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Pet,

It’s time... or at least, almost.

It’s not too far from midnight as I write this. My birthday. The day you’ve been waiting for – the day we’ve been waiting for, should I say – for months now. Can you believe it’s finally here?

I know I can’t.

I could hear you moving around upstairs before, preparing things. The floor between your apartment and ours always was a little too good at transmitting the noise. I remember all those nights spent wondering if my sister would be able to hear what we were doing, or if she had any idea what was going on between us. If she did, she never mentioned it. Perhaps she didn’t care. Perhaps she was oblivious.

I don’t think she could ever have guessed the truth.

A few hours ago, I could hear every movement you made. Nervous pacing. The slide of what I think was your coffee table across the floor. Were you making more space for us, pet? Were you giving me more room to manoeuvre?

Good. We’ll need it.

I haven’t heard anything for a while, though. It’s possible that you’ve decided to do something else. You could be sitting on your couch reading a book, for all I know, or having a nap. I don’t think you are, though: not tonight, of all nights. I think you’d be too distracted to focus, and I know you’re too excited to sleep. I would be, certainly

So that only leaves one possibility.

Are you on your knees now, pet? Ten feet above me, an hour before I said I was going to be there, are you kneeling down? Are you following your orders already? Was the anticipation too much for you to bear?

I’d say that you should get up and enjoy your freedom, but I won’t. Firstly, that would involve talking to you, and as much as I long to hear your voice, I’ve deliberately avoided you for the past week for precisely that reason: it’s all part of the tease. Everything I’ve done since we last met has been designed to keep you just hovering on the edge. The way I breezed past you in the corridor every morning without saying a word. The way I play my music just loud enough that I know you can hear it, so you have no choice but to be reminded of the fact that I still exist.

Did you like the panties I pushed through your letterbox yesterday, pet? I thought that might be a step too far, but then I figured, why not? I worked myself into such a state thinking about what will be coming tonight that I couldn’t resist. I must have masturbated myself to an orgasm three or four times, dreaming about having you all to myself at last.

But of course, you knew that, didn’t you? I know the first thing you did when you got them was press them to your nose and breathe in deeply; you’re too greedy a little slut to have done anything else. Did you enjoy the smell, pet?

Soon you’ll be able to smell me firsthand, and more.

But that’s not the only reason I won’t tell you to go and enjoy the last hour or so of freedom you have. The simple truth is, you’re not free.

You haven’t been free for a long time now.

Do you remember the first time we met, pet? I do. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it.

Me, a stupid little girl, kicked out of her mother’s house and taken in by her sister after one too many screaming matches at home: almost capable of setting out into the world on her own, at least legally an adult – only just, maybe, but the fact remained – but by no means capable of surviving. I couldn’t even get my suitcase up the stairs by myself all that easily, and when I finally made it there and discovered I couldn’t find the key she’d had cut for me, I lost it. I had a complete breakdown right there outside her door, where anyone could see me and judge me.

I didn’t care. That was the truth of it. I didn’t care what anyone thought of me, until I met you.

You asked if I was OK, and that was all. I remember your voice, sweet and kind, as I sat there sobbing. It cut through the tears like a flashlight through a fog, and somehow made everything just that little bit brighter.

I said I was fine, and you didn’t believe me. Of course you didn’t; who would have believed that tear-stained mess? That wouldn’t have stopped most people from going about their lives, though.

But not you. You helped. You didn’t make me feel like a silly little girl who couldn’t manage. You didn’t ignore the fact that I was a stranger crying in the stairwell because I’d lost the key to the only future I seemed to have. You didn’t try and hit on me, even though you told me later that you thought I was cute, and much older than I actually was.

Instead, you invited me into your flat until my sister got home from work. You made me a cup of tea, and you cheered me up – this sad, small creature who didn’t have anywhere else to go.

And we talked.

I never thanked you for that, pet. Not enough, anyway. You gave me everything I could possibly have needed at that moment, and it really made all the difference in the world to me. I knew right then that I had to have you in my life, somehow.

But of course, you were older than me – almost a decade, in fact. Too old to even consider me, or so you thought. In your late twenties, you’d somehow convinced yourself that you were ancient, and that a young girl like me could never be interested in you – and, worse still, that you could never be interested in anyone my age.

Did you think we were all the kind of vacuous teens you see on TV, pet? Did you think that young meant foolish? I like to think I changed your mind during our time together.

When my sister got home, I was almost sad to go. I know you said I could come back any time, but surely that was politeness and nothing more? After all, we were neighbours now, and it’s not like you see on TV: we might have shared a building but we were far more likely to only be nodding acquaintances.

I didn’t want that.

I remember the first time I knocked on your door again, a week later. I brought a cheesecake and a bottle of wine I’d borrowed from my sister – ‘creative wording’ was how you described that when I brought it up – and the moments between the final knock and the sound of the door opening were among the most tense of my life. I felt like a child making friends for the first time, and I almost chickened out; when you didn’t answer immediately, I considered leaving the wine and the cake outside your door as a gift to say thank you for being so nice to me, then running off back to the safety of my sister’s empty apartment.

When the door opened and you looked genuinely pleased to see me, I couldn’t have been happier.

They became a regular thing, then – my little trips up the stairs to see you. No one else interested me the way you did. You were sweet and kind and shockingly intelligent, but you didn’t seem to realise it. It was all wrapped up in that innocent shyness, as though you were constantly expecting to find yourself the butt of some joke or other.

You were constantly on guard in those early meetings, pet, but that soon slipped away.

Eventually – and it took a while, but it happened – you began to loosen up around me. You told me how hard you found it to go out and meet people, how your job working from home had left you a virtual shut-in. How you moved to the city for a girl who had promptly broken up with you and left you with nothing.

You had been my white knight when I needed it most, but deep down you were the one that needed saving. I just wanted to look after you, pet. I still do.

I pushed you to go out and meet people – to go on dates, even – despite how much it hurt me. I was always secretly thrilled when you came back to report that the evening had been a failure. A selfish, childish part of me loved hearing about how horrible these women were, and how their minor-sounding flaws made them completely unbearable.

That was when I realised that I didn’t just want you in my life. I wanted you for my own.

You had to be all mine.

I saw from the way you looked at me that you wanted me too. You’d just spent so long convincing yourself that I was too young for you, that I was forbidden fruit that could never end well. You thought that you’d be some sort of creepy old man for making a move on me, even though there was nothing else I wanted more in the world.

I think that was why I decided to take matters into my own hands.

I don’t know what made me say it. It wasn’t a conscious decision. Do you remember it, pet? When you handed me a cup of coffee made just the way I liked it?

I’d meant to say thank you – I promise you, I had – but when I saw that soft, sweet look on your face I just couldn’t help myself, and the words came tumbling out.

‘Good boy.’

I can’t tell you how wonderful it was to watch you freeze like that, unsure if you’d heard me properly – part of you wondering whether you should laugh and pass it off as a joke, and the other part of you looking guilty, as though you’d been caught red-handed in some horrible secret.

I hadn’t known about your fantasies of submission then. I didn’t know how much you wanted to be under the control of a powerful, dominant woman. If you’d asked me thirty seconds before, I wouldn’t have known I wanted it either, but when I saw the look in your eyes...

Oh, pet. Then I knew. After that, I knew nothing else in the world could matter.

You couldn’t bring yourself to admit quite how much you liked it, but you didn’t have to. Your body told me everything I needed to know. I think that was when I decided that I was going to have to take the lead.

The next time I visited you was the night everything changed. It was a Friday, I remember, and you were telling me all about a date you had arranged for the Saturday. I felt a little guilty, knowing what I had planned, but at the same time I wasn’t willing to risk losing you to some other woman. Our connection meant more to me than that.

I knew I had to mention it, but I didn’t know how to bring it up in conversation. I didn’t want to risk scaring you off, but I knew that if I wasn’t firm then you’d always be able to find a way to wriggle out of it. I didn’t want to give you the opening to let your doubts get in the way of what you really wanted.

I didn’t need to worry. The minute you spilt your drink, everything fell into place.

I remember watching you hurry off to the kitchen to get a washcloth. You were only gone a second, but that was all the time I needed.

I remember seeing you drop to your knees at my side and start scrubbing away at the carpet as though it was all happening in slow motion. It was only white wine, not likely to leave a mark, but that didn’t matter to you. You kept apologising, as though you’d offended me in some way, when actually I found your klutziness fairly adorable.

I remember the look on your face when you started to rise, and I put my hand on your shoulder. ‘Stop,’ I said. ‘You look good down there.’

The blush seemed to come from nowhere. Every drop of blood in your body must have run to your cheeks, painting your complexion a deep scarlet. I had never wanted to kiss you more in my life than I did at that moment; it was a wonder I managed to restrain myself.

‘I know you enjoy being on your hands and knees in front of me,’ I remember saying, struggling to keep my voice steady even through the doubt that suddenly plagued my mind. Surely I was being ridiculous? Surely someone as incredible as you wouldn’t even consider me as an option, even if your tastes did run to the kinkier side of the spectrum?

But it was too late for doubt. I had to be sure. I forced myself to carry on.

‘I know you’ve thought about it,’ I said. ‘I know you’ve considered what it would be like to submit to me. I can see it in your eyes.’

It was a bluff, and you could have just laughed it off, but you didn’t. Instead, you said one word that made my heart leap.

‘Sorry.’

Oh, pet... you thought it was something to be ashamed of, something that would disgust me and make me run away from you, when in actual fact it made me want to be with you more than ever. My poor, stupid, wonderful, beautiful pet.

I pulled the collar out of my bag then, and I watched your eyes light up like it was Christmas morning. It was nothing special to me – I’d picked it up for practically no money in the pet aisle of the local supermarket – but the way you looked at it you’d think it was made out of solid gold rather than imitation leather.

‘I bought you a present,’ I said. ‘But you’re going to answer some questions first. You’re going to answer them quickly, and you’re going to answer them honestly, and you’re not going to make any of your usual smartass jokes about it. Understood?’

I can still see you trying to wrap your head around it when I close my eyes. I think I’ll savour that memory forever.

‘Yes,’ you said.

And you were true to your word, pet. Yes, you told me, you were interested in BDSM. Yes, you identified as submissive. Yes, you’d considered what it would be like to submit to me. Yes, you’d masturbated at the thought. (Oh, how I loved hearing that last one – the thought of you, alone in your flat, working your hand along your shaft at the thought of being mine to control...)

And yes, you told me: yes, you wanted to be my toy. My plaything. My pet.

So I took you. I slipped the collar around your neck, pulled it tight, and watched the light dance in your eyes as I fastened the buckle. I could see the words straining at your lips, resting there until you felt you had permission to speak them out loud, but you held them back until I gave you a little nod of encouragement.

‘Thank you,’ you said at last. Nothing else was needed.

We talked for what felt like forever that night, discussing where we wanted this to go and all the things that could involve. All the while, you stayed kneeling at my feet. I didn’t even realise until after the first hour or so – that was just how natural the whole thing felt. You looked so adorable down there, with your knees on the rug and a collar – my collar – around your neck, that it didn’t even occur to me that it should be any other way.

We agreed that from then on you would consider me your owner. You’d address me as Miss, unless I gave you other instructions, and to me you’d be pet – or anything else I felt like. Pet felt so right, though: a beloved companion who needed nurture and care, completely loyal and devoted to me. It describes you perfectly.

We were frank about the sexual aspect of our relationship, and how there wouldn’t be one until after my next birthday. For some reason, the slight shrinking of our age gap made you feel more comfortable with the idea – less like you were taking advantage of an innocent girl, and more like you were giving yourself to a confident woman. It wasn’t an issue, really – it wasn’t as though what we were doing was illegal or anything – but it helped to set you at ease, and that was all I wanted. Funny, the difference that one number can make.

That was the only thing you insisted on, and even though I was sure I could have pushed it and won, I yielded. No matter how badly I wanted you, my birthday was only a few months away, and the wait would do us both good. When you gave yourself to me, I explained, I wanted it to be completely. You could have no reservations or regrets.

You nodded, and I knew you felt the same way.

I didn’t leave until the first fingers of dawn started to peek through your blinds. If I’d had my way, I wouldn’t have left at all. The collar stayed around your neck; somehow, it didn’t seem right for me to see you without it now. If it had to be removed, I didn’t want to be around to watch it happen.

I didn’t want to go back to my own bed, lying there prone in the semi-darkness, tossing and turning and dreaming of you just one storey above me. What I wanted was to be with you, to have your arms wrapped around me – to steal your warmth and to feel the pressure of your body next to mine.

I dozed off, eventually, and I dreamt of you.

Just because I agreed to not have sex with you in person didn’t mean I wasn’t going to think about it. The dreams I had that night ran the whole spectrum: everything from the joys of having you go down on me to how wonderful it would feel to fill my eager mouth with your prick. I was no stranger to pleasuring boys, but you were a man, and you were all mine: if I wanted every drop of your come to splash down my throat, by God I was going to get it.

I dreamt of you fucking me while you wore your collar, begging for my body and being so grateful when I finally granted it to you. I woke up with the thought of you writhing underneath me as I wrapped my cunt around your cock and milked you until you exploded inside of me.

I woke up wetter than I have ever been.

When I hurried up the stairs to see you the next morning, you answered the door with bleary eyes and in your dressing gown. The collar was still fixed tightly around your neck, untouched.

That was when I knew you were really mine.

Do you remember the first night I let you masturbate for me, pet?

You cooked a lovely dinner for us then: coq au vin, I believe. Your signature dish, the one you told me you pulled out to impress all the girls.

And now you were making it for me.

The thought excited me, I have to admit: that you were finally treating me the same way you’d treated the other women in your life – at least, in one way. Our relationship wasn’t really like anything you’d had before, was it?

You’d settled into the role of obedient pet so easily, it was like you were born to do it. The second I’d closed your collar around your neck that first time, I knew this was something more than just a quick tease for you. You worshipped me, and I loved you for it. Some nights I’d let you kiss my feet, and you’d smother me with such glorious devotion that I began to wonder how you’d ever managed to wind up single. Other nights you’d just sit by me, me on the couch and you on the floor, while I gently ran my fingers through your hair, the way you would with a puppy.

I was so happy back then. You made me so happy, and you did it without even trying. You still do.

But we were holding back, and we both knew it. Our relationship was sensual but not sexual, partly out of nervousness but also partly by design. I enjoyed teasing you, even though abstaining was torture for me. I wanted you right then and there, watching you go about your business wearing my collar. I wanted to feel your body next to mine, your cock pressing its way inside me, taking me as I had taken you.

But we had promised to wait until my birthday, and so I had to hold back. I am a woman of my word.

You never complained, not once. To my knowledge, you weren’t getting any release anywhere else – if you were still going on dates, you’d stopped mentioning them to me – and when I asked you about it you told me you barely masturbated at all. You must have been so desperate, what with me coming to visit you every chance I got. I wasn’t exactly subtle in my teasing. I wanted you to want me the way I wanted you, pet.

I remember that night. We watched a movie together, me on the couch and you on the floor at my feet, and as it got to the credits I remember thinking how stupid it was to deny myself access to most of you just because I couldn’t have the whole thing. I promised you we wouldn’t fuck until my birthday came around, but why did that mean I had to go without?

I told you to kneel in front of me, hands behind your back, head down, and you did so without question. Even now, I get such a rush thinking about how easily obedience came to you – still comes to you, in fact.

You paused when I told you to take your clothes off, but not for long. It only took a few seconds for your fingers to head up to the buttons on your shirt, and in seconds you were in your underwear in front of me. You didn’t look up once the entire time. Were you embarrassed, pet? Did you think I wouldn’t like what I saw?

You kept your head down as I knelt down beside you and ran my hands across the smooth skin of your chest for the first time. I knew you were modest, but I couldn’t have predicted just how much. Your body was firm and lithe, toned without being over-engineered. You took care of it, that much was clear, and now was time for me to reap the benefits.

I remember you seemed to stop breathing as I traced my hand downwards, past the taut ridges of your stomach and beyond the elastic waistband of your underwear, until I wrapped my fingers around the firm muscle of your cock. You didn’t stop me, though – you didn’t even make a move. You just let me take what we both knew belonged to me.

I stroked it for a moment or two, working my delicate fingers up and down the shaft and relishing the sight of you struggling to maintain your composure there in silence, before I pulled it out of its cotton prison. It stuck out your body like a flagpole, rock hard and ready to be used, but you kept your hands behind your back as though they had been cuffed into place.

‘Play with yourself,’ I said eventually, once I had taken it all in. ‘I want to watch.’

You were so hesitant at first, but you knew it was going to happen one way or another. You reached a hand down to your cock, so thick and hard for me, and began to stroke it slowly up and down. You didn’t need lubrication: the precome that had already begun to leak out of you saw to that. Every stroke was a gentle tease, for me as well as for you, and I could see the look of intense focus on your face as you concentrated on obeying my instructions.

You sped up gradually, I remember, until you couldn’t focus on anything else. The friction against your cock became your entire world, your whole reason for being. When I saw your eyes began to close in concentration, I knew I had you right where I wanted you.

‘No, pet,’ I said, drawing you back to reality. ‘I want you to look at me.’

You moaned as I began to hitch my skirt up my legs, teasing you with the sight of my pussy through the mesh of my panties. I watched you watching me as I slowly pulled down my underwear – sexy and lacy and chosen especially, just on the off-chance that you might be seeing them that night – and began rubbing myself in time with you. You had never seen my cunt before, and anyone looking at you would think you had been hypnotised. Your eyes fixated on me as I slid one finger inside, then a second, before bringing them out again. They glistened in the lamplight as I teased you.

‘Just think, pet,’ I said. ‘Soon, you’ll be able to taste this yourself.’

I remember taking my fingers into my own mouth then, trying to make you jealous. I watched as your strokes grew faster and more frantic, as you lost yourself in your desperation. I know how badly you wanted to reach out and taste me, to suck my fingers clean and have my pussy juices coat that eager little tongue of yours, but that was never going to happen and we both knew it.

I made you slow down, then. Do you remember that, pet? How difficult it was for you to make your hand calm down and let your grip loosen, in order to make sure you didn’t push yourself over the edge without my permission?

You should have known that I’d insist on coming first.

I remember the look on your face as I worked my clit, your body tightening with anticipation of every little whimper I gave out. When I beckoned you close, I could see the greed in your eyes: you knew even as you rested your face just inches away from my aching cunt that if you dared to touch me without my say-so this would all end and you wouldn’t get your relief, but I know how badly you wanted it. Did my scent make you want to disobey me, pet? Or were you always going to be a good little boy for me?

Decisions, decisions.

When I came, I pushed you away. I didn’t mean to; in fact, I wanted you closer than ever, but I knew if I allowed myself to touch you right then I would have never let you go. My moans felt like they shook the whole building. Having you there at my feet where you belonged was the ultimate aphrodisiac. My control over you made the world a hundred times sharper and a thousand times more exhilarating.

You waited until my breath had calmed before you asked if it was OK to carry on playing with yourself. That was so typically you, pet. There has never been a moment in our entire relationship where you put your pleasure above mine. You could not be more perfect in that respect.

I ran my hands across your body as you grasped your cock, but I made sure never to go below the waist. My kisses coated your chest, and I will never forget the sound you made as my tongue and then my teeth found out just how sensitive your nipples were. The little gasp – half pleasure and half pain – almost made you break your stroke, but not quite.

I teased you until you ran into the edge of your ability to cope. As you looked into my eyes and begged me for permission, I bent down and kissed you. That was all the permission you needed. I felt your body tense and then slacken as hot spurts of your excitement shot out from you and splashed across the hardwood floor. You have no idea how tempting it was to make you get down there and lick them up, but I decided against it. Right then I just wanted to hold you, to be close to you. I needed to feel your body next to mine as your heartbeat slowed to normal. I had to know that your submission to me went beyond your desire to come.

It did. Oh, how it did.

I think that if I’d given you the option you would have changed your mind and fucked me right there – just pushed me down on the couch and mounted me like a bitch in heat until you’d taken everything you wanted. Part of me would have enjoyed that – pretty much all of me, in fact – but it was your rule and I made sure you stuck to it.

You said you wanted to wait until my birthday, even though it was three months away by that point. I wonder if you would have reconsidered if you’d had an inkling of what came next, but part of me thinks you would have gone along with it anyway.

The next morning I ordered a chastity cage for you. You’ve been caged up pretty much constantly since then, with only five or six brief sessions to let you milk yourself for my entertainment and your relief. You’ve never once complained either, pet, and for that I am extremely grateful.

You recognise that you belong to me, and I have no intention of changing that any time soon.

You’re mine. All mine.

It’s almost midnight now. Five minutes to go, give or take. Just enough time to finish writing this before I head upstairs to see you.

I’ve missed you so much, pet. Not being with you for this week has been torture for me, so I can only imagine how it’s been for you. I think it’ll be worth it, though. We needed a clean break, to separate the life that was from the life that will be. I don’t want there to be any doubt about where we stand, so I’m going to lay it out for you clearly.

In five minutes, I’m going to seal this letter in an envelope and put it away on my bookshelf for safekeeping. Maybe one day, years in the future, when we’ve settled into our wonderful lives together, I’ll let you see it, but not right now. At the moment, I have more pressing things on my mind.

Once that’s done, I’ll fetch your present from where it’s hidden in my bedroom, and make sure that everything is in order: the first of three surprises I have planned for you tonight. I know that traditionally it’s the birthday girl that gets the gifts, but I hope you’ll indulge me just this once.

I’ll head up the stairs then, trying to keep my footfalls as soft as possible. I know you know there’s no way I’ll wait a minute longer than I have to, but I like to keep up the pretence. I don’t want you to hear me coming.

I’ll open the door to your flat with the key you keep hidden under the mat, and I’ll walk over to where I know you’re kneeling for me. If you’ve followed my instructions, you’ll be naked and blindfolded, wearing nothing but your collar and the cock cage.

I’ll kiss you softly, running my lips and my hands all over that wonderful body of yours. I’ll watch you struggle to get hard in the cage the way you always do at my touch.

And then I’ll take your collar off you.

It’ll worry you, I think, not having the strip of leather around your neck – especially without explanation – but you won’t say anything. You trust me, and you know I always have a plan.

When I take the blindfold off your eyes, you’ll see why. Your new collar is really quite beautiful, pet. None of that cheap, pet store rubbish for you anymore: I saved up and saved up, and now you have a steel collar all of your very own. From now on your neck is going to be marked with a solid band that will never come off inside the house. You’ll never have to be responsible for deciding when you should and shouldn’t be marked as mine anymore.

I don’t know how you’ll react. I expect you’ll wait until I’ve locked it in place, until the key to your freedom has been put on the chain around my neck where it will live from now on, and then you’ll thank me deeply and from the bottom of your heart, but I can’t be sure. Perhaps you’ll be too overcome to speak. I won’t judge you either way, pet. It’s a pretty big deal, for both of us.

Then, once you’re marked as mine – for good, this time – I’m going to take you to our bedroom, allow you to undress me, and then prepare myself for the fucking I’ve been anticipating for so, so long. That’s your second surprise. I need you inside me, pet. I need you to take me the way I’ve taken you. I need to feel that magnificent cock of yours pounding into me, threatening to split me in half with every thrust. I need to feel your come in me, marking me out as the only one who gets to have you.

I need you, pet.

I need you.

Yes, you read it right, by the way: I said our bedroom. Belonging to both of us.

Remember a few weeks ago, when you suggested I move in with you and I said I needed time to think about it first? Well, I did, and that’s what I want. I want us to be together properly, you and me, pet and owner, Mistress and slave.

And I want to start right now. See you soon, my darling pet.

Yours, always and completely,

Mistress

xXx
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