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Travis had been dating Nessa for nearly five months. In that time, he’d never been invited to her house. At first, he hadn’t thought much of it. He lived in the middle of town, where both of them could get to work in under thirty minutes. Nessa lived further out, in the suburbs. It made sense that they usually spent the night at his place.




As he’d gotten to know her better, Travis had started to suspect that wasn’t the only reason. Nessa was kinky in a way Travis had never experienced before. She loved telling Travis what to do, praised him when he was obedient and had even threatened to punish him if he wasn’t.




Travis hadn’t expected to find it as hot as he did. He’d known that he loved the way dominant women looked. But until the first time Nessa had told him to bend over for her, he hadn’t anticipated the thrill that would shoot along his spine.




By now, he was accustomed to being well-used. He and Nessa had been to parties together where they’d experimented with all sorts of toys. She’d even brought a couple to his apartment, hinting at a much wider collection.




That was why butterflies were dancing in Travis’ stomach as he parked his car outside Nessa’s house. He had no idea what Nessa had planned for him. He trusted that she would have something. She’d asked what he wanted to experiment with. Travis had named a few different things: types of restraints that he didn’t have at home; other larger pieces of equipment. Nessa hadn’t said that any of it was impossible.




When she opened the door to meet him, Nessa looked like any man’s fantasy. Her tight leather dress pushed her breasts together, lifting them up like an offering. Travis could hardly wait to get his mouth on them. If that was what Nessa wanted.




“Fuck, you’re stunning,” he breathed. “Can I -” His fingers twitched, so eager to caress the supple leather. He caught himself. “What do you want me to do? Shall I come inside first?” If Nessa wanted to fuck Travis right here in the doorway, he’d probably let her.




The way she laughed at the question let him know that she probably didn’t. “Yes, please come inside,” she told him, stepping aside to let him in. The house was huge. Travis had known it would be. Actually seeing it felt different. The ceiling was tall, the walls beautifully decorated. He wasn’t sure what he had imagined but this wasn’t quite... well, it wasn’t a sex dungeon.




Nessa seemed to read his mind. She moved in closer, her palm running up over Travis’ back. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a lot of toys for you to explore,” she promised. Travis felt her hot breath against his neck as she pressed a kiss there.




“Come, follow me,” she said, taking Travis’ hand to lead them through the house. Rather than going down into an actual sex dungeon, Nessa led them upstairs. As they approached a door, Travis could feel his heart beating with excitement. This time when Nessa opened the door, it was closer to what Travis had expected.




It looked like a playroom at one of the parties they’d been to. Different devices scattered across the room, walls decorated in beautiful red with sections of ropes and whips. “I want to put a harness on you,” Nessa told him. “And maybe a collar. How would you feel about that?” she asked, fingers lightly grazing over Travis’ throat.




Every inch of his skin felt sensitive. The excitement bubbled through his whole body, swirling until Travis felt dizzy with it. He leaned in to Nessa’s touch. He was safe in the knowledge that she would be there through it all. From the moment he’d arrived, Nessa had been in charge. That was exactly how Travis wanted it.




“If that’s what you want,” he agreed easily. Nessa raised an eyebrow, making Travis flush. He knew he’d spoken too quickly, that he hadn’t given Nessa’s question enough consideration. He was lucky that she was reminding him with a look, rather than anything stronger.




“I like the idea of a collar,” he elaborated. “And I don’t have an opinion either way about a harness. I don’t dislike the idea. What will it let you do?”




“See you in leather, for one,” Nessa answered easily, her tongue running over her lower lip. “I’m going to strip you now,” she informed Travis, turning so she was standing in front of him. Her fingers were skilled as they pushed his sweater up and off, before focusing on undoing his buttons. It wasn’t long before Nessa was pushing his pants off, too.




Having her kneel in front of him as she undid Travis’ shoes made him swallow hard. Despite how submissive the position should’ve been, nothing about Nessa was submissive. She was in perfect control even as she knelt before Travis. Her eyes traveled up his body now that she’d stripped him down to his tight boxers.




Standing back up, Nessa grinned. “Get on all fours,” she told him.




Travis moaned. Somehow, the red walls seemed to reflect and amplify the sound, making it even louder and more desperate. “Yes, Nessa,” he agreed eagerly. He dropped to his knees, turning to give Nessa a view of his ass as he fell forward onto his hands. The thought that she wanted to see him in leather flushed Travis’ skin with heat. He loved the way she looked in her leather dress. He hoped he’d look just as sexy to her.




“What now?” Travis wasn’t very good at being patient. Not yet. Nessa had said it was something they could work on together. He wiggled his hips, hoping that might encourage Nessa to do whatever it was that was next on her agenda.




She did slap his ass. It was more playful than it was anything else. “Such a needy slut,” she tutted. That, too, made Travis moan. Before meeting Nessa, he hadn’t known he wanted to be called a slut. The way that Nessa said it made pleasure shoot straight to Travis’ cock. He wanted to be a good slut for her! Even if he couldn’t deny that he was a needy one. At least Nessa didn’t seem to mind his neediness.




He watched as she moved, ass looking so perfect in the tight leather that she wore. Nessa’s fingers slid over the different whips and toys on the wall until she located what she wanted. It was a harness, a few straps that would cross over on Travis’ back. Helping him get into it, Nessa fastened the belts.




“You look good,” she praised. Travis looked up at her, like he might see himself in her eyes. It made Nessa laugh. “You’ll get to see how good, I promise,” she assured. Once again, she seemed pretty much able to read his thoughts.




Then Nessa got a collar. It had a ring at the very front. “I’m going to attach a chain to this,” she explained. “And the other end of the chain is going to be attached to your cock.” That made Travis swallow. He nodded eagerly.




Nessa’s fingers were soft as they closed the collar around his neck. Travis’ throat went completely dry at the unexpected intimacy of the moment. He knew enough about BDSM communities to know that collars often indicated ownership and belonging. Even if this was only a temporary kind of ownership, it still warmed Travis all the way through to think that Nessa cared for him enough to want him to belong to her.




His cock was half-hard already, even though all Nessa’s clothes were still on. Travis shivered as Nessa’s cool fingers brushed along his ribs, then down across his stomach to his hip. “Do you want me to be hard for you?” Travis asked. It wouldn’t exactly be a challenge.




She dragged her nails over Travis’ back, the sharpness of them cutting into his skin lightly. It made a soft feeling of pain vibrate through him. “Yes,” Nessa nodded. “I want you hard.” She moved away. Travis almost whined. But he saw her move towards one of the bigger pieces in the room.




It was, he recognized from some of the parties, the St Andrew’s cross. Just seeing Nessa’s hands slide over it made Travis’ breath catch. “Get up and take off your underwear,” Nessa told him. “Then come stand against the cross with your back, facing me,” she instructed.




Those words were enough to bring Travis’ cock to hardness all by themselves. He jumped up, appreciating the way the leather harness hugged his skin as he moved. He could feel the collar with every breath. It wasn’t tight, not enough to restrict his airway. The unfamiliarity kept his awareness on it.




He pushed his boxers down, cock springing free to slap against his stomach. Travis could barely hear the noise of it above the beating of his heart. Nessa smiled at him as he passed her, turning to press his back against the smooth wood of the cross. “Like this?” he asked, his eyes going wide. “Are you going to tie me to it?” Travis really really hoped that the answer was ‘yes’.




“I am,” Nessa confirmed. As she approached him, she ran her hand over Travis’ leg, nails scratching teasingly over it. The sensation made Travis groan. She didn’t even near his cock, instead brushing right past it toward Travis’ stomach. Then Nessa’s hands slid up and over his arms.




When she reached Travis’ wrists, Nessa wrapped her fingers around them, lifting one hand up. She pressed in closer, her body against Travis’. He could feel every bit of the leather, her breasts swelling tightly against his chest. Travis wanted to reach out with his free hand, to brush it over Nessa’s hip. He resisted. She hadn’t told him he could. Travis wanted to do only what Nessa wanted.




He felt Nessa reach for the strap more than he saw it. His focus was so much on her and how she looked, how great she smelled, that it wasn’t until the strap tightened around his wrist that he realized she was tying his hand to the cross.




Nessa smirked when Travis’ eyes widened. “How does that feel?”




Travis had to swallow quickly. “Fuck. It feels amazing.” The leather strap around his wrist, the leather harness across his chest, not to mention Nessa pressing up against him. It was almost too much to take in! And Nessa had barely even touched him. Travis had no idea how he was going to hold himself back when she did.




He glanced down, his hard cock trapped against Nessa’s thigh. Travis groaned. “Are you going to put a cock ring on? To attach the chain to?” Travis rather thought he might need one. But if Nessa wanted him to resist the urge to orgasm by himself, he’d try that. He’d give it his all.




She gave a small hum in response. “Yes,” Nessa confirmed. And yet she didn’t make any movement toward proceeding to do that. Instead, her nails slid over Travis’ stomach and over to his other arm. “First, I’m going to restrain you,” she told him. Like she had with his left arm, Nessa moved her fingers down his right until she reached the wrist, lifting it up and pressing it against the cross.




With a leather strap, just like the one on the other arm of the cross, Nessa restrained Travis’ hand. He pulled against the restraint to test it, groaning softly when it wouldn’t give. Nessa smirked. Her hands moved back to Travis’ chest and then slid lower.




She pulled back, to a small whine from Travis, but only enough to get back down to her knees in front of him. Her lips were so close to his cock. Nessa ignored it completely. Instead, she reached for the straps to fasten his ankles to the cross, too.




A thrill raced up Travis’ spine, giving off a shower of pleasurable sparks. He loved how helpless he was. He could barely move. He certainly couldn’t get a hand down to his cock. Nor could he reach for Nessa. Travis supposed some men would be frustrated. He only felt good. The tantalizing promise of what Nessa might do with him - or do to him - hovered there, waiting to be discovered.




Nessa could do anything she wanted. Travis wouldn’t be able to stop her. He didn’t want to stop her. He pushed his ankle against the restraint, groaning when he couldn’t move them an inch. “Fuck, Nessa,” he moaned. He knew that she was going to chain his collar to his cock, but he had no idea what would come next.




“Are you going to leave me here?” Travis almost wished that she would. On the other hand, she could stay and touch herself, tease Travis with how much he couldn’t help her. “I’ll do anything you want,” he promised. “Even if that’s doing nothing.”




That made Nessa laugh. She was still knelt before him, looking up at Travis. Seeing her like this made his cock impossibly hard. She was so close to his cock, yet Nessa was ignoring it completely.




“I’m not going to leave you here,” she told him. “Not today,” Nessa smirked. The idea that another time she might do earned her a groan from Travis. He watched her reach for a cockring and a chain. Finally, her fingers did brush over Travis’ cock. His hips bucked, pushing forward keenly to get more of her touch.




Nessa tutted, one of her hands pressing against Travis’ hip and pushing him back against the cross. “Stay still,” she instructed before moving the cock ring down his dick. It fit perfectly around the base of his cock. It felt tight. Travis was almost glad for it, it’d let him last longer.




When Nessa rose, she was holding the chain attached to the cock ring. She tugged against it playfully, grinning when Travis whined. “Such a good boy, you are,” Nessa praised. “Such a good plaything.”




Fuck, everything about Nessa made Travis feel hot all over. He wanted to be her toy, something she would use exactly how she pleased. “Yes,” he agreed, nodding eagerly. “Yes, Nessa. A good plaything for you. Only for you.” None of Travis’ previous partners had ever made him feel the way that Nessa did. It was intoxicating! Travis couldn’t get enough.




Nessa trailed her hand over Travis’ stomach, dragging the cool metal against his skin. The feel of it made Travis’ cock throb. They’d played with leather before. This was the first time Nessa was introducing an actual chain. It felt so much more solid.




He tried to watch as Nessa’s fingers inched higher. She tutted, using her free hand to push his chin up and back. He heard and felt her lock the chain into the loop fitted to his collar. The chain rested against his skin from his throat all the way down to his crotch, every movement reminding him that it was there.




Travis wanted to buck his hips forward. He resisted. Nessa had told him to stay still. That was exactly what he was going to do.




But the way her fingernails scratched over his stomach did little to stop Travis from wanting to buck forward. He bit his lower lip with a groan. Nessa’s teasing touch felt so good! It was all still so... pleasant. Travis knew he wanted more. He didn’t know how to voice the wishes in his head.




As it happened, Travis didn’t have to worry. Nessa knew exactly what he wanted. When she stepped back, it was to retrieve a riding crop. Travis’ mouth watered just seeing her with it. Her leather dress hugged her so tightly. The crop looked amazing in her hands. She tapped it lightly against her palm, smirking at Travis.




“You told me you wanted to see how good pain could feel,” she said. Travis had told her that when discussing different kinks he wanted to try. “This will break your skin,” she warned. “But it will also feel amazing.” They’d talked about that, too. Right at this moment? Travis wanted to feel amazing.




When the first blow of the crop came, it landed against his upper thigh. The pain stung sharply through him, meeting that feeling of arousal right at Travis’ core.




His mouth dropped open, but no sound came out. Travis’ chest heaved under the leather straps. That was only the first blow! It wasn’t as hard as Nessa could hit. It hadn’t even broken skin, like she’d warned him it would. The pain flared bright and hot for a moment, then ebbed. Travis could still feel the sting. It was no longer all-consuming.




Nessa swayed back on her heels. The weight of her gaze settled against Travis’ skin. She was looking at the patch of reddened skin, smiling like it was the best thing she’d ever seen. It took Travis several deep breaths to realize that she was waiting.




“It does,” he blurted, words tumbling over themselves. “It does feel amazing. Please, Nessa. Do it again.” Travis wanted to know how it would feel when Nessa hit him harder.




When the next blow landed - across his other thigh this time - it was exactly as hard as the first one had been. Nessa was working her way up, building the anticipation inside Travis. His cock twitched against its metal restraint. He tilted his head back, whining when it made the chain tug.




The next time the crop landed against Travis’ skin it was higher up, the tip licking over his hip. It definitely felt sharper. He cried out, body thrashing against the restraints. The pain subsided quickly, but it was followed by another hit. It was as sharp, the very tip of the crop cutting the soft skin of Travis’ side.




He couldn’t help but buck forward this time. The chain tugged harder against him, reminding him of its tightness around his cock.




He could feel the blood that rushed to the cut, feel the pressure it created from the inside. The pain took his breath away. Every place the whip had landed seemed to throb with the same sensation. And the feelings all raced up Travis’ body to his cock. He tugged at the restraints around his wrists, needing to give himself the smallest measure of release.




Knowing that he couldn’t move made Travis shudder. Before he could find the words to beg for more, he saw Nessa lift the crop. It swept through the air, cracking against Travis’ skin with a blunt thwack. He howled, every nerve-ending exploding with fire and ice.




He pushed his hips forward. It was the only thing he could do. As the urgency of the pain ebbed, Travis’ mind became quiet. Thoughts moved more slowly. Eventually, his breath returned. “You’re so gorgeous, Nessa,” he informed her. It was important that she know.




“Oh, I know,” she assured him. Travis swallowed.




The confidence poured off her. He loved how Nessa always knew what she wanted and what she had planned. When the crop cut across his skin again, Travis cried out loudly. It hurt! But the pain felt so good. It spread through him like fire, reaching every fingertip, every tiniest bit of his skin.




He could feel his heart racing in his chest. His cock was so hard. It took Travis a moment to realize that Nessa had moved away, set the crop down. She smirked at him when she noticed him looking. Her fingers moved to the zipper of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, like she was performing for him. Her hips swayed as Nessa lowered the material.




Her beautiful, huge breasts were first to spill out, nipples hard and rosy. The dress slid down over her hips, showing Travis that Nessa wasn’t wearing any panties either. When the dress hit the floor, she was left in nothing but a pair of high black heels.




Travis’ knees quaked from the desire to drop to the floor at her feet. For just an instant, he felt angry with the cross for keeping him upright. Nessa was a queen! She deserved to be worshipped. Travis had no right to stand, not when she looked as amazing as she did. Luckily, he remembered that it was Nessa’s wish that he remain strapped to the St Andrew’s Cross. It was for him, too, but Nessa wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t want to. Nessa never did anything she didn’t want.




Licking his lips to wet them, Travis tried to find words to express how much he admired that. How much he admired everything about Nessa. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look even better, I think. I love the leather, but I love you naked even more.” Nessa’s breasts were so fucking perfect. Travis wanted to put his mouth on them. “I can make you feel good,” he promised. “If you just come close enough, I’ll make you moan so loudly, Nessa.”




“Oh, you will,” Nessa agreed. “I’m going to fuck myself against you, use you just like how you’re intended to be used.” The words spread a heat through Travis’ body, his cock throbbing with both want and need. Nessa didn’t rush, though. Of course not. Instead, she moved slowly closer. Her hands stroked over Travis’ sides. When she turned around, it was to press her back against his chest.




Her hips and ass were close but not so close that they brushed Travis’ cock. He had to ball his fists up in an attempt to gain some control and stop himself from pushing forward. The reward came almost instantly. Nessa pressed her ass against him, his cock getting some much-needed pressure.




Nessa’s skin was smooth and warm. She rocked her ass against his cock, never as fast or as hard as Travis wanted. Nessa moved at her own pace, as it was only right that she should. “Yes!” Travis cried eagerly. “Use me, Nessa. Please. Use me to make yourself feel good.” With every movement, Travis could feel the heat between Nessa’s legs. She teased him with it, shifting so that the head of Travis’ cock almost pressed against her pussy before pulling away.




Travis’ every muscle felt taut, ready to spring into action the moment that Nessa said he could. He wanted to buck his hips, to bury his cock in her tight, wet pussy. He bit down on his lower lip to keep himself in check. It would be Nessa’s decision when she was ready for him. She would move against him however she wanted.




Sweat beaded down Travis’ spine. The wait seemed to go on forever. “Do you want me to beg?” Travis asked, his voice hoarse. “I will. I’ll beg so nicely for you, Nessa.”




She glanced over her shoulder, tongue darting over her lips. “No,” Nessa shook her head. “I know you would beg well, but it doesn’t matter. I know what I want to do and I’m going to do that whether you ask for it or not.” And that too was so hot! Just knowing that it didn’t matter, that he was hers to do with as she pleased.




Travis groaned loudly as she leaned more against him, the tip of his cock pressing against her opening. “I’m going to fuck myself on your cock. If you come I will punish you,” Nessa informed Travis seriously before finally, finally, pushing back and taking his cock into her glorious heat.




She was like velvet surrounding him, consuming Travis completely. He could think of nothing but Nessa. Her body rocked so beautifully, her ass grinding against Travis’ hips as she took his cock deep. Travis burned to wrap his arms around her, hold her tight and let his fingers press into her soft skin. Not being able to, not being allowed to, made the pleasure so much more intense.




“Nessa!” Travis cried out. She fucked herself on his stiff cock. Travis could hear the sounds they made. His dick drove into her wet center, making Travis grit his teeth to keep from coming on the spot. He wanted to last. He wanted Nessa to use him, just like she’d said. He wanted his cock to serve her for as long as she wanted.




The pressure of the ring around his cock helped. It was tight and seemed to get tighter as Nessa’s muscles contracted around him. “I won’t come,” Travis promised. Perhaps saying it out loud would make it true. “I won’t, Nessa. Not until you want me to.”




It was a difficult promise to keep. Especially when Nessa bent over. Travis wanted to run his hands over her back, to hold her hips as he fucked her. Instead, she fucked herself against him, harder and harder. It made Travis groan loudly. Nessa’s moans joined in. Her legs and ass slammed harder and harder against him.




Travis felt that he was just what she’d told him he’d be - a plaything. It felt good to be used like this, to have Nessa take her pleasure as she fucked herself hard against him. “Fuck, yes!” Nessa cried. Travis felt the way her tight pussy muscles squeezed around him. “Yes! Fuck, your cock’s so good, I’m going to come, I’m going to fuck myself so hard I come.”




Her moans increased. So did the speed at which Nessa moved. Faster and faster, until the cross behind Travis shook so hard he thought it might collapse. It didn’t, instead letting Nessa fuck herself on his as hard as she wanted.




He felt her come, muscles so tight and her moans almost impossibly loud. “Yes!” Nessa screamed. She pressed back so hard, taking all of Travis inside her.




He wanted to come so much! But she’d said no. Travis worried he might anyway. Luckily, Nessa pulled back just before he could. Instead, she turned around, dropping to her knees in front of him. “I want you to come in my mouth,” she told him. Before Travis even had a chance to think about what she’d just said, Nessa’s lips were already parted, taking his cock inside.




He groaned. The tight suction of Nessa’s mouth made the ring around the base of his cock feel painfully tight. Travis tried to tip his head back, the chain striking against his chest and jerking the ring around his dick. Nessa’s nails scratched over his thighs. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but the sensation swirled through Travis to join the pleasure that raced up his spine.




When Nessa’s fingers stroked over where the crop had drawn blood, Travis roared. Pain and pleasure mixed together until he could hardly tell where one ended and the other began. All he could do was feel. Pain, pleasure, the desperate ache in his balls.




The leather ring around his cock felt so tight. “Fuck, Nessa, I don’t know if I can.”




She pulled back, lips so wet and red from sucking his cock. Travis desperately wanted to come. “Wait until you’re back in my mouth,” Nessa instructed. And then she reached to release the cock ring. It sent all of Travis’ blood rushing into his cock. He groaned so loudly it echoed around them. Nessa, thankfully, didn’t hesitate before welcoming him back into her wet, hot heat, tongue swirling around the tip of Travis’ cock.




It was all it took for Travis’ orgasm to carry him away. His vision whited out as he came, emptying himself into Nessa’s eager mouth. Her hands gently cradled his balls, making Travis shudder as pleasure poured through him, seemingly without end. He could have sworn that it lasted forever. As Nessa milked the last drops of cum from the head of Travis’ dick, all he could do was sag against the cross, grateful for the restraints that kept him upright.




He moaned softly, blinking his vision back into focus. Nessa looked amazing. Her lips were red, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving as she looked up at him. Travis went to reach out for her, only to remember that his hands were still tied. “God. That was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had,” he breathed. “Did you enjoy it? Did I do well?” He wanted Nessa’s praise, wanted to know she’d been happy with using him.




Nessa’s tongue licked over her lips, gathering up every last drop before she stood up. “You did very well,” she answered. Travis appreciated that Nessa complimented him, that she told him he did a good job for her. She brushed a soft hand over his stomach. “You’re a very good plaything,” she added, making pride pool low in Travis’ gut.




He watched as Nessa moved to open a drawer, his eyes widening when he saw her getting out a cream and some--“It’s antiseptic,” Nessa explained. “For the cuts.” The way she seemed to have thought of everything made Travis feel safe, even with his hands and feet still tied to the cross.




As Nessa’s caring hands went to apply the soothing cream, Travis relaxed. His mind drifted. It was so easy to hand himself over to Nessa’s care.




“Do you want me to untie you or do you want me to leave you like this for a while?” she asked once she was finished.




It seemed to take a moment for the words to filter through the pleasant haze that filled Travis’ mind. He hadn’t even considered that staying tied to the cross was an option! He parted his lips, about to say that Nessa should do whatever she wished, but he caught himself.




Nessa had asked him. That meant she wanted to hear his opinion. This wasn’t about her demands or her needs but what he wanted. Travis knew that he needed to be honest.




“I like the idea of staying here,” he said, bringing each word forth slowly and carefully. “But I wouldn’t want you to leave.” The thought of not being close to Nessa right now was alarming.




She brought one of her hands up, stroking over Travis’ cheek softly. “I won’t leave,” Nessa promised. “I’ll leave you tied up for a little longer and you can watch me set up the things for what we’re going to do next.” That piqued Travis’ interest, his eyes widening. There was such a pleasant soreness in his muscles. But Travis was definitely interested in what Nessa would do next.




After such an intense orgasm, it was nice to just be left to relax against the restraints. And in his post-orgasmic bliss, Travis watched as Nessa moved across the room, her naked body so fucking hot. Whatever she did to him next, Travis was sure he’d love it.
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