closer to his. “Now you listen here, honey,” I told him with intensity. “I don’t want you masturbating over me again without my permission even if we are now seeing one another officially, do you understand me? In fact I don’t want you masturbating at all without my permission. I am a very greedy, very jealous girl, Jake, and when you cum I want it to be because of me and I want to play my part in it. Making you cum is a great deal of fun you see, and I do not want you leaving me out of it!” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Yes Alayna,” he said submissively. “But please, may I cum now?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes honey; yes you may.” 
 
    Jake gripped my free hand tightly and cried out as he ejaculated hard over my fingers, his excitement dripping down on to his stomach as it pumped out of his grateful cock.  
 
    After snuggling together a little longer I forced myself to get up and made us both a cooked breakfast. We sat down at the table in the kitchen opposite one another and held hands as we ate, smiling into one another’s eyes. I was tempted to keep Jake here in my apartment, and more specifically my bed, for the entire weekend with him but once more I was afraid of rushing things and besides, there were things I needed to do. The first thing I needed to do was to think. 
 
    Jake seemed fine about my sending him away although I could tell he was a little sad about leaving me as well he ought to be! We kissed passionately at the door and I promised to see him soon and then after he had gone I made myself a strong coffee and sat down on the settee in the living room contemplating the momentous events that had take place between us within the last twenty-four hours.  
 
    Jake was trusting me in our relationship completely and was more or less enslaving himself to me and yet for myself I was very much in uncharted territory. I had never been a mistress before and up until a few days ago I had never even thought of myself as one. Was I a monster? Was I being controlling, even abusive towards him? He had submitted to me freely, that was certainly true, but was it fair that he did so? What if he was having similar thoughts? What if even now he was thinking about what a strange girl I was and how on earth had he allowed himself to be duped by me? I tried to banish the thought from my mind. Jake had loved every moment of what I had done to me and even though he was submissive he was certainly not helpless. Everything I had done to him he had agreed to and what was more he was happy to have pleased me. Still, the nagging doubts continued and I came to regret sending him away. It was just like me to do what was most likely to make me unhappy – had he remained her we would surely have been making love by now and all of my darker thoughts would have been forgotten.  
 
    At around four the worry became too much. I picked up the phone. 
 
    “I thought I should call you,” I said nervously as I heard his familiar voice on the other end of the line. “To see how you were feeling.” 
 
    “Why how do you think I’m feeling?” Replied Jake buoyantly. “I’m on top of the world of course!” 
 
    “You don’t regret what happened between us?” I asked him anxiously. 
 
    “Regret it?” Replied Jake in astonishment. “Why of course not. Why on earth should I?” 
 
    “I was just a little worried, that’s all,” I replied. “Worried I might have scared you off. My behaviour; well on reflection I was surprised at myself. I was a little wild, reckless even considering that it was only the first time we’ve, well… made love.” 
 
    “But it was everything I wanted, Alayna.” 
 
    “And me too,” I replied gently. “So I wasn’t just selfish then? Only taking what I wanted?” 
 
    Jake laughed. “Oh come along now Alayna you’re always telling me to get more confidence and now you need to do the same! What you did to me was wonderful! I think the absolute world of you, Alayna, and I want nothing more than to please and submit to you however you see fit.” 
 
    “Oh Jake!” I exclaimed in relief. “You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear that!” All of a sudden my tone became formal. “You remember what I told you this morning?” I cautioned him lightly. “No masturbating without my permission?” 
 
    “I haven’t, I promise you!” Laughed Jake. “It isn’t to say I’ve not been tempted mind you but I’d never dare defy you, Alayna. You know that!” 
 
    “I should hope not young man,” I replied lustily. “Well listen here, I’ll see you really soon okay? Just as soon as I can manage. I’m missing you already.” 
 
    “And I’m missing you too Alayna.” 
 
    “Goodbye Jake honey.” 
 
    “Goodbye Alayna.” 
 
      
 
    After I had hung up on Jake I almost immediately picked the phone up again. “Letty?” 
 
    “Alayna!” Exclaimed my friend’s voice excitedly. “Do you have anything to tell me?” 
 
    “Yes so much but I’m not even going to begin telling you over the phone,” I said conspiratorially. “Look, meet me for lunch somewhere tomorrow will you? I shall tell you all about it then and goodness knows I need to talk to somebody about it.” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” replied Letty gleefully. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world you know Alayna. It must be important if you don’t want to talk to me on the phone about it.” 
 
    “Important to me,” I replied quickly. “Although I wouldn’t blame you if you just laughed in my face. No, actually, I’d blame you very much if you did that because you’re supposed to be my friend. Anyway, I’ll see you tomorrow around twelve at the usual place.” 
 
    Sunday 16th January 
 
    I did not sleep very well at all that night and felt lonely when I awoke too early when it was still dark. I wished more than ever that I hadn’t sent Jake away yesterday morning but it was too late to do anything about that now. I forced myself to get up, showered, got dressed, had breakfast and about three cups of coffees then just sat around on the settee hopping through the channels until it was time to meet Letty for lunch.  
 
    Letty was very pleased to see me as she always is when there is gossip to be discussed. “So tell me,” she said as we sat down at a booth far enough away from the other customers to not be overheard. “Tell me everything that happened between you; did you do it?” 
 
    “Oh yes of course,” I replied, my tone matter of fact. “And very good it was too. He was very attentive towards me you know?” 
 
    “Was he indeed?” Replied Letty archly. 
 
    “Indeed,” I affirmed formally. “I wanted to take charge and he certainly lets me do that.” 
 
    “And is that a problem?” Asked Letty. “Is he too submissive I mean?” 
 
    “Oh no I don’t think so,” I replied. “I mean he gave me an orgasm, Letty and he’s the first fellow who ever did that it is just, well, I’m worried about the responsibility.” 
 
    “The responsibility?” 
 
    “Yes. Worried I might go too far,” I sighed. “I take control and I know that he wants me to take control and order him what to do but I don’t want it to get too much for him or anything like that.” 
 
    “Well if you ask me you’re worrying too much,” replied Letty frankly. “That’s just the way some people are and there’s nothing wrong with it at all. Just take things slowly like you would any relationship, gradually test the boundaries and find out what you both want. Did it feel right at the time?” 
 
    “Oh yes Friday night made me feel amazing, Letty,” I told her enthusiastically. “I have so much more confidence in myself, I walk higher and what is more I actually feel beautiful, sexy; wanted!” 
 
    “Well there you are,” smiled Letty. “Don’t worry about pushing him a little further; he’ll tell you if it gets too much and don’t overthink the situation either. What you’re worried about is that everything is going right for you in a relationship for once and you’re worried it is too all good to be true. Well what I say is don’t worry about it, Alayna! You’ve found a fellow who is totally compatible with you; one who shares your interests in the bedroom – an interest in female domination in the bedroom that is! Explore this interest, Alayna; take it further – go on an adventure together!” 
 
    “You know Letty I think you may be right,” I smiled, feeling much more reassured by her words.  
 
    Monday 17th January 
 
    I had wanted to meet Jake for lunch today but his tyrannical bastard bosses insisted he was not allowed to take his lunch break until half-past-two (as if that’s any sensible time for lunch) and so in the end I had to do without. Still, things have quietened down some what following the New Year rush and I was virtually able to complete my shift on autopilot.  
 
    Jake called me around six in the evening just as I was preparing dinner. “Hi Alayna,” he said, sounding rather dejected. “How have you been doing today?” 
 
    “You don’t sound happy,” I said with concern. “It isn’t me is it?” 
 
    “Of course it isn’t,” laughed Jake. “Really Alayna I don’t want to bore you with it all.” 
 
    “Oh come now you can bore away!” I exclaimed lightly. “I’m certainly going to bore you with my problems sooner or later!” 
 
    “Suffice to say I’ve been chewed out for not making enough sales,” he muttered. “I got a real telling off in the office earlier today, and in front of all my colleagues too. My manager told me I was close to the bottom of the sales tree and unless I bucked up my ideas I’d find myself with a written warning.” 
 
    “Oh honey it does sound to me as though you’re a bit wasted there,” I sighed sympathetically. “Why it doesn’t sound as though they appreciate you at all, and also you don’t seem cut out for it at all.” 
 
    “I know, I know, I need to get another job,” sighed Jake. “It’s just a little hard to build yourself up sometimes.” 
 
    “I know it is sweetie,” I said pleasantly. “But hey, I’m going to help you, remember?” 
 
    “Damn it but I want to see you so badly!” He exclaimed. “I wish I could come over but I’m afraid I just wouldn’t be any good to you. I’m absolutely exhausted already and its only the start of the week. There is one thing though.” 
 
    “Yes honey?” 
 
    “Seeing as I can’t get over to see you tonight I was wondering if I might have your permission to…” 
 
    I laughed. “No honey!” I exclaimed. “I’m feeling pretty frisky for you myself and I want to see you sometime this week; shall we say Wednesday?” 
 
    “Why not tomorrow? Or even tonight? To hell with it, Alayna, I’m not too tired to come and see you. Let me come over and I’ll just fall asleep against you or something.” 
 
    I smiled. “No,” I replied simply. “I know how much you want it and I want to make you wait for it. It will make it so much better for us and you need to focus on making some more sales. You might not like your job but you’d be pretty stuffed without it. Now you will be a good boy won’t you? Promise you won’t defy me?” 
 
    “Oh no Alayna,” replied Jake, sounding more than a little disappointed. “I promise I won’t defy you.” 
 
    Tuesday 18th January 
 
    I missed Jake terribly today. Why was I doing this to him, I wondered? Making him wait so long before seeing me again when I was torturing myself just as much by not seeing him. Was this really the mark of a dominant and successful mistress?  
 
    As it happens it was a rather unsuccessful day all around. They put me down in the vaults at work today engaged in a general stocktake. I don’t like being down in the vaults with the great iron doors which I always fear are going to slam shut on me and entomb me in total darkness and I was glad to get out of there at five. I walked home and on the way, because I have not spoken to her since Christmas day, I called my mother but it was a rather strained conversation and to tell the truth I find it rather hard to talk about. 
 
    I was still feeling down when I called Jake shortly after finishing dinner. He was sympathetic and supportive of course and as we chatted I realised just how much I needed him beside me. Once more I was sorely tempted to call him around to be with me tonight and yet I knew I must resist. I may not be the best of mistresses but even a half decent one keeps her promise to her slave.  
 
    Wednesday 19th January 
 
    Today at last was the day I would be reacquainted with Jake and I was almost deliriously happy as I walked to work that morning. My good mood did not last of course, especially as I was once more placed down in the vault and the time dragged as well because I had something to look forward to.  
 
    My mood improved somewhat during my lunch hour when I went out and bought myself a nice pair of silk stockings and some lacy black underwear to wear for him later. Back home a few hours later I took a long soak in the bath before getting ready. The stockings and underwear made me feel very sexy indeed. I loved the way the stockings hugged my legs, the way the knickers framed my ass tight and the way the bra pushed up my breasts to show off my already ample cleavage. All the same I decided I was going to surprise Jake that evening and so over the underwear I put on a sensible woollen tartan dress and a cashmere sweater, put my hair into a ponytail then put on my black framed glasses which I very rarely wear. I had initially thought that I wanted to vamp Jake when he came to see me and had planned a short dress that cut my cleavage low but then again I have always secretly had a thing for the librarian act. It thrilled me that I was going to greet Jake looking all serious and preppy when underneath I was wearing something very sexy and very slutty indeed.  
 
    Jake was due round at half-past six and he was prompt and punctual as usual. As soon as I saw him I all but dragged him inside and threw my arms around him and a moment later we were kissing so passionately it was a wonder how I managed to resist dragging him off into the bedroom. “Damn it I missed you so much!” I exclaimed breathlessly.  
 
    “No more than I missed you I’m sure,” avowed Jake as he kissed me again. “Oh Alayna after the week I’m having at work I never want to have to leave your arms!” 
 
    I laughed and broke away from him as I heard the saucepan bubbling over in the kitchen and rushed off to continue the cooking. We were not going out today. Instead I was cooking him dinner; spaghetti bolognaise which is about the only thing I know how to cook from scratch. 
 
    “So, am I a good cook?” I asked hopefully as we sat down to dinner around fifteen minutes later. 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” replied Jake appreciatively. “Why this is delicious, Alayna. Really good indeed.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” I smiled. “Do you cook much at home?” 
 
    “Truth be told I don’t get much chance to,” replied Jake sheepishly. “Living with so many others in a shared house makes cooking rather difficult and so most of the time I just throw something into the microwave or pop to a fast food place on my way home.” 
 
    I sighed and shook my head at this. “You men,” I tutted.  
 
    After dinner Jake offered to help me wash up but I told him we were going to leave it and instead stood up and beckoned him to me. I realised at that moment just how much he is starting to mean to me. Every time he puts his arms around me he looks at and holds me as though I am some sort of precious jewel. Never before have I ever felt so desired. 
 
    “I want you very much,” I sighed longingly as I gazed into his eyes. 
 
    He leaned forwards and kissed me again. “Will you let me kneel and worship you again?” He asked hopefully.  
 
    I smiled. “You will worship me but you shall not kneel,” I told him. “I have been thinking all day about what I might do to you to please us both. You do still want me to dominate you don’t you?” 
 
    “Oh more than anything,” affirmed Jake. 
 
    I detached myself from his embrace and took his hand. “Come along then,” I said gently. “Let us go through into the bedroom.” 
 
    My heart was thumping as I led him through the living room and into my bedroom beyond. He made to speak but I placed a finger to his lips and told him that from now on he was not to say anything unless I spoke to him first. “I am looking for total obedience from you, Jake; do you understand?” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna,” replied Jake obediently.  
 
    I ordered Jake to lie on his back on the bed whereupon I proceeded to straddle him. My fingers began to slowly unbutton his shirt as he gazed up at me with longing and I helped him out of it so that he was bare chested. I leaned forwards to kiss him then reached beneath the pillow for a long red silk scarf which I had concealed there earlier for this very purpose. I held the scarf over him and twisted it in my hands, smiling down at him knowingly. “Place your wrists together for me please honey,” I said gently. Jake did as he was told then raised his hands up towards me. I began to wrap the scarf around his wrists several times, making sure I pulled it tightly before guiding him back to the bedposts. I attached the scarf to the topmost bar of the bedposts, binding him tightly so that the skin bulged slightly around the fabric. “And just like that you are all tied up my honey,” I said, my eyes wide with longing. “Oh gosh I wish I could make you understand how amazing you look like this; all bound and helpless just for me!” I reached up and began to absently fondle my breast over my top.  
 
    Jake gazed up at me in wonder. “And if only you could realise how amazing you look from my position!” He exclaimed breathlessly. “Gosh Alayna but you really are the most beautiful thing in the world!” 
 
    I smiled, delighted by his devotion, then removed my top to reveal my silky back bra. Jake’s eyes were affixed to my breasts as I reached down, unclipped the catch on my skirt and slowly unzipped it, deliberately taking my time for as far as I was concerned being made to wait for it was all part of the pleasure. Soon my expensive sexy underwear was fully visible. Jake’s eyes scanned every inch of my body and at that moment I had never felt more wanted. I moved down his body a little and began to unbuckle his belt, slipping off his trousers and his sock before removing his boxer shorts to reveal his nakedness in all his glory, his cock straining for me. I came to straddle him again, the fabric of my knickers pressing against the shaft of his cock as my wetness seeped through. I looked down at my cleavage, my breasts seeming more perfect in this bra than they had ever done before as they rose and fell in anticipation of what was about to take place between us. I reached down and began to gently stroke his face before moving my thumb into his mouth and allowing him to suck it as my other hand lightly and slowly scratched his chest. “So is this nice for you, Jake?” I asked him seductively as I cocked my head to one side. “Having me on top of you like this but not being able to touch me?” 
 
    Jake nodded and I wondered if he was capable of speech at all for in truth he appeared completely in awe of me. 
 
    “I should like to sit on your face honey,” I told him as I reached behind to remove my bra. “I am going to take off my knickers, sit on your face and you are going to make me squirt my orgasm all over you. Whilst I am sitting on your face I shall be playing with your cock – jerking you and sucking you but you are not permitted to cum without my express permission do you understand?” 
 
    “I guess so Alayna,” replied Jake, a look of worry crossing his face. “I mean I’ll try for you but to tell the truth I could cum right now if you commanded it!” 
 
    “See that you don’t you naughty boy!” I exclaimed with gusto as I climbed off him and removed my knickers. 
 
    I now proceeded to straddle Jake backwards across his chest, smiling as I imagined him looking lustfully at my glistening centre and my perfectly rounded ass and my legs in the black silk stockings (so what if this sounds vain and conceited? Why should I not feel sexy?!) I began to lower myself upon his face, groaning softly as I felt his tongue against me. As I pushed him back on to the bed and pressed my ass against him I bit my lip and let forth with a sigh of satisfaction, for like the obedient slave he was he had found my clit straight away and a moment later was obediently lapping away at my yearning clit. I closed my eyes, groaned and wiggled and gyrated, delighting in my power over him. My eyes fell upon his hard cock and I thought about how much he must be wanting me and what torture it would be for him to have me playing me him only to know he was absolutely forbidden to cum. I leaned forwards, took hold of his cock and began to vigorously masturbate him up and down, tickling his balls with the fingers of my other hand. Beneath me I was aware of a dull groan as his entire body tensed up and I felt a thrill of excitement shoot through my body as I realised how I was torturing him. After a while I now proceeded to lay across his body, pushing myself further into his face as I started to lick the tip of his cock before moving up and down the shaft, masturbating him at the same time before taking him in my mouth completely. He was a big boy alright but I am an experienced girl and can be an accomplished whore when I want to be. Soon I had taken him right to the base and started sucking him up and down. I sucked him until it all became too much for me. I was so wet that I could feel my excitement running down his face in rivulets. My cries of passion filled all corners of the room; so dominant and yet so feminine at the same time. My orgasm exploded with an almost frightening intensity and for a moment I was worried that I might drown him in my spurt for had I not experienced it myself I would never have thought it possible to cum as hard as I did that evening. I collapsed down across his body, hugging his leg as my cheek pressed against his inner thigh, tears running down my eyes as I recovered myself. When at last I was able to do so I rose up shakily and turned myself around to straddle Jake once more. “What a naughty boy you are Jake,” I said blearily, my hair all messed up and cascading down my face as I impaled myself upon his cock. “Making me cum as hard as that. Why I have a good mind to just leave you tied up all night and not let you cum at all!” 
 
    Jake nodded and it was clear I had taken the wind out of him. He looked so fantastic tied to the bed beneath me and I wondered whether now was the right time to tell him how I had completely fallen in love with him. On this latter notion I resisted, bouncing up and down upon his cock, thrusting and twisting and moaning until I felt myself on the verge of orgasm once more. I wondered how he had managed to hold out for so long then remembered that I had expressly forbidden him to cum. I looked into his eyes which were pleading and desperately. “Just one more moment honey,” I gasped as I placed a hand upon my thigh to steady myself. “I’m close again you see and I think… Yes… almost…” Oh yes I’m there! I’m there! Cum as hard as you like inside me!” My clit exploded for the second time in five minutes and although this orgasm was perhaps not as intensive as the first the feeling of Jake crying out and ejaculating hard inside me as I reached my peak made it every bit as satisfying and even more special. 
 
    Afterwards I untied Jake and lay with my head on his chest as he held me tightly. I took his hand in mine and admired the deep grooved in the skin that the ties had made from his straining. I hoped they would still be there tomorrow as a reminder of what I had done to him.  
 
    “Alayna I need to tell you something,” whispered Jake urgently. “It is very important but then again if I am to be your slave I must be honest with you at all times, must I not? I must always tell you what is on my mind?” 
 
    “Why of course,” I replied simply. “Why, is there something you need to get off your chest?” 
 
    “Only that I love you,” replied Jake nervously. “I know its silly and you’ll say I can’t be sure because we’ve been going out less than a week but I just know, Alayna. I love you passionately, intensely and unconditionally and if this makes you uncomfortable then I’m sorry but there it is. You want me to bare my soul to you and I have and there is no mistake either. I love you and I have never been more certain of anything in my life.” 
 
    I was silent for a long time in response to this. Then I began to laugh. “Well thank goodness for that!” I exclaimed in relief. “And there I was thinking I was such a freak for being so in love with you after less than a week!” 
 
    I threw my arms around him and kissed him over and over again. Soon he had become hard once more and so we made love again, once more with me on top but this time I did not tie him, instead relishing the feel of his hands as he explored and caressed every curve upon my body until we came once more to yet another explosive mutual orgasm.  
 
    Thursday 20th January  
 
    Had we woken up soon enough we would almost certainly have made love once more but as it was we almost slept in late and it was a bit of a rush to get up and ready. Fortunately Jake had packed an overnight bag with his work clothes in and so was able to get changed quickly. As I got myself ready he made us coffee and breakfast and we ate quickly before setting out into the gloomy morning together.  
 
    “Now then Jake,” I told him as we held hands on the way to town. “Remember that my order still applies: no masturbating without my express permission.” 
 
    “You’re never going to give me permission though are you?” Sighed Jake perceptively. “Now when you’re not there I mean.” 
 
    “Probably not,” I giggled.  
 
    Jake shrugged. “Well I really can’t say I mind too much,” he said philosophically. “I mind about not seeing you more and we only really have Saturday this week. I’ve got to go to the away game at the football I promised my friend I’d attend, remember?” 
 
    “Oh yes, I do know,” I replied vaguely, my heart sinking for in fact I had forgotten all about it and had been looking forward to us spending the entire weekend together. “Still, you can see me Saturday night can’t you?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” replied Jake. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world, Alayna.” 
 
    “Nor me!” I replied happily. By now we had reached his office building. I stopped and treated him to a lingering kiss. “Now then don’t you worry about work,” I told him kindly. “You’ll get something else sooner or later, I just know you will.” 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” smiled Jake although he sounded a little less than hopeful. “Oh Alayna we are good together aren’t we?” 
 
    “I’ll say!” I exclaimed enthusiastically. 
 
    I left him with great reluctance at the office and walked the rest of the way to work. The rest of the day did not get any better for me and I was bored and feckless throughout as I daydreamed about last night. 
 
    Friday 21st January 
 
    I went to work as usual this morning and was going to meet Jake for lunch this afternoon but his boss cancelled his lunch break at the last moment leaving us both fairly livid. So it turns out that I am not, after all, to see him until Saturday. It is painful to be parted from him, even for a day or so but then again I suppose it can hardly be helped. What I really need to do is to pull myself together and not be so damned lovelorn all the time but I can’t help the way my body feels inside. 
 
    That evening, because Jake had been called off on a night out with his friends from university, I met Letty in a bar for a couple of drinks and a chat about life in general. Letty wanted all the details of what has been happening with myself and Jake but I was slightly reluctant to give them to her. After all, I had asked Jake to be completely honest with me and yet he would surely hardly approve if he knew I was discussing details of our sex life with my best friend. Oh I know all girls do it but for some reason it just didn’t feel entirely right. Instead I tried to deflect the conversation on to a different angle by talking about my feelings in general. 
 
    “Oh Letty,” I sighed. “I took his virginity and I suppose you might think that puts me at something of an advantage over him; you would think I’d be more experienced but actually that’s not the case and I sort of feel as though I lost my virginity to him because what I’d had before with the likes of Jarrod was nothing like I’ve got now with him. I think he looks up to me in some respects and thinks of me as being so very experienced and yet this is nothing like I have ever experienced before. Before I met him I had never enjoyed a climax with a fellow and now he has me climaxing all the time. I’m in unchartered territory with him, Letty; I just don’t think he knows it!” 
 
    “Well you bitch!” Laughed Letty with faux sarcasm. “What are you here to boast are you?” 
 
    “Not at all!” I laughed. “It is a great burden, believe me!” 
 
    “A great burden! Fuck off!” Exclaimed Letty, letting out a snort of laughter. “Here he is making you cum every single night he’s with you, giving you everything you want and you choose to spend a night away from him in favour of me. Well I’m honoured, Alayna, really I am but I’m sorry to say I’m not sure I would do the same for you were the tables turned!” 
 
    Saturday 22nd January 
 
    I got up early this morning and took myself shopping and all the time I was thinking about Jake and how much I was looking forward to seeing him that evening. Because he had to be up early to go off to this cursed away game (I despise football at the best of times) we were probably not going to be able to spend the night together but that was not to say we could not have a little fun back at my place after our date! 
 
    I came home, put the shopping away, watched television for a while then went to shower and get changed. I put on my trusty vampy red dress and high heeled shoes and dabbed on a little makeup, singing softly to myself as I went. 
 
    Jake had promised to pick me up at seven but the hour passed and still there was no sign of him and by quarter past I was starting to get worried. It was twenty-five past by the time he turned up outside my front door. “You’re late,” I said flatly, as we embraced.  
 
    “I’m sorry Alayna I lost track of the time completely,” replied Jake apologetically. “Are we okay?” 
 
    “I’m sure we will be,” I replied tartly as an idea formed in my head. Jake looked at me curiously but I did not expound on the plan that was quickly forming in my mind. 
 
    Jake and I went out bowling tonight. I am useless at bowling and wanted those bar things that stop your ball going into the gutter and although Jake laughed at me for this he nonetheless relented for my sake. I was hilariously bad and we were both in fits of laughter as I struggled to throw the ball and watched it bouncing off the safety bars before knocking down at most two or three pins and bouncing harmlessly away down the gutter. He beat me easily of course but it hardly mattered. We both had a great time and resolved to do it all again some time, although not too often! 
 
    After we had finished bowling we went and had a bite to eat, held hands and chatted away, forgetting all about work and our responsibilities for a while. As we left the bowling alley and started to walk home he put his arm around me and although I allowed him to do so my expression became suddenly serious and whenever he spoke to me from now on I treated him to clipped, formal answers that had him looking at me worriedly in case he had said something to upset me.  
 
    After we had reached my apartment I unlocked the door then walked ahead of Jake and went and sat down in the middle of the settee. Jake came to stand before me as I folded my arms and looked up at him accusingly. “Are you okay Alayna?” He asked me anxiously. “Did I do something wrong.” 
 
    “Indeed you did young man,” I replied accusingly. “Now then Jake although I have had another wonderful evening with you there is still the matter of you picking me up late this evening.” 
 
    “Are you still upset about that?” Asked Jake in surprise. “Look Alayna I’m sorry. I just didn’t…” 
 
    “No excuse, you,” I interrupted, holding up my hand to quell his apologies. “You must realise by now that it will never do to keep a lady waiting. Twenty-five minutes is a very long time and if I allow it to go unpunished I fear you will only do it again and again. You need to be taught a lesson, Jake.” I looked eagerly into his eyes. “You need to be punished.” 
 
    Jake put his head down and nodded. “If you say so Alayna.” 
 
    “I do say so,” I replied primly. “Now be a dear and go and get me my hairbrush from the bedroom will you? The wooden one with the flat handle.” 
 
    “Yes Alayna,” replied Jake although he appeared slightly bemused before vanishing into my bedroom. I sat back on the settee, my heart thumping. I was suddenly nervous. Was this really such a good idea? Should I have broached the subject with Jake earlier? Was it all going to be too much of a surprise for him and would he go running for the hills at the prospect of what I wanted to do to him? 
 
    As Jake came back into the room with the hairbrush I forced myself to affect an icy demeanour. If I was going to do this to him I owed it to him to do it confidently and not to stutter and unnerve him. Jake handed me the hairbrush. I thanked him then turned my head away from him and brushed my hair as he continued to stand before me expectantly. After a moment I placed the hairbrush on the arm of the settee then took a hairband and tied my hair back so that it would not fall into my eyes before turning back to Jake. I reached out and unbuckled his belt before unbuttoning his fly and finally pulling down his trousers and boxer shorts at the same time to reveal his nakedness beneath. I looked up at him, trying to come across as more determined that I felt. “Now then Jake will you please lie over my lap?” I said formally. “It was not acceptable of you to pick me up so late and I am going to punish you accordingly. You will receive thirty hard blows with the back of the brush against your bare bottom – fifteen on each cheek and then it will all be over and this unfortunate incident can be put behind us.” 
 
    I was so nervous. Had Jake looked at me in surprise, had he hesitated or protested or asked any questions of me whatsoever I am quite sure I would have gone back on the whole thing, laughed it off and led him through into the bedroom for an evening of intense lovemaking. But Jake did not do any of those things. Instead he came forwards, just as I had instructed, positioning himself over my lap, his fast hardening cock pressing down into my bare thigh as he submitted without question. I was so moved by his obedience that for a moment I almost forgot myself. I shook my head. I needed to be strong. Jake needed and wanted my domination of him and I wanted to enslave him. I picked up the hairbrush and gripped it tightly then wrapped my free arm around his waist and pulled him close to my stomach. I gazed down at his bottom, so pink and firm and tight. How hard should I give it? Hard, I thought to myself; as hard as I could manage.  
 
    I took a deep breath then raised the hairbrush high and brought it down forcefully across his left cheek. The smooth wood made a most satisfying crack as it landed which immediately restored some of my confidence. Beneath me Jake breathed in sharply but managed to avoid crying out. Quickly I raised the brush again and punished him across his right cheek, then another across his left, a little lower down this time and then across his right again. Jake gasped. I was giving it to him with my full strength and as I looked down I saw the reddening imprint of the makeshift paddle contrasting with the pinkness of the rest of his skin. I paddled him again and again and again without letting up in force or vigour. By the time of the tenth stroke he was crying out loudly, and by the time of the fifteenth he was kicking his feet. I felt him strain against my grip but he did not try to struggle out of position. By now his cock was totally flaccid against my thigh. As I felt my arm starting to get tired I began to spank him quicker and he cried out louder and louder, his bottom gradually transformed into a very pleasing shade of crimson. I gave him the final six blows across his thighs and this caused him to cry out louder still (answering the question I posed to myself the other day as to whether or not it hurts more to be spanked across the thighs – most certainly it does!). Those final six strokes were when he at last began to lose his composure and he had started to kick out harder and struggle slightly against my grip although for the most part he remained totally submitted. How well he would have continued to submit had I decided to give him another ten strokes I do not know, for thirty strokes is what I promised him and thirty strokes is what he got. By the time I was finished my face was flushed with exertion, I was breathing heavily and my arm was aching – I can only imagine how his poor bottom must have been feeling! 
 
    I put the brush back on the arm of the settee and leaned back. “Okay honey we’re all done now and all forgiven too,” I said pleasantly. “You can climb off my lap now and pull your trousers back up.” 
 
    Jake climbed slowly off my lap, his face red and his breathing deep. He winced as he pulled his boxer shorts back up and it was clear to me that his bottom would continue to ache for a good long while as yet. As he gingerly fastened up his trousers I stood up and took his hand and squeezed it tightly as I kissed him. “You have a long day ahead of you and you need to be getting an early night,” I told him as I slipped my arms around his neck and pulled him into a warm embrace. “You’d better be getting off home but do be careful travelling all that way tomorrow. I love you very much, remember.” 
 
    “And I love you too Alayna,” replied Jake as he embraced me in turn. Did I want to take him to bed? Of course I did but he had been a naughty boy and naughty boys do not get to cum, or at least they shouldn’t, and Jake was most certainly not to cum in this instance. Of course really it was all down to him. Had he asked to stay I would have let him but once more he respected my decision completely, kissing me once more before turning and heading out of the door. I went and sat back on the settee and picked up the brush, pressing the flat end to my cheek. It was still warm from the friction of spanking him and I could almost have cried for how close I felt to him at that moment.  
 
    Sunday 23rd January 
 
    After I went to bed last night I spent at least an hour touching myself to several intense orgasms over what I had done to Jake and I did the same again when I woke up that morning with the result that I did not get out of bed and shower until gone ten. My fingers were rather stiff as I made myself some breakfast so there at least was some solidarity with Jake’s bottom! 
 
    Jake had texted me early in the morning to tell me he was setting off and he texted me once more to say he’d arrived safely. I wanted so badly to call him and have a long conversation with him about last night but clearly this was not possible what with him being so preoccupied.  
 
    I spent the day reading, watching television and being otherwise very boring until a little after eight at which point I was delighted to receive a phone call from Jake to tell me he was home safe. 
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked him anxiously. 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna I’m fine,” replied Jake. 
 
    “And how is – you know? After last night?” 
 
    I heard him laughing. “It hurts to move or sit down,” he replied. “But it feels so right somehow; I’m not sure I can explain it. All day I have felt so invigorated and even more in love with you than before.” 
 
    “You agree that you needed it then?” 
 
    “Oh I needed it alright Alayna,” affirmed Jake. “And not just because I picked you up late. I feel so much more focused about work now. Like I said I can’t really explain it, unless it’s just like some great release of tension.” 
 
    “I think I know what you mean,” I smiled and licked my lips. “Now listen here you might think I’m crazy and feel free to say no if you want but I have been thinking about it all day, Jake, and I was wondering if perhaps –if you were willing – I might, well, give you a proper spanking next Friday?”  
 
    “A proper spanking?” 
 
    “Yes Jake.” I said nervously. “One that really hurts. I want to whip you, and I want to cane you too, very hard indeed. So hard that you cry in fact. It isn’t because I’m cross with you or anything like that and it isn’t because I feel you need to be punished for anything. I don’t know why I feel like this, Jake, and I don’t know why thinking about it turns me on so much and I don’t know why it seems so important that I do it to you. It just does. Call me a freak if you want, turn me down, laugh at me but please don’t run away from me honey. Just say no if you…” 
 
    “No Alayna it’s fine!” Exclaimed Jake, and his voice sounded really upbeat. “Oh why don’t you realise this is exactly what I want?” 
 
    “Really?” I replied, my heart leaping.  
 
    “Absolutely Alayna!” Replied Jake. “Oh gosh but I must be as mad as you because that just sounds like the best thing in the world for me right now!” 
 
    “Let us not dwell upon the whys and wherefores my honey,” I told him dramatically. “It is enough that you want it so badly and I want to give it to you. Now then in order to prepare for this we mustn’t make love this week at all although I shall certainly want to see you. We must save everything until Friday and whatever happens on that evening we’ll still have one another won’t we Jake? We’ll still love one another no matter what happens?” 
 
    “Oh Alayna of course we will!” Exclaimed Jake. “And please don’t worry. I’d do anything to make you happy; you know that.” 
 
    “Oh honey I know you will,” I replied happily. “But I want to make you happy too, you know. This will make you happy won’t it?  
 
    “Of course it will Alayna,” replied Jake reassuringly. “I love you so much.” 
 
    I bit my lip and closed my eyes tightly, trying hard not to cry. Why does he love me so much? What have I done so right to make him so devoted to me? “I love you too my darling,” I breathed softly as I struggled to get a hold of myself.  
 
    Monday 24th January 
 
    I was glad to be out of the vault today and back in my usual position at the desk serving awkward customers and so that was a turn up for the books at least although otherwise it was another dull day at work. 
 
    Letty called me in the evening to find out how things were going between myself and Jake. I was reluctant to tell her what I am planning to do to him this Friday because it seems like something that ought to be kept private between the two of us. Fortunately she went out on a date herself yesterday and so I was able to focus the conversation around her and thus deflect attention from my own love life.  
 
    After I had finished talking to Letty I called Jake. sHe was upbeat and looking forward to seeing me tomorrow but had endured another awful day at work and had also had an argument with his housemate over the washing up of all things. I must help him with this and have a few ideas up my sleeve but we shall get the spanking out of the way first I think! 
 
    Tuesday 25th January  
 
    The more I think about it the more nervous I am about Friday. I badly want to spank Jake and I know he badly wants me to spank him too but I’m so afraid of something going wrong. I have tried to look on the internet for advice but naturally the only thing I get when I use the search engines is a lot of pornography and unhelpful erotica – nobody seems able to offer me any practical advice. I am tempted to talk to Letty about it in order to get some moral support but then would she really be able to offer me any sound advice?  
 
    Every day on my way to work I pass by this side street down which there is a specialist sex shop selling all kinds of accessories and I am not sure I am anywhere near courageous enough to cross the threshold to see whether they stock any practical ‘self-help’ manuals of the kind I require. Still, unless I can get some guidance from somewhere it may be my only hope. I shall keep looking around and hopefully I will not end up having to go there at all. 
 
    Jake met me after work. For the first time since the start of our relationship I was to go around to his place to hang out with him for a while. As I said before Jake’s house is situated in a rather seedy part of town and I am afraid to say it has not changed much since I last knew it. I was not at all impressed by Jake’s shared house and did not wonder that he was down having to live there all the time. It is a mid-terraced affair, three storeys and at one time it might have been quite grand. Now, however, it is all white painted hallways, chipped paint, shared bathrooms, bedrooms and a single uninspiring kitchen. Somebody was playing loud music from one of the other rooms which I knew I would not have been able to stand. It was dark and gloomy and I was only glad that I did not live there myself and also that now Jake and I were together I could take him away  from here whenever I wanted. 
 
    At least Jake’s own room was clean and tidy and something of a sanctuary away from the rest of the house. We sat down together on the bed. Jake switched the television on and we cuddled up and kissed. He held me tightly in his arms and stroked my hair and I looked up at him and smiled. “So are you nervous about Friday?” I asked him. “About what I’m going to do to you?” 
 
    “A little,” admitted Jake. “I’m more nervous I’m going to let you down though; that I won’t be able to take it even though I want it really badly.” 
 
    “Well you must not be ashamed to tell me if it gets too much for you,” I said gently. “I shall be cross if you don’t tell me if it gets too much and you end up suffering when you don’t want to.” 
 
    “But I want to suffer for you,” replied Jake with emphasis. “I want to take the really hard thrashing you want to give me, Alayna, it’s just I’m worried I’m not mentally strong enough; that I won’t be able to stay still.” 
 
    I smiled. “That’s what silk scarves are for,” I reassured him. “I shall tie you up if you can’t stay in position and you may prefer it if you do because then you can enjoy your spanking completely without having to worry about moving out of position.” 
 
    Jake smiled. It was clear the prospect of my tying him up excited him a great deal. 
 
    “Why do you want it though?” I asked him. “Why do you want me to spank you so much?” 
 
    Jake wrapped his arms around me and held me even tighter, reaching out to brush a stray strand of hair away from my face. “Because you are a Goddess, Alayna,” he sighed wistfully. “And because I want to prove myself worthy of you, and because I want to show you how much you mean to me and to please you and to show how I am willing to suffer for you and because the thought of getting spanked and dominated by you just turns me on so much. Is that a satisfactory answer? Probably not.” 
 
    “You know you don’t have to take a spanking to prove your devotion to me or to please me?” I told him. “You’re doing that already you know, honey.” 
 
    “Well I hope so,” replied Jake.  
 
    “I’m a little worried, I have to admit,” I sighed as I snuggled into him. “A little worried about hurting you.” I smiled. “Gosh how ridiculous that sounds. Of course I’m going to hurt you but I don’t want to really badly hurt you if that makes any sense. That’s why you have to tell me if you’re not enjoying it anymore.” 
 
    “I really don’t think you have to worry about that,” replied Jake reassuringly. “You can do anything you want to me, Alayna, and I’ll enjoy it. All I want is to belong to you and to please you. All I want is to be your slave.” 
 
    I pulled Jake close to me and kissed him. His words were turning me on no end and the fact he thought of me as a Goddess sent my spine tingling. “I wish I hadn’t promised I wouldn’t fuck you all week,” I sighed sadly. “But I can hardly go back on that now. After all, a mistress must always follow through on her promises to her slaves. You do understand don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course I do Alayna,” replied Jake kindly. 
 
    I lay closer to Jake for a long time, until past nine in the evening before reluctantly breaking away from his embrace to take the taxi home. “I don’t like leaving you in this house,” I sighed as he put his arms around me for the last time that night. “This room is a sanctuary but believe me there is nothing that beats having your own place. I’m going to have to have you staying longer with me next time so that you don’t have to come back here so much.” 
 
    “Well that’s one advantage of living here at least!” Laughed Jake.  
 
    Wednesday 26th January 
 
    Are things moving too fast between myself and Jake? Some who did not know the full facts would certainly think so and yet for me it would seem that things are not moving nearly fast enough. I find myself thinking about him all the time and want to see him every day, my body physically yearning for him. 
 
    Following a fairly torrid morning at work we met for lunch at our usual coffee shop. He was putting a brave face on things but all the same I could tell he was a little worried and distracted about yet another bad day at work. I reached out and took his hand. “Now look here Jake,” I said sincerely. “I know you’re a little down with everything right now but really there is no need. Just look forward to Friday and the weekend we’re going to be spending together. I’m not going to be letting you go, you know! I’ve got a few ideas in my head I can’t explain right now suffice to say that after Friday I think we’re both going to have a completely new outlook upon life.” 
 
    “Really?” Replied Jake keenly, perking up a little. 
 
    I nodded. “And what I’m going to do to you will help you, won’t it?” I told him. “Remember how invigorated you felt the morning after I took you over my knee? Well just think about how you’re going to feel in the days after I’ve given you the cane and the whip!” 
 
    Thursday 27th January 
 
    As I walked to work that morning my eyes glanced up the side street where the sex shop is located. As Friday draws closer I have become increasingly nervous about Friday; both myself and Jake are so looking forward to his spanking but I have been so nervous that I am going to mess it up. I decided that for his sake I needed to overcome my nerves and misgivings and go inside this lunchtime. 
 
    I was so nervous all morning that I could hardly concentrate on my work. This was not like some sort of high street sexy lingerie shop; this was an actual adult store that presumably sold all sorts of accessories. What if the place was packed full of perverts who leered at me and made suggestive comments? What if somebody saw me go in there? What if I saw somebody I knew inside there – how awkward that would turn out to be! Nonetheless I knew I just had to do it if I was going to give  Jake the spanking we both needed him to have with any sort of confidence. 
 
    Thus it was that come one in the afternoon I buttoned up my coat tightly in order that nobody might see my banking uniform, pulled my woollen hat down over my eyes and set out into the town, my eyes scanning nervously around me in case I was accosted by an acquaintance. I was trembling slightly as I reached the entrance to the shop but I knew that there was no turning back now and so I cast a last look around me to ensure I wasn’t being overseen, took a deep breath, opened the door and went inside. 
 
    I had been into a lingerie shop before of course but never an actual sex shop. I don’t know quite what I had been expecting – some sort of sleazy dive I suppose with lot’s of dirty old men in beige macs lurking around and a leering greasy man serving at the till. In fact the place was clean and spacious and well lit and almost had the appearance of a pharmacy with well stocked shelves containing brightly coloured merchandise. The person serving at the till was a girl perhaps a little younger than myself. She was a short girl with smooth brown hair cut to her shoulders, a pleasantly rounded face and a pronounced hourglass figure and she was wearing a smart white blouse and a grey nylon skirt which came to just above the knee – very professional. The girl smiled at me as I walked in and did not appear in the least bit surprised to see me there (and why should she, I thought on reflection later?). 
 
    The girl watched as I browsed the shelves for a while and I must have seemed a little lost because she came around to the front of the shop and approached me. “Are you alright there?” She asked me brightly. “Looking for something in particular?” 
 
    “Oh,” I replied nervously as I felt my face flushing a deep red. “Well as a matter of fact I was looking for – well – a book or something like that.” 
 
    “Well we do haver a few books,” replied the assistant. “I mean they’re mostly aimed at men and really I would describe them more as specialist magazines but…” 
 
    “Oh no, no,” I said quickly. “Not that kind of book. You see as a matter of fact I was looking for more of a – well, a self-help book, or an instruction manual. Oh gosh I’m probably putting this really badly!” 
 
    The girl laughed. “Not at all,” she told me kindly. “I think I know what you mean and although we don’t have any instruction manuals so to speak if you’re looking for advice on something I’d be more than happy to try and help you.” 
 
    “Well…” I replied nervously, looking her up and down doubtfully. 
 
   
  
 

 The girl smiled again. “Oh now you really don’t need to be embarrassed,” she said brightly. “I’m a pretty broad minded sort of girl and there’s nothing you can say that will embarrass me – I’ve heard it all before I’m sure. If there’s something on your mind just ask me. I can see there’s something worrying you and it would be much better to get it off your chest. I’m Suzie by the way; here to help in any way I can!” 
 
    “Hi Suzie,” I said, feeling a little more confident. “I’m Alayna.” I took a deep breath and then begun. “To tell you the truth I’m sort of looking to take your advice on spanking,” I told her reticently. “On Friday I am going to give my boyfriend a proper spanking – a hard spanking – and we are both very much looking forward to it. I am going to take him over my knee and then I am going to cane him and after that, if he can take it, I shall whip him too. The only problem is I’m so nervous as to what to do. I’m not sure he realises just what a responsibility this is for me and I’m reluctant to tell him because he’s so sweet and caring himself and I don’t want to unnerve him.” 
 
    Suzie nodded thoughtfully. She did not appear in the least bit phased by what I had just told her. “And what are you hoping to achieve from this spanking?” She asked me professionally. 
 
    “Achieve?” 
 
    “Yes. I mean is it a punishment spanking? Are you cross with him in some way?” 
 
    “Oh no, nothing like that,” I replied quickly. “Quite the opposite in fact. We haven’t been going out very long but already I find that I’m very much in love with him. As a matter of fact, Suzie, I sort of feel as though the spanking is part of a gradual culmination of events leading up to the moment when he agrees to give himself to me completely and become my slave. You ask me what I hope to achieve? I would like to achieve complete possession of him, body and soul and I just know this is what he wants as well. What he wants and needs. Does that make any sense?” 
 
    “Why it makes perfect sense Alayna,” replied Suzie encouragingly. “Why I understand completely. So what you are saying, I think, is that for the both of you the spanking will have some sort of ritualistic intensity about it; a means to help evolve your relationship wholly into the sphere of female domination.” 
 
    “Yes, I think you are quite right,” I said with a smile. “That’s exactly what I’m going to try and achieve.” 
 
    “What are his limits?” She asked me. “What are his no go areas?” 
 
    “To tell you the truth that’s part of the reason why I’m so nervous,” I sighed. “He won’t actually tell me what his no go areas are but simply says I should do whatever I like to him. Oh Suzie he really is such a sweetie but so submissive and devoted too and I just feel so responsible for it, you know? It isn’t really his fault but on this occasion it just feels as though it’s all on me. I have an awesome responsibility for the whole thing.” 
 
    Suzie nodded in understanding. “Well this isn’t at all uncommon,” she told me. “He desires, after all, to be your slave and a slave must please his mistress at all times must he not? His mindset is to submit to you completely and to do anything he can to please so and you are right, Alayna, this is indeed an awesome responsibility to one you love but the fact you are considering this responsibility so carefully bodes really well for your future I think. Very well then if your boyfriend will not talk about his own limits when it comes to suffering for you what are your own limits Alayna?” 
 
    I thought for a moment. It was a very good question. “You mean about spankings or about submission in general?” I said at last. 
 
    “In general,” replied Suzie. “After all, if you are going to have him submit to you then you must surely have considered how far you are going to go with it?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to break the skin,” I replied after a moment of hesitation. “No cutting or anything else that involves blood and nothing that does him any permanent damage and in other areas I would never do any cuckoldry or public humiliation. Leather and latex don’t really do it for me either but if he liked it I suppose I’d give it a try. When I spank him I should like to leave welts on his bottom which he is still feeling after at least a week and I would like to make him cry as well. Oh but I won’t be cruel to him either. Does that make any sense? Probably not because a hard spanking that makes a fellow cry does sound rather cruel now doesn’t it? What I mean to say is that when I spank him I want him to know that I love him very much indeed and I want him to feel loved as I am thrashing him.” 
 
    “Have you spanked him very much before?” Asked Suzie. 
 
    “Only over my knee,” I told her. 
 
    Suzie nodded. “And have you thought about in which order you are going to thrash him?” 
 
    “I thought I would take him over my knee first and then the cane and then finally the whip,” I replied. 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I would do as well,” replied Suzie. “You might have to tie him up for the whipping of course but then again if he’s prepared to let you spank him he surely won’t mind you tying him up?” 
 
    “Oh no,” I affirmed. “As a matter of fact I don’t think I’ve ever allowed him to use his hands when I’ve made love to him.” 
 
    Suzie smiled. “Well it does sound as though there is a great deal of chemistry between you,” she told me kindly. “Just remember that a long spanking like the one you are planning is a marathon as opposed to a sprint. When I first met my boyfriend the mistake I made was to give him to many whacks with the paddle over my knee. I suppose I did this because even though I knew it was the part of the spanking that would hurt the least it was always my favourite part in a way because I loved the feeling of intimacy and trust between us as he lay over my knee. It made me feel so close to him and as a result I suppose I got a little carried away and ended up tiring myself out so that I was not able to give him the cane and the whip as hard as I would have liked. By the end of it my arm was aching constantly and very painful indeed although I suppose it was great for building up my muscles!” 
 
    I nodded. This was good advice. I had enjoyed the over the knee part of the spanking too but there was no point in giving myself a strain. 
 
    “I don’t think you need to worry too much,” said Suzie. “From what you are telling me it seems as though the two of you have a real bond. In such situations where one partner submits to the other a great bond forms between them in my experience and the dominant party instinctively knows when the submissive has endured enough punishment. Are you going to gag him at all?” 
 
    “Oh no,” I replied. “I don’t think I should, Suzie, in case it gets too much for him and he has to tell me to stop.” 
 
    “Very wise,” said Suzie approvingly. “In that case you should have a safe word; an unusual one that you would never normally say in the bedroom. Now some girls get put off and unnerved when their boys use the safe word but really there is no need. You have to stop immediately of course but that doesn’t mean you can’t go back to the punishment when you’ve given them the chance to recover somewhat and it needn’t kill the mood or the passion between you either. You are going to make love to him afterwards aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” I replied. 
 
    “In that case it shouldn’t be a problem,” said Suzie pleasantly. “If it gets to the stage where he really can’t take it anymore you can always move on to the sex.” 
 
    “And what about afterwards?” I asked her. “How soon should I leave it before I spank him again?” 
 
    “You will not want to give him such a hard spanking all the time of course. I usually give my boyfriend a good hiding with the cane on a Sunday evening. Throughout the rest of the week I like to take him over my knee with the paddle. The good thing about doing this is that he is still suffering from the welts and I can bring him to tears very quickly.” 
 
    I smiled, feeling much more assured now. “Oh Suzie thank you so much!” I exclaimed happily. “You have no idea how much I’ve been worrying about this – or perhaps you do! Still, now I can look forward to it just as much as he is!” 
 
    Suzie smiled. “No problem at all,” she said kindly. “That’s what I’m here for after all!” 
 
    “I wish I could buy something from you, Suzie, because your words have helped me so much. I can’t tell you how much more confident I feel right now. It looks as though you have some very nice spanking equipment here but you see I happen to have already purchased the cane and the whip from a vintage shop up the road. I wish I had known how helpful you were going to be because I would certainly have given you my business.” 
 
    “Oh don’t worry about that,” replied Suzie cheerfully. “I have a feeling you’ll be back. After all, there are other ways to dominate and punish a submissive other than spanking him don’t you agree? We have a wide range of equipment. Think about what else you would like to do to him and I am sure you will come back to see me in due course. I’m here most days!” 
 
    Coming out of the shop felt like a great weight off my mind and I am sure I am going to become quite a regular of Suzie’s in the next few weeks. It was so good to be able to talk to somebody who was not shocked by my plans. 
 
    That evening when Jake called me I did not tell him I had been to the sex shop and spoken with Suzie about what I planned to do to him. I’m sure he must know that girls discuss their sex lives with their friends all the time but then again Suzie is hardly my friend and I am not sure he would have approved. I felt bad for not saying anything, especially given the fact I had told him only the other day that the two of us were to have no secrets from one another. 
 
    Jake was in good spirits as he anticipated what is to take place between us tomorrow, despite yet another bad day at work. He attempted to steer the topic of conversation on to the spanking but aside from telling him how much I was looking forward to spending the weekend with him I more or less refused to discuss the subject. I wonder if he realises how I am deliberately torturing him; how the prospect of a spanking must be occupying his mind just as it occupies mine. I am sure he must be thinking about nothing else and very much hope he is keeping to his pledge not to masturbate without my express permission.  
 
    Friday 28th January 
 
    Another momentous day in the early history of Alayna and Jake! The time went very slowly indeed at work as it always tends to when you are very much looking forward to something.  At lunchtime I went to town and purchased my outfit for the night ahead, something very special which I was certain would arouse him very much indeed. 
 
    At five I all but rushed out of the door, for there was a great deal to be done. I walked home quickly through the streets which thronged with people leaving off for the weekend. As far as I was concerned I could not get back soon enough.  
 
    I got back home and laid my purchases out on the bed. As I did so I caught sight of myself in the full length mirror on the back of my door. My skirt was creased and my blouse crumpled and slightly untucked, my hair slightly askew so that some of it had escaped from my ponytail and fallen across my face. I wore the uniform of a simple bank clerk on the lowest rung of the ladder within my organisation. I have never much liked my stomach and worry that my bottom is too big and my thighs too fat. What did Jake see in me to make me a Goddess I wondered? Why was he prepared to do all this for me? “Come on now Alayna,” I told myself with a shake of my head. “This is hardly the time to start getting all reflective when there is so much left to be done!” 
 
    Jake was due at eight which gave me plenty of time to prepare but all the same there was not a moment to lose. I went into the bathroom, stripped off my clothes and had a bath and then afterwards slipped on my white robe and went out to start on dinner. On an earlier date Jake had happened to mention that his favourite dinner was lasagne and so this was what I was making him. In every respect I was determined that everything was perfect for him.  
 
    After I had gotten to the point when the dinner could be left in the oven for a while I went back through into my bedroom in order to get changed into the outfit I had purchased earlier that day which comprised a pair of red knickers with matching red stockings and bra and a leather black dress that came halfway down my thighs and a tight white top. I tied my hair back in a tight bun so that it did not fall into my eyes. I thought it made me look very strict and dominant and I was most satisfied with the effect. I put on a little makeup; some eyeshadow to make my eyes look bigger and some rouge lipstick and a little bit of blusher on my cheeks but no so much so as to make me look like a clown.  
 
    At the stroke of eight there came a tapping on the front door. I smiled and gave a final glance around the room to ensure that everything was in place, taking my time so that Jake was forced to wait a little longer and think about what he had coming before at last going to answer. I took a deep breath. I knew I had to exude confidence and that any nervousness I was feeling right now must surely pale into insignificance with what Jake was currently going through.  
 
    “Well hello Jake!” He was dressed in a pair of brown chinos and a white shirt with a light black jacket. I looked him up and down as I stood aside to allow him in, thinking about how handsome he was and how he was somehow made even more alluring to me considering what I was about to do to him.  
 
    “Wow!” Exclaimed Jake in awe as he looked me up and down. “You look amazing.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said with a thin smile.  
 
    I stood aside and he stepped into the living room then hesitated for a moment and looked a little awkward. “May I embrace you?” 
 
    I laughed. “Who of course you can silly!” I exclaimed happily as I held out my arms to welcome him. He came and put his arms around me and kissed me lovingly and I clung to his neck as I was caught up in the mutual passion. He held me so tightly and was so hard against me and I was sure he could feel my heart beating fast inside my chest as I thrilled at the prospect of our evening together.  
 
    I told Jake to make himself comfortable on the settee and poured him a glass of non-alcoholic ginger ale as I busied myself in the kitchen. “You did tell me you liked lasagne,” I called through to him cheerily. 
 
    “Oh yes, it’s my favourite bar none,” he replied gratefully. 
 
    “Well I hope it still is after I’m through with it!” 
 
    In the end I had nothing to worry about. I am fairly good at following recipe books and we both thoroughly enjoyed the meal when I served it up a few minutes later. As we talked I deliberately steered the topic of conversation away from the spanking and in fact did not touch on the subject at all until we had finished eating. 
 
    “So,” I said, leaning back in satisfaction and looking across the table at him. “You know why you are here don’t you?” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Yes Alayna,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Would you like to choose a safe word?” 
 
    “A safe word?” Replied Jake blankly. “Oh I’m sure I won’t need one, Alayna. I’ll do whatever you want; you know that.” 
 
    “Now Jake I insist you have a safe word even if you don’t intend to use it,” I replied firmly. “How about lasagne?” 
 
    “Oh, well if you think so but as I say…” 
 
    “Hush,” I ordered him, leaning forwards and pressing a finger to his lips. “It is there and you shall jolly well use it if you need to, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    “Very good.” I got up, came around to the front of the table and took his hand and he rose and kissed me lightly upon my lips. “Come along then honey,” I said seductively. “Let’s go through into the bedroom.” 
 
    My heart was beating faster and faster as I led Jake through into the bedroom to receive his spanking. As I closed the bedroom door behind us with a certain finality his eyes immediately fell upon the cane and the whip which I had deliberately left lying on the bed for him to see when he came in. I turned around to face him, giving his hand an encouraging squeeze as I did so. “Now then honey I am going to give you a very long and very hard thrashing,” I told him gently. “It is going to hurt you a great deal and you are going to cry. I want you to cry, Jake, do you understand? Do not be afraid to let go to tears and do not consider it unmanly either. Remember that I am your mistress and you are my slave, which makes you my personal possession.” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Okay Alayna,” he replied quietly. 
 
    I moved backwards and sat down on the bed, adjusting my skirt a little so that his eyes were immediately drawn towards my bare thighs over which he would shortly be lying. “Well then,” I said pleasantly. “We may as well get on with this don’t you think? Take off your clothes for me please honey. Every last stitch.” 
 
    Jake began to slowly strip off his clothes. I was pleased to note that he appeared far more confident undressing in front of me and I took this to mean that he was greatly looking forward to his spanking. He was certainly most turned on by it, as the hardness of his large cock testified when he at last removed his boxer shorts and stood naked before me. I beckoned him forwards and as he came close I reached out and began to gently caress his manhood with the back of my hand. “Getting a little frisky down there I see?” I said lightly. “Well never you fear young man, you will doubtless receive a just reward if you take your spanking like a good boy but we have a little business to take care of first. Come along then honey, over my lap if you please. We might as well get on with this don’t you think?” 
 
    Jake came forwards and positioned himself over my lap as instructed. His hard cock once more pressed down against my thigh. I loved the way he submitted to me like this; so obedient and compliant and ready to be hurt. As I wrapped my arm tightly around his waist and picked up the hairbrush I noticed that the redness of his last spanking had faded somewhat so that his bottom was once more an uneven pink. This was all to the good as far as I was concerned. After all, I had told him I wanted to start on a blank canvas. 
 
    I tapped the hairbrush lightly upon Jake’s cheeks, raising it up and down and patting it lightly against his ass as I waited to begin. I was both torturing him by making him wait for what he had coming and savouring the most intimate of moments between us. I gazed down upon him lustily. Last time I had only given him thirty whacks but I intended for this paddling to be even harder than before and was not going to stop until my arm got tired. “Stay as still as you can for me honey,” I told him as I at last made to begin. “If you wiggle too much out of position it means you will have to suffer an extra punishment later!” 
 
    I raised the brush high and brought it down across his cheek, then quickly gave him another blow. I started off hard and carried on hard, spanking him fast across alternate cheeks, up and down his ass and thighs and paying particular attention to the latter where I knew it would hurt the most. Soon I had settled into a quick and steady rhythm and I smiled as I noticed his ass and thighs reddening up very nicely indeed. A few times I heard him cry out “Oh gosh!” and “Oh damn!” and I thought it most endearing that he was using such outdated terms when most people would have started swearing straight away. I wondered whether he was deliberately trying not to swear in case I decided to punish him for it later. Soon his bottom and thighs were a deep shade of red and they became redder still as I continued to punish him.  
 
    After a while, when I imagined I had given him around thirty whacks, I set the hairbrush to one side and sat back in order to allow us both a break. Jake was gasping and whimpering by this point and I wondered if he was soon going to start crying. I began to lightly caress his ass and thighs with the palm of my hand before my fingers moved between his legs and started to lightly caress his balls. I smiled as he became hard at my touch and his whimpering now gave way to low moans of arousal. But we were not quite finished with the over the knee part of the spanking just yet. When I felt myself sufficiently recovered I picked up the hairbrush once more and began a fresh assault upon his bottom. Soon he was straining and kicking out and whimpering once more.  
 
    I gave Jake another thirty whacks before I rested again and then a few more after that before I started to feel my stamina failing and I was reminded of Suzie’s words at the shop from the day before that I should not tire myself out too quickly. I finished off spanking him with a few hard blows across his thighs which had him yelping in discomfort. I was a little disappointed that I had not been able to make him cry but I had certainly hurt him as the tenderness of his bottom attested and there was plenty more to come besides this. 
 
    “Very good indeed,” I said primly as I rested the hairbrush on the bed. “You are being very brave indeed, Jake; a little too brave for my liking but then I can hardly blame you for that now can I? You may climb off my lap now and give your bottom a quick rub if you so wish.” 
 
    Jake stood up slowly, groaning as he did so and arched his back as he gingerly rubbed his tenderised bottom and upper thighs. As he did so I stood up, brushed myself down and then took two pillows from the end of the bed and placed them one on top of the other in the centre. I now took the cane and swished it through the air with such force so as to make Jake turn around in surprise. I smiled as I raised the cane high and brought it down across the pillows where it landed with a heavy crash. Jake gave a little start, his eyes affixed to the deep groove that the cane had made in the fabric of the pillows. “How do you think it is going to feel against your bottom honey?” I asked him innocently. 
 
    “I think it is going to hurt,” gulped Jake in trepidation. “I think it is going to hurt a lot.” 
 
    “You know what?” I mused softly. “I think you might be right. Still, there is only one way to find out now isn’t there? Go and lay with your bottom over the pillows for me please honey; legs slightly apart, bottom made nice and tight.” 
 
    Jake went and did as I commanded him, lying face down with his bottom pushed up tight over the cushions. I took a third pillows and handed it to him and told him to rest his head upon it so that he would have something to sob into when the time came. Once he was good and still I looked down at him dreamily as I ran the cane slowly through my fingers. He looked absolutely amazing bent over like this, his bottom prepped just for me. 
 
    “Now then honey,” I began formally, giving the air of one who is delivering a lecture. “I am going to cane you very hard, and you are going to cry. I am not going to stop caning you until you have cried and even after you have at last given way to tears I am still going to give you several more strokes afterwards; do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna,” replied Jake in a voice of deep trepidation.  
 
    I tapped the cane lightly across his bottom, raising it up and down in a series of practice motions. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    Nonetheless I made him wait a little while longer before finally deciding I had tantalised him enough. My heart was thumping. I felt so liberated and sexy and in control. I was going to cane him across every inch of his ass and thighs and I was not going to stop until his cheeks were covered in welts. I took a deep breath, raised the implement high over my head and brought it down forcefully across the midpoint of his ass where it landed with a heavy crack that echoed across the room, his cheeks rippling as it hit home. Jake gasped loudly, the cry of anguish caught in his throat as he tried to avoid crying out. I watched fascinated as a thick red welt spread out from where I had punished him. 
 
    I proceeded to cane Jake very slowly and very hard, giving him at least ten seconds between each stroke so that he had the opportunity to appreciate each one. To begin with Jake tried hard to take his punishment in silence but judging from the very thick red welts that soon started to spread out over and dominate his ass it was clear that I was hurting him very much and soon enough it was not long before he was crying out loudly every time I punished him. 
 
    I did not bother to count the strokes as I gave them to him. If Jake wanted to be brave that was up to him but he was certainly going to make it hard on himself. as I caned him towards the base of his ass he cried out louder and when I caned him over the pro-existing welts he cried out even louder still. His body began to tense up and he began to screw up his toes and shake his head with each stroke, his face contorted in a look of concentration and suffering as he fought to properly submit and remain in position for me. At last he could stand it no more. Following an especially hard stroke towards the base of his thighs he let forth with a loud choking sob and by the time I caned him again he was weeping steadily. I continued to cane him without remorse although I was very please he had at last let go for me and given way to tears. His body seemed to relax more as well and it did not appear to be so difficult for him to submit to me now that he had been able to release some of the pent up tension within. 
 
    Once Jake’s pert and muscular bottom had been good and lined with welts I decided that perhaps we could both use a break. My arm was starting to get tired and although I was sure it was going to be aching by the time we were through I didn’t want it to get too uncomfortable just yet.  
 
    I stood back and ran the cane through my fingers, smiling at the heat it gave off, watching Jake’s entire body convulsing with sobs and feeling very powerful and wanted. After a moment I set the cane down then came to sit on the bed, gently lifting Jake’s head up off the pillow and embracing him tenderly. “You are making me feel very special indeed, Jake,” I said gently as I held him tightly in my arms. “Gosh but I don’t know if you can feel me shaking right now but I have never in my life been so aroused as this. How does it feel sweetie? I know you’re crying right now but it still feels good doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh yes, really good Alayna,” groaned Jake sincerely as he looked up at me with adoring tearstained eyes. “Gosh but I don’t remember ever having felt so alive! You’re not going to stop caning me just yet are you?” 
 
    I smiled and shook my head. “The next phase of the caning is going to be across your thighs, honey,” I told him. “It is going to hurt even more than the strokes across your bottom, you know that?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna, I know,” replied Jake meekly as he tried to get a hold of himself.  
 
    “Would you like me to tie you down for it?” 
 
    “Oh no thank you Alayna,” he sniffed. “I’m sure I can take it for you.” 
 
    I smiled and kissed the top of his head. “Now you just don’t worry about a thing honey,” I told him reassuringly. “I am going to give you twelve more strokes across your thighs and they are going to be very hard indeed. Are you sure you don’t want me to tie you up? If you move out of position I shall have to start again you know.” 
 
    Jake nodded. “I know Alayna,” he groaned as he tried to get a hold of himself. “But I shall try to be strong for you all the same.” 
 
    I stood up and picked up the cane once more as Jake moved his body back into position. A moment later he was fully submitted back over the pillows as my eyes greedily eyed his thighs. Naturally I made him wait a very long time for them but when I finally began to cane him once more I have no doubt that they were well worth the wait! I gave him the strokes across his thighs very slowly and very hard indeed and in fact I was so transfixed by what I was doing to him that I quite forgot to count the strokes as I gave them to him and ended up giving him quite a bit over the allotted twelve, not that he was in any position to complain of course! Jake cried out and sobbed and gritted his teeth all through this phase of his punishment, his entire body reddening up with exertion as he fought against his natural urge to turn over and defy me but to his credit he remained in place and submitted throughout, obediently taking whatever I chose to give him. 
 
    The welts across Jake’s thighs came up very red and angry and looked extremely painful. It was clear  he was going to have a great deal of trouble sitting down for much of the next week and would be reminded of whom he belonged to every time he attempted the otherwise simple act  from hereon in. 
 
    Once I had finished giving him the cane I went and put the implement to one side then came to kneel down next to him on the bed, gently rubbing his swollen ass and upper thighs with the palm of my hands whilst leaning down to kiss his neck and shoulders and face and tell him what a good brave boy he was being and how proud I was of him. “And how are you feeling now honey?” I asked him gently when he had finally stopped crying enough to speak. 
 
    “It hurts so much!” Moaned Jake piteously.  
 
    “Spankings are supposed to hurt honey.” 
 
    “Yes Alayna. I’m not complaining or anything you know.” 
 
    “I know you’re not sweetie,” I told him pleasantly. I sat down and gathered him up in my arms once more. “Oh honey you really are being so brave but I really must insist on tying you up for your whipping,” I told him gently. “It really is the least I can do for you after how well you are taking your spanking.” 
 
    “Oh, well if that’s what you think Alayna.” 
 
    “It most certainly is,” I smiled. “We shall have a little break now anyway. After all there is no hurry. We have all the time in the world you and I. Perhaps you would like to worship between my legs? You shall find I’m very wet and super horny.” 
 
    “Oh yes please Alayna!” Exclaimed Jake brightly as his eyes flashed with excitement. 
 
    It felt very special to me that even after all I had done to Jake, and what I was subsequently going to do to him, he remained determined to give me pleasure and climax. I climbed on to the bed and took off my knickers then reclined against the headboard and allowed Jake to climb between my legs. He bent down low as he hooked his hands around my thighs in a gesture of complete servitude. I smiled and writhed delightedly as I felt his wet tears against my soft inner thigh and a moment later he was eagerly lapping away at my centre. I wrapped my legs around his head and dug the high heels of my shoes into his back and as he began to excite me even further I ground the points into his skin even harder, causing him to let out muffled groans of suffering as he worshipped me, for like the cruel and powerful mistress that I was I would continue to torture him even as he was pleasuring me. My long nails began to lightly claw at and stroke his head as my body heaved and trembled from what he was doing to me. I gazed down towards his welted, punished ass and the thought of how much further I was going to go with him drove me absolutely wild. My orgasm had been building up from the very moment he had begun to eat me and now it crashed down upon me in an intense wave of pleasure and I cried out as I ejaculated long and hard upon his face; long and hard just like the thrashing he was currently enduring at my hands! 
 
    After a had recovered from my orgasm somewhat I climbed slowly off the bed and pulled down the hem of my skirt before glancing across to Jake who was looking at me with expectation in his eyes. “You made me cum very hard, slave,” I told him archly. “And I am going to punish you very hard for it, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna,” replied Jake subserviently.  
 
    I instructed Jake to lie back over the pillows. I then went and took four long ties from my bedside chest of drawers and spent some time attacking his wrists and ankles to all four corners of the bedposts. I tied him very tightly indeed and by the time I was done and he tested out the bonds he found himself completely immobile. He belonged to me completely. I could do whatever I liked to him, and I was going to. 
 
    I sauntered back around to the side of the bed and picked up the whip, swishing it around above him for a while and laughing as he instinctively tensed up.  I held it tightly in my hands and ran it down from the top of his back to the base, across his ass cheeks and down his thighs before suddenly raising it high just as I saw him starting to relax. As I brought the whip down very hard in a diagonal motion across the pre-existing welts of his already very punished cheeks his entire body rippled and he cried out in anguish, straining vainly at the bonds with which I had just bound him so tightly. A moment later he was sobbing heavily once more. And yet Jake expected no mercy and I showed him none.  
 
    I proceeded to whip Jake a little faster than I had caned him because I wanted his suffering to gradually build into a crescendo so that he never quite had the opportunity to recover from each stroke. Thus would I be able to take him to the very limit of his endurance. At this point the welts upon his ass had started to turn purple and there was not a patch of his ass and upper thighs that remained unpunished. I continued to whip him over the painful welts. By now he was not struggling anymore but was instead lying almost limp over the pillows, his face twisted in anguish, a light sheen of sweat all over his body and the pillow soaked through, steadily weeping as I brought the whip down again and again and again. Now at last I realised what Suzie had been talking about when she had mentioned the bond between us. I had punished him to the very limit of his endurance and it was time for us both to receive our just reward. 
 
    I finished off by whipping Jake several times across his thighs and he howled at what I am sure was the most painful part of the punishment so far. When at last I decided he had endured enough I stood back and cast the whip aside and watched him for several moments as he writhed and sobbed, his bottom shining and exquisite. After a while I went back to the bedside chest of drawers and took from it a jar of cream. I undid the lid and came to straddle Jake’s back before rubbing a generous amount of the cream into the welts of his ass and thighs. The effect was soothing and instantaneous and as I massaged the cream into his skin he began to murmur in appreciation as his tears at last subsided. I climbed off him and knelt down on the bed and spent some time unfastening the ties around his wrists and ankles until at last he was free. He rolled over painfully, crying out as he did so for every movement hurt him after he had been thrashed as hard as this. After he had rolled over on to his back I came and embraced him, kissing his lips and face and the tears away from his eyes and cheeks. “Oh my darling Jake!” I exclaimed passionately. 
 
    “Did I do okay?” 
 
    “I’ll say you did!” I exclaimed happily, as I reached for one of the silk scarves. “Now put your wrists together please honey and place them out before me. I am going to tie you up again.  
 
    Jake quickly complied and I felt him grow hard against me at the thought of what was about to happen. I wrapped the scarf tightly around his wrists and bound him tightly to the back of the bedposts so that he was completely helpless once more then rose up to straddle him, taking his yearning cock in my hand. “You may cum whenever you like honey,” I told him gently as I slowly took him inside me. “You do not need to worry about me. After all, it is your turn to be rewarded now!” 
 
    But of course Jake did worry about me. He wanted to satisfy me even as I had him tied up and spanked. Even though he had already made me cum once the act of whipping him and then tying him up had served to arouse me once more and my clit was tingling as I rode him. The sight of him looking up at me, helpless and adoring, was almost too much for me to bear as I dug my heels into his calves, threw my head back and cried out as I bounced back and forth on top of him. It drove me wild to see him all tied up like this, totally dominated even to the last. As my second overpowering orgasm of the evening washed over me I found myself wryly thinking back to the time before I met Jake last year when I had thought it quite impossible for a woman to be capable of a climax during intercourse with a man. Just as I was peaking I was dimly aware of Jake crying out as he strained at his bonds and I felt him ejaculate very hard inside me in what I rather vainly surmise was the most intensive orgasm of his life. 
 
    Our bodies were sheened with sweat as I shakily untied Jake and collapsed on top of him and he threw his arms around me and held me very tightly and I could have cried for how much I loved him. “Oh we are good together!” I exclaimed happily. “And I mean we are really fucking good together!” 
 
    “Oh Alayna that was absolutely divine!”  Exclaimed Jake as he began to kiss my face over and over. “I can’t tell you how much I needed that; how good that has been for my soul! The release it has given me, the relief! Oh Alayna you are an absolute Goddess, you know that?” 
 
    “Was there any part of it you didn’t enjoy?” I asked him anxiously. “You didn’t submit to something you didn’t want just to please me did you?” 
 
    “Of course not Alayna,” replied Jake sincerely. “I wanted every single stroke you gave me and I don’t ever want it to stop hurting!” 
 
    “I can make sure it never stops hurting if you like!” I giggled. “I can freshen that pert little ass of your up any time you like!” 
 
    “Oh yes please Alayna!” 
 
    I laughed and kissed him again. There was so much we had to talk about, so much I had to say to him but at that moment a great wave of tiredness washed over me. I closed my eyes and a moment later I had fallen asleep in his arms. 
 
    Saturday 29th January 
 
    Following our bedroom workout we both slept soundly and after a deliciously dreamless sleep I woke up refreshed a little after seven just as Jake himself was stirring. He opened his eyes and smiled at me, tightened his grip around my body and pulled me close to kiss me.  
 
    “So how is your bottom?” I asked him lightly as I rolled over on top of him. 
 
    “Very sore indeed,” replied Jake, wincing as he moved slightly on the bed. 
 
    I smiled. “And I should jolly well hope so too,” I said primly. “That spanking was a lot of work for me, Jake, and I want you to be reminded of whom you belong to every time you try to sit down for the next week.” 
 
    “Oh I’ll certainly be reminded alright!” Affirmed Jake. He pulled me close to kiss me again and I felt him grow hard. I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him on top of me. I kicked out and giggled and groaned as his fingers moved against my clit and a couple of minutes later I was crying out in orgasm. Afterwards I rolled on top of him, took his cock in my hand and began to masturbate him. “Now you know Jake I’ve been doing some thinking,” I said absently as I kissed him lightly upon the forehead. “Thinking about you and me I mean and our future together. Basically Jake I was thinking about how much I love you and how well we go together and how much I hate that horrible old house of yours.” 
 
    “What do you have in mind, Alayna?” Asked Jake. The expression on his face indicated he badly wanted to cum but he knew that this would never do until I gave him permission. 
 
    “A slave must be on hand to please his mistress at all times,” I replied knowingly. “And I have always thought, from the moment I met you, that you need taking in hand, honey. Please don’t take this to mean I want to be controlling in our relationship; rather I would seek to guide you when you need it and give you a firm hand to help you be happy.” 
 
    “Oh Alayna you know that’s what I need,” said Jake urgently as he reached out to stroke my hair. Your domination of me doesn’t have to end in the bedroom; I shall happily submit to you in any way you see fit!” 
 
    “Move in with me,” I whispered as I began to masturbate him a little more vigorously. “I know we haven’t been going out too long but I’ve just never felt this way about anyone, Jake. I want you close to me at all times and I want to share my life with you.” 
 
    He put his hand upon my cheek and rose up to kiss me passionately. “Oh Alayna!” He exclaimed as I continued to touch him. “I could spend forever with you in this bed! Of course I shall move in with you and give myself to you completely as your slave!” 
 
    I giggled happily, kissed him again then pressed my nose down hard against his. “Good boy. Now cum!” I instructed him firmly with eyes of iron. He nodded and bit his lip and I gazed into his eyes, dominating him body and soul as I felt his cock tense up and a warm spurt of cum trickle down through my fingers. 
 
    The two of us remained in bed and cuddled for a long time and all the while we talked about our future together. “Give your landlord the notice and pay another month of rent but I do not want you to spend another night in that place,” I told him. “We can go there today, together, in order to pick up some of your clothes and the things you will need for the next few days.” 
 
    Jake smiled. “You’re the boss!” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied frankly. “Yes I am, aren’t I!” 
 
    After about an hour Jake and I reluctantly dragged ourselves out of bed. I made a point of watching Jake get dressed. It was a struggle for him to pull on his boxer shorts and trousers and he continued to walk a little awkwardly. “Oh don’t be so dramatic!” I exclaimed lightly, patting his bottom as I went through with him into the kitchen. “You’ll soon get used to it, and you’re going to have to because your bottom is never not going to hurt whilst I’m around!” 
 
    I made Jake and myself a friend breakfast and we went and cuddled and smooched on the settee for a bit before I insisted we take the bus to his house to pick up the things he would need. “No point in having it hanging over us honey,” I said brightly as I stood up and offered him my hand.  
 
    Jake and I walked down to the bus stop and took the bus to his road. I smiled as I watched Jake sit down slowly. I leaned in close and whispered to him. “Does it still hurt?” 
 
    He nodded and looked around to see if somebody was overhearing.  
 
    I could not help but smile at his discomfort. “Just making sure!” I exclaimed innocently. 
 
    Going to Jake’s shared house sapped my mood somewhat. The place was so dank and dirty to make me shudder and I wanted Jake to be away from here as soon as possible. I don’t know how he has managed to stick it here for so long; that’s boys for you I suppose. I helped him to fill a suitcase with clothes and a few other personal effects and within ten minutes we were ready to move again and like I said, I couldn’t get out of there soon enough. Back on the bus I sent a text message to my landlord and he replied shortly afterwards to congratulate me on my new relationship and to say that he would update the contract accordingly. I have always been lucky with my landlords and this one has always been especially reasonable towards me. 
 
    That evening I was due to meet Letty but because of the change in my personal circumstances I texted her to call off and she texted back to say if it was not too much trouble why not bring Jake over to the bar to meet her. Jake agreed to this and so by seven that evening we were all sat down together with me a little nervous in case Letty said anything to embarrass me. 
 
    “It really is good to meet you,” said Letty cheerfully. 
 
    “And you too,” replied Jake, his tone friendly. “Alayna has told me all about you of course.” 
 
    “Really?” Replied Letty with a smile. “Well Alayna has only told me the good bits about you!” 
 
    Jake blushed a little at this and I lightly scolded Letty for embarrassing him.  
 
    “I can’t believe you have moved so fast,” said Letty in bemusement when Jake went off to get us some drinks at the bar. “Why I would never have described you as one for spontaneity, Alayna.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked anxiously. “Don’t you like Jake?” 
 
    “Oh yes I like him very much don’t get me wrong,” replied Letty hastily. “But it is just so unlike you, Alayna; you are normally so cautious!” 
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose I just have a good feeling about Jake,” I replied, my tone matter of fact. 
 
    “You must have!” Agreed Letty.  
 
    Soon afterwards Jake came back with the drinks and we all spent a pleasant evening together. I could tell that Letty was a little concerned I might have taken leave of my senses and I would have expected nothing less from her as my best friend. We chatted until closing time then myself Jake waited to see Letty into the taxi before walking home together whereupon we made love and fell asleep holding one another tightly. 
 
    Sunday 30th January 
 
    Jake and I slept in this morning until around eight before waking up and holding one another tightly for a while and just generally fooling around. I played with his cock and teased him but did not allow him to cum and because he is my most devoted of slaves he would never have dreamed of asking. 
 
    “Are you hungry?” I said at last. 
 
    “A little I suppose,” replied Jake.  
 
    I smiled. “Hungry now or do you think you could work up a bit of an appetite?” 
 
    “Oh I could definitely work up an appetite I’m sure,” laughed Jake. 
 
    I smiled before swinging myself around so that I was sitting on the edge of the bed and reaching for my hairbrush. I was dressed in my cotton white knickers and white t-shirt which I always wear for bed and which I never really thought were that sexy until Jake came along (now of course I consider myself sexy in anything I choose to wear!) “Would you like to lie over my lap?” I asked him hopefully. “I know you will still be hurting from the other day but all the same I would very much like to spank you before I make love to you.” 
 
    Jake’s eyes lit up and I could not help but smile. He quickly removed his boxer shorts and came to lie across my lap as though it was the most natural thing in the world – and come to think about it what is more natural than a firm mistress taking her obedient slave across her knee for a sound morning spanking? 
 
    I gripped my hairbrush tightly and quickly got to work on his ass. I probably only gave him around thirty whacks but his bottom remained very tender, or perhaps he was just getting used to letting go of his emotions in front of me, because before we were even halfway through he was sobbing.  
 
    After I had finished spanking him I reclined on the bed and had him come to me and I held him in my arms and stroked his hair and soothed him, becoming very wet as I did so (I had no idea how much of a turn on the aftercare following a spanking would turn out to be). After he had stopped crying I had him take off my knickers and go down on me after which I rolled on top of him and tied him to the bed, teasing his cock for a long time before I finally allowed myself to become impaled on it. I rode him hard and fast, bouncing up and down and crying out, using all my energy on him and driving him absolutely wild and he writhed and strained upon his bonds until he was at the very limit of what he could take and yet still he managed to hold on and bring me to orgasm for a second time before he at last let go inside me.  
 
    “Well wasn’t that nice!” I exclaimed lightly as we ate breakfast together a little while later. “You know Jake I think I should always like to spank you before we make love and I should always like to tie you up during it,” I told him. “Sometimes we shall make love regularly of course and I shall be the traditional woman and you the manly man and you can pound me on top on the bed in the missionary position but in general I should like you bound and submitted at all times.” 
 
    “Oh why of course Alayna,” agreed Jake readily.  
 
    I smiled and took his hand and squeezed it, smiling adoringly at him. Nobody can understand the way we feel about one another right now. You have to have lived it to be able to feel it I am sure and there are only a lucky few who ever get to experience such pleasure in life.  
 
    In the afternoon we went over to Jake’s house and brought over more items. As he gradually moves his life over to my apartment so too does he come to belong to me more and more.  
 
    Monday 31st January 
 
    I can hardly believe it is only the end of January. So much has happened to me this month that it feels like a year or more has passed. Mine and Jake’s relationship has been a whirlwind romance alright. 
 
    Jake and I got up together, showered together, had breakfast together and stepped out together on the walk to work. As usual I felt a pang of sadness at leaving him outside the call centre but I consoled myself with the knowledge that now I have him to myself in my web I can work on the rest of his problems at my leisure.  
 
    During my lunch break I went back to the sex shop on the side street. This time I entered with confidence although of course I was careful to ensure I was not overseen. Suzie was once more serving behind the counter and in truth I could have hugged her. 
 
    “Hello you!” She said with enthusiasm. “You’re looking very pleased with yourself today. Did it go well then?” 
 
    “It really couldn’t have gone better,” I told her happily, and I proceeded to give her a brief but graphic rundown of what had happened between us that weekend. 
 
    “Whew!” She exclaimed after I was finished. “He sounds like one well spanked boy alright, and with a high threshold as well. I still have to tie my boyfriend down for the caning stage sometimes.” 
 
    “Oh he was well spanked alright!” I said proudly. “And I’ve been thinking all weekend about what else I might do to him. He loved every minute of it of course like the little slut he is!” 
 
    “Ooh, what do you have in mind?” Asked Suzie keenly. 
 
    “I think I should like to buy some handcuffs,” I said confidently. “Two pairs I think. I have been using my silk scarves to tie him up with up until now but that tends to take too long sometimes, especially when I’m feeling so frisky that it’s all I want to do to quickly bind him and impale myself!” 
 
    “What sort of cuffs would you like?” Asked Suzie. “We have the fun pink frilly ones or the ones with comfortable rubber inside or just the normal steel ones like the police use.” 
 
    “Oh definitely the third option,” I said without hesitation. “As far as I’m concerned handcuffs are supposed to act like handcuffs. They’re supposed to be tight and they’re supposed to hurt when you struggle in them. Besides, I like to see the marks on his wrists he’s made from straining. Nothing like making a girl feel wanted now is there?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely not!” Exclaimed Suzie in agreement as she helped me to select a pair. 
 
    I was very pleased with the new cuffs. Back at work I found myself thinking up rather novel uses for them. I kept them in my handbag close to me and they made me feel very mischievous. I wonder what my work colleagues would have thought had they known what prim and proper little Alayna had been up to that weekend, and what she was planning for this week! 
 
    Jake was late home because he went back to the house to collect more of his stuff. I’d had his dinner ready when he got home and I practically forced him to wolf it down before I all but dragged him to the bedroom and proudly showed him the handcuffs. “Do you like them?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” replied Jake keenly.  
 
    I smiled. “I thought you might,” I said happily. “You will see of course that they are adjustable which means I can cuff you very tightly when I want to.” 
 
    I instructed Jake to take off his clothes whilst I left mine on (I was still dressed in my work uniform – a white blouse, nylon skirt coming to just over my knees, black tights and a silk blue cravat, and my hair was tied back in a ponytail). I guided him on to the bed then cuffed him tightly to the posts (one hand cuffed to each post) then removed my knickers and proceeded to straddle him backwards. I had never considered my skirt and blouse to be especially sexy items of clothing but the thought of wearing them whilst I cuffed Jake to the bed and sat on his face made me very excited. I hitched up my skirt until my centre was exposed and pressed back on to his face and before long he was lapping away at my clit and I dug my long nails into his chest and stomach and teased his cock until I came hard in another gushing squirt. 
 
    Afterwards I turned myself around and straddled Jake just below his cock whereupon I took his cock in my hand. “Now then Jake,” I began as I reached down to stroke his chest and neck with my free hand. “I have been doing some thinking and I have decided that as you are my slave and everything you really cannot expect to cum every time you make me cum,” I told him formally. “I feel I have been very generous with you so far and perhaps I am being a little too generous.” 
 
    “What do you mean Alayna?” Asked Jake in bemusement. 
 
    “Simply that in order to keep you keen and obedient there are days when I shall not allow you to cum at all,” I replied with a flourish.  
 
    “Will you let me cum tonight?” He asked hopefully. 
 
    “Oh alright then!” I exclaimed in mock exasperation. “But I’m too soft on you do you know that? And only because I didn’t give you advance warning!” 
 
    I backed myself away from Jake then leaned back against the bottom of the bed and stretched out my legs. My nylon covered foot began touched his cock and began to gently rub him up and down. After a moment I took his cock between both feet and started to masturbate him as he groaned and strained luxuriously, his eyes gazing up at me as though I were a thing of wonder. “Do you want to cum, slave?” I asked him lustily, a look of intense concentration on my face as I continued to coordinate my feet with his cock. “Do you want to cum all over my important work tights? I shall have to spank you for it, you know, I shall have to give you a long hard spanking later for it!” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Oh please Alayna!” He murmured pleadingly. “Please let me cum! Spank me all you want but please…” 
 
    I laughed and nodded then giggled triumphantly as his excitement exploded in a spurt and dripped all down the foot of my tights. I carried on laughing as I rubbed the sticky mess against my feet, savouring and delighting in his unconditional surrender to my power.  
 
    Tuesday 1st February 
 
    Another average day for me but for Jake it was another shift of torture. His boss had a real shout at him over his lack of sales and put him on a final warning, and of course the callous bastard would insist upon humiliating my poor Jake publicly for all his co-workers to see. 
 
    “Oh Jake honey I don’t like to see you coming home so stressed,” I sighed as I put my arms around him and held him close to me, wishing I could soak up some of his anguish into my body for I would surely be able to handle it better than he. “It isn’t good for you and this job isn’t worthy of your talents either. You went to university didn’t you? What is it you would like to do with your life?” 
 
    “My degree was worthless,” muttered Jake despondently. “I wish I’d known it at the time but it was media studies, one of the most popular degrees in the country and I only graduated with a 2:2.” 
 
    “Well a media studies job qualifies you for a degree in journalism doesn’t it?” 
 
    “In theory,” replied Jake with a shrug. “But in practice there just aren’t that many journalism jobs about.” 
 
    “Have you even tried?” 
 
    “There’s no point,” he declared with a shrug of his shoulders. 
 
    “Hey!” I exclaimed. “Now then what sort of approach is that to have, huh? You’re never going to know if you don’t apply.” 
 
    “I suppose,” he muttered, although once more he did not sound at all confident about the situation.  
 
    In bed that night I allowed Jake to go down on me but afterwards did not offer him anything in return. In truth I was a little cross with him for his defeatist attitude but that was not the only reason I did not allow him to cum that night. “I like the thought of not letting you cum after you have pleasured me,” I smiled as I snuggled up to him afterwards. “For some reason it gives me a warm glow inside. I like to deny you, Jake; I like to make you want me even more than you already do. I suppose this is why I did not permit you to masturbate shortly after we started going out. You did keep to that instruction didn’t you?” 
 
    “Of course Alayna,” replied Jake sincerely. “I’d never defy you. You know that.” 
 
    “Good,” I said primly as I rested my head on his shoulder. “I shall let you cum inside me again soon of course but I think I should like to keep you waiting for a little while longer yet!” 
 
    Wednesday 2nd February 
 
    I was worried about Jake all day on account of him being so down about work and was damned well tempted to go in there and give the manager a piece of my mind. He texted me throughout the day and I was relieved to hear he was having a slightly better day and had managed to make a few sales although I still felt bad because sales have never been his thing and I know he feels just awful putting pressure on people in that way. 
 
    After work, because Jake was once again taking a couple of trips back to his house, I met Letty in town for coffee and a bite to eat and we chatted amiably about our respective relationships before I came home to find Jake waiting for me. He had even taken it upon himself to make some dinner and even though he had burned it somewhat and it was a little stodgy I greatly appreciated the effort nonetheless and embraced him warmly afterwards. “And now my honey we need to do something about your work situation,” I told him “Why don’t you apply for jobs?” 
 
    “Oh I’ll have a look this weekend,” replied Jake vaguely. “I’ll see if any of the other insurance companies or call centres are hiring.” 
 
    “What about a journalism job?” I said. “That is what you trained to do isn’t it?” 
 
    “But it’s like I said there are so many media studies graduates that there’s no vacancies available,” replied Jake with a note of exasperation in his voice. 
 
    “Why don’t you write an article on a topic you know well and send it off to them? Show them what you can do?” 
 
    “I could I suppose,” replied Jake, although he didn’t sound at all sure. 
 
    “Fine,” I muttered and with that I broke off our embrace and went through into the bedroom to get changed for bed. Jake came through to talk to me but I was in no mood to discuss things with him and instead went off to the bathroom and spent a long time brushing my teeth; basically sulking with him like the girl that I am. 
 
    “Alayna?” said Jake uncertainly as he got into bed beside me after brushing his teeth.  
 
    I turned my face away from him but pushed my ass against his crotch. “Just put your fingers into my knickers and do your job as a slave,” I ordered formally. 
 
    “Are you cross with me Alayna?” Persisted Jake worriedly. 
 
    I shrugged. “A little I suppose.” I settled back against him and spread my legs slightly. His fingers moved between my t-shirt and underneath the fabric of my knickers and a moment later he was rubbing against my clit. 
 
    “What is it?” He asked. “Because I won’t apply for jobs?” 
 
    “Because of your defeatism,” I replied in exasperation as I fidgeted around and took hold of his hand to help him find my clit. “Now come along, Jake; let us have no more arguments but you will do something about your situation soon won’t you?” 
 
    “I’ll try Alayna.” 
 
    “Not good enough and you know it,” I pouted.   
 
    “Oh of course I’ll do it Alayna!” Exclaimed Jake with a new determination. “I’m sorry, honey; I forgot for a moment that I’m your slave.” 
 
    “How could you ever forget such a thing?” I scolded him lightly as I allowed him to kiss my neck. “But you’re right, we shouldn’t argue. You’re right on my clit and now it’s all I can do to… Ooh!” 
 
    Thursday 3rd February 
 
    Whilst my working day was dull and monotonous as usual Jake’s was once again unbearable and it is now clear to me that he is hanging on by a thread. The last thing I would want is for him to lose his job; such an event would be bound to destroy his confidence.  
 
    After work I met Jake at his office and we walked home together. We had dinner during which he remained rather morose and so I decided to cheer him up with a shower together. 
 
    “The welts on your bottom seem to be healing up nicely anyway,” I said as I watched him removing his clothes in the bathroom. 
 
    “Still hurts though,” replied Jake. “All the same sitting down on those hard office chairs and feeling it hurt is about the only thing that cheers me up at work right now. Knowing that I’ve got you to come back to.” 
 
    “And that you belong to me?” 
 
    “Why of course.” 
 
    I smiled and began to take off my clothes, coming to join him in the shower a moment later. We embraced passionately and I pulled him close to me so that I could feel his hardness. “Now you know if we were a normal couple we would be making love right now,” I murmured breathlessly between kisses.  
 
    “Are we not going to make love?” Asked Jake hopefully. 
 
    I shook my head. “You need to get a better attitude as regards to your prospects before I allow you to cum again,” I told him, turning around in his embrace. “You shall certainly be making me cum though.” 
 
    He held me tightly around my stomach as his fingers explored me, his hard cock pressing against my ass. He was so good with his fingers and I was soon very turned on indeed and desired nothing more than to turn around and impale myself upon him and yet I knew that to do so would be a sign of weakness. He kissed my neck and shoulders and I groaned and writhed and wiggled against him because he was touching me so intensely and it was clear he desperately needed me. I loved the feeling of his hardness against me and I thrilled that I knew I was going to deny him. I was a Goddess and he would only devote himself to my pleasure tonight! When at last he took me over the edge I threw back my head and squealed my orgasm at the top of my voice and he was obliged to hold me tightly around my waist for my legs buckled against the intensity of his touch and thus did he quite literally sweep me off my feet!” 
 
    “That was very nice indeed honey,” I said primly as I left the shower and started to towel myself off. “It is nice to cum don’t you think? Not that you’re going to know of course!” 
 
    “Can I not at least masturbate?” 
 
    “Sorry honey I’m afraid not,” I replied. “A spanking is not the only way I punish you, you know. As our relationship progresses you shall also find that denial becomes a crucial element in your enslavement!”  
 
    I put on my red silk robe. After Jake had dried himself off I took his hand and led him through to the bedroom. He was still very hard; I imagine all kinds of thoughts were running through his head about me, the naughty boy! 
 
    I left Jake standing in the middle of the room and took the whip from the cupboard. “Put your hands behind your back,” I ordered him. “Then I shall help you to be rid of that uncomfortable hard-on.” 
 
    Jake did as he was told, regarding the whip nervously as well he might. I swatted the whip lightly across the shaft of his cock. As the implement made contact with his manhood he blinked and cried out softly but kept his arms behind his back and did not move out of position. I waited a few seconds before bringing the whip across his balls once more and then again after that. I must have given him around six blows in total and by the end of it all erotic thoughts had been banished from his mind as he was forced to concentrate on his suffering and his cock was flaccid once more. He became hard as he held me in bed later that night of course but I did not bring the whip out again.  
 
    Friday 4th February  
 
    “A week today since the last time I gave you a real spanking,” I said pleasantly as the two of us were getting changed for work this morning. “I think you may well be due another.” 
 
    “Of you think so, Alayna,” replied Jake keenly, his cock becoming hard as he contemplated what he had coming. 
 
    I bit my lip and looked into his eyes. “However Jake you need to be aware that your spanking tonight it going to be a little different. Tonight, Jake, I am going to give you a punishment spanking.” 
 
    “A punishment spanking?” Repeated Jake reticently. “Have I displeased you in some way Alayna?” 
 
    “Perhaps a little,” I replied. “You know I have been rather disappointed of late with your negativity when it comes to finding yourself a job you enjoy.” 
 
    Jake bowed his head. “Yes Alayna,” he muttered remorsefully. “You know I thought it might have been for that.” 
 
    “Don’t look so glum honey,” I said brightly as I came forward to kiss and embrace him. “I was going to give you a spanking tonight regardless. I should just like you to know that tonight you will be spanked for punishment as opposed to pleasure.” 
 
    I knew that Jake would be spending the entire day thinking about his punishment and hoped that it would at least make a welcome break from worrying constantly about his job. I too was somewhat distracted as I completed my daily duties at work! 
 
    As usual I met Jake at his office where he had enjoyed a marginally better day with a few sales. He was no longer so downbeat although this was almost certainly because he knew that I was going to spank him as opposed to any newfound positivity concerning his work situation.  
 
    This evening neither of us could be bothered to cook and so instead we ordered a takeaway and watched a little television. I could tell that Jake was a little distracted, and I could well imagine why although as is fast becoming my custom I did not touch upon the topic of his punishment until after the plates had been cleared away.  
 
    “So what does a punishment spanking entail?” Asked Jake nervously as I took his hand and led him through into the bedroom. 
 
    “A punishment spanking, I have decided, is where you receive an extra-long caning, an extra-long whipping and you are tied down for all of it and don’t get to cum at the end of it,” I told him formally. 
 
    “I don’t get to cum?” Replied Jake in askance. 
 
    “No honey you do not,” I said firmly and in this I felt very cruel indeed but I knew that as his mistress I had to be firm with him. “My orgasm is going to have to be enough for us both I am afraid.” 
 
    Jake undressed and lay face down upon the bed with the two raised pillows once more pushing up his bottom. I handcuffed his wrists to the bedposts and tied his wrists with the scarves, binding him extra tightly so that it was uncomfortable for him and dug into his skin. From that moment on he became my own personal pleasure toy. I caned and whipped and teased him so hard, testing him right to the very limit and then going beyond it, pushing him and pushing him to see how much he could take. He took it all, of course, because he is my slave and because he loves me and the harder I thrashed him the closer I felt to him. This is, I decided, the natural order of things. This is where society has been going wrong all these years; allowing men to lead and control when by rights they should be bent over and bound, submitting unconditionally to their womenfolk.  
 
    By the time I was finally done with Jake I was soaked right through my knickers. I untied him and hugged him in my arms for a while before guiding him gently down off the bed and on to the floor whereupon he knelt as I removed my knickers, sat down on the side of the bed and spread my legs. I squeezed my legs tightly around his head and pulled his hair as he ate me. I came once, and then again and then again and again after that. I lost track of the time but I would imagine he was knelt down between my legs for the best part of an hour, worshipping unconditionally and not complaining once despite what must have been his considerable discomfort.  
 
    After I was totally exhausted from the combined effort of spanking Jake and being made to come repeatedly by him I guided him into bed and lay with him and he held me tightly. He looked absolutely exhausted as well he might. My hands reached down to his cock and I sighed sorrowfully. “You are hard once more and I am sorry about that but then again you know why you must be punished don’t you?” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna,” replied Jake meekly. 
 
    “Would you like me to whip your cock again like I did last time so that you become flaccid again?” I asked him. 
 
    “Oh no thank you Alayna.” 
 
    I looked up at him, smiled and kissed him. “Come along honey cheer up,” I told him brightly. “Look, if you write that article and apply for some of those journalism jobs I’ll let you cum again, okay? I want you to climax as well, believe me, but as you mistress I must insist that you push yourself. You understand done you?” 
 
    “Of course I do honey,” smiled Jake as he looked upon me with unquestioning devotion. 
 
    Saturday 5th February  
 
    We got up early today and spent most of the day at Jake’s shared house tidying up and getting the room ready. The landlord has a new tenant he is keen to move in but of course he is being awkward about giving Jake back his deposit. Jake being Jake is minded to let it go but when the landlord came by whilst we were there I gave him a piece of my mind, much to Jake’s embarrassment although my words seemed to do something and by the end of the day the landlord was happy with the state of the place and agreed to return the deposit in full. 
 
    Working all day at the house meant that Jake had little time to start his article and apply for jobs and for that reason, yet again, he did not get to cum although I certainly got to cum when he went down on me in bed later that evening! The poor fellow is feeling rather listless and frustrated at being denied his climax so often but it is certainly serving to motivate him and just before we fell asleep in one another’s arms tonight he was talking about several ideas which he is going to try and put down in an article tomorrow.  
 
    Sunday 6th February  
 
    Having not been allowed to cum for several days Jake was naturally very aroused and so I took him over my knee first thing this morning and spanked him with my hairbrush until he became flaccid and started to cry. Still, the spanking seemed to motivate him and after breakfast he settled down to research his article on the declining fortunes of the local football team.  
 
    Whilst Jake was working I went out to meet Letty for lunch at a café near the marina. She is very happy with her new boyfriend although she made a point of telling me how she had no intention to move things as fast as I was. 
 
    “So what is it like living with a fellow at last?” She asked me. “It must be nice to have sex on tap whenever you want it.” 
 
    I had to smile at this and wondered whether I ought to tell her how Jake is hardly getting sex on tap every time he wants it but then again I hardly think she would understand. Letty is the sort of girl who likes a dominant man; she likes to be taken against the wall, to be commanded and instructed and dominated by big strong fellows and the very best of luck to her with that! 
 
    When I returned home later that day I was delighted to see that Jake had been having a most productive time of it. He had managed to write a thousand word article about the fortunes of the local football team and although this is hardly me thing I gladly read it over. “Why I think this is very good indeed Jake,” I said approvingly. “I mean I don’t know the first thing about football but I know what a well written article looks like.” 
 
    “I’ve sent it to all three of the local papers,” announced Jake proudly. “None of them are specifically advertising but I thought even if they’re not looking for anyone at the moment they might keep me on their files in case something comes up.” 
 
    I beamed at him. “You have done very well indeed, honey, and I am extremely proud of you!” I exclaimed happily before rushing towards him. He gathered me up in his strong arms and kissed me passionately over and over again. “May we?” He asked hopefully. 
 
    “Yes honey we most certainly may!” 
 
    We went through into the bedroom. I lay back on the bed and moaned softly as his hands undressed me. “That’s right Jake!” I murmured approvingly as he lowered himself between my legs and began to eat me. “Make me cum really hard and afterwards make love to me! I’m not going to tie you up this time and for a change I should like you to go on top!” 
 
    After he had made me cum really hard with his tongue Jake fell upon me; devouring my face and neck with kisses. I groaned and gasped as I felt his hard cock pressing against my thigh and I reached down to take him between my thumb and forefinger in order to guide him inside me so that I was totally filled by him. He began to thrust inside me urgently as his hands explored my entire body and I dug my nails into his back in my ecstasy, threw back my head and cried out joyously as he took me hard. My senses were tingling. In time Jake’s thrusts became faster and faster as my own cries became louder until at last I felt myself taken over the edge and came hard upon his unyielding cock in an intensive orgasm which seemed to sweep the very breath from my lungs, a climax made all the more glorious as I felt him tense up within me and explode at the exact same time of my peaking. 
 
    Monday 7th February  
 
    Jake went off to work in a much better mood. I don’t know if it was because he had sent his article off or because of our lovemaking last night or perhaps, most likely, it was a combination of the two factors. I myself was happy because he was happy and passed a perfectly acceptable day at work as a result.  
 
    When I saw Jake again this evening he remained buoyant and upbeat. “I thought even if the newspapers didn’t want the article I could start a blog or something,” he suggested. “I’ve had a few ideas for other articles as well and I might start one anyway even if they don’t offer me a job.” 
 
    “Well somebody certainly has a lot more confidence today!” I exclaimed happily as I came to embrace him. 
 
    “And I don’t wonder at it,” laughed Jake “What you have been doing to me of late has really helped me to focus.” 
 
    “You mean the spanking?” 
 
    “The spanking and not allowing me to cum I think,” replied Jake. “And it made it so much better as well, when I finally was able to cum because I really did feel as though I’d earned the right.” 
 
    “And you most certainly did earn the right!” I assured him as I pulled him close to me. 
 
    I was very proud of Jake and I’m so glad that he is my boyfriend and also that I have at last manage to awaken these long held in urges of mine. After we had enjoyed dinner together I took him into the bedroom whereupon I spanked him until he cried and then afterwards we went off for a shower together during which we made intensive, passionate love. 
 
    Tuesday 8th February 
 
    “One of the newspapers got back to me!” Exclaimed Jake delightedly, rushing forward to lift me off my feet as I got back from work that evening. 
 
    “Already?” I replied excitedly. 
 
    He nodded. “They liked it!” He exclaimed. “And they want to see me!” 
 
    My mouth dropped open in astonishment. “Oh Jake!” I exclaimed in a whisper. I threw my arms around him and hugged and kissed him over and over again. “I am so proud of you, do you hear me? So, so proud!” And indeed it was true. I was so happy I could have cried.  
 
    “I think you deserve a special reward tonight,” I said coyly after I had at last managed to recover from my excitement somewhat.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Asked Blake. 
 
    In answer I proceeded to saunter over to him before dropping to my knees and reaching to unbuckle his belt. “Now you see Jake this is going to be a little out of character as far as you and I are concerned,” I said lightly. “A mistress dropping to her knees in front of her slave? Why whatever next! Still, you are after all my personal property and I can do whatever I want to you and so why should I not reward you when the mood takes me?” 
 
    “Oh I’m not complaining, Alayna, believe me!” Exclaimed Jake gladly. 
 
    I smiled as I took a firm hold of his cock by the base and began to jerk him up and down. I was certainly going to suck him but I would not do so submissively. Looking up into his eyes I began to lick his shaft up and down, going from the tip to the base and then around. I began to jerk him off hard, spitting on his cock like they do in the porn films and thus giving myself a little extra lubrication. Jake groaned and gasped and I instinctively knew that he was very close to climax and so I took him in my mouth completely, sucking him right down to the base, up and down, up and down until he could hold it no more. I felt his cock tense up inside me and he came hard as I gleefully swallowed down his load. 
 
    Wednesday 9th February  
 
    Considering how pleased I am with Jake for getting himself an interview with the local newspaper it struck me as being slightly unfair that during my lunch hour I went back to visit Suzie at the sex shop in order to discuss ways to make him suffer even more for me but then again he had certainly greatly enjoyed and benefited from my domination of him and my sixth sense tells me he will prove to be entirely in compliance with my plans.  
 
    Suzie was very pleased to see me and greatly interested in how I had been getting on. “I’ve found that I’m extremely turned on by the idea of denying him,” I told her. “For a while last week I did not allow him to cum at all and it did him the world of good. He has gotten himself an interview for tomorrow with a newspaper and it is all because I motivated him with my spankings and by refusing him an orgasm of his own even though he still made me cum multiple times.” 
 
    “Oh I think denial and teasing can be a great deal of fun,” agreed Suzie enthusiastically. “I presume you tease him when you tie him up, yes?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely,” I replied. “And that’s sort of what I want to do on a semi-permanent basis if you know what I mean. I want to take things a little further, Suzie. I want to cage him.” 
 
    “You mean you’re looking for a chastity cage?” 
 
    I nodded.  “Do you know much about these things?” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna,” replied Suzie brightly. “As it happens my boyfriend is wearing one right now and it still gives me a thrill of pleasure to think about it! The longest I ever kept him caged was three months but obviously you can do whatever you want. He tells me it is very comfortable to wear once he has gotten used to it and it only really hurts when he tries to get hard, which is the whole point of the thing if you ask me!” 
 
    “Oh that sounds positively wonderful!” I exclaimed enthusiastically and in truth the thought of keeping Jake locked up in chastity for months was extremely alluring to me even if I’m not sure I could ever actually be that cruel to him.  
 
    “You will become sort of obsessed with it,” said Suzie with a note of caution in her voice. “I know I did; I sometimes imagine that I think about it far more than my boyfriend. For me it has become a question of endurance – how far can I push him? How long can I deny him? But tell me, Alayna, is the intimacy of penetration important to you? If you lock him up in a cage you risk losing that intimacy, for a while at least.” 
 
    “Well I should definitely say it has become more important since I met Jake,” I replied. “He’s the only fellow who has ever been able to make me cum during penetration, although now you come to mention it I was never exactly dissatisfied with simple penetration when I was previous boyfriends, although back then I never had an orgasm. I was happy to make myself cum later when alone. So yes, on reflection I should say that penetration is rather important to me.” 
 
    “And does it matter to you who is doing the penetrating?” Asked Suzie. 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    “Oh yes,” laughed Suzie. “If I didn’t also regularly fuck my boyfriend in the ass I’m not sure he would be able to take the chastity cage for so long. Being able to control his orgasms is very important to me and it sounds as though it is important to you in your relationship, Alayna, but you must still satisfy him sexually.” 
 
    “You really think will satisfy him even though he will not be able to cum?” I asked her in wonder. 
 
    “Penetration is important to us girls even though we are rarely brought to orgasm through penetration alone,” said Suzie. “We make do with penetration without orgasm and so can a nice submissive fellow like your Jake. If you choose to dominate Jake via the chastity cage you should definitely keep it open as an option.” 
 
    And so it was that I left Suzie’s shop laden down with purchases. My heart was racing as it always does when I make a risky purchase and I was grateful that Suzie had wrapped the items up very tightly indeed because I would have hated for anyone at the bank to find out what I was carrying in my handbag – my innocent reputation would surely never recover. 
 
    I was not quite sure how I was going to approach the issue of denial, chastity and female on male penetration to Jake and sure enough he seemed to notice that I appeared rather distracted when we sat down to dinner that evening.  
 
    “Is something wrong Alayna” He asked me anxiously. 
 
    I put down my fork and looked at him intensely. “How far would you be prepared to go for me honey?” I asked him curiously. 
 
    “As far as you would like me to go,” replied Jake without hesitation. “I’m your slave, remember?” 
 
    “Would you be happy for me to punish you and dominate you even when I wasn’t spanking you?” I asked him.  
 
    Jake nodded. “Whatever you desire, Alayna.” 
 
    “Even if it meant you were not allowed to cum for a very long time?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna. Anything.”  
 
    I looked down at my empty plate. “Your devotion overwhelms me sometimes,” I muttered with a note of anxiety.  
 
    “Is that a good thing?” 
 
    “I suppose so but it worries me as well sometimes,” I replied as I got up, came around to his end of the table and began to absently stroke his hair. “It is a big responsibility for a girl you know?” 
 
    “Do you think me unmanly Alayna?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Of course not honey,” I told him reassuringly. He got up and embraced me, holding me very tightly indeed and my feelings immediately became conflicted. Looking back on it now I am almost ashamed of my purchases and am tempted to throw them away tomorrow. And yet the thought of denying Jake continues to drive me wild and now that Suzie has mentioned it I really want to fuck him in the ass as well!  
 
    Thursday 10th February  
 
    Of course Jake’s tyrannical bosses at the insurance company would never have allowed him the day off on such short notice and so he had been required to call in sick. The boss was not at all reasonable about it of course (there ought to be a law against such people) and as a result Jake was worried as he got ready to set out in the morning that somebody might see him but I urged him to relax and focus on the interview.  
 
    I went out before Jake and was worrying about him all day. When I texted him an hour after the interview time he didn’t text back and when I persisted he simply texted back to say I was okay and as a result I was very worried and confused by the time I finally left off work at five. I hurried home and as soon as I got through the door Jake rushed towards me, gathered me up in his arms and began to gleefully swing me around. “They offered me a job!” He cried joyously. “Can you believe it, Alayna? They said they really liked my piece, that I really seemed to know my stuff and they want me to start as soon as possible. I told them I’d be there first thing on Monday morning!” 
 
    “Oh my goodness Jake I knew you could do it and I’m so proud of you! So proud, do you hear me?” I cried delightedly and this time I was unable to hold back on the tears. 
 
    “I was convinced there must have been a mistake,” said Jake in wonder as I continued to hug his neck and kiss him over and over again.  
 
    “There’s no mistake!” I exclaimed. “You’re brilliant, Jake, do you hear me? I always knew you could do it.” 
 
    “And it’s all thanks to you, Alayna,” declared Jake gratefully. “You’ve transformed me, Alayna. You’ve completed me!” 
 
    Friday 11th February 
 
    Jake was a little nervous about going to work and telling them he wouldn’t be going back on Monday. I told him that if he had been me I would just have plain told them to get stuffed and stomped out there and then but of course Jake is such a decent sort of fellow who cannot bear to let anybody down even if they have treated him very badly indeed.  
 
    “Are you still going to give me a spanking tonight?” He asked me hopefully as we kissed goodbye outside his office. 
 
    “Oh yes,” I replied simply. “I should say you have more than earned a very long and very sexy spanking, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    “Well I hope so!” Exclaimed Jake happily.  
 
    In the event Jake’s boss did not kick up too much of a fuss about him not going back on Monday. Jake wryly remarked that it was because he was glad to see him go, and perhaps that is so but who cares? The important thing is that Jake is well away from there and can on Monday embark on the first stage of a new career for which he studied at university.  
 
    This evening after I led Jake into the bedroom for his weekly spanking I gave him an extra-long caning. Of all the implements I use on Jake’s bottom I should say the cane is probably my favourite. I love the sound it makes as it crashes down against his ass and the way the welts spread out in a neat line and the way they line up one on top of the other when I give him multiple strokes. Jake sobbed a great deal beneath the cane of course and his bottom was severely lined with welts which only intensified when I tied him down for a good whipping afterwards. Once he had finished suffering for me I tied him down and sat on his face before riding him to an intensive mutual orgasm, the points of my high heeled shoes digging hard into his thighs as I did so.  
 
    As Jake held me in his arms afterwards I found myself becoming a little subdued and thoughtful, even a little worried. 
 
    “I’m a really bad mistress and an even worse girlfriend,” I sighed despondently when he asked me what was wrong.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Asked Jake curiously. 
 
    “I’ve been keeping secrets from you,” I muttered shamefacedly. “Not being honest about my intentions.” 
 
    “How so?” asked Jake worriedly. 
 
    My face flushed red and I bit my lip. “I have bought a chastity cage, Jake,” I told him. “And also a strap-on dildo.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Jake as well he might because when your girlfriend gives you such news what else can one really say except ‘oh?’ 
 
    “I’m sorry I should have told you,” I sighed regretfully. “I went to the specialist shop in town sort of on an impulse and just brought them. Denying you your orgasms recently has aroused me a great deal and I think it has helped you too and you did say you were glad I had done it – I’m sorry, am I just trying to convince myself? Anyway I did it and there it is and I purchased the dildo as well so that we can still have penetration during our sexual encounters which I know is important to both of us.” 
 
    Jake smiled and hugged me a little tighter. “Well if it is what you want, Alayna,” he said eagerly. “And I can’t deny I am pretty turned on by the prospect of both. It will be an adventure and nothing else don’t you think.” 
 
    “Really?” I said hopefully as my heart leapt in anticipation. “You would let me lock your cock in chastity for as long as I wanted?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    “And what about fucking you in the ass? Would you let me do that too?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    My eyes widened. His consent to what I wanted to do to him excited me a great deal but I decided to affect a casual demeanour regardless and so I shrugged. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t,” I said indecisively. “To be honest with you Jake I’m so proud of you for getting this new job I am of a mind to let you cum as much as you want. But if I ever were to lock you up in chastity, you understand, it would be for a very long time indeed; weeks in fact.” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna, I understand completely,” replied Jake submissively as I felt his cock hardening up against me as he contemplated the prospect. 
 
    Saturday 12th February  
 
    Jake and I spent a rather lazy day eating junk food and making love. I tied him up a couple of times and also took him over my knee and spanked his still tender welts and needless to say it did not take much punishment before he was sobbing once more. I did not discuss the dildo and the chastity cage with him today but I knew he is thinking about it a great deal as am I! 
 
    In the evening we went out on a double date with Letty during which we met her new boyfriend. His name is Sam and he works on a building site and is the sort of rugged looking muscular chap that Letty always seems to go for, although he seems like a perfectly nice fellow all the same. 
 
    Sunday 13th February 
 
    Jake is a little nervous about starting his new job and was pacing around all day until I decided to take his mind off it. We took a shower together and I made him kneel and worship me between my legs as the warm water washed down over me. Afterwards I put on my red silky robe and led him naked into the bedroom whereupon I took him over my lap and spanked his ass and thighs until he started to cry. Afterwards I handcuffed his wrists to the bed before going to the cupboard and taking out the whip. The mere sight of it caused Jake to become very hard indeed as he immediately realised just what he was in for.  
 
    I moved the whip across his balls before running it up and down the shaft of his cock. Jake sighed longingly as he appreciated the supreme power I held over him. I raised the whip high and brought it down hard across the top of his legs, causing him to cry out. I gave him a few more strokes across his legs and chest and flicked the implement across his cock a few times in order to further emphasise my total control over him. I then put on my red high heeled shoes which I know just drives him wild and came to straddle him without taking himself me. 
 
    “You want me to keep whipping you?” I asked him lightly as I brandished the whip above him.  
 
    “Oh yes please Alayna!” Groaned Jake longingly. 
 
    “Beg me!” I ordered him lustily. “Beg me to keep whipping you!” 
 
    “Oh Alayna I need this so badly!” Gasped Jake. “I need you to hurt me; to really, really hurt me!” 
 
    I dug the high heels of my shoes hard into Jake’s outer thighs, causing him to squeal deliciously and strain at the cuff as I whipped him twice in quick succession. I whipped him hard and fast and rhythmically and his chest was lined with thick marks before I finally decided to take him inside me and as I fucked him I carried on whipping him, digging in my heels and hurting him until neither of could take it anymore and we exploded in a simultaneous supernova-like climax. One thing is for sure: if I ever do end up imprisoning his cock in chastity I shall certainly miss the sensation of having him cum inside me. 
 
    Monday 14th February 
 
    I am sure Jake needed a good whipping and sex session like last night to give him drive and confidence in readiness for his big first day at the newspaper today and indeed he looked very smart in his suit as he kissed me goodbye and set off for work this morning with a definite spring in his step. Shortly afterwards I set off for work myself and was thinking about him all day although he made sure to text me regularly in order to tell me how nice everybody was and how well he was doing already.  
 
    At five I came home and started to get the dinner ready Jake came home around six and I was so happy that he had still remembered Valentines Day despite his big first day at work. He presented me with a dozen red roses and a box of my favourite chocolates and for this I kissed and hugged him passionately. 
 
    “So how was it?” I asked him as we sat down next to one another on the settee and cuddled up. “I’ve been thinking about you all day, honey. You must tell me everything!” 
 
    “Well for a start there was a lot to take in,” replied Jake. “I was a little overwhelmed at first but my supervisor seems like a really nice lady and told me not to worry. It has been a year or so since I last had anything to do with journalism. Why before I wrote that article the other week I hadn’t gone anywhere near journalism since my graduation. I didn’t tell them this of course and I hope they don’t ask me directly because I’m not a very good liar and I don’t want to tell them I’ve just been mooching around in a series of temporary jobs since graduating.” 
 
    “Oh you’ve been doing nothing of the sort, Jake,” I replied firmly. “What you’ve been doing is getting experience of life and I’m sure that’s very important for aspiring journalists. As for the workload don’t worry about it at all. You’ll get used to it honey, I know you will.” 
 
    After we had eaten dinner we watched television for a while before retiring to bed where we made love. I have decided that I am, after all, going to be imprisoning Jake in chastity for a while starting this weekend and so I should like to have him cum inside me as much as possible in order that I do not miss it too much during the coming imprisonment of his manhood. 
 
    Tuesday 15th February 
 
    Jake was up early this morning, showered, got changed and went to work early in order to complete a training session with the subeditors. I passed a fairly ordinary sort of day at work and met him in town at five whereupon we proceeded to walk home together. “I was working with the subeditors today and think I did it well enough although I’m not entirely sure,” said Jake. “The leading subeditor was a bit of a sniper, constantly talking behind people’s backs. I can only imagine what he’s saying about me.” 
 
    “Oh come now Jake you shouldn’t imagine it at all,” I said comfortingly. “But all the same it is just like you to worry. Perhaps it is the hangover from your last job that has made you paranoid but really, Jake, you must learn to relax and take it all in your stride. It would be very cruel to start sniping at you behind your back when you have only just started there and I’m sure there’s nobody who can possibly have a bad word to say about you anyway.” 
 
    “You’re just biased,” said Jake with a smile as he leaned in to kiss me. 
 
    “Yes I am,” I laughed. “But I’m also right you know!” 
 
    Wednesday 16th February 
 
    Jake came home today with some of his old anxiety having returned. I sat him down and asked him what was wrong. “I’m just a little overwhelmed by it, that’s all,” replied Jake with a sigh. “I’m not picking it up fast enough and I’m making too many mistakes.” 
 
    “Is that what your boss tells you?” 
 
    “Well not exactly,” replied Jake. “He tells me I’m doing okay but I know I don’t understand it.” 
 
    “Jake!” I exclaimed in exasperation. “Don’t be so silly!” 
 
    “I’m too easily distracted,” muttered Jake as he put his arms around me and pulled me close to him. “Like I said there is a lot to take in.” 
 
    “You need to focus yourself more,” I told him as I snuggled close to his chest. “Do you think it might be time for the cage?” 
 
    “As a means to help me focus I mean?” 
 
    I looked up at him and nodded. 
 
    “If you think it will help me,” he replied. “Although I always thought wearing the cage was more about belonging to you than helping me focus on my new job.” 
 
    “I’m sure it will help you to do both, honey,” I said kindly. 
 
    “Well in that case I definitely think it’s time for the cage,” he replied with enthusiasm. 
 
    I smiled. “We are going to spend the next few days making love,” I told him. “I shall forgo your usual Friday spanking and carry it over to Sunday instead. On Sunday I shall give you a very long and very hard spanking. I shall then cuff you to the bed and make love to you and I want you to cum very hard indeed because it will be the last time I shall allow you to cum for a long time, perhaps even a fortnight!” 
 
    Thursday 17th February 
 
    Jake was a little more confident about work today, probably because he is looking forward to what I am going to do to him at the weekend. I think that knowing I will soon be locking his cock in chastity, which means I shall take complete ownership of him, has allowed him to focus more and although he was still concerned with mistakes he made at work he was more upbeat that they could be solved. 
 
    The prospect of locking up Jake’s cock has been dominating my thoughts today and I came really hard when I tied him up and fucked him and when I spanked him beforehand I gazed down longingly at his ass and thought about how I would soon be penetrating him with my strap-on dildo.  
 
    “I think I shall only keep you locked up in chastity for a week to begin with,” I told him casually as we lay together in bed afterwards. “I shall allow you to cum a week on Sunday but only if you to agree to take an especially long ass fucking.” 
 
    “It sounds as though you have quite an ordeal planned for me,” said Jake warily and there was some trepidation in voice although his cock hardening up against my thigh was something of a giveaway. 
 
    I smiled and rolled over to kiss him then took his hands and guided them back towards the cuffs. “Indeed I do my darling,” I told him gently as I began to bind him tightly once more. “But all the same you are looking forward to it very much, aren’t you?” 
 
    Friday 18th February 
 
    This evening when Jake and I returned from work I took him over my knee and spanked him extra hard and was tempted to give him the cane before deciding that I must after all do what I said I was going to do and save the most intensive thrashing for Sunday. The more I think about Sunday the more aroused I become and this concerns me somewhat because how on earth will I cope when he is all locked up in chastity and I will not be able to feel the sensation of taking him inside me? I suppose I shall just have to rely upon his tongue and fingers in order to bring me to climax over and over and perhaps the act of my taking him with the strap-on will help to satisfy my own requirement for penetration.  
 
    Saturday 19th February 
 
    Today Jake and I went shopping and just like a girl I made him wait around for me in a lot of shops as I tried things on before deciding what I wanted. I made him carry the bags home for me as well and he also paid for our lunch out. In the evening we made love in the shower and afterwards on the bed and he went on top of me and acted all manly and there was no indication that he as my slave. I enjoy a ‘night off’ from my domination of him every now and again although I know it will be the last one I have for quite a while. 
 
    Sunday 20th February 
 
    I woke up early this morning and was unable to get back to sleep. My mind was racing with the thought of what I was going to do to Jake and as soon as I heard him stirring I all but pounced upon him.  
 
    “So!” I said gleefully as I rolled on top of him and began to kiss his face. “Today is the day!” 
 
    “Gosh but you are excited!” He laughed as he wrapped his arms around me. “I wonder what I’m letting myself in for!” 
 
    I made Jake get up and we had a shower together during which he knelt and worshipped me between my legs and I played with his cock for a while but did not allow him to cum. Afterwards we dried off and went through into the kitchen whereupon I cooked us both a hearty breakfast. “After all,” I said pleasantly. “You must have your energy for what I am going to do to you. We wouldn’t want you falling asleep halfway through now would we?” I got up and took the plates to the sink and we washed up together. I talked once more about general matters even though I knew there would be only one thing upon his mind. 
 
    When the dishes were all dried up and tidied away I came and draped my arms around Jake’s neck and pulled him close to kiss him, pressing my body against his so that I could feel his hardness against me. “So are you ready?” I asked him casually. 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna,” replied Jake in a voice thick with anticipation. “Truth be told I’ve been ready for this for a long time.” 
 
    “Just as well,” I replied seductively. “I’m going to cane you very hard, Jake. I am going to hurt you. I am going to make you cry and afterwards I am going to make you cum and you had best enjoy it, young man, because it is going to be your last climax for a long time, do you hear me?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    Jake and I went through into the bedroom. I was wearing my red robe and red satin knickers. I kissed him again and instructed him to remove his own robe to reveal his divine naked body beneath and his hard cock which yearned for me, his hard cock that had always served me so well and which I was soon going to be locking up and denying – it hardly seemed fair really but then again I can be a very cruel mistress when the mood takes me! 
 
    I took two pillows and lay them in the centre of the bed whereupon I instructed Jake to lie over them before binding his wrists and ankles tightly to all four corners of the bedposts. He looked so good tied face down on the bed. I wanted to strap-on the dildo and try it out on his ass but I knew I must be patient. I had tied him up so that he could properly enjoy his spanking and not have to worry about moving out of position and it was also a question of necessity because given the sort of thrashing I was going to give him today I am quite certain he would not have been able to withstand it had he remained free from his bonds. 
 
    I took the cane and the whip from the cupboard, lay the whip down on the side of the bed and tapped the cane against his ass, making him wait a very long time for it. When at last I decided it was time to begin I caned him very forcefully and with great passion, not bothering to count the strokes as I gave them to him. Jake cried out all through his caning and once his bottom and upper thighs were covered in welts he started to cry. Ordinarily when Jake started to cry during a caning I would think about stopping but on this occasion I decided that his tears simply marked the halfway point of the punishment! I caned him over and over again and before long I was crying out with excitement and exertion as his own wails and sobs filled the room.  
 
    After I at last decided he had endured enough from the cane I came and sat down next to him and massaged his shoulders and gently rubbed his swollen, punished ass. Because I had given him an especially long caning this time it took a long time for him to stop crying. I felt a little guilty for comforting him like this when I was only going start giving him the same treatment with the whip in a few minutes time but then again he wanted this very badly and we both knew it! 
 
    After around half an hour I decided he had enjoyed enough of a break. I picked up the whip and teased it against his body for a while, running it up and down and across his ass. I’m sure the cool leather felt very soothing against his welted skin but it was not to be his friend for long. 
 
    I whipped Jake diagonally across the pre-existing welts of his bottom determined not to stop until his skin was raised and purple. Jake cried out and strained and started to cry straight away of course and as he did so I started to whip him faster because the sight of his suffering like this excited me a great deal. By the time I was done with the whip his bottom was so red purple and welted and tender that for a moment I worried that I might have gone too far. His wrists were very red from straining and his entire body was convulsed with sobs.  
 
    With one final, very hard stroke across his thighs I was done. I put down the whip and sat down on the bed beside him, my hand coming to gently rub his uneven ass, a roadmap of red and purple welts. For Jake it was the ultimate succour, the most intense relief after the most intense suffering. I lifted up his head and placed it upon my lap and he buried his face into me and as I rubbed and comforted him his sobs soon gave way to low mews of pleasure. He threw his arms around my hips and pulled me close to him and I in turn hugged him back and for a long time we remained in that position, neither of us speaking for a very long time. 
 
    “Well there you are,” I said after Jake had at last stopped crying. “You see? You are able to ensure a challenge and you have taken your spanking very well indeed. Now it is time for you to discover the rewards of such hard work and after that you shall start wearing your cage!”
“Yes Alayna,” replied Jake, looking up at me with unconcealed adoration. “Anything for you.” 
 
    I guided Jake on to his back as I wrapped my legs around his hips and straddled him. Jake understood perfectly what I planned to do to him and immediately raised his hands above his head, ready to be tied. I attached his wrists tightly to the bedposts with the cuffs, binding him so he was completely helpless before removing my gown to reveal my divine nakedness beneath. Jake’s eyes were as large as saucers. I smiled. 
 
     “Do you like what you see, slave?” I asked him seductively. “Do you not think I’m rather attractive?”
“There are no words,” whispered Jake, so choked with emotion he could hardly speak. 
I smiled. “You have more than earned the right to cum,” I told him. “But I am still your mistress and as such there are rules we must follow. I think it only right that I climax first. Do you agree?”
Jake could only nod, his eyes still affixed to my perfect form. 
 
    I proceeded to straddle Jake backwards across his chest. As I lowered myself on to his face he raised his head slightly, coming to meet me. I laughed and cried out delightedly as I felt his tongue against me and thrash around until at last I alerted him with a low moan to the discovery of my clit. He began to lick me rhythmically and passionately as I mewed and moaned, my eyes closed as I twisted upon his face, my thighs tight against the sides of his head. It felt so good to have him finally on my button as he expertly lapped away. “Oh Jake!” I cried, my breathing becoming heavy and my voice rising as I felt myself being slowly lifted into the air. “I don’t think… there has ever been… a more perfect slave than… oh goodness! Oh goodness Jake, I think…. I’m going to… I’m going to… all over your face!” I threw back my head and let forth with a low pitched cry that was half moan, half scream. In this, the moment of my greatest ecstasy I felt tears come to my eyes; an electrical current sparked across my body then returned with double the force to the epicentre of my clit. My orgasm was uncontrolled and earth shattering and through it all the one image burned into her mind was the vision of the chastity cage waiting in the bedside drawer beside me. 
 
    It took a long time for me to recover from the intensity of my orgasm but when at last I returned to my senses I became aware of the sight of Jake’s hard cock stretching out before me as he remained tied across the bed. It was clear he had earned his reward. 
 
    “So are you ready to cum for the last time, Slave?” I asked Jake lustily as I turned around and impaled myself upon his cock. I now began to ride Jake as I had spanked him; slowly and intensely, making him feel and appreciate the full force of every thrust; twisting and moaning, my face flushed red as my hair cascaded down my face. The sight of him with his wrists bound to the bedposts, completely helpless before me, knowing what I was going to do to him afterwards, turned me on no end. I knew I was not long off her second orgasm. “You like this?” I gasped frantically, my long fingernails scratching against his chest whilst my other hand rested upon my thigh. “You like it when I dominate you like this? When I fuck you like this?”
But once more Jake could only nod.  
 
    I arched my back and gasped in air before letting out a high pitched scream that echoed across the room. My orgasm was like being pulled underwater by a spiralling whirlpool and twisted round at astonishing speed before at last being thrown out and into the air, sailing through the atmosphere before at last crashing down on to the soft sand of a warm beach. I cried out as I spurted against my slave’s cock and at the exact same moment Jake too cried out and gasped just as loudly as he enjoyed an intensive, lengthy climax of his own. 
 
    I climbed slowly off Jake and put my robe and knickers back on, leaving him naked and still tied to the bed as I sauntered over to my chest of drawers and took from them the chastity cage. It was a spacious device shaped like a large flaccid cock and balls with thin chrome bars going up it. Around the base of the was a circular piece of rubber which could be tightened at will and a locking mechanism as well. I knelt between Jake’s legs and began to slide the cage over his cock, my eyes never leaving his for a second as he gazed back at me, his expression at once pained and transfixed. I attached it tightly but not so tightly that his circulation was cut off before locking it up. As I was putting it on I noticed his starting to become hard once more and I smiled as he was prevented from reaching his prime by the bars. I smiled as I climbed off the bed, attached the key to a gold chain and placed the necklace around my neck. I decided I would wear this all the time from now on so that I had the key to his manhood close by me at all times. I now untied Jake and had him walk around for a little and thought he looked absolutely divine with his all still all welted and his cock totally caged and helpless. “How does it feel?” I asked him with a thin smile. 
 
    “A little strange,” replied Jake. “It doesn’t hurt or anything like that but I wouldn’t exactly say it is comfortable.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Well that is too bad,” I said primly. “A slave in chastity is not supposed to be comfortable and it will only become more uncomfortable the more excited you get!” 
 
    “Yes Alayna,” replied Jake. 
 
    I felt deliriously happy as I lay in his arms that night, my crotch pressed against the metal of the cage as he held me really tightly. I badly want to fuck him in the ass and I know he badly wants this too and is going to be thinking about it all week whilst he is imprisoned. But I want him to focus too. He has a challenging week of work ahead of him and I am eager to find out whether his enslavement will aid him as he continues his training at the newspaper. 
 
    Monday 21st February  
 
    Jake and I woke up early today and I rolled on top of him and kissed him lovingly and he held me tightly, his arms caressing my firm body, his cock painfully hard in the cage. I got up and took him with me to the shower and pressed against him as he fingered me to orgasm before we got changed and I sent him off to work. Jake was very flustered; still hurting from the thrashing I had given him last night and still trying to get used to the cage. Being so teased and turned on by me cannot have helped either and all day at work I was wondering how he had gotten on. 
 
    I needn’t have worried. Jake came home in an excellent mood that evening, took me in his arms and held me tightly as he expounded on how well he had gotten on at work and how pleased his boss was with him already. “Did it help you to focus?” I asked him. “The cage I mean.” 
 
    “Oh most certainly,” replied Jake enthusiastically. “Damn it Alayna but I was so turned on when you left me this morning and I knew I just had to do something to distract myself and so I threw myself into my work and it really does seem to have paid dividends!” 
 
    Jake and I had dinner, watched television for a while and then retired to the bedroom whereupon I had him worship me. I knew it turned him on to go down on me and I imagined his cock straining against the bars of the cage as he worshipped me that evening. I felt a little bad for not fucking him afterwards and felt a familiar yearning to take him inside me but I managed to resist the temptation. Still, I thought it quite cruel to leave him excited within the cage and so before going to sleep I bent him over my knee and gave him a few whacks with the hairbrush until he cried and his cock was flaccid within the bars. 
 
    Tuesday 22nd February 
 
    Jake has done so well in his first week or so of work that he is already being sent out on assignment with the leading sports reporter to cover the football match tomorrow. He was naturally very excited at the prospect and I was very proud of him. Ordinarily I would have rewarded him by taking him in my mouth but as this was clearly not an option I simply tied him to the bed and made him watch whilst I fingered myself to orgasm before untying him and giving him six strokes of the cane to help distract him from any lingering erotic thoughts he might be having about me! 
 
    Wednesday 23rd February 
 
    Jake had an early start this morning as he had to complete an entire day of training before going out to cover the match with the senior sports reporter and afterwards he would have to help with the report itself so that it would be ready for the morning edition of the newspaper. As a result I spent much of the evening along and it was past eleven at night by the time he finally returned. Although e was tired he was in very good spirits. He had been able to ask a question of the manager in the press conference afterwards and was rightly very proud of himself, just as I was very proud of him! 
 
    Thursday 24th February 
 
    The senior sports reporter told everybody how well Jake had done at work today and everybody, including the editor, congratulated him. As a result of this good work he is to be sent out next week on his own in order to cover an important local league match – it will be his first ever report and he is greatly looking forward to it! 
 
    This evening in bed Jake went down on me after which I spanked him. I felt as though taking over my knee had developed a new urgency, as though I were somehow helping him to relieve some of the tension now that his cock was caged. 
 
    “How is the cage?” I asked him casually as we lay together afterwards. “Are you getting used to it?” 
 
    “I think so,” replied Jake thoughtfully. “Although I am always aware of it if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “You haven’t complained about it very much.” 
 
    “Oh well to tell you the truth I haven’t thought it wise to complain,” replied Jake respectfully. 
 
    I smiled. “Well to tell you the truth it doesn’t matter whether you complain or not,” I said lightly. “Come Sunday I’m still going to spank and fuck you in the ass!” 
 
    “And I’ll bet you cannot wait,” muttered Jake with a smile. 
 
    I laughed, shook my head vigorously and fell upon him with a series of passionate kisses. 
 
    Friday 25th February 
 
    Jake was invited to a function at work this evening and because spaces were limited he was unable to take me with him. I was sad that he wasn’t going to spend the Friday with me (after all, we have enjoyed such interesting Friday evenings together recently!) but at the same time I would never want to stand in his way, especially when he needs to network and make contacts if he is going to progress in his career. I smiled when I thought about him socialising with his important new work colleagues whilst all the while his cock was locked in the cage. For some reason it really turned me on that he was doing normal, manly things when in fact his manhood belongs to me completely. Sunday will be the pinnacle of his enslavement, the culmination of his training when he finally and completely gives himself to me and becomes my property forever.  
 
    “So how was it?” I asked him when he returned a little after midnight to find me in bed. 
 
    “Oh yes it was good,” replied Jake. “I mean there were some people who got drunk and went off to a strip club afterwards but you know I’ve never been one for drinking. Or strip clubs for that matter” 
 
    “No and in your current state it wouldn’t do you much good at all to go off to a strip club,” I said knowingly.  
 
    “Oh come along now you know I would never have gone to one anyway!” Laughed Jake. 
 
    “I know you wouldn’t honey but it is a good job I have you caged I think,” I said gently. “After all, we wouldn’t want your new high flying work colleagues leading you astray now would we?” 
 
    Saturday 26th February  
 
    I decided we ought to save ourselves for the big event tomorrow and so for that reason I did not have Jake pleasure me sexually in any way. It was just as well he was tired after the night out last night and so I allowed him to sleep in and when he got up we went out and did a little grocery shopping before going to buy some DVDs and coming back to watch them. For the most part I did not talk about what I was going to be doing to him tomorrow whilst he just tried to act all casual and make out like he wasn’t thinking about it at all, which we both knew was a great big lie! 
 
    Sunday 27th February 
 
    Jake and I woke up early this morning. I rolled over and kissed him tenderly, my hand reaching down to caress his cock through the bars of the cage and making him strain and suffer as he tried vainly to become hard. “I intend to spend most of the day spanking and dominating you, honey,” I told him gently. “It will be quite an ordeal for you and so I hope you are up for it.” I smiled and began to kiss his face and neck then moved down to his chest and stomach before at last I began to sensually lick his cock through the bars of the chastity cage, smiling as I heard him groaning in frustration, his cock pressed tightly against the bars of the cage, vainly seeking freedom. I took him through into the shower and teased him still further and then at breakfast later I had him sit naked as he ate and I lifted my foot and caressed him through the cage. Needless to say by the time I returned with him into the bedroom he was more than ready to go over my knee! 
 
    I started off paddling him slowly but hard and thus was I able to continue for a long time without ever tiring myself out. Unless he had recently been caned or whipped Jake usually held out on the tears whilst he was over my knee but this time being such a special occasion I was determined to make him cry. When I became tired I would stop and gently caress his ass and brush against the cage between his legs with the tips of my fingers. Then, when I regained my stamina, I would pick up the paddle and begin to punish him again. Jake started to kick out and fidget and strain against my grip and it was clear he was having a hard time remaining still for me despite his determination to submit.  
 
    “Damn it!” Exclaimed Jake in anguish. “You’re spanking me really hard today, Alayna!” 
 
    “And it is only going to get worse for you honey!” I exclaimed happily as I treated him to yet another hard stroke midway down his thighs. “Still, you know what to do if you feel the need to release a little tension now don’t you?” 
 
    I gave Jake several more very hard strokes across his thighs after he had started to cry for me before deciding to have done with the over the knee part of the punishment.  
 
    Now for the second phase! Jake looked a little nervous as he submitted himself face down on the bed, stretching out his arms and legs towards all four corners of the bedposts, as well he might for I intended to cane him very hard indeed. 
 
    I made sure that Jace was watching me as I reached into my bedside chest of drawers and took from them a medium sized chrome butt-plug that Jake had not seen before at which he immediately realised I had purchased for this very occasion. The butt plug was a couple of inches in diameter and I could tell that it was going to be a very tight fit inside him. “You are going to wear the butt plug inside you whilst I administer your caning so that your ass will be nice and ready for the strap-on later,” I said pleasantly. “It means I should be able to slide into you very easily although it will still hurt you a great deal you understand. Are you ready to be plugged?” 
 
    “Yes Alayna.” 
 
    I took a tube of lubricant from the side of the bed and sprinkled it liberally upon the butt plug. I then replaced the lubricant, came around to kneel before his outstretched legs and slowly moved the butt plug between his cheeks until I gradually began to penetrate him. Jake groaned and cried out and gritted his teeth, his fingers gripping tightly to the bedposts as the object was slowly inserted inside him until he had taken it inside him as far as he was able. The act of plugging Jake set my body tingling with excitement. I had never inserted anything inside him before and I loved how the top of the plug gleamed from his submitted ass. “So how does it feel honey?” I asked him casually as I climbed back off the bed and went to retrieve the cane from the cupboard. 
 
    “It really hurts,” groaned Jake piteously. “Not that I’m complaining or anything like that.” 
 
    “And it is humiliating as well?” I asked hopefully. “After all, having a girl stick something inside you is hardly very masculine now is it? Does it make you feel like my little bitch?” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna!” 
 
    Oh boy was Jake going to be getting it now! I was feeling wild, almost reckless, as I withdrew the cane from the cupboard, swished it over him a few times before bringing it down very hard across his helpless cheeks. I caned him very hard, and slightly faster than normal, for I was caning him primarily for my own pleasure and hurting him like this caused me to become very aroused indeed. I put one knee down on the bed for extra leverage as I raised the cane against his ass over and over again and soon he was crying out and sobbing. I allowed him a short break as I slowly sauntered around to the other side of the bed and began giving it to him from a different angle in order that he was punished evenly. Jake was struggling and straining as the tears poured down his face but I was determined to give him the hiding of his life and wanted to make sure my cane had covered every inch of his ass and upper thighs.  
 
    When at last I decided Jake had endured enough I straddled him and began to gently massage his shoulders as I bent low to gently kiss his neck and face, a few stray strands of my hair lightly brushing against his skin, and I hoped the feminine scent of my perfume would be made all the more intoxicating to him given my total domination and control over him. I started to gently gyrate my crotch against his ass, soothing and arousing him until his sobs gave way to light gasps. He raised his head as best he was able, his lips searching for mine and at this I teased and at last denied him. He still had his whipping to take after all. 
 
    I had been running the whip across his skin for so long I assume he must have relaxed and that the first stroke must therefore have come as something of a surprise to him for his entire body gave a start as a jolt of electricity ran through it and he yelped in astonishment. “Ow damn it all!” He exclaimed out loud. “Damn it! Damn it! Damn it!” 
 
    I could not help but smile at his oaths as I raised the whip once more and gave him another stroke across his thighs. I whipped him rather fast and in short bursts of around a second apart so that his suffering was built up into a crescendo. After a couple of minutes, when I felt my arm starting to get tired, I would stop for a minute or so in order to allow us both a rest before starting again. And so did it continue for a very long time indeed, until his bottom and upper thighs were once more covered in thick and painful looking red welts. 
 
    After I had untied him I lifted his head on to my lap and gently stroked his hair, allowing him to cry it all out. “You have made me very wet indeed and I should very much like to cum,” I said gently. “You will make me cum now won’t you Jake? Before I fuck you in the ass I mean?” 
 
    “Oh yes Alayna!” Exclaimed Jake enthusiastically and I could see in his eyes that he wanted nothing more. 
 
    I reclined on the bed and motioned for him to take off my knickers and he dutifully climbed between my legs and began to worship me. I knew he would find me very wet indeed and it excited him that he would be fully aware of much his suffering was turning me on. He ate me lovingly and passionately and by the time of my orgasm I was fixated on his ass and what I was about to do to him. I could hold out on it no more. It was time to make him mine completely. 
 
    After I had cum I put my knickers back on then went and took from the bedside chest of drawers the eight inch long black strap-on dildo which gleamed in the artificial light of the room. Jake turned his head and watched me transfixed as I strapped the implement around my waist and thighs then turned to him with a thin and knowing smile. I took a pair of handcuffs and slipped them over his wrists. “Just for a little bit of extra domination, honey,” I told him sweetly. 
 
    I helped Jake to his feet and he waited as I piled several pillows one on top of the other in the centre of the bed then took Jake by the arm and gently guided him over them. Once more Jake’s bottom was pushed up and exposed and he spread his legs slightly so that I could come and kneel between them. I reached between his cheeks and slowly withdrew the butt plug from inside him then applied a little extra lubricant to the dildo and pressed it against his asshole as he braced himself. I began to enter him slowly and he groaned as he was stretched out and penetrated. After I had entered him halfway I took hold of his hips, gripped them tightly and thrust forwards, penetrating him right to the base. Jake’s eyes bulged and he cried out, straining at the cuffs which held him tightly as I now began to thrust in and out of him, harder and faster, my crotch slamming against the welts of his caned ass and thighs to cause him even more discomfort. As I fucked him I began to lightly spank him with the palm of my hand, giggling and groaning with pleasure for my domination of him was turning me on very much indeed and I was once more extremely wet. Now after a while I lifted up one leg and placed my foot on the bed in order that I was able to penetrate him even deeper. “What a little bitch!” I exclaimed lustily. “Being fucked in the ass by a girl like this. What do you think your alpha male friends would make of it if they could see you now, Jake, huh?” 
 
    I reached forwards and pushed Jake down on the bed so that he was lying as flat as he could over the pillows. I then proceeded to straddle his ass, leaning forwards to massage his shoulders as I rode him and thrust inside him. I leaned down and placed my lips against his ear, my long hair brushing against his face and he caught a strong scent of my perfume which made me seem so feminine despite everything I was doing to him. “Does it hurt honey?” I asked him gently.
“Oh it hurts so much like you wouldn’t believe I!” Exclaimed Jake piteously. “But it feels so fucking good as well. Please let me cum soon, Alayna; cane me and fuck me in the ass all you want but please don’t make me wait another day to cum!”
I smiled. I realised now that Jake belonged to my completely and would be enslaved to my forever. I lightly kissed the back of his neck then rode up and began to thrust inside him even harder still, slowly and deliberately so that he cried out. 
 
    I estimated I had been fucking Jake in the ass for around half an hour and was red in the face and sweating all over my body from my efforts. I gradually slowed down the thrusts before at last withdrawing the implement from him completely. Now I stood up and removed the dildo from around my waist, allowing the implement to drop to the floor and leaving my dressed only in my skimpy black knickers which were soaked through with my arousal. I now came forwards and uncuffed him. “Roll over on to your back honey,” I told him gently. “You can give your wrists a quick rub if you like but afterwards I want you to raise them towards the bedposts. I am going to tie you up again.” 
 
    Jake turned over on to his back slowly, and I could see that his ass was aching with every move he made. He rubbed at his wrists, which were red raw from straining and he knew he was going to have to wear long sleeved shirts for a while at work in order to conceal the marks. As he raised his wrists obediently towards the bedposts I retrieved from my bedside chest of drawers two long red silk scarves the purpose of which was immediately obvious to Jake. I now came to straddle Jake and proceeded to bind his wrists tightly to the bedposts so that the skin bulged against the ties. “And there we are,” said I with satisfaction when at last he was helpless. “You are all tied up and ready for me to do whatever I want to you!” 
 
    I now removed my knickers so that I was completely naked then proceeded to straddle Jake backwards over his chest, bending down low so that my face was close to his imprisoned cock whilst pressing my ass down lightly over his face so that I could rub and gyrate against him. I began to play with his cock through the chastity cage as Jake’s searching tongue found my clit straight away and began to obediently lap away at the centre of my womanhood. He was delighted that my punishment of him had made my so wet and wanted nothing more than to please and serve me for the rest of his life.  
 
    “You look like you might be getting a little frisky there Jake,” I murmured softly as I writhed my ass and crotch against his face. “I suppose, on reflection, I have been something of a cruel mistress. I should take off tis cage, shouldn’t I? I should take off this cage and let you cum inside me!”
“Please!” Groaned Jake beseechingly. “Please let me cum inside you I!” 
 
    I reached for the key around my neck and unlocked the bolt around the chastity cage and slowly slid the implement free of Jake’s manhood. His cock sprang out straight away, very hard and erect. I took his cock between my thumb and forefinger as I eyed it hungrily and thought about how good it was going to feel inside me. I began to lick his shaft up and down, knowing I was torturing him but would never dare to cum without my permission. Meanwhile I continued to press myself into his face as he licked and worshipped my until I could stand it no longer. I was on the edge of orgasm but I wanted more than anything for them to climax together. I rose up and turned around, tossing back my hair as I straddled his cock, took it between my thumb and forefinger and slowly impaled herself upon him. Jake groaned pleasurably and I could see the look of intense gratitude and devotion in his eyes as I at last allowed him his own pleasure. I began to ride him slowly and sensually, gently bouncing up and down upon his cock, thrusting backwards and forwards as my hair cascaded down my face, my eyes closed, thighs gripping him tightly, owning him completely. Jake closed his eyes and allowed himself to become entranced by the rhapsody of me fucking his helpless, punished body; he was more turned on than he had ever been in his life and as I gripped him even tighter between my thighs and began to whimper and cry out as I neared orgasm he felt as though he were about to explode. “Please!” He gasped desperately. “Please Alayna! Let me cum!” 
 
    I could only nod. I was sweating all over my body and crying out as I began to experience the most intensive orgasm of my life, a climax which exploded between my legs at the exact same moment Jake’s cock tensed up inside my and he came with a heavy, spurting gush that had them both shaking and crying out, their cries of ecstasy filling all corners of the apartment and beyond.  
 
    I collapsed on top of Jake and lay with my arms around him kissing him gently over his face and neck as I struggled to get my breath back and recover from the intensity of my orgasm. I looked up and noticed the chastity cage still lying where I had discarded it on the edge of the bed. I smiled and looked up at Jake knowingly then climbed off him, reached for the cage and reattached it to his cock, locking it up tightly and replacing the key around my neck as he regarded my pleadingly, bound and helpless and completely at my mercy. 
 
    “You know Jake,” I said softly as he held me tightly and I looked up into his eyes and gently tousled his hair. “I have often wondered why I am like I am; why I am so keen to hurt and dominate the one I love. I think it might be something to do with my lack of control in other areas of my life, or perhaps it is because of my own frustration at being such a meek and shy person and a yearning for the powerful woman inside of me to burst free. I don’t suppose it matters very much. After all, we are both consenting adults are we not and what we choose to do or have done to one another in the bedroom is really no concern aside from our own. What matters most is that I love you, Jake my darling, and I know I shall always love you and that you shall always belong to me. I am afraid I shall be a rather cruel mistress to you and do not think things will get any better for you. I shall keep you caged for a very long time this time, perhaps even months, and you shall only be allowed to cum sparingly whilst your spankings shall become more and more intense as you suffer for me. Just know that my domination of you is borne out of unconditional love, my honey, and that you and I shall be bonded together forever through the power of your enslavement.” 
 
    THE END 
 
    Also by Brogan Wells 
 
    Stately Submission 
 
    Rural England in the summer of 1921. Troubled Great War veteran Charles Bader-Raines reluctantly agrees to spend a month at the stately home of his friend, Nathaniel, in a bid to forget the terrible trauma of four hellish years in the trenches. Before long Charles earns the enmity of Nathaniel’s younger sister, Gabrielle, a spoilt brat with a sense of snobbishness and entitlement that has made her the terror of both her family and the servants. Yet one day, when Charles catches Gabrielle touching herself in the summerhouse, their worlds are transformed. Charles knows immediately what Gabrielle needs and Gabrielle knows that she wants it very badly, willingly submitting over his knee before she takes the cane. Afterwards Charles and Gabrielle embark upon a passionate secret affair that must be kept from her family at all costs, for in the stiff and ridged world of early 20th century England everything, including love, must be carried out strictly by the book. 
 
    Harriett And Orrin: A Sensual Love Story Built On Female Domination 
 
    “Because I am in charge of course,” replied Harriett with a flourish. “Men must be taken under control, Crystal, like horses they need to be tamed and we girls must always be the ones on top. The perfect man, in my opinion, is the submissive, because he will do positively anything to please you and is happy to take punishment when he steps out of line.”
“And does Orrin step out of line very much?” Asked Crystal, somewhat intrigued.
“Hardly at all actually,” replied Harriett. “Maybe if I didn’t punish him he might step out of line more but I can’t say I really dwell upon it too much. I like to punish him and he likes to receive my punishments.”
“All the same I suppose it is fun if you have an excuse.”
“Yes, I suppose it would be,” mused Harriett thoughtfully.

Harriett is sensible, headstrong and well organised, Orrin is carefree and prone to procrastination and yet when they come together theirs is a love which is about as perfect as it is possible for love to be. With Harriett as the mistress and Orrin as her willing slave the two of them soon learn to face the trials of life together in this, the first full length novel by short story writer Brogan Wells, a sensual love story of spankings, bondage and female domination 
 
    Caning Carla 
 
    When troubled redhead Karla develops an obsession with the moody, sultry journalist Lance he finds himself unsure as to what to make of her. Karla desires only to be his slave, to take his spankings and fulfil his every desire and yet the forcefulness of her submission overwhelms Lance and leaves him fearful for her wellbeing. As he falls even more deeply in love with her his unease grows until at last he realises that her submission comes not from a position of weakness but of strength and that far from a being meek and needy girl she is in fact the strongest and most determined character he will ever encounter in his life. 
 
    Forty-Eight Naughty Spanking Stories: A collection of femdom, mendom and girl on girl spanking stories from Brogan Wells! 
 
    * 
 
    The Bumper Book of Femdom Spanking Stories 
 
    * 
 
    And many other short stories. Search Brogan Wells on Amazon for more! 
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