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Five Minutes Before Midnight


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


Letters to Sir


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


If You Were My Pet


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


Master’s Valentine:

A BDSM Love Story


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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Everyone has something to hide…

New Year's Eve, 1938: Called in to investigate the competitors of a shady businessman, private detective Mike Madison finds himself at an upmarket masquerade ball to celebrate the end of the year. When his employer’s wife takes a shine to him, it seems that it will be impossible for either one of them to resist their urges -- no matter how dangerous that might be.
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The Mike Madison Erotic Mysteries delve deep into the seedy heart of 1930s New York, as a world-class detective finds himself caught up in all the debauchery the Big Apple has to offer. He's smart, sexy and determined -- and he's about to find out exactly why people call it the City that Never Sleeps.
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Kate & Damien

A perfect pair…

From their very first date, Kate and Damien could tell that there was something special about their relationship: their taste for kink meshed together perfectly, and just a single glance from him could send her submissive side reeling. As their first play session begins, Kate finds that Damien’s skill at controlling his subs extends further than she could ever have dreamed…

Is Damien the Master she's looking for – or will they find their chemistry too hot to handle?
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