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Dearest, and mine,

Happy Valentine’s Day.

I should be there, and I am not – will not be, at least, as much as I wish I could. The flight I was supposed to make – the one that would have brought me back to you, and everything we had planned for tonight – has been cancelled. I’ll be spending most of the night in one queue or another, cursing the airline and the weather and anything else I can think of, all in the hope that somehow the universe will understand just how dissatisfied I am with its decision to leave me snowed in, tonight of all nights.

That’s why I’m writing this email. I wanted you to have something of me for tonight, to remind you that I am still here and that you are not forgotten. I tried to call you – I can’t put into words how much I needed to hear the sound of your voice – but the lines were jammed. Now I only have half an hour or so to kill, and so an email will have to do.

I know how much effort you put into planning tonight, the way you do every year. It’s not just some crass, commercial holiday for us, no matter how much we get into it. Five years ago tonight, I saw you for the first time, and I knew – I just knew. I knew if I didn’t have you for myself, nothing else could possibly matter. The stars could go out in the sky and the sun might cease to shine; the oceans could boil away and the mountains could crumble to dust and I wouldn’t care. Without you, everything would be meaningless.

Five years later and I feel exactly the same way.

I remember how you were then: shy and quiet and uncertain of the desires you’d had for years but had never dared to act on. I remember watching you squirm the first night you mentioned what you wanted – how you thought you’d scare me off by asking me to handcuff you to the bed. Your voice was so soft, and the blush that spread across your cheeks was so endearing… I mean, how could I have said no to that, really? How could anyone have said no?

We had been dating for around two months at the time, but that was the night I felt you come alive.

You were so nervous as I brought them out, even though I knew you’d been dreaming about it for so long – right from the first time you saw my big, wrought iron-framed bed, if the glint in your eye was anything to go off. You might be sitting on that same bed now, checking this email on your laptop. I’d like that. I can picture you now, running your fingers over the headboard, reminiscing with me and wishing I was there to make it happen all over again.

I asked you if you wanted to carry on and you nodded, as though you couldn’t bring yourself to speak. You looked so vulnerable, lying naked between the crisp linen sheets, but as you brought your hands above your head I caught the smile that passed your lips. It was the smile of someone who needed an excuse – not someone who needed to be corrupted, but someone who needed permission to let her dark side loose.

I like to think I gave you permission that night. You’ve never been the same since.

Your wrists fit the handcuffs perfectly. The tight steel held you in place exactly where I wanted you, and you spread your legs in expectation, but there was no way I could have just gone straight to the action, no matter how delicious your pussy looked in the soft glow of the candlelight. Now I had you, this was to be a tease – my pleasure, on my terms. I wanted to show you just what giving up control felt like.

I wanted you to know the exquisite ecstasy of denial before release, of the calm before the storm.

You struggled as I ran my fingertips up your thigh, but you stayed silent. You had your safeword, but you chose not to use it. Your struggling against the chains was just a way of testing your limits, of seeing just how far you could push me before I ended our little game.

Except it wasn’t a game, was it? Not to either of us. You knew the second you asked me to tie you up that it would mean so much more.

You didn’t close your legs – didn’t, or couldn’t; it was so hard to tell which. You wanted me to take you, to tame you, but you also wanted the pleasure of my touch. You ached for it. As much as your arms pulled, your wetness betrayed you.

When I kissed just above your perfectly shaved mound, I heard you whimper.

When I let my tongue drift downward, tracing a trail to your pussy, I heard you moan.

When the tip of my tongue finally made contact with your swollen clit, I didn’t hear anything. I felt your body tense up, your heels digging in to the mattress as you lifted your knees, but that was all. You had been waiting for it, and when the soft, slow exhalation came it was clear that you were trying to hide it from me, unwilling to let me know the effect I was having on you.

As if I couldn’t tell.

I remember how I made you scream that night – how I made you rattle your chains and curse my name by doing nothing more than giving you the pleasure you craved so much, and then pulling back at just the last second. How many times did I leave you cresting on the edge of an orgasm I wouldn’t quite let you grasp hold of? How many times did I have you a quivering mess, begging me to let you come? How easy was it for me to get that out of you?

You wanted to let your dark side go, and I let you. Some might say I forced you to, but we both know the truth.

Do you remember all the filthy things I made you admit to before I gave you what you craved? I can’t tell you how excited I was back then, hearing my sweet, innocent girl tell me what a depraved little slut she was, and how desperate she was to have my cock in her pussy and her throat and her ass. I think you would have admitted to anything then, just for a few seconds more of my touch, but I knew it was the truth.

And then there was the final straw, as I slid two fingers inside you and made you describe what I was doing to you. How you stubbornly clung to the word pussy, even as you told me it was mine. The look of gleeful abandon in your eyes as you told me what it was for the first time – I think maybe the first time you’d ever used that word to describe yourself before.

‘Your cunt,’ you said. That’s where I had my fingers. That’s what I was enjoying teasing.

I hadn’t even insisted you described it as mine, and yet you’d done it anyway – as though you’d known that was what I wanted to hear most in the world at that point. I think by then it was what you wanted too. The idea of giving up control, of being temporarily stripped down from the confident, strong woman I’d found myself falling in love with and turned into nothing but a collection of holes for my pleasure – a toy, a whore, a fuckdoll – seemed to thrill you then just as much as it does now.

That was all I needed to hear before I slid my cock inside you. In truth, it was all I could stand to hear. I couldn’t have waited a second longer if I’d tried.

I remember the way your cunt swallowed my cock on the first thrust, so wet after hours of excruciating teasing. I remember the tightness as I pushed into you over and over as though I was fucking you for the first time – because it was the first time, wasn’t it? Everything that came before had just been a prelude to that moment, when I took you properly.

When I made you mine.

I fucked you until your legs fell weak and your cunt was bruised, kissed you until your lips screamed my name and until your breath caught between your lungs and mine. When you came, you wrapped your hips around me as though to say that even though you were tied and at my mercy, I was yours – that you needed my closeness as much as you needed my cock inside you. When I came, I collapsed down on top of you, barely able to support my own weight.

You had taken everything, and still wanted more.

And then there was that night – lying in the darkness, waiting to have to comfort you from the intensity, wondering if you’d be OK. When I had let you loose, you’d asked to keep the handcuffs on, and as I spooned you I could hear the jangling metal every time you moved a muscle. It was the only noise that passed between us. The silence seemed to fill the rest of the gaps, but it was a happy silence – a contentedness that I have come to love. It was the silence of two minds processing what had come before, and what was to come after.

‘Thank you, Sir,’ you mewed before you fell asleep.

That night changed everything. When I asked you why you’d called me Sir, you told me you didn’t remember – didn’t even remember doing it, in fact – but the look in your eyes told a different story. You knew full well.

I beckoned you over to me in the kitchen, where I had been fixing us some breakfast. You looked amused for a moment or two, but when I sat down and gestured for you to lay your body over my knees the smirk dropped off your face. Was I serious? I could see you questioning it, wondering if it was all some sort of game, but I saw the way your body twinged and you bit your lip at the possibility that I wasn’t lying. Sure, you tried to pass it off as a joke, even as you sashayed over to me. You gave me the puppy dog eyes and begged me not to spank you, told me that you’d behave, but through the gentle mockery I saw the truth.

You wanted me to hurt you.

I pulled down your underwear and you gasped, your sarcasm abandoning you right when you needed it most. There was no defence mechanism here – nothing that could protect you from your own desires. When I ran my firm hand across your buttocks, you shivered with excitement, and when I slid it between your legs I felt the proof. When my fingers emerged, they were coated with your juices.

‘You lied to me,’ I whispered in your ear. It was so intimate – just the two of us, together in the kitchen. ‘Why?’ I remember your stammering hesitation. It was so unlike you. I had you flustered, and I planned to keep you that way.

I held my come-drenched fingers under your nose. ‘Is this turning you on?’ I asked, already knowing the answer. ‘Having me take control of you?’

You nodded. The ‘yes’ that escaped your lips did so on the back of a gentle moan – helpless and needy. I loved it.

‘Then why did you lie to me? Why did you pretend you hadn’t called me Sir?’

Your response was nothing but silence. It sat heavily in the air, swarming around us, expanding to fill every inch of the kitchen and yet growing denser all the while, threatening to choke us – our bodies, our relationship, everything that had happened last night.

‘Because I wanted it,’ you said at last. ‘Because I wanted it, and because I was embarrassed. That’s why.’

And there it was: the truth of it all. Your final admittance that you craved this from me. Somehow, with the words out in the air between us, everything seemed neater, as though a weight had been lifted from your shoulders – but that didn’t stop the blush spreading across your face.

‘Beg for it,’ I said.

You stared back at me, with your eyes glowing as hot as your cheeks.

‘Make me,’ you replied.

That was the girl I fell in love with – rebellious and stubborn, hard work but worth the effort a thousand times over. As my hand swatted your ass, I remember hearing you swear, over and over. Even though I was trying to warm you up to it, they weren’t gentle taps, and I wanted them to hurt – even though truly hurting you was the furthest thing from my mind. In fact, after the first five I considered giving up completely. After the first ten, once I saw that you had stopped shouting and were just taking my swats mutely, I thought I had overstepped the mark. I had visions of you storming out, leaving me forever, and all I wanted to do was apologise for ever thinking you could want this.

And then you said it.

Your voice was small – smaller even than you seemed, lying across my knees with your ass a bright shade of red. You didn’t even look up at me as you spoke; perhaps you couldn’t. Perhaps it was too much.

‘Thank you, Sir,’ you said.

All I wanted to do at that moment was pull you close to me as I had last night, to wrap my arms around you and make you feel safe – but of course, you did feel safe, didn’t you? Maybe for the first time in your life. You saw that the desires you’d been fighting off for years, the ones you’d tried to convince yourself were somehow wrong or disgusting or aberrant, were really just a different side of the same coin.

When I lifted up your chin to kiss you, I saw that you were crying – not tears of sadness, or just from the pain, but also from the relief of it all. In giving up control, you’d found your freedom.

‘Good girl,’ I said, and you smiled. That was all that mattered.

Things changed after that day – from spectacular to perfect. You knew that I had some experience with kink (how much, of course, I don’t think you had any idea about on our first date), and you were so eager to learn. You devoted yourself entirely to becoming my perfect submissive, striving always to please me in everything you did. When I had to punish you – rarely, and usually because of minor things – you accepted it willingly. You were, for all intents and purposes, the perfect submissive.

And yet there was something missing.

It wasn’t anything major – at least, not at first. Back in the beginning, we were just getting used to each other and our new dynamic; I barely had time to notice any issues. I taught you how to spend hours in front of me, worshipping my cock. I trained you in good posture, and how to kneel in position with your back arched just enough to push your wonderfully firm breasts out in front of you. I let you learn the feel of the crop and the cane, of the single-tailed whip and the flat of a paddle, and I guided you to a mastery of your own body that allowed you to feel that pain as pleasure even as tears ran down your cheeks.

But as time wore on, it became harder to ignore. Even though we didn’t live together, at least technically, you were there at my flat every night, always wanting to be around me. When I came home from work and saw you there, waiting for me with your beautiful smile and that twinkle in your eyes as you presented your naked body for my use, I couldn’t shake the sensation that there should have been more.

You seemed contented with things as they were, and yet I knew I never could be. Not as they stood.

Things came to a head on our six month anniversary. I remember I had spent a week or so teasing you beforehand, refusing to let you come no matter how much you begged me. It was a torment for me too, not to be able to see your face as sweet release coursed through your body, but at least I had the skills of your tongue to keep me occupied, even if I refused to allow myself to fuck you.

I had plans, and those plans needed you desperate.

When the big day finally came, I could almost feel your excitement: it radiated off you in waves. You knew that something was coming, but I don’t think you had any idea what.

I preferred it that way.

We went out for the longest dinner of my life. Seeing you across the table from me in that fancy restaurant, knowing that beneath that dress there was nothing but fresh air keeping your pussy from the rest of the world… it was all I could do not to call us a taxi midway through the starter, bring you home, throw you on the bed and fuck you until you couldn’t walk. You looked truly beautiful, and I knew right then that I had made the right decision – in the six months before, and for what I had planned for us.

We walked home hand in hand, like two lovers on a first date, but as soon as we got past the front door you snapped back into your training. Immediately the dress and shoes were removed – as a sub, you weren’t allowed to wear clothes indoors unless it was expressly permitted – and your perfectly smooth body got into position: mouth open, hands behind your head, and your knees apart. Your cunt was already wet with anticipation, but as I walked around you, inspecting you for one last time, you kept your eyes fixed forward until told otherwise.

You were like a statue – Galatea in marble, sculpted beauty unlike anyone else I had seen before. Every freckle just added to your charm, and knowing that it was all there for me to claim as and when I chose thrilled me. You had a way of turning me from the hardass Dom to a grinning fool with absolutely no effort on your part. As much as I try to pretend otherwise, you still do.

‘Come,’ I said, and as I walked into the bedroom I saw you drop onto all fours and crawl after me. Even after five or so months, your willingness to follow my rules never ceased to please me.

When we got into the bedroom, you knelt in position by the bed, waiting for me to give you permission to sit on it as always. I chose not to give it. Instead I let you stay there on the floor for a while, on your knees and ready for whatever I offered you. As I unfastened the zipper on my trousers and let the weight of my already rock-hard cock emerge before your eyes, I could see just how ready you were.

‘Suck,’ I said.

You leapt on me as though you were starving for it; your lips parted around me with such well-trained eagerness, and as I felt my cockhead hit the back of your throat without you so much as breaking stride all thoughts of what I was going to ask you melted away. All I cared about at that moment was the sensation of you pleasing me, of the way your tongue felt as it ran down the length of my shaft, of the soft moans of excitement as I used you.

You brought me to the edge within a minute. Your tongue knew exactly what I needed.

‘Enough,’ I said, feeling my voice almost crack under the strain of it. It would have been so easy to come, to shoot my load down your greedy throat – but I wanted more. I needed your cunt, and I refused to settle for less.

You knew without me telling you exactly where I wanted you. The second my cock was out of your mouth, you hopped up onto the bed, spreading your legs and leaving yourself open for me. Your hand darted down to your pussy with incredible speed, teasing your clit, knowing full well that it wasn’t allowed; as you looked me right in the eye, it was clear that you wanted me to punish you for it. You needed to be taught a lesson.

I swatted your hand away sharply as I pulled off my clothes and knelt down on the bed beside you. Immediately – instinctively – you put them above your head, but not before you slid a finger into your mouth and sucked it clean. You knew how much it turned me on to see you taste your own juices. There was no way it wasn’t deliberate.

You were trying to seduce me, to goad me into fucking you and granting you the release you needed.

It worked. I shouldn’t have taken the bait, but I did.

Just as you knew I would.

My fingers wrapped tightly around your wrists, holding you in place – as though I needed to. There was nowhere in the world you would have preferred to be at that moment than under me on our bed, your cunt open and willing to receive me. It was so wet that it gave barely any resistance as I slid my cock into your pussy, and yet you still bit your lip as you felt my girth filling you.

You wrapped your legs around my hips, pulling me into you, and yet I didn’t care. I wanted to give you what you needed, and I was willing to overlook your greed as your body cried out wordlessly for more of me.

I could always punish you for being overeager later. Right at that moment, I just wanted you to feel all of the pleasure that I had denied you for the past week.

‘Please,’ you whispered eventually, once I had reduced you to a writhing mass of sweat and flesh. ‘Please, Sir.’

I didn’t need to ask for you to elaborate. I knew what you wanted. It was written right across your face. 

‘Come for me,’ I said. ‘Come for me, my beautiful girl.’

You erupted instantly, your whole body bucking and writhing beneath mine, revelling in the thrill of the orgasm I had denied you for so long. You fought against my hands, pushing back against me and yet knowing that it was safe to do so, that I wouldn’t let you go – that you could let yourself go and still be sure that I would always be there when you returned.

The sight of you throwing your head back in sheer bliss awoke something in me, and I ploughed my cock more deeply into you than I ever had before. Your moans of pleasure gave way to gasps as another orgasm began to rip through you, more forceful than the first, and as your cunt tightened around my dick I felt myself explode into you, filling you with my load as the fight ran out of you.

It was a happiness unlike anything else.

We waited like that for a long time, you wrapped in my arms, but neither of us fell asleep. It was as though we knew that there was something more that had to be said that night, and that what had come before was prelude to a greater act – a palate-cleanser before the serious business of the evening.

I needed your mind clear for what I had in mind, unclouded by the fog of orgasm.

‘I have something for you,’ I said. You cocked your head to the side, curious as to what it was but knowing better than to ask. Your eyes followed my hands as they went to the bedside cabinet and opened the drawer, pulling out the square leather box that I had placed there earlier.

You didn’t say anything as I brought it out and opened it in front of you. You didn’t need to; the look on your face said everything.

It was, if I do say so myself, a beautiful piece of equipment. A single band of steel with a hinge in the middle, engineered to such a high standard that once it was closed it was almost invisible. At the other end, a small hearted-shaped padlock had been slipped through one of the holes

To the rest of the world, it would just look like a necklace; it was designed to be worn twenty-four hours a day, with no exceptions.

To us, though… to us, it would mean so much more.

‘I want you to be more than just my sub,’ I said slowly, running over the lines I’d rehearsed so carefully over the previous few days. ‘I want you to be my slave. I want you to be mine, and I want you marked as mine, permanently. Once this goes on – if you let me put this on you, of course – then it won’t be coming off. I want to own you, completely. I think you want that too.’

You nodded, as though words were too much for you to process. I think you knew in that instant that this wasn’t just a sex thing anymore. I wanted you – I wanted our relationship, and everything that came with it – and I wanted it to last and last. I was never one for commitment until you came along, but at that moment I should be with you and you should be with me, for as long as possible. Nothing else could matter.

‘I want you to think about it,’ I said. ‘And carefully. This means a lot to me, and it should mean a lot to you too.’

You nodded again, to signify that you understood, and that was that. I think you saw that it was a serious decision, and not one to be taken lightly – no matter how much I wanted to slip that band of steel around your neck right there and claim you as my own.

I went to sleep with my arms wrapped around you, more content than I could ever remember feeling before.

When I woke up the next morning, you were gone.

Seeing your side of the bed – our bed – empty was like a punch to the stomach, and I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. Suddenly, the life that I had pictured us planning out together had vanished like dust in the wind, and it seemed as though I would be helpless to change that. I had given you the option to leave, and you had taken it.

When I heard the sound of the door open a few moments later, my heart skipped a beat.

I saw the tray before I saw you: a cafetière filled with steaming black coffee, and two small cups that clinked against each other as you tried to manoeuvre yourself through the doorway. When your naked body followed a moment later, I could have killed you for putting me through that panic – and yet all I wanted to do was hold you close to me, kiss you all over and never let you go.

‘Good morning, Sir,’ you said as you placed the tray down on the bedside cabinet, before kneeling down in front of me. ‘I made breakfast.’

It was so sweet, so simple, and yet I saw your eyes flick over to the cabinet in which I had placed your collar. No more words needed to be spoken. As I slid upon the drawer and pulled out the ring of steel, you gave a silent nod: a gesture that you understood, that you wanted it, that this was the life you had chosen for yourself.

To be my slave, and to have me as your Master.

The coffee went cold and untasted. We had other business to attend to.

I fucked you that morning as I hope to fuck you every day: lovingly, and with everything I have in me. It is the very least you deserve. You have made these last five years the happiest of my life

The planes might have been grounded, but I managed to book myself a last-minute ticket on a coach heading back to the city. It should take about ten hours, but better that than another day without you. Just don’t wait up for me. You need your rest – and yes, that’s an order. Keep the wine in the fridge. We’ll celebrate properly soon.

I have to go now – the coach is boarding, and I can’t miss it. There’s no point in replying to this email, because by the time I’m in a position to get it I’ll already be close to home – minutes away from slipping in bed beside you, kissing the back of your neck and drifting off to sleep in the place I feel safest. I’ll try not to wake you, but I make no promises.

You are my love, my heart, my soul – everything I crave, and everything I have ever wanted. You are the summit of my desires, and your absence – my separation from you – is the worst of my torments. I may own you, body and soul, but I am yours.

As you sleep in your collar tonight, knowing that by the time you wake up I will be back with my arms wrapped around you and your body safe next to mine, I want you to promise me that you will never forget that.

I love you, now as always,

Sir

xXx
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