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Binding Promises 
 
      
 
    She was special, powerful. She was more than anything I could have handled. 
 
    She was my Mistress.  
 
    She owned me, and I belonged to her. As she straddled me, I peered up and felt my mouth go dry. I was completely in her power. Restrained, my arms and legs spread, she could use me or tease me and play with me however she liked. Right then, I was little more than her private sex toy. 
 
    And she wanted me nice and ready for the moment when she finally decided to use me. Miss Diana stroked my skin. She ran her fingernails down and up my thighs, each motion leaving tingled energies dancing through my flesh, the nerves alight. She drew little circles, alternating between rough tugs and the softest caresses. 
 
    For a long time, she didn’t speak as she moved her hands closer to my cock. She teased my inner thighs, my pelvis, anywhere and everywhere but what I really wanted. My cock could never get this hard without her attention. 
 
    And when I struggled, well, that just made it more entertaining for my owner. She played with mean and teased me. And when she finally decided to be particularly mean, Miss Diana reached down and wrapped her fingers around my penis. I started to groan and buck. I shouldn’t have, but it didn’t matter. 
 
    The second I moved in a way my Mistress didn’t approve, she released me only to watch me groan and press my shoulder blades down into the sheets as though I hoped they might swallow me. 
 
    “Were you trying to be a naughty boy? Did you think you could get your reward before we finished our negotiations?” 
 
    “No, Mistress! I swear, I wouldn’t behave so badly.” 
 
    “You know, I want to believe you,” she said a bit too sweetly, “but you’re a boy, a boys can be so bad, especially when they think they can get away with it.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress…” I said, straining against each word. 
 
    She decided to lie down next to me and started to stroke my cock again. Each movement was soft and absentminded as though she wanted to pet something to smooth out her thoughts. 
 
    “Wait here,” she finally said. 
 
    Miss Diana left me there, strapped down to her bed. I tugged at the restraints, but they didn’t give. There was no way I could hope to escape without her help, only she had decided to leave me there. She was somewhere else in the apartment. Maybe she wanted to brush her teeth or wash up. Perhaps she simply wanted to read. With a rueful smile, I understood how sometimes she liked to leave me there, strapped down and naked. 
 
    Spread-eagled, I pulled at my restraints again. The air remained cool all around me. Goose bumps danced along my skin, but my struggles and excitement kept me more than warm. I had been in this position before, yet this sense of helpless humiliation never failed to arouse me. Outside of this apartment, Miss Diana allowed the world to think I was a strong, independent male who worked hard and belonged to no one. But here, we knew the truth. She had me in her power, and there was nothing I could do to escape, not now. 
 
    Without any actual stimulation, my cock remained completely erect. I didn’t want to get too excited though, if I did, then Miss Diana would discipline me severely. 
 
    So I started to think about how we met. Again, I smirked at myself. A couple months ago, I would never have imagined myself in this position. Guys ended up this way when they went out with prostitutes in Las Vegas or through some other wacky situation. How was I to know that I would become this girl’s slave? How could I have known that she would own me in a way I never imagined? 
 
    When we first met, I didn’t think we would end up together. We were both in college. I was a junior; she was a senior. Most of my guy friends thought it was funny when we had our first date. They made plenty of cougar jokes, though they would have laughed a whole lot more if they ever figured out how our relationship would change and evolve. 
 
    After our first date, I knew I loved this girl. I knew I wanted her to be my girlfriend, and I wanted to be her boyfriend. Everything else seemed incidental, especially since our relationship seemed so natural. Sure, when I first saw her, I didn’t think I would get to be with her, but I could chalk that one up to luck. 
 
    But then I realized something. She was a lot stronger than most girls. As a freshman in college, I had my first serious girlfriend. We dated for several months before she got drunk and slept with another guy. I tried to forgive her, but the tension and anger never went away entirely, so we broke up, said we’d be friends, and quickly lost contact. Then as a sophomore, I went to some parties, hooked up once or twice, but never met anyone serious. 
 
    For my senior year, I was actually more worried about my grades and internships and my future. I shouldn’t have worried. I picked a good program, and I worked hard, so there would be something out there for me. Even if I had to go freelance, my future was pretty secure. 
 
    Then all thoughts of salaries and interviews vanished. I met her. As a junior, I still had a few lecture courses to take. These classes had a professor who taught to a hundred or more students, but for more individualized attention, we worked with grad students or particularly exceptional seniors. This particular class was dedicated to the psychology of sex. 
 
    Diana was my small group leader. When I first saw her, I had exactly two thoughts. First I thought, wow, this girl was insanely beautiful. She had dark red hair, light skin peppered with barely noticeable freckles, and dark blue eyes. When she smiled, every guy in the class must have skipped a heartbeat. I know I did. Her body made it hard to think. She wore tight, fitted jeans that made me want her to stand up and write something in the board. Her t-shirts were a bit more relaxed, but I had no trouble tracing the curve of her breasts in my mind or drifting into fantasies of how it would feel to touch, knead, or stroke her tits. 
 
    My second thought was a bit simpler: I didn’t have a chance with her. Seriously, she was older than me. She was probably smarter than me. Definitely more experienced. And one glance around the room told me I wasn’t the only guy who had the same reactions. The girls in the class acted normal. They viewed her as a teacher, but suddenly all the boys wanted to impress her, which proved exceedingly difficult. 
 
    In all honesty, I didn’t really try. What was the point? Sure, I showed up and did my work, but unlike some of my fellow males, I didn’t bother with studying extra hard just to impress her. I didn’t start showing up in my best clothes either. Yeah, some guys tried that one too. 
 
    It didn’t work. She seemed politely aloof, always eager to discuss psychology, but never allowing anyone to pull her too far from the assigned topics. After a while most of the guys either gave up or stopped coming. Before long, they saw her as another teacher—a hot one, sure, but still just a teacher. 
 
    For my part, I never forgot how beautiful I found her. If anything, I started to build a very big and very deep crush on her. I imagined how it would feel to kiss her, and I thought of where I would take her on a date, given the oh-so-impossible opportunity. I imagined nights out for pizza, a movie, and a walk through a moonlight glazed campus. The sliver of romance in my soul started to leak out and grow. 
 
    As the semester progressed, neither my hopes, nor my skepticism diminished. She never mentioned a boyfriend, but the idea that she would be single seemed pretty impossible. Besides, all of the material discussed was pretty dry. The first four chapters all covered the brain, a bit of biochemistry, and other not terribly interesting subjects. 
 
    But right after the midterm, our professor brought up sexual behaviors. A little later, we started to discuss sexual aberrations, perceptions, and fetishes. Like most people, I had picked up on a bit of these topics. I didn’t really understand the reasoning, but I knew that some people enjoyed being spanked or dressing up as animals or having sex in public. None of those things really excited me, but I didn’t judge either. 
 
    Then Diana gave us a short writing assignment. She wanted us to type up two pages about how we felt about some fetish or other aberrant sexual behavior. She made it very clear that this wasn’t a research paper or even a particularly formal assignment. Instead, she wanted our feelings and reactions. 
 
    Because I was feeling lazy, I wrote mine on sadomasochism without realizing exactly how broad such a term happened to be. But I started writing, and something very strange happened. My English classes had been easy enough, but like most of my peers, I usually struggled to get the words out. Pretty much every topic seemed dull and irrelevant. 
 
    But this time, I sat down with my laptop and started writing. The first paragraph came easily. I wrote about the definition of sadomasochism as I understood it and referred to the fact that both women and men could be controlled or punished. The second paragraph talked about women as the receivers of pain and discipline, but then the third paragraph morphed into something completely unexpected. 
 
    I described how it would feel for a man to be collared or cuffed and at the mercy of a powerful woman. Without meaning to, I imagined Diana as that woman. I imagined myself on my knees before her, staring up with perfect adoration, knowing I could trust her and knowing equally well that I had no choice. I imagined her making me do tricks for her, whether it was a silly dance or rolling on my back like a well-trained doggie. 
 
    I wrote about all of this in a daze. My fingers moved, but I didn’t have to think about them. If anything, this homework assignment started to feel like a dream. And when I snapped out of it, I was on page four. I wrote twice as much as necessary. I hadn’t stopped or paused. 
 
    And I was hard. Oh my God, I couldn’t believe how taut and erect my penis was right then. I had never been this excited before. It was as though I had tapped into something hidden and protected. I sat there and worked on my breathing and made myself calm down. 
 
    One glance back at the screen told me it was halfway decent as well. I remembered paragraphs, and I only saw two red squiggles. I quickly fixed the typos and paused for exactly five seconds. On one level, I got it; I should have deleted the document and started over. Well, I probably could have kept the first two paragraphs, but the rest had to go. 
 
    But I didn’t delete anything. No, I considered it, understood it would be a good idea to do so, and promptly hit print instead. I tucked the homework assignment into the back of my binder and tried not to think about it until our next class meeting. 
 
    At the beginning of class, she asked everyone to pass in their assignments. Like always, there was a bit of nervous grumbling. The students who didn’t do their homework tried not to look embarrassed. The people who had it held it up like emblems of honor. 
 
    For me, I didn’t know what to do. I passed the other students’ papers past me without opening my binder or retrieving what I had written. 
 
    “Anyone else?” she asked once Diana had the stack. 
 
    “Just one,” I said, flipped open my binder, and found the stack of four sheets at the back. Diana glided over to my spot and took it from me. She glanced up, surprised at the heft but opted not to comment. 
 
    For the rest of class then, we talked about different fetishes. No one really brought up bondage or domination. Most of the conversation went to how fetishes seemed to manifest in pop culture. In particular, we talked a lot about Halloween and what girls’ costumes told us about human sexuality. She pointed out how girls liked to dress up as angels, demons, schoolgirls, or kitties. All together, we discussed what fetishes might manifest in those choices of outfit. 
 
    When she finally dismissed us, I tried not to think too much about what I wrote. Fortunately, I was pretty good at blocking out those kinds of thoughts. Whenever the paper came up, I felt my cock twitch. At the same time, my face got very hot because I was certain she would read it, only I had no idea what she might say. Once or twice, I fantasized about breaking into the TA office to steal it back, but I never did. 
 
    After a few days, I had mostly buried the memory of that paper until I logged onto my student email account to get some homework for another class and my heart nearly stopped. 
 
    I saw her name. She had sent me an email. All at once, my breathing went shallow, my heart started pounding, and I couldn’t quite think straight. I jumped up from my seat and paced back and forth twice before plopping back down. 
 
    Should I click on it? 
 
    I had no idea. I had no idea why she would have messaged me. Could it have something to do with my paper? I wanted to console myself, to make it clear it had to be about the homework or reading or something. Maybe she had to cancel our next meeting because her cat got run over by a car. That and a hundred other possible reasons screamed through my skull. 
 
    But after another thirty seconds of debating what to do, I realized I couldn’t let the email just sit there. I reached for the touch pad and moved my cursor back to her name. I blinked and tapped the pad. 
 
    The email opened a second later. I started to scan the text. 
 
    She wrote: I read your paper. It was quite interesting. If you’d like to discuss your response further, we can meet tomorrow. The time and location followed. 
 
    She wanted to meet me? I couldn’t guess what she wanted. Part of me feared I would show up at the coffee place she suggested only to find the university counselor or maybe her favorite professor would offer to study me for my freakish reactions. 
 
    Swallowing, I typed back a quick response. I tried not to think too much. 
 
    That night went by way too slowly. Then when I opened my eyes in the morning after long hours of tossing and turning but feeling oddly energetic anyway, I went through my closet and figured out what to wear. It was a lot harder than usual. 
 
    Eventually time decided to be nice, and I made it to our meeting right on time. I sighed when I realized it was just her. Diana was sitting at one of the tables, alone and beautiful. She had a book out and was obviously immersed in the writing. I smiled there, probably looking very much like a lovesick puppy. 
 
    Reminding myself to breathe, I strode over to her table, pulled out a chair, and asked, “May I sit?” 
 
    “Very polite of you,” she said, lowering her book and giving me a once over. As she inspected me, Diana remained quiet for several seconds. I felt myself start to fidget acutely aware that we were basically alone. Sure, there were hundreds of other students in every direction, but only I had her attention. A thrill ran through me at the very thought of getting so much of her concentration. 
 
    As I feared, Diana reached down into her bag and removed a stapled set of papers—my essay. She placed it before me and ordered, “Tell me about your response.” 
 
    My lower lip threatened to shiver, but I managed to force it to obey and remain stiff. “It’s just a paper.” I swallowed and remembered how one of my English professors said a good way to duck questions is to ask one of your own, so I said, “Was there something wrong with it?” 
 
    “Wrong? No, not really. But you seemed particularly,” she paused, “enthusiastic about the topic.” 
 
    My voice dropped a couple of decimals. With anyone else, I probably could have fast talked my way out of this. But with her, I didn’t know what she wanted or even really who she was. In the small group discussions, she always came off as intelligent, beautiful, but also somewhat distant. She didn’t allow much of her own personality or history to bleed into the discussions, so I felt like I faced a cipher. 
 
    What did this gorgeous girl want? Why did she deign talk to me? 
 
    Despite those questions and a hundred more, I managed to think with reasonable clarity, “It’s a taboo subject. I wanted to explore it.” 
 
    “You wrote four pages, a lot more than anyone else, and twice the actual requirements. So tell me, what were you thinking exactly?” 
 
    “I was interested.” 
 
    “How interested?” she leaned forward, her eyes on me. I felt like a gazelle being sized up by a quick and deadly predator. And yet, I couldn’t look away, nor could I retreat. My body wouldn’t tolerate the impulse. 
 
    I licked my lips, suddenly feeling very exposed. “I had never really considered the idea before.” 
 
    “What idea? Be specific.” Something in her command triggered the same desires I first discovered as I typed out my homework. 
 
    “Being powerless. I never thought about it before,” I finished lamely. 
 
    Diana smiled and nodded as though some of my words made perfect sense. “Continue,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say at first. I glanced away before returning my gaze to meet her stare, only then I had to peek down at the table like some naughty boy who had been found out. Finally, I made my voice work. I didn’t think about my words; I couldn’t, not with her eyes on me. 
 
    “I thought of how it felt to be restrained and powerless.” I swallowed, knowing those words weren’t entirely true. Parts of what I said next came from my paper while others emerged as a revelation, “But I really thought of how it would feel to submit.” Submission was a word I usually associated with homework or art contests. 
 
    “Would you like to submit?” she asked, her back straight. Nothing in her tone revealed how she felt about the question or my potential responses. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Would you like to submit to me?” 
 
    I glanced up at her and found her steeled gaze once more. She smiled a little at me. The curve of her mouth struck me as gentle and soft, almost encouraging. She had found someone who might serve and service her, and now she didn’t want me to flee, not before she assessed my true viability as her slave. 
 
    “Yes,” I said again. 
 
    She gave me my first test, “Louder.” 
 
    Tightening my mouth, I swallowed and repeated it, “Yes.” 
 
    “Say the whole thing.” 
 
    My face flushed with heat. My skin prickled as my heartbeat sped up, thundering through my veins. But I tried to do as she commanded, speaking clearly and obediently, “Yes, I would like to submit to you.” There was no way I could meet her eyes now. 
 
    Diana chuckled, “You seem like a genuinely submissive male. And you’re cute and reasonably smart.” She spoke in a matter-of-fact sort of way, more to herself than me. At once, I felt like she was deciding whether or not to buy me. “Yes, I think you have potential.” 
 
    Not sure how to respond, I nodded, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Good boy.” She pulled a slip of paper from her bag, scribbled something onto it, and slipped it across the table. She left it there in the middle. “If you really want to understand this part of yourself, then you’ll meet me tomorrow. Understand?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes, Mistress.’” 
 
    I gulped, “Yes, Mistress.” The words came out easily, way faster than they should have. Other guys would have preened or resisted her, but me? I went along with her orders right away as though I had no choice. 
 
    Diana got up, patted me on the head and left me alone. 
 
    Once she disappeared, I reached for the slip of paper. It had a time and address.” I looked around and hid the sheet as though someone might have overheard us. 
 
    Once I had the paper safely away, I realized something. I was hard. My cock had never been so stiff. My body responded to her voice and language and tone in ways I didn’t think possible. It all seemed so impossible yet natural at the same time. But more than anything, I knew I had to see her again. 
 
      
 
    I showed up exactly on time. I didn’t want to risk being early, and there was absolutely no way I would dare being late. 
 
    The address turned out to be apartment, one of the nicer ones right off campus, in fact. Outside, the thick trees ringed the parking lot, and I suddenly felt pretty small against the monolithic buildings. All of the cars outside were expensive and new. Wishing I had worn something nicer, I climbed out of my vehicle and started searching for her place. 
 
    I found her front door, exhaled with a puff of nervousness, and tugged on my shirt to straighten out any stray wrinkles. I knocked once, twice, a third time, and waited, hoping I looked okay. 
 
    The door swung open, and Diana stood there like a goddess. She had on a black skirt, boots, and a sleek, red tank top. Her hair had been tied into two long braids, and she wore a bit more makeup. Her lips shined with red lipstick, and a bit of shade darkened her eyelids. All together, I stopped breathing. I couldn’t help it. She stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    “You’re on time. Good boy. That was your second test.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I stepped forward, ready to cross the threshold, but Diana kicked her heel against the doorframe, blocking me. “Bad boy. How do you address me?” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I said, bowing my head. My cock twitched at her words. For the second time, I addressed her as my superior. Somehow, it felt right and alien all at the same time. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and lowered her boot. 
 
    From there, we began my training. On that first day, she had me sit at her feet as she told me about what this would entail. Diana made it very clear. I would only address her as Mistress or Miss Diana. If I defied this simple order, I would be punished. For earlier infractions, she told me to stand up and reach for the floor. I braced myself with my ass in the air. My Mistress told me to shut my eyes, and I did it. When she finally sidled up beside me, she stroked me and smacked me hard across the butt. Even through my pants, pain flared through my flesh. I grunted but remained upright. 
 
    “Thank me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Diana.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and did it twice more, making me thank her each time. 
 
    From there, Miss Diana taught me to obey. I didn’t really understand what I had gotten myself into, but the training enlightened me very quickly. She had me strip until I stood there naked. She taught me to get on my knees, to kiss her feet, to belong to her in every way. And whenever I faltered or hesitated, I endured another spanking and had to thank her for the punishment. 
 
    But that was only the first day. Little by little, Diana molded me into the man she wished to serve her. She made sure I was obedient. She made sure I did anything and everything she ordered. Sometimes she had me cuffed. At other times, she kept me leashed and collared. If she was feeling particularly mischievous or cruel, Miss Diana pulled out a red ball and made me play fetch for her. 
 
    Only it wasn’t just training because we started to grow closer. We started to spend more time together. Sometimes she had me go out with her. To the rest of the world, I looked like any other boyfriend. I held her hand and walked with her and kissed her. Even then though, I remained submissive. I served her because I agreed to belong to her. 
 
    The weeks passed as she trained me to become her slave. 
 
    One night I came into her apartment, stripped of my clothes, got on my knees and picked up my collar in my mouth. Then I crawled through her apartment to her bedroom. Miss Diana was there with her boots. She pulled them on for another training session. 
 
    “Hi there, slave boy,” she said to me with a happy grin. A pulse of humiliation simmered through my chest, only it was mirrored by a special kind of glee and contentment. Something about her voice or the way she spoke to me simply excited me. I felt right at her feet. It was like I belonged there. 
 
    Miss Diana reached down, took the collar from my mouth, and asked, “Are you ready to earn your collar tonight?” She enjoyed that expression. After all, belonging to this goddess was about more than having been chosen. I had to prove myself. And if I ever missed a step, then she would correct my bad behavior as though I really were her pet, her property, her slave. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I told her at once. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and rubbed the back of my neck before she looped the collar into place and locked it on with a tiny padlock. Miss Diana wore the key around her neck, just another reminder of how had the power in our relationship. 
 
    I remained on my hands and knees, eager to serve. My body remained taut as I waited for instructions, whatever command or game she wished to play. Sometimes she made me dance for her. At other times, she simply had me splayed across her lap as she savored the experience of spanking me—just for fun. 
 
    “Today is going to be a bit different,” she said. 
 
    “How can I serve you, Mistress?” 
 
    “You’re my slave, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress.” 
 
    She smiled back at me and made it clear that I had given the correct reply. I beamed like a schoolboy who managed to please his favorite teachers. In some ways, I suppose I had. 
 
    “Then I think we need a contract. I want to make it official.” 
 
    “Official?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, my adoring slave boy, this won’t be legally binding, but we really should have a contract. After all, rules are good for both of us. We’ll make it clear how I get to tease and punish you, and you get a few rights. So are you ready to discuss it?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what she meant. A contract? The idea thrilled me even as it increased by apprehension. A gulp later, I nodded, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You know, I want these negotiations to be done as properly, so why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable?” 
 
    “I’d like that, Mistress,” I told her. 
 
    Miss Diana reached for her headboard and took out my leash. It was black leather and really very nice. She clipped it to my collar with light tug, just to remind me that I was hers. Although the leash symbolized my position at her feet and her ownership over me, it also assured her control. A sharp pull or gentle tug could make sure I went where Miss Diana wanted me. 
 
    She got up and strode from the room, forcing me to follow from behind. 
 
    Miss Diana led me down the hall and into the second bedroom. My brow tightened in confusion, though I didn’t ask. She would explain everything I needed to know. Once I made it through, my owner shut the door, went to the bed, and padded the sheets for me to hop on. 
 
    I crawled up, put my elbows on the bed, and pulled myself up. Diana hopped onto the bed and got onto her knees, which meant she towered over me. I stared up along the length of her perfect waist to her incredible breasts, the gentle slopes of her neck and the wicked smile that made me shiver with a mix of joy and fear. 
 
    “Strip.” 
 
    “To talk about a contract, Mistress?” Confusion played across my features. There must have been a little bit of fear there too. No matter how much I loved or trusted this girl, I knew she could be cruel when she wished. But since I had been trained to follow her orders, I kicked off my shoes, pulled off my shirt, and took off my pants and even my underwear. The stray garments fell to the floor. 
 
    On my knees with my hands held against my thighs, I bowed my head and waited for the next set of instructions. Being her subjugated pet put me at ease even as it tensed me up in other ways, particularly my member. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. She tended to savor these sorts of moments the most. 
 
    My hopes proved false because Miss Diana glanced down. “Are you a happy slave?” She reached down and ran her fingers along the length of my shaft. The movement was soft, gentle, and hid the sadistic pleasure she took in teasing me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you going to serve me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Who do you belong to?” 
 
    I swallowed, “Please, do I have to say it, Miss Diana?” She knew how I always paused there. Somehow, admitting this part always tugged at me. It wasn’t that I truly wished to resist, but the humiliation of admitting aloud how I was her property always gave me pause. It felt wrong on some levels yet right on so many more. 
 
    “Miss Diana, I belong to you.” 
 
    “Smart boy. Who’s a smart boy? That’s right, you’re a smart boy!” Her super-excited tone rushed a wave of heat across my body. But then she leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. “I’m going to have fun with these negotiations, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Assume the position.” 
 
    I gulped, not sure where this was going. 
 
    But she had trained me well, so I obediently got onto my back, thrust out my arms and stuck out my legs. Spread eagle, I found my voice, “Miss Diana?” 
 
    “What is it, slave boy?” Miss Diana crawled over me and slipped the straps from beneath the bed. Each one was black and leather and locked to a bar which ran the length of the bed’s underside. She strapped me down whenever she wanted me completely helpless, immobile and unable to do little more than struggle. Even then, my struggles were limited to bucking and a few inches for each limb. 
 
    “I thought you wanted to discuss the contract.” 
 
    She stopped and turned on me, “Are you being a bad slave?” Then she answered her own question, “Yes, you are.” A grin dashed her lips, which told me she sometimes enjoyed my disobedience. After all, it gave her reason to punish me, not that she always required one. 
 
    Miss Diana owned an assortment of crops, paddles, and canes, but for now, she limited herself to her palm. She pulled me onto my side and smacked my ass. I flinched for the first one, only she hadn’t finished with me. Miss Diana’s palm crashed down against my taut skin again and again. I was being spanked like a naughty child, and although it had happened before, I continued to flinch and groan as the tendrils of pain lanced through me. 
 
    “Now tell me, what did you do wrong?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    It took me a moment to catch my breath, but I had to respond quickly. Slow answers meant another round of punishment. “I forgot to address you correctly, Miss Diana.” 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said and tapped my cheek. “Now, what did you want to know?” 
 
    This time I concentrated a lot harder and with a lot more care, “Miss Diana, if we’re negotiating, shouldn’t we be at a table or something?” 
 
    My Mistress took a long time in deciding how she answered. Or maybe she just wanted to finish strapping me down because she secured my restraints before turning around. With each leather manacle, Miss Diana made sure to tug on them and make sure they were good and tight. 
 
    Because once she had me restrained like this, I had no chance of escape. A few weeks before this, we actually checked. She gave me half an hour and ordered me to get away. 
 
    When Miss Diana finally answered, she straddled me and leaned down, walking her fingertips from my navel up to my sternum. When she got to my neck, she came over and whispered into my ear, “I want you in the proper frame of mind. Now, tell me, where do you belong?” 
 
    “At your feet, Mistress.” 
 
    “Smart boy. So now we’re going to figure out exactly how our relationship will work from here.” With those words, she slipped off the bed and left me there, strapped down. 
 
    I didn’t call after her even as a cloud of nervousness started to fill my chest. Instead, I concentrated on where I was, which only served to amp up my apprehension. 
 
    Again I waited. This was the worst trick she could have pulled on me, which didn’t keep her from doing it pretty often. She loved knowing I was trapped there, stuck and waiting for her. Because no matter how hard I fought the straps, they would keep me pinned there on her bed, waiting for her to return. 
 
    This position stripped me of all my strength and cunning. Nothing I had or did or ever accomplished meant a thing when she had me like this. Sure, I could beg or whimper or threaten her, but those acts would simply entertain her all the more. And why not? She wanted a helpless male, one completely locked in her power, and she had that. She had me. 
 
    Miss Diana came back, only this time she had something, something that made my heart jump two beats. It didn’t look like anything special, just a black duffle bag, the kind a million people used at gyms or on short trips. But I knew what she had on the inside. 
 
    “So we need to set some conditions for this contract,” she said. My Mistress unzipped the bag. It contained toys, some known to me, others alien and just waiting to discipline me. 
 
    But before she retrieved any paddles or clips, Miss Diana pulled out a folder. It must have been sitting right at the top because she didn’t have to sift through any of the other equipment. 
 
    Miss Diana opened the folder and pulled out several papers. “Oh, what do we have here?” she asked theatrically. “My, my, my, it looks like a contract draft. So I’m thinking we can read over the various clauses and discuss which ones we can both agree to? Sound fair? What am I thinking, of course it sounds far.” 
 
    My nostrils tightened at the implication. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, do you disagree with how I’ve planned this?” 
 
    She was taunting me. If she already had the contract written, then it would just be me agreeing. Or trying to disagree, not that I thought I could really succeed. Unsure of what I faced, I bit down and rushed through any frustration I may have felt, “No, Mistress. I don’t disagree with how you planned this.” 
 
    My owner flipped to the first page, “So, first off, you will always address me as Miss Diana. Any disagreement there?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and reached down with her free hand. She stroked my stomach, my pelvis, my thighs. I started to struggle again. She made any clarity of thought nearly impossible. 
 
    The second she stopped, I froze up, breathing hard and struggling to get my thoughts to work again. It felt as though all of my dendrites and synapses had been clogged. Raw desire jolted through me, a storm of longing only she could control even as I fought to contain it. 
 
    “What else, Mistress?” 
 
    “Oh, are you impatient to agree?” she asked. “Don’t be so hasty. This is an important document. If you ever violate this contract, then you’ll be disciplined severely. I may even remove you from my service.” 
 
    The vanilla part of my brain translated her words: if I defied her, she would dump me. We started out as Mistress and slave, and she would have no problem kicking me out of her life. I swallowed, thinking of how beautiful and smart she was. How many guys would kill for a chance to worship this woman? I nodded, thinking of how important this contract would be. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I understand.” 
 
    “And it’ll be official then. There won’t be any disagreement or ambiguity about our relationship, will there?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” I answered obediently and even nodded subserviently as though I had to add in an extra punch of emphasis. 
 
    “Oh, there’s another clause here about how your title.” 
 
    “What is it, Mistress?” 
 
    “You will be my slave. Are you good with that? Of course you are,” she said right away. I pursed my lips and nodded until her eyes brightened when they lit on something else, “Then we have your right to orgasm.” 
 
    At once, my stomach tightened. I wasn’t going to like where she was headed, but I made myself ask anyway, “Mistress, what do you mean?” 
 
    Miss Diana didn’t answer my question right away. Instead, she took one finger and started to slide it down and up the length of my cock. I started to strain against my restraints again. It got harder to understand what she said, but her lips moved and her voice danced on the air, “Oh, I thought it would be simple, especially for such a smart boy like you.” 
 
    I gulped as the desire percolated throughout my body. She made my nerves dance. She made my heart jump. I was enthralled by her and her touch. Miss Diana teased me for another moment and continued, “So tell me, what do you think we’ll discuss when it comes to your right to orgasm?” 
 
    I didn’t want to say it, locked my eyes closed, and shook my head from side to side. She smacked me once and didn’t bother with the order for me to speak. I went stiff, looked at her again, and guessed, “You’re not going to let me come on my own anymore, are you, Mistress?” 
 
    “There’s my smart boy!” she said and broke contact with my cock. She took both hands and ruffled my hair as though I were a dog who just performed the right trick for his owner. “Because you’re right. From now on, you don’t get to come unless it’s with my permission.” 
 
    “Please, don’t add that into the contract,” I pleaded, “Please, Miss Diana, that’s too much!” 
 
    “Really? Should I give you some time to think about it? Yeah, you know, I think that would be a good idea. Maybe you’re too excited now. What do you think? An hour to lay here and consider your options?” She slid off the bed, but I called out to her and she halted at the threshold. 
 
    “Wait, Mistress, please wait!” 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, “What is it, slave boy?” There wasn’t a trace of cruelty there now, only the hints of amusement. She was playing me like a toy. We both knew it, and she savored my awareness. 
 
    “Please, Mistress, I’ll do it. Okay? I won’t come without your permission.” 
 
    For several agonizingly drawn out heartbeats, I thought she might leave the room anyway. Knowing Miss Diana, she could have gone grocery shopping or called one of her friends for a protracted discussion, all the while leaving me there, bound and helpless. 
 
    Instead, she came back to the bed and read through the papers, “So I think we’re at our last clause.” 
 
    “What is it, Mistress?” 
 
    “It’s very simple,” she said. “This final bit states that you agree to the terms of this contract and you acknowledge that your owner, me, gets the right to revise it in any way I wish at any time.” 
 
    Through my sex-addled head, I tried to interpret her words. The first conclusion I reached didn’t make sense, so I had to ask, “Mistress?” 
 
    “It’s simple, and I think you know what I said.” 
 
    “Mistress, you get to change the rules…” I started to say uncertainly. 
 
    “That’s right! I do. And you’ll obey or get spanked or teased or put on time out,” she grinned at me. “Yeah, I think that’s what we’ll start calling those moments when I leave you here to think of what you did wrong.” She grinned down at me and started to pet my cock again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you ready to sign your new contract?” 
 
    I exhaled, the frustration of pure powerlessness streaming through me. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll sign it.” She must have read the reluctance in my eyes, because she giggled to herself again, pulled a pen from the toy bag and placed it in my hand. Then she slipped the contract beneath my palm and told me to write my name. 
 
    I had no idea what I really signed. Again, I had to trust her, but once the last letter of my name appeared on the page, she pulled the contract away, placed it neatly in its folder and reminded me that I had to obey. 
 
    “Now, I get to decide when you get to come, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I tried to keep the eagerness from my voice, lest she consider me too impudent and leave me there again. 
 
    “I think I’m going to let you come, but only after I’ve gotten my jollies from you. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I understand, Mistress!” 
 
    The way she had touched me worked me up, but she started to tease me in a wholly different way now. She began to strip off her clothes, one layer at a time. Her fingers moved with deft care, each motion another stroke of light to excite me all the more. Her eyes held my attention and made it clear that if I tried to look away, then I would be disciplined severely. 
 
    Once she removed her top, Miss Diana stripped off her bra and tossed it to the floor. Her breasts always surprised me with their beauty. A combination of lust and longing and pure admiration filled me. I wanted to nibble her nipples and stroke her creamy skin. I pulled at my restraints as though I could reach up and touch my Mistress, but of course I remained trapped beneath her. 
 
    Miss Diana finished and remained on her knees. She placed her hands on my shoulders and leaned down to breathe against my ear, “I want to feel you squirm and struggle. I want to know that you are desperate for me, just as I want you to know that you can’t have me until I’m good and ready. Understand?” 
 
    I panted the words she wanted to hear, “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    My owner didn’t bother to answer as she lowered her head, kissing my chest. She tickled my nipples with her nose and flicked her tongue against my skin. Each movement and motion shot electrical jolts of desire throughout my body. I strained in place, fighting not to come right then. Any kind of pressure might have set me off. 
 
    “Who’s my good little slave?” she breathed against my skin, sending tickles of energy dancing throughout my body. When I didn’t answer fast enough, she stopped, lifted her head and stared back at me, awaiting my response. 
 
    Panting quick breaths, I told her, “I am! I’m your slave, Mistress!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and went back to work teasing me. 
 
    When she got down to my stomach, she flicked her tongue against me again and again, lapping her moisture along my skin. Then she worked her way down to my stiff cock. “Would you like to be inside of me?” her eyes were on my member though, almost as though she didn’t care about me except for the use of my body. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, please Mistress! I’ll do anything! I’ll be anything!” Desperation dripped from every sound I made. I practically exuded raw desire. 
 
    “I like it when you beg.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “You look like you want it so badly, but I’m wondering if this is really all you have to offer. Maybe if I left you alone for a little while you’d be even more eager when I got back. Tell me, what do you think of that idea?” 
 
    It was a trap. Even through my lust addled head, I could hear the danger. If I said I wouldn’t get any more excited, then it would sound like a dare. But if I agreed, she might really leave me there to stew in my own arousal. But I had to say something. 
 
    “Mistress, please, I want to serve you. I want you to use me. Please, use me. Make me your toy, your plaything!” 
 
    “Oh, you’re definitely my plaything, and I think you may have earned a treat.” She cocked her head to one side, “More importantly, I want to play with my toy.” 
 
    When she got up and braced herself above me, I saw her pussy wet and glistening. As much torment as I endured, she enjoyed every moment of it. Having me restrained and powerless lit something inside of her. 
 
    She took my shaft and slipped me inside of her, lowering herself with a long and feral groan. She closed her eyes to savor the sensations of my cock slipping against her most sensitive bits. 
 
    “Don’t you dare come yet,” she told me, her voice harsh and demanding. She wanted to ride me. She wanted to ride me long and hard. 
 
    Slowly, Miss Diana started to work herself back and forth. She didn’t bother trying to hide her excitement now and I felt the heat of her pussy rush through my member. The motions built up her arousal as she pushed back and forth, back and forth, pulsating our bodies against one another. 
 
    Despite the restraints, I started to buck my hips. She glanced down at me and grinned a quarter inch. That was as much permission as she had to offer as she worked me over. Within seconds, I felt the urge to climax, but I forced it back. She hadn’t yet given me permission. 
 
    She started to rock me harder, undulating her flesh against mine, the steady rhythm working itself up, harder and faster, harder and faster. I couldn’t stand it much longer. Biting down, I tried to concentrate on just my breathing, anything to keep me strong and compliant with her orders. 
 
    “Can I come? Can I come? Please!” I started to moan out the words, my sounds lost to the grunts and groans of passion. I sounded animalistic. I sounded like charged nerves, flesh alight with the volcanic heat of desire because I didn’t want anything more than her. She became my craving, my hunger, all of the lust concentrated throughout my body. 
 
    “Yes!” she panted back, “Yes! You can!” 
 
    At once, I lost all control. A torrent of heat and pleasure pulsated through my body, emanating from my cock and rushing through the rest of my skin. Ecstasy as I had never known vibrated through the whole of my flesh. 
 
    But more importantly, my owner cried out with her pleasure. I rocked harder as we both sped up into the final climax. She sounded so primal. Our voices mingled in the joy of this satisfaction. Our bodies sang out together, mirrored ecstasies mirrored from one body to the next, man and woman, owner and slave, Mistress and property. 
 
    And when she finally finished with me, Miss Diana collapsed beside me. I lay there as she cuddled up onto my chest. For a long time, we simply relaxed, each of us satisfied and spent, waiting for our bodies to catch up again. 
 
    After some time, she walked her fingers along my skin and said very quietly and very serenely, “That was a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it was.” 
 
    “And you know, I’m going to hold you to your contract.” 
 
    I grimaced even as my body twitched, eager to service her again, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    We had a contract now. It was official. I was hers in every way. 
 
    There’d be no escape, not for me. 
 
    Not ever. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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