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Dear ________________,

I haven’t addressed this letter – not yet, anyway. I wasn’t quite sure who to address it to. I know your name, of course – or at least, what passes for your name at the moment – but that didn’t seem right, somehow. Why would I address you with something the rest of the world uses? Why would I use a name that I plan to get rid of as soon as the first opportunity arises?

So no. We’ll leave it blank for now.

I can imagine you reading this letter. The look of confusion that’s probably already crossing your face – and yet, you’re not really confused, are you? You know exactly who’s writing to you now. You know exactly who I am. How many times have you waved at me from across the road? How many times have you looked at me with lust in your eyes, wondering just what I’d look like naked? Too many to count, and we both know it. Right from the first day I moved in across the street, the first time you saw me directing the removals men to bring the boxes into my new home. I saw the way you looked at me, all coy and bashful. It didn’t fool me for a second.

If you’d had any idea what was in those boxes, perhaps your coyness would have been real.

I could tell you were a sub even then, of course. Your submissive nature bleeds out of you: from every pore, with every word and gesture. Everything you do just about screams that you’re looking for someone to take control of you and make you theirs, to have them mould you and shape you into the perfect toy for their amusement.

It’s the truth, isn’t it? You don’t want to be in control. You just need someone to tell you that it’s OK for you to go against all of the training society has given you – to be able to reject your stupid notions of what a real man is, and how he should behave. I know your type. You’ll fight it – my God, how you’ll fight it, with every ounce of strength you have in you – but you’ll always lose out in the end.

Because secretly, deep down? You want to lose. That’s the thing you don’t tell people. That’s the thought that keeps you awake at night. You don’t want to be strong.

You want to be weak. You want to be controlled.

And you will be, my boy. I can promise you that.

I want you to make a note of this. Today is the day that someone tells you it’s OK to give up control. Say it to yourself. Repeat it out loud. ‘It’s OK to give up control.’ And again, now. Over and over. Let the words spin in your head. Let them really soak in. Let it become your mantra, your maxim for living.

‘It’s OK to give up control.’

Say it until you know it’s the truth – until it becomes an unshakeable part of you.

‘It’s OK to give up control.’

Good boy. Don’t you see how good that feels? And of course, you didn’t even have to say it out loud. How would I have known? There’s no possible way I could check that.

And yet... and yet I don’t need to check. I know you said it, just as surely as I know you’re going to keep on reading. As surely as I know about the breath that just caught in your throat, and the fact that your heart feels like it’s racing at a thousand beats per minute in your chest.

I know it, because I already know how you think.

But this is how it starts, you see. This is what it feels like to give up control, to decide to obey the wishes of someone else for no other reason than because it’s what you were told to do.

This is how your future plays out... at least, if that’s what you decide. Choose wisely now, and it might be the last decision you ever make.

Doesn’t that sound wonderful, boy? I think we both know the answer to that.

I’m going to be honest with you. I’m going to make it so there can be no doubt in your mind about my intentions. I want you to know what I want, just as clearly as I already know what you want. I’ve seen you, living your little life across the street from me. I know you’re single. I know that sometimes you wonder what it’s all about.

So here it is: my cards on the table.

I intend to have you, all for myself. Not as a lover – although that will be part of it, I can assure you. If that was all I wanted, I would have gone over to introduce myself properly months ago. I could have had you wrapped around my little finger within minutes, I’m sure.

No, I want all of you: body, mind and soul. I want to make you mine – my plaything, my slave, my toy. Call it what you will. It doesn’t matter much either way.

And I intend to get what I want.

It’s OK, boy. You don’t have to be worried. I know it seems like it’s a big deal – and it is; in many ways, giving yourself up completely is the biggest thing there could possibly be – but it’s not insurmountable.

You’re already thinking about it, aren’t you? Wondering what I mean, or if it would even be possible. Are you trying to figure out if you’re capable of such a thing, boy? If you even could let someone else rule your existence in the way you know I’m planning?

Part of you has already written it off as some sort of joke, I know that. Part of you thinks this is an absurd letter from some kook with fantasies that could never be played out in the real world. And that’s OK. That’s the normal response to a letter like this. That’s how ninety-nine out of a hundred people would react.

But then again, part of you is considering it. Part of you is thinking about running across the street and knocking on my door right now, swept away in your desperation to find out just what I have in mind for you.

Relax, boy. You’ll find out soon enough. I promise.

You can consider this note to be a letter of intent, if you like – or if that doesn’t suit you, perhaps you’d be better off thinking of it as a warning of what is to come. I want you well-informed. When you give in – and I’m convinced you will give in, don’t get me wrong – I want it to be with full knowledge of what will be expected of you. It needs to be a willing submission. Not completely, you understand: I don’t expect you to be entirely comfortable with what I plan on doing to you. After all, it’s a lot to take in.

It’s a lot to give up, too. But you will. I know it.

I know you’ve seen my house, and the way I live. I know you’ve noticed the fancy car in the driveway. I bet you’ve even wondered exactly what it is that I do that allows me to live such a life of luxury, eh? Perhaps you’ve even been a little jealous of me, living here all alone in this big house while you’re in your pokey little flat, barely scraping by on the wages from an office job you truly hate. There’d be no shame in it. No one would blame you.

But no, I don’t think you are jealous. I don’t think you’re the materialistic sort at all.

You’re still curious, though, so I’ll tell you. My lifestyle is paid for by... let’s say, ‘acquaintances’ of mine, mostly men but a few women, who have high-powered jobs and yet feel as though they’re lacking control in their life. People who need a break from their responsibilities, for an hour or an afternoon or a weekend, and who are willing to pay handsomely for the privilege. People who want to be stripped out of their business suits and forced to their knees, where – deep down – they know they really belong.

I suppose most people would call me a Dominatrix, but I’ve always found that a little cliché – as though I’m constantly dressed in thigh high boots and wielding a whip. I don’t need any of that nonsense, and I have no desire to play dress-up to appease some adolescent fantasies of a strict older woman telling them what naughty boys and girls they are.

They obey me because they have to. Because it’s part of them.

Do you have any idea how glorious it feels to have people like that at your beck and call? To have the most powerful men and women in the country worshipping the ground you walk on, grovelling for your attention? It’s thrilling beyond words.

But it’s not real. Oh, it is while it lasts – while I have them beneath me, or tied up and straining for release, or locked in chastity for my amusement – but then they leave, and go back to what they consider to be their real lives, as though I’m some sort of diversion. And yet the cheques keep coming – tributes that keep me in the lifestyle to which I’ve become accustomed.

It’s not because of fear, even – although I know enough secrets to do a phenomenal amount of damage. One phone call from me and I could create scandals that would keep newspapers in business for months. A single email and I could collapse share prices, disgrace celebrities, bring down entire political parties. I’m one of the most powerful women in the country, and no one even knows my name. They really are devoted, but they still want to leave – as though they’ll get the fulfilment they crave out there in the real world instead of at my feet.

That’s why I want you, pet. I want you to be mine. I want it to be real. Fixed. Permanent. I want to be your every waking thought, morning to night. I want to own your body and your mind and your soul. I want you to look at me as a Goddess.

Scared yet? Don’t be. By the time I’m finished with you, that will be all you want in the world. I think that might be the case already, but I plan on making sure of it.

And yes, that’s right... I think ‘pet’ will be how I refer to you. It seems to suit you, even now. You seem the obedient type: the type that would be willing to give himself over into complete devotion. All you need is the right opportunity – and the right woman, of course.

This is it, by the way. This is that opportunity: your chance to show me that I’m right about you, and that you’re worthy of submitting to me. It’s not as though I’d just take anyone. What I have in mind for you isn’t a game. It will be tough, and it will be a challenge, both of body and mind. If you don’t think you’re capable of meeting my requirements, you might as well stop reading this letter right now.

But I know you won’t, of course. If I didn’t think you were up to my standards, I wouldn’t have picked you out in the first place.

Sure, I had other boys vying for my attention – but of course, that’s the point. They knew they wanted it. There were being led by their hard-ons, thinking that their life would become one enormous sexual fantasy for them the second they were allowed the privilege of being my property. Would they have listened if I’d explained otherwise? I doubt it. Every single one of them wanted it for their own pleasure, not for mine. They wanted to live out their dreams of service, but as soon as I allowed them to milk their little cocks to completion, the fantasy would be over and they’d be desperate to go home.

That’s why I need a new boy – fresh meat, if you will. Someone who doesn’t have any preconceived notions about what a Domme expects from her submissives. Someone who has a deep, uncontrollable need to serve, but hasn’t yet had a proper outlet for it. Someone who hasn’t had time to have any bad habits trained into them.

I look at you, and I see that.

Before you come over to me, though, I need you to understand what’s going to happen. I need to know that you’re coming into this with the right intentions, and not just because you’re a horny little slut like all the other boys who’ve tried to catch my eye.

I expect complete obedience from you, day in and day out. I will become your life. I will train you to need me the way you need food and water and air; when I’m not around, you will hunger for me, because nothing else will fill that void inside of you.

But I don’t want you to think this is all about your pleasure, and meeting your needs. This is about me, and what I need most of all. You will be well looked after – I take good care of my property – but make no mistake about it: property is what you will be. You’ll have no rights to sexual gratification. Your release will come as and when I specify, and it will not be often. You will thank me for every one, because you know that each one is a gift from me to you. Even if you do it by yourself, even if my hands never touch your cock for the entirety of the time you spend in my company – even if I’m not in the same room, or in the same building, or even in the same country as you – you will know that all of your pleasure comes from me.

I know you’re already thinking about it. That’s OK. You have my permission. In fact, I insist.

I want you to picture in your slutty little mind exactly what it would be like to be my pet, permanently. I want you to imagine what your life can be like, starting very soon.

You’ve never seen my dungeon, have you? Of course you haven’t – only the people who know me best or pay me most get that privilege. You probably haven’t even considered what lurks in my basement. While you were walking down the street to get a paper, you probably crossed within yards of a man having the skin beaten off his back, or his nipples twisted almost to the point where they might come off in my hand. The soundproofing cost me a fortune, but it was worth every penny.

And soon you’ll experience it from the inside.

Yes, I expect you to become one of my little painsluts, eventually – maybe not at first, but sooner than you think. There’s nothing that can beat the swish-crack of a leather whip as it swoops through the air and leaves a perfect red mark on virgin flesh. Does that scare you, boy? Knowing that there is pain in your future? Or are you more scared by the fact that part of you wants it?

I know how you think: I can tell you’re already getting hard at the thought of me breaking you. You can imagine being just a limp mass of flesh, hanging from the chains on the wall, wanting the agony to stop but willing to accept anything from me if it means another few seconds in my company.

And of course, once I let you down from those chains you’ll crawl to my feet and worship them to thank me for your training. Make no mistake about it, boy: training is what it is. I am going to mould you and shape you into my perfect little whore.

I’ll start slowly, of course. I like to get my slaves used to humiliation before I even let them feel the sting of the crop or the cane. That’s going to be the biggest shock for you, I imagine:: just how quickly you come to want to be stripped down for nothing for me.

Does the idea excite you, boy? To know that that’s already how I see you – as a boy, and not a man? You should consider yourself lucky I even give you that much. Previously I’ve taken strong, upstanding members of the community and turned them into dirty little sissy slaves. You haven’t lived until you’ve had a Cabinet backbencher scrubbing your toilet clean while wearing nothing but stockings and a French maid’s outfit. It’s really quite the power trip, I can assure you.

Then again, maybe that thought gets your little cock hard. You always did seem like the kind of boy who was desperate to please. If you don’t work out for me sexually, I can always keep you around as my houseboy – doing chores, running errands, and then as soon as I find myself a real man to fuck having you wait in the corner to give us everything we need. Perhaps I’ll even make you roll the condom onto his dick, to show you the comparison between his enormous length and your tiny, caged dicklet.

Yes, boy. Caged. Chastity is going to be compulsory for you, I’m afraid. Pretty much from the first time you walk through my door.

It’s not that I don’t trust your motives. I know you want this. I can imagine you reading this letter, desperately crying out to be mine, to subject yourself to all these dreadful, wonderful invasions of what you are and what you once hoped to be – but I also know that men are fundamentally weak. You can’t control your urges any more than I could hold back the tide. I bet you already have your dick in your hand, don’t you?

It’s OK if you do, boy. There’s no shame in wanting it. There’s no shame in needing it, even: it just goes to show that my thoughts about you were right. All of them.

You are going to come for me, though. One last time – once, before you make your decision. This is my gift to you, and yet also the last time you’ll be able to be completely free to resist me. You could stop reading right now, throw this letter on the floor, tear it into a thousand pieces and cast it into the fireplace... but you won’t. I don’t think so, anyway.

I think you want this.

So it’s time to make your decision. Read on, or be a disappointment? Give up the last bit of power you have, or cling to it and miss out on a future that will take you in directions you hadn’t even imagined before?

I know you’re going to make the right call.

If you cock wasn’t in your hand before, it should be by now. That’s right, boy... you’re going to play with yourself for me. Here. Now. Right where you’re reading this letter.

And you’re going to do exactly as I tell you to.

Firstly, I want you to strip for me. I’m imagining what your body looks like under those stuffy shirts you always wear. You seem like a man who keeps himself in shape. I suspect I’ll find out for myself soon enough. Take off your clothes – everything, right down to your underwear. I want to know that your cock is out and at full attention for me.

Secondly, get on your knees. I want you on the floor where we both know you belong. You’ll have to get used to that position. It’s how you’ll be greeting me every day when I come through the door, how you’ll massage my feet after a hard day, how you’ll greet me in the mornings with a cup of steaming hot coffee. You’re going to be seeing the world from a lower perspective from now on.

That’s right. You might tower above me when we’re both standing, but there will be no mistaking who’s in charge.

Thirdly, I want you to look in the envelope this letter came in. There’s a surprise waiting for you there: a little pink collar, all of your own. The kind of thing you’d put on a pretty puppy.

A little bitch.

I want you to put it on for me, and accept what it means. You’re marked as mine.

Put it on nice and tight. I don’t want you to be able to forget about it no matter how hard you might try.

Touch yourself now, boy. Tease yourself. Work yourself into a frenzy at the thought of serving me. I know this isn’t the first time  you’ve thought about me while you play with yourself. Yes, I’ve noticed the way you look at me: your hot neighbour, so seemingly unattainable. How much of your seed have you spilt picturing your cock thrusting into me?

Well, I can’t say that will never happen... but you’re going to have to earn it. At the moment, I’m much more interested in your tongue than in the flap of meat that hangs between your legs. I can get dick any time, but a well-trained cuntlicker is much harder to come by.

Yes... picture that for me, boy. Jerk your dick to the thought of kneeling in front of me, my pussy just a few tantalising inches in front of your face, glistening with wetness. Don’t you want to taste me? Don’t you want to just bury your face in it and make me scream with pleasure? Don’t you want to feel my thighs wrapping around your ears, muffling your hearing as my hands tug at your hair, drawing you in until you can barely breathe?

Who needs oxygen when you have the delicious scent of my cunt, eh?

I will give you everything you need, boy. All you have to do is focus on pleasing me.

All of this – even what you’re doing right now – is for my pleasure. Don’t forget that.

I admit, though, it’s a delicious image. Thinking about you, a few hours in the future as I write this letter, kneeling in the ground and desperately tugging at your little cock for me at the thought of becoming my pet submissive, is too wonderful for words. I’ve had to break off twice already to play with myself, pen in hand, unable to resist reaching down to fondle the wetness between my legs. I sucked my fingers clean afterward, but I can’t help but wonder if there might still be some trace of my pussy juices on them as I write this. Perhaps, if you lean in close, you might even be able to smell my excitement on the paper – a faint trace of my pleasure, an aperitif for a scent and a taste that you will become intimately familiar with very soon.

Get yourself to the edge of an orgasm and hold yourself there. You will not read ahead, and you will not come without permission. Understood?

Say, ‘Yes Miss.’

Out loud.

It has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it? There’s something so much more filthy about putting the thought into the real world, rather than just leaving it floating around that slutty little brain of yours. It makes it seem more solid. Harder to ignore what you’re doing, isn’t it?

Do you like that image, boy? Me, sitting at my writing desk, with my legs spread and one hand gently teasing the lips of my pussy as I wonder how much sweeter it’s going to be to have your tongue working me to orgasm? I bet you do. I bet that thought is going to haunt you for the rest of your life.

Still close? Good. I bet the pressure is almost unbearable now, right? How much would you like to come right now? How desperately do you want to shoot your load all over yourself?

But you won’t, because I haven’t given you permission.

Because you’re a good boy, and you understand your place.

I want you to repeat something for me. I want you to say it over and over while you stroke your dick, until it becomes a sort of mantra: instinctive and automatic.

‘I am a slave. I am not in control of my body. I need to be trained.’

Over and over, there’s a good boy. Let it seep into every part of that slutty brain of yours. Repeat it out loud until it feels true, and then keep repeating until it feels obvious. I want you to know that it can never have been any other way. You have always been a slave, deep down. It has just taken me to bring it out of you.

Work your cock as you say those words over again, until you forget everything except the position I’ve put you in with just a few lines of writing. Imagine what it will be like when I’m there to control you in person.

Repeat it as you push yourself to the edge...

... and then come for me.

That’s right, slut. You have my permission. Let it all out. Make a mess at the thought of me dominating you. Give yourself up completely to my control.

I can imagine you now, tired and breathless. You’re probably thinking about putting this letter away, aren’t you? Now you’ve had your orgasm, this all seems kind of... sordid, right? You’d never go in for any of this depravity.

Except you have, and you will again. All for me.

Don’t get too comfortable, boy. You have a job to do now. Playtime is over, and now the real work can begin.

Firstly, you’re going to wipe up your filth – from your stomach, from your thighs, from the carpet; wherever it landed – and you’re going to use it to mark yourself as my new plaything. That’s right, my darling little slut: I want you to take a nice big scoop of it in your hand, and rub it all over your face. Make sure you get enough that it’s visible, and won’t dry off. I want you to be able to feel it as it cools on your skin: your filth, your shame – and all for me.

Then, once that’s done and your face is covered with your own mess, you’re going to get dressed again. Pull your trousers on, and your shirt, but don’t you dare take that collar off. I want you to get used to wearing it. There’s going to be something locked in place there very shortly.

After that, you’re going to turn off all the lights in your house, lock the door, and cross the street. I know right now you think you couldn’t possibly do such a thing, going out in public with a sissy pink collar on and your face covered in your last orgasm – after all, what would the neighbours say? – but the thing you haven’t considered is that I am your neighbour and what I say is that it’s going to happen.

You’ll walk (or, let’s face it, probably run) across the road to my house, and let yourself in the back gate. You know where my back door is, surrounded by high hedges. No one will be able to see you there, so you don’t have to worry about what comes next.

There will be a leash waiting for you: a heavy chain, with a padlock on one end. You’re going to strip off every last shred of clothing you have on you, and place it in the lockbox I’ve got prepared for you, and then lock the end of the leash through the hole in your collar, to keep you in place.

Then you’ll kneel, and wait.

I may be five minutes. I may be two hours. My only promise to you is that I will come and get you, and you will be safe until I do. If you’re not in position when I arrive, though, there will be punishment. If I find that you haven’t followed my instructions to the letter, you can consider this to be your first test failed – and there will not be another one.

After that – once I’ve checked you over and found you suitably obedient, of course – you will be brought into my house start your new life. Aren’t you lucky?

Here’s where I should tell you that it’s your decision, that you can ignore this letter if you want to – but I don’t think there’s much point in that. If I know you, and I think I do, you’ve already decided to do exactly as you’re told.

Do it. Don’t second guess yourself.

Give in.

Be mine.

I want to find you kneeling at my door, waiting for my acceptance.

I will be waiting.

Yours, expectantly,

Mistress

xXx
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