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Thursday, January 3rd

Dear Sir,

I don’t know why you asked me to write you this letter – and why you want it done longhand, rather than sent by email so you can enjoy it while you’re away – but you gave me your orders and you know how important it is for me to do as I’m told, so here we are. Hello, I guess.

You left the house about an hour ago, now. The taxi came to pick you up for your flight a little earlier than you were expecting it, so our goodbye was rushed: I was hoping we’d have time for a quick session before you had to go – perhaps that you’d take me over your knee and give me a spanking I’d still be able to feel when you get back three weeks from now, or to be allowed to suck your cock and feel your seed spill down my throat for the last time in such an incredibly, awfully, terribly long time – but instead I just had to settle for your firm kiss on my lips and the sight of you leaving me.

I know it’s just work, and I know you have to go, but three weeks without you seems like an eternity. Since we moved in together we haven’t spent more than a day apart, and now the scale of your absence is hard to wrap my head around.

I suppose that’s why you came up with this little game, in order to keep my mind off things – or rather, to keep my mind focused on you, and on my submission. I had a look at the envelopes and the packages, by the way. I didn’t open them, just like you instructed, but I made a note of the dates you’d written on them and marked them in my diary to make sure I don’t forget.

Not that I think that will be a problem.

It was an especially cruel touch of you to date the first one for Saturday morning and not tonight or tomorrow. Two days might not seem like long to you, but you’re heading off towards a departure lounge and I’m in our bed, warm under the duvets that still have your scent on them, craving the feeling of your body next to mine. Not knowing what’s inside it – what you’ll have me do, what my tasks will be – is a special kind of agony.

But that’s the point, isn’t it? You can’t be here to torture me, and so I have to torture myself.

I’ll sign off now. Writing is making my mind stay on the boxes, and I get the feeling that my curiosity is going to be the hardest part about all of this anyway. Why make it harder than it has to be?

Your loving slut, always,

M

xXx


Saturday, January 5th

Dear Sir,

It’s almost midnight as I write this. Twenty-four hours ago, I was in almost the same position I am now, but with one major difference: your first letter was unopened in front of me.

It took everything I had inside me not to open it until the date you set. You know how hard it is for me to keep my curiosity under control, but I’m glad I did.

I followed your instructions perfectly, I hope. I put the collar and the leather wrist and ankle cuffs on as soon as I finished the letter, as you demanded – a good job I wasn’t working, although I suppose you’d already considered that – and so I’ve been wearing them all day. It’s incredible just how much they change my demeanour: even without you here to put them on me, the simple act of being locked in changes me. I’m marked out as a slave, as property, even if my Master and owner is half a world away – even if there’s nothing stopping me from releasing myself at any time. I don’t need the padlocks to feel owned, but I’d be lying if I said they didn’t help. The clicking sound as each one of them fastened themselves shut thrilled me more than I had any right to expect.

It was strange, being naked all day. I mean, it’s not strange, exactly – when you’re here, it’s rare for either of us to spend any time clothed at the weekend – but it seems unusual to go about my day knowing that I’m not allowed clothes. Effectively, you left me housebound, stuck here with nothing to do except read, masturbate, and think of you.

And oh, how I played with myself. You didn’t think I’d have forgotten about that, did you? Your instructions to pleasure myself hard and often, to pound my fingers into my wet little cunt until I could barely think straight.

I reached eight orgasms, I think. I know you told me to make a note of it, but by the end of the day, I lost count.

The first session was the most fun. I spent an hour or more just teasing myself, running my fingers gently over my lips until I thought I was going to explode. I lost track of time in the dark heart of my imagination, lost in dreams of serving you – of your cock in my throat, of your fingers in my cunt instead of my own – and then, once I couldn’t take it anymore, I let myself step off the cliff into the blissful freefall of orgasm.

No toys, though. I followed your instructions exactly, even if by the end of it my fingers were completely worn out.

I guess that means you have other plans for me later on – a controlled excursion to our toybox? If you wanted to deprive me, I’m sure you would have locked it before you left, otherwise. Or maybe you just want me to relearn the simple pleasures over the next few weeks? Just how excited I can get myself with nothing but my imagination and the tips of my fingers?

I don’t know. Sometimes I feel like I can’t even begin to figure out what you’re thinking, while you seem to know my mind so well.

But I can’t wait to find out.

Yours, obedient and eager,

M

xXx

PS. I found the ice block in the freezer with the keys inside it. I’ve left it there for now, but thinking about what you have in store for me makes my cunt ache with anticipation. Perhaps I can squeeze in one more quick session before midnight...?


Sunday, January 6th

Dear Sir,

I got today’s note. I can’t really call it a letter, so I hope you’ll excuse me being equally brief.

‘I hope you enjoyed yourself, slut. You won’t so much as touch your pussy again for another week. Understood?’

No introduction. No sign-off. Just that.

Oh, Sir... you are cruel and kind in equal measure. It’s glorious. I understand, and I’ll obey.

Yours, still tingling from yesterday,

M

xXx


Monday, January 7th

Dear Sir,

It’s ridiculous how hard it is to focus. It has only been one day without an orgasm, but already my mind is fried and my pussy feels as though it’s going to explode if I don’t get some release soon.

Of course, I know you planned that. Your instructions for this morning made that perfectly clear.

I didn’t read your letter until I woke up this morning, when I was fresh from the shower, and so when I read that I’d have my love egg inside me all day at work I didn’t have any time to think about it: it was just a case of slipping it inside me – I was wet already; I don’t think my cunt has been dry for a moment since before you left – choosing a pair of panties that would keep it in place, and then setting off.

I made it to the end of the street before I realised how difficult today was going to be for me. Every vibration from the car sent shivers up my spine, every movement made me buck my hips, eager for more and yet knowing I was only torturing myself.

No orgasms for a week. No touching. That was your order, and I stuck to it.

God, it was hard, but I stuck to it.

Every step around the office sent a fresh spark through me, begging me to touch my clit, to disobey you and just take the consequences when they came. By the time my lunch hour rolled around, I just wanted to take myself off to the bathroom and fuck myself silly – to pull that stupid, teasing egg out and take the orgasm that it had been promising me for four hours.

But I didn’t. Somehow, I didn’t.

It was better when I got home, when I could just relax in the living room with a book and take my mind off it, but even then every shift of my body sent me right back to the edge – but no matter how much I wriggled and squirmed, I couldn’t get the friction I needed to get myself off.

I took it out just before I went to bed, as you ordered, and I can’t begin to tell you how relieved I was. I know it wasn’t in your instructions, but as the egg slipped out of me, covered in the thick cream of a day’s frustrations, I reached out my tongue and licked it. Within moments, that wasn’t enough; I ended up licking the whole thing until it was spotless.

I don’t know why I got the urge, particularly. I guess I wanted to feel filthy, to revel in your teasing. I pictured you ordering me to clean them with my tongue, and then more: I imagined that it was your cock, and that I was cleaning it of my juices after a long, hard fucking. By the time I was done and I could no longer taste myself on the plastic, I could have sworn that you were here in the room, watching me and nodding your approval.

I suppose, thanks to these little writing assignments, in a way you really are.

I have two more letters this week, and yet you’ve already told me I won’t be coming until the weekend. Is it wrong of me to be a little scared of what you’ve got planned for me?

And yet, despite the fear, I trust you. Completely. With everything I have.

Yours, frustrated,

M

xXx


Wednesday, January 9th

Dear Sir,

I thought I’d find it easier, not having anything inside me yesterday, but if anything it was worse: on Monday, at least I had the constant reminder of being under your control, and its absence made today drag on for what seemed like forever.

You can only imagine my excitement when I got to open this morning’s letter, and my agony when I read its contents.

I didn’t see the little sachet that you’d put into the envelope until after I’d read it, and for a minute I thought I might escape on a technicality – but no. You had it all planned out.

Numbing cream, to be slathered all over the tip of my bullet vibe. To reduce any sensation, even as I held it against my throbbing clit. To tease me almost to my limits, and yet to ensure that – even if I wanted to – I wouldn’t be able to feel it enough to come.

For thirty straight minutes.

I would have given anything to feel your cock inside me after I was finished.

It took all of my willpower not to go over to our toybox, pull out my biggest vibe, and slide it inside of me, just to feel something. Not in my pussy, even – as though it would have had any effect, desensitised as it was.

I wanted it in my ass, Sir. I didn’t even want to come by that point. I just wanted the sensation to go along with the tease.

From the other side of the world, you have managed to deprive me of that, and I crave it more than ever.

I miss you. I miss the touch of your hands grabbing at my body, the feel of your breath in my ear as you call me by the names you’ve chosen for me. I miss the way you would pound and thrust your body into mine, taking your pleasure and giving it to me all at once.

But most of all, I miss you.

Yours, horny and lonely and desperate for you to return,

M

xXx


Friday, January 11th

Dear Sir,

Another short note from you. It is amazing how much cruelty you can pack into so few words.

After everything you’ve put me through this week, to top it off with edging was a special brand of evil: the number of sessions was an extra little bite from you. ‘As many times as you came on Saturday,’ you said in your note – and of course, you knew it would be many. That was the point, wasn’t it? To punish me for my own greed? To teach me that what you give so freely one day can so easily be taken away from me?

I was all ready to curse your name, until I remembered that today was the date I was allowed to open the first box.

It’s like you read my mind, Sir: the pretty red plug was just the thing to fill me up as I worked my clit raw for your entertainment.

Knowing it was there all day, waiting for me to finish work, to come home and slip it inside me, was an incredible tease. By the time I had it in front of me, with the whole weekend to play, I had fantasised about it so much that I thought it could never live up to my expectations.

But oh, how it did.

I covered it with lube – better safe than sorry – and I was pleased to see that even though it looked enormous it slid inside me relatively easily; the training you’ve been putting my ass through with your cock has plainly been paying off.

It was such a wonderful feeling, to have something inside of me: a reminder that you own my holes, that nothing goes in or comes out of me without your permission.

And then, plugged and ready, I began to play. Eight times, driving myself forwards to the edge, running tight circles around my clit as I ground my ass against the bedsheets, desperate to feel that plug move inside me. Eight times, wondering if I’d be able to stop myself before the wave of pleasure hit. Eight times, picturing your disappointment if I let you down.

The first time, it only took me five minutes to calm down enough to go again; after the seventh, it took almost an hour for my heart rate to get back to normal, for my legs to stop shaking and my hips to stop bucking of their own accord.

My pussy is throbbing now, and for a dozen reasons. I only hope that tomorrow’s letter will be gentle with me (and believe me, that is not something I thought I’d be saying earlier this week).

Somehow, I doubt it.

I’m going to try and distract myself with some reading before bedtime.

Yours, in anticipation and agony,

M

xXx


Saturday, January 12th

Dear Sir,

Thank you. Thank you so much.

You knew I’d be suffering today, and you knew how much I’d want to come even through the pain, and yet somehow you managed to balance them both.

I’ve decided not to come. I know you said I was allowed to, and even though my clit still hasn’t quite recovered from yesterday, I’ve decided that I want the reward you offered me instead.

That’s a point. How do I know it’s a reward? Your letter said that if I was a good girl and managed to abstain for one more day I’d be allowed to open both of the packages you left for me, rather than just one, but how do I know they’re good things? If nothing else, this week has shown me that you’re capable of turning even the nicest gifts against me in one way or another.

But no. I know you like to test me, and I have a good feeling about this.

I keep wanting to write about how dreadful it is being here without you, and how much I wish I could be curling up in your arms or at your feet tonight, but somehow I keep getting all tangled up in the words and they refuse to come out right.

Just... come home. Please.

Your pet, your slut, your toy,

M

xXx


Sunday, January 13th

Dear Sir,

For the first time in a week, my body is content. I can’t stop grinning. Every now and then I reach a hand up to my face, and I can feel it stretched out with joy.

Who would have thought that three little padlocks could make a girl so happy?

I’m glad I waited to make myself come. The harness that you got for me as a reward made today a glorious tease. Between having the plug nestling between my ass cheeks and the love egg rolling around inside my pussy – all held in place by the black leather straps, with two delicate silver padlocks to take away all trace of temptation... oh, just the thought of it makes me wet all over again.

Of course, that’s what the ice was for. The reward wasn’t the freedom to come: it was the opportunity to have the decision physically taken away from me, if only for a day. After ten days without you, that was all I needed. To be locked in and helpless, with no ability to release myself before the ice block melted and the keys were freed was absolute bliss, and it made the blindfolding that much sweeter.

Yes, I wore it as you said – and I loved every minute of it.

The ice lasted for about twenty hours, so I was blinded from before dawn until after sunset. The special blindfold harness you picked out – the contents of the second box, the one I would have had regardless of whether or not I’d decided to come yesterday – fit perfectly, and once I’d slipped the third padlock through the loop at the back and clicked it closed I was absolutely helpless. Even the timing was perfect: long enough to drive me wild, and to see me from morning to evening without a chink of light getting through, but short enough that I wouldn’t be locked up for longer than I could handle.

It was an exquisite torture. It’s a good job you reminded me to have some food and water somewhere easily accessible before I locked it on, or otherwise in my haste I think I would have completely forgotten. The worst part was the silence of it all: kept there, alone in the dark, with nothing but my thoughts to keep me company. Even the books I’d come to depend on to distract me from your cruel little tricks were out of the question.

I soon found that staying on the floor was the easiest way to avoid bumping into things. When I needed food, I’d crawl over to it; when I needed the bathroom, I’d scoot there on all fours like a little puppy. Who would have thought it would be so easy to get me on my knees?

I hope that, wherever you are right now, you’re picturing me just like that: naked, except for my harness, blindfolded and crawling around, with every motion of my hips driving me a little bit closer to the orgasm I knew I’d never be able to reach, thanks to the padlocks you so thoughtfully provided.

I must have dozed off at one point, curled up on the floor, because I remember having the most fantastic dream. You were here, standing in front of me in the same suit you were wearing the morning you left. You looked so... I don’t know. In control, I guess, but you always look in control, so that can’t be it. Powerful? Maybe.

You had me in my collar and on a leash, like an obedient little pet, and then all of a sudden your cock was out – hard as a rock and bobbing in front of my face, daring me to take it into my mouth and pleasure you.

Even in my dreams, you come first.

You gave me the softest little nod of encouragement, and then I had my lips around it, sucking eagerly, desperate to feel your come fill my mouth. Everything about it just felt so real, Sir... it was like you were here in the room with me: controlling my head with a firm handful of my hair, moaning as I ran my tongue down your length, and then finally the feel of you splashing your seed down my throat.

When I woke up, the ice had melted and the keys were free. I’m sure you can imagine how long I stayed in the harness after that.

I had my fingers on my clit within seconds, too greedy even to fetch myself a toy. After a week of teasing, I just needed the friction – the sweet, sweet sensation of being allowed to touch my own body and know I wasn’t disappointing you, that my pleasure was under your instruction once again. When I came, it felt as though a firework had been set off inside me, crackling across my skin like nothing I’ve ever felt before.

The second orgasm followed immediately afterwards; by the third, I was able to fetch myself a vibe, which brought a fresh new wave of enjoyment. Coming with my ass plugged left me feeling so full –  so utterly used – that it took everything I had left in me. It wasn’t until after I finished that I realised just how loudly I had been screaming.

If the neighbours say anything, you’re going to have one hell of a discussion on your hands, because I have no idea how I’d even start to explain away the kinds of noises I was making.

So thank you, Sir. Thank you for letting your little slut come, and thank you for making me wait. I needed both more than I feel I can properly let you know, so I’ll just have to show you my gratitude when you get back.

There’s only one letter left now, marked for Wednesday. Does that mean what I think it means? You’ll be leaving me without contact for almost a week and a half?

That makes me sadder than I think it should.

But still... one letter left. That’s something, right?

Yours, happy-and-sad,

M

xXx


Wednesday, January 16th

Dear Sir,

I hope you’ll forgive me for this, but you are an absolute rat for lying to me about when you were getting back. You knew be counting the hours without you.

But when I got your note telling me you’d be back this Friday instead of next Friday, I was too thrilled to care.

Two days to go!

Yours, excitedly (even though you are a complete heel at times),

M

xXx


Friday, January 19th

Dear Sir,

This will be my last letter to you. By my reckoning, your plane arrived about two hours ago. With the time it took you to get out of the airport and to make your way home, even with heavy traffic it shouldn’t take you much longer than about another thirty minutes: just long enough to get myself prepared for you. You didn’t give me any particular instructions, so for once I’m choosing to take my own initiative.

I hope you’ll approve. I think you will.

I’m fresh out of the shower now, wrapped in my dressing gown, waiting for your arrival. There isn’t a single hair below my neckline, just the way you like to keep me – smooth for your use, as you put it – and I used the expensive lotion you got me for Christmas. It has really done wonders for my skin; I’ve never felt so soft. I can’t wait for you to run your hands along my body and feel for yourself.

Once this letter is finished, I’ll begin preparing myself properly. First, I’ll take my collar and lay it on the ground in front of me: the fact that I won’t need to lock myself in for once makes me happier than I can put into words.

Next, I’ll lube up the anal plug you got for me, and slip it into my tight little hole. I suspect it will go in easier this time, but I hope that wonderful feeling of fullness stays.

After that comes a ball gag – the red, I think; you always say you love how the splash of colour brings out the slut in me, as though it was something I was hiding inside me all along – locked tight between my teeth, forcing my mouth open and keeping me silent.

Next, comes the blindfold. I’ll be leaving the padlock off this time, though; as much as I love the idea of being helpless, I worry the temptation for you to leave me like that might be too much for you to resist, and if I don’t get to see your face soon I feel like I’ll just about explode with the anticipation of it all.

Finally comes the matter of my wrists: handcuffs, I think, for the simple security they provide and for the feel of them digging into me with just enough bite to be uncomfortable. I’ll face myself towards the door, kneel down, and close the ratchets click by delicious click until my freedom is completely in your hands.

So that’s how you’ll find me, when you come up the stairs. I will be blindfolded, hands bound, ass plugged, gagged and kneeling, waiting for you – dreaming of you in the dark, with no idea how much time has passed.

As much fun as my upcoming torment sounds, I hope it is brief.

Unlike the rest of the letters, I won’t be putting this one in an envelope. It will be waiting just inside the door, somewhere you won’t be able to miss it. In my mind, I can see you now: your key in the lock, the creak as the door opens, and the faint, cruel, wonderful smile that I imagine you’re smiling right now as you picture how the rest of the evening is going to go.

God knows I have spent long enough imagining it myself.

With any luck, you’re so desperate to use me that you’ve stopped reading by now and you’re already making your way up the stairs to let me greet you properly. If you’re still here, though, know that I am waiting, the way I have been waiting for years: for the touch of your lips against mine, for the feel of your fingers on my skin. I am waiting for you, because nothing can fill the gap that your absence causes in me – and nothing ever could.

I will always wait, because I am yours.

Love,

M

xXx
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