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To say that Bas was nervous would be to say nothing at all. The feeling mixed together with excitement low in his stomach. Bas could hear his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, yet his cock was so hard he could hardly wait.




He’d met Fiona online about a week ago. At first, their chat had been pretty PG. It had quickly escalated once they’d both realized that they shared a common interest - Bas loved being dominated by a woman and Fiona enjoyed taking that role. And once they’d started talking about their fantasies... well.




This was how Bas ended up handcuffed to his bed, his eyes blindfolded. Fiona was going to come over. And she was going to do whatever she wanted to him. That had been their agreement. Bas had left his door unlocked, giving her the address. Now all he could do was wait.




He had no idea if she was late. The blindfold and the excitement equally warped his sense of time. All Bas knew was that his cock was so hard, bouncing against his stomach every time he shifted on the bed.




Finally, he heard the door open and then softly shut. He heard Fiona’s shoes click against the floor as she walked up to his bedroom. Bas had given her instructions about how to get there. The anticipation built in his stomach. Having left the bedroom door open, Bas didn’t even know when she got there, when she would first see him like this.




It was all so fucking thrilling.




With his eyes blindfolded, his other senses had gone into overdrive. He heard Fiona’s breath catch. Or maybe he just imagined that he heard it because he wanted to so badly. It could easily have been the wind outside, or the building settling. It was surprisingly hard to know what different sounds actually meant. Bas could only guess.




But he couldn’t mistake the sound of stiletto heels against his wooden floor. Fiona was in the room! Coming closer. There was a muffled thump that Bas couldn’t identify.




Why didn’t she say anything? Bas’ body was a mass of pleasurable pins and needles as he waited to feel something.




Finally, he could smell something - perfume. And then four sharp nails raked down Bas’ bare chest.




“I see somebody left me a present,” Fiona purred. Her voice was so sexy! “And they even unwrapped it for me.” A single nail traced over Bas’ taut stomach, circling his balls and then continuing up the shaft of his cock.




“Fuck,” he breathed. “Yeah.” Bas nodded. His hands pulled against the handcuffs, both to try to reach for Fiona but also to show her how he couldn’t. It was part of their agreement that Bas wouldn’t be able to touch unless she chose him to. The key was sat on the bedside table, so Fiona could unlock the handcuffs if she wanted to.




So far, she definitely didn’t seem interested.




Bas’ hips bucked upwards, trying to get more of Fiona’s touch, but she pulled her hand back. When he lowered himself against the bed again, Fiona rewarded it with another teasing caress of her fingers.




“You look so good for me,” she praised, letting her fingertips explore Bas’ hips. “And so hard.” Bas longed for her to actually touch his cock, but she ignored it. And that was her right. He’d told her that she could do whatever she wanted. He could hardly wait to find out that would be.




Suddenly, Fiona’s fingers moved away. Bas instantly lost his sense of where she was, or where the next touch would come from. There were sounds, but nothing that Bas could accurately identify.




Was that a zipper being drawn? Bas’ mind filled with images. He’d seen photographs of Fiona. He’d already spent hours imagining how she would look in nothing but her underwear.




Bas licked his lips. And then heard the whistle of an object through air. Whatever it was, it landed with a stinging slap against his thigh.




“Oh fuck!” he cried, hands tugging against the handcuffs again. The sting of pain shot through him so suddenly. As soon as it had eased, Fiona hit him again. Bas whined but that sound was mixed with a groan of pleasure. The pain gave him a sharp edge, one that teased his arousal.




The next time the whip, Bas was sure it was a whip, licked across his skin, he moaned. “God, Fiona,” Bas breathed. “That hurts so good.” And it really did, sending vibrations of pleasure through every muscle in Bas’ body. Being blindfolded seemed to make the sensation so much more.




The whip touched him again, but gently. Fiona dragged it softly across Bas’ thighs, making his muscles tense in anticipation. “You don’t know how good you look,” Fiona purred. “Your whole body reacts to me.” The whip moved higher, dragging deliciously across Bas’ cock.




He bucked his hips up, back arching as he tried without success to get some of the friction he so badly needed. When his ass fell back down against the bed, Bas gave a grunt of disappointment.




The sensation of the whip vanished. Bas’ stomach tightened, sure Fiona would hit him again. The sharp blow didn’t come. Not immediately. It was only when Bas relaxed that he heard the crack of the whip. It streaked across his thigh, making him cry out in pleasure and pain.




“Uhhh,” he whined. Not having any idea when the next blow might come was almost as addictive as the pain that it created. Fiona seemed to know it, too. She waited before bringing the whip down again. But then, to break up the rhythm, she hit Bas straight after. He cried out loudly, hands once again pulling against the cuffs.




They didn’t give at all. Bas had done a very good job of restraining himself. “Fuck, Fiona,” he breathed. He had no idea what else she had planned - if anything! - but this already felt fucking amazing.




“Your skin turns pink so prettily,” Fiona breathed. Her voice seemed further away, though Bas couldn’t pinpoint exactly where she had moved to. There were rustling, fumbling sounds, which just made Bas even more desperate to know what Fiona was going to do.




Her voice was a little nearer when she spoke again. “I could leave you like this,” she observed. “Just walk away, make myself a cup of coffee, raid your cupboards for some snacks. You’d have no way of knowing when I would come back. Or whether I would come back.”




The words made Bas’ cock jump. It was true. If Fiona left, Bas would be helpless to stop her. Helpless to make her come back.




At his side, the mattress dipped. He felt Fiona swing a leg over his chest, felt the heat of her body through her clothes. When she leaned forward, her breasts swung against his cheeks. Her bare breasts.




“Show me how good you are with your mouth,” she ordered.




Bas hardly needed to be told twice. He turned his head, mouth eagerly seeking out her nipples. As soon as he found one, Bas sucked it between his lips. The sound that Fiona made was so satisfying, rumbling through every part of Bas. His cock twitched in response, but he hardly had time to pay it any attention, not when he had Fiona to make moan.




His tongue teased over the hard nub, playing against it until Fiona moaned again. She tangled her fingers in Bas’ hair, tugging against it almost painfully. He groaned, sending the sound vibrating through her. Fiona pulled again against Bas’ hair, but this time it was to lead his mouth to her other breast, letting him repeat the action on her other nipple.




Fiona rocked her hips as she moaned, grinding against Bas’ cock. He could feel the heat of her. Knowing her pussy was so close - and yet, separated by at least one layer of fabric - was enough to drive Bas wild with lust.




He pursed his lips around Fiona’s nipple, sucking hard. If he delivered enough sensation, maybe Fiona would reward him. Maybe Fiona would ride him, let him feel the heat and tightness of her pussy.




Bucking his hips, Bas rocked his cock against the cloth that separated them. The friction was delicious, but almost too rough. Fiona pulled back, making Bas whine. “Do you want to fuck me?” she purred. “Or do you want me to fuck you?”




The questions made Bas whine as he pulled back, somewhat unwillingly. He wanted to carry on making Fiona give those soft noises as he sucked her nipples. But Bas also wanted to answer her questions.




“Anything you want,” he told her. “Anything.” To Bas, both offers sounded amazing, whether it was to fuck Fiona or to have her fuck him. He wanted to serve her any way she wanted him to, wanted to prove to her that he was worth coming over for.




His mouth tried to get back to Fiona’s breasts. But she sat up, her fingers running over the marks the whip had left, making Bas inhale sharply.




That seemed to please Fiona, making her run her sharp nails across the marks. Bas moaned, the sound hitching in his throat as the combination of pleasure and pain swirled through him. “Ohhh,” Fiona groaned, rocking harder against Bas’ cock. “You do make the most exciting noises. Even better than I hoped.”




Bas could have sworn that the fabric which dragged against his cock felt damper than it had a moment ago. He shuddered at the thought he might be rocking his cock against Fiona’s panties. That she might be getting wet from the sight of him chained up and the sounds he made.




The warmth of her body pulled further away, out of Bas’ reach, no matter how he tried. He groaned. He was only left alone for a moment. Then, Fiona’s bare breasts pressed against his shoulder as she leaned over him.




He heard the snick of the key turning in the lock. Suddenly, his hands were free, but his eyes were still blind. “Do not take the blindfold off,” Fiona ordered. “Or I’ll punish you. Is that understood?”




“Yes!” Bas answered straight away. He hadn’t even considered taking it off. Really, he hadn’t expected her to undo the handcuffs so quickly. He was hardly going to complain about the opportunity to touch Fiona. If, of course, she let him do so. As nice as punishment sounded, Bas enjoyed how much more heightened everything felt with the blindfold on.




Licking his lips, he reached out for Fiona, but stopped before his fingers brushed over her. “May I touch you? Please?” he asked hopefully. Why else would she free him, right? Unless it was an elaborate attempt to tease him. It would certainly work.




She laughed. For a moment, Bas thought she really had only done it to tease him. The thought raced through his body like fire. But Fiona came closer, her soft skin brushing against the tips of Bas’ fingers.




“You can touch me a little,” she agreed. She lifted one of his hands to her breast, letting him cup the rounded softness of it. “Ohhh,” she breathed. “That’s nice. Go on, play with my nipple.” His other hand slid across her stomach, stopping when he realized he’d brushed across the waistband of her panties.




She shifted, pulling just out of his reach. “Those stay on, for now. But you can touch me through them.”




Bas took her offer quickly, as if he worried she might change her mind. He rolled the nipple against his hand between his fingers, tugging on it lightly. It made Fiona moan again. Bas loved that sound. His other hand teased between her legs. It was a less gentle touch. Bas enjoyed learning the way Fiona’s body felt.




Despite how much he wanted to, Bas didn’t rock up against Fiona. His cock was so hard, absolutely throbbing. It could wait. Fiona would eventually get to it. And if she didn’t, well, that was fine, too. Bas had said she could do anything. He wanted that.




Fiona rocked against his fingers. From the way she moaned, she didn’t mind the rougher touch. Feeling bold, Bas tugged harder against her nipple, earning a sharp gasp that made his cock jerk so hard that it hurt.




Unable to see, Bas didn’t know how long he touched Fiona. It seemed to last both forever and for no time at all. He whined when Fiona pulled back, but he didn’t protest. It was up to her what she wanted to do.




He felt Fiona’s nails drag across his thighs. Her hands hooked under his knees, bending his legs and pulling them up so he was flashing his ass at the wall opposite. Being so exposed sent a thrill of arousal through him. “Hold your legs up like this,” Fiona instructed. “You can use your hands.”




Not being able to see what she was doing while Bas stayed so exposed was thrilling. The position left him feeling vulnerable. But at the same time, he loved it. Anticipation built low in Bas’ stomach as he tried to listen out for whatever it was that Fiona was doing. There were a lot of rustling and sounds that, without his vision, Bas simply failed to identify.




Until he heard a small click. He did recognize that as the sound of a lube bottle being opened. A sound that made him instantly groan. Fuck, he had told Fiona that she could fuck him if she wanted to. This wasn’t what Bas had meant, and yet he wasn’t going to object. How could he when he had told her she could do whatever she wanted?




That mix of nerves and excitement he’d felt earlier returned, and even more intensely. Bas’ hands curled under his thighs, holding himself exposed. Finally, he felt Fiona move closer. Her knuckles brushed over his legs, trailing down lower and lower.




When her fingers teased against his hole, Bas cried out. The lube was slick and cold, but warmed up quickly with the heat of his body. “You make such lovely noises,” Fiona praised. “I’m glad you didn’t gag yourself as well as the blindfold.” They’d talked about it. Bas, too, was glad they’d decided against it.




One of Fiona’s fingers pressed inside him, inch by inch, making Bas whine low in his throat. “So good and tight for me,” Fiona praised. The praise brought a hot flush to Bas’ cheeks.




The praise about the sounds he made meant that Bas didn’t feel self-conscious or like he had to hold back. Knowing that Fiona liked hearing them, Bas groaned deeply. He shifted against Fiona’s fingers, but didn’t try to push back more. He wanted her to decide how much to give him. All of it felt amazing anyway.




“Fuuuck,” Bas cried as she inched in deeper. It was a long time since anyone had done this to Bas. Doing it himself felt a lot different. With the blindfold still on, all he could do was focus on how good Fiona’s fingers felt. More groans fell from his lips. Fiona rewarded him by pulling back and returning with two of her fingers.




“Fuck,” she gasped. “God, this is hot. You letting me do whatever I want, even when you’re not tied up.” Bas hasn’t considered that, but he could see the appeal. He was free to move, if he wanted to, but he was holding himself open and exposed for Fiona anyway. Of his own free will.




Her fingers fucked into him faster, harder, making Bas’ breath catch in his throat. The noises that spilled from him got louder. Abruptly, Fiona stopped. Bas whined, feeling suddenly empty as she moved away.




He didn’t have to wait long. Fiona’s fingers returned, slick with yet more lube. And then, Bas gasped. He felt something bigger press against his hole! “It’s a plug,” Fiona informed him. “You’re going to wear it while I ride you.”




“Fuck, yes,” he moaned energetically. No one had ever done that to him. Bas was so looking forward to it! He groaned louder as Fiona worked the silicone inside him. It stretched him out so well. Finally, his muscles snapped shut around the base. “Uhhh,” Bas groaned. Fiona moved the plug, the sensation driving Bas mad.




He felt so full. It was amazing. “Can I touch you now?” he asked, keen to reach out so he could stroke his fingers over Fiona’s soft skin. He wanted to make her moan again, especially when she’d made him feel so good.




Fiona hummed, like she was seriously considering Bas’ suggestion. She tapped her nails against the base of the plug, the vibrations sliding up Bas’ spine, making his focus narrow to the way the plug filled him up.




Bas had almost forgotten he’d asked, so overwhelmed by the sensation of the silicone inside him. “Soon. You can touch me soon.” He heard what he certainly hoped was the drag of clothing coming off. When the mattress dipped under Fiona’s weight once more, Bas could feel her bare skin pressing against his thighs.




She held his legs up, pressing her body against his, making his muscles stretch and ache. His legs wrapped around her hips, trapping her. Though not really. She could easily escape, if she wanted to. But apparently Fiona didn’t want to. “Now you can touch me,” she breathed.




Bas’ hands were on Fiona before she could change her mind. He hoped, of course, that she’d have no reason to regret her decision. As he shifted, so did the plug inside his ass, making Bas give a deep groan. His hands slid over Fiona’s soft skin, reaching up to her breasts.




Once he cupped them, Bas leaned up so he could catch one of Fiona’s nipples between his lips. His tongue teased over it until he heard Fiona’s breath catch. Before she could recover, he sucked the nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing over it enough to urge a low moan from Fiona.




“Uhhh,” she breathed. “Fuck, yeah. You’re good at that, too.” The praise made Bas’ blood rush even faster through his body. He rocked his hips, his cock brushing against the satin-soft skin of Fiona’s thigh. He groaned, his whole body exploding with pleasure that felt exquisite after he’d waited so long.




Fiona didn’t push him away. Instead, she bent forward, her fingers wrapping around Bas’ dick. He gave an even deeper groan, one that seemed to echo off the walls. As he rocked into Fiona’s touch, the plug in his ass kept shifting, rubbing against the sweet spot inside of him that made Bas forget everything except how good it felt.




“Do you want me to ride you?” Fiona asked, her voice a low, sensuous purr.




“Yes!” Bas nodded. “Fuck, more than anything. I want to feel how wet you are, I want to show you how good I can be for you.” Not that Bas hadn’t been already. Fiona had rewarded him with the plug, he wanted to show her that he definitely had earned it. Had earned her attention. Bas wanted to show Fiona how good he could fuck her.




“Please?” he added, sure that she’d appreciate some begging. “Fuck, Fiona, my ass is so full! You’ve filled me up so well.” And she had. The plug was so snug in his ass, shifting every time the bed moved under them. Bas could hardly wait to see what it’d feel like to have it in his ass and have Fiona fuck him at the same time.




She ran her free hand over Bas’ chest, pausing to tweak at his nipples, sending shivers of sensation that barely registered above the feeling of the plug stretching out his ass. “You have been good,” she mused, nails scratching so lightly that it tickled across Bas’ stomach.




When she pulled her hand away, Bas dared to hope that she was getting ready to give him what he wanted. Moments later, he felt her lead his cock to where she needed it. The head stroked through the wet heat of her pussy, all the way down until Fiona sank down on his cock in one smooth movement.




“Ohhh!” she moaned. “Fuck. You’re thick.” She rocked, giving broken whines as her body moved above him. “Stretching me out so well,” she praised. “Uhhh, it feels good. Don’t move, let me just ride you.”




“Fuck,” Bas groaned. The weight of Fiona pushed him harder against the mattress. And in turn, the plug deeper into Bas’ ass. The base made sure that he didn’t swallow the plug fully, but fuck, it felt so good. One of his hands continued to caress over Fiona’s side while the other moved to grip against the sheets.




Bas needed to use all of his willpower not to push up into Fiona. His cock was so hard! But she had said he wasn’t to move, so Bas was going to do his very best to follow that instruction. Even if she felt so fucking tight and wet around him.




Fiona’s hands came to rest against Bas’ chest, her nails dragging lightly over the skin. She raised herself up, moaning as her pussy slid along Bas’ cock. She held herself, tremblingly still, with just the head of Bas’ dick still inside her. Then, she dropped down, the sudden rush of tight, wet heat around him making Bas cry out.




Again and again, Fiona lifted herself and then dropped. Bas’ cock was slick with her liquids, his balls aching from how much he wanted to drive up into her. But Bas pressed himself down against the mattress, Fiona’s weight against his chest reminding him not to move.




“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Oh, fuck.” She rocked, the bed creaking and shifting, the plug rocking in Bas’ ass. Fiona’s hips moved faster, harder, fucking herself on Bas’ dick so vigorously that he could hear the sounds they made.




She cried out, taking Bas in as deep as she could. “Okay,” she said, between gasps. “Now you can fuck back. Come on, match my rhythm.”




“Uhhh,” Bas groaned, his hands moving from the bedsheets up to Fiona’s hips. He gripped against her, rocking up. Matching her rhythm wasn’t easy, not when she was fucking him at such speed. He did his best. Flexing the muscles in his ass seemed to squeeze the plug even tighter. “Fuuuck,” Bas cried. He didn’t dare to stop fucking up into Fiona.




Not being able to see her still was a thrill. Bas could imagine how amazingly her breasts must be bouncing as they fucked. Her hair falling over her shoulders and her nipples so hard. Fuck, he wanted to get those in his mouth again!




“I want to suck your tits!” he moaned.




“God, yes!” Fiona agreed. One of her hands left Bas’ chest, the other pressing him into the mattress even harder as Fiona tried to keep her balance. Her hips slowed, giving Bas a chance to catch his breath.




He fucked up into her harder, every thrust using the full force of his muscles. He felt the warm, hard nipple as Fiona brushed it across his lips. Instantly, he opened his mouth, tongue darting out to draw the pebbled point into wet heat and suction.




Fiona cried out, her pussy stroking along the full length of Bas’ cock as her muscles tightened around him. “Like that,” she urged. “More. Please.”




The ‘please’ made Bas groan. She hardly needed to ask. He sucked harder, enjoying Fiona’s moan in response. It was hard to focus on both fucking her and sucking her tits. Bas gave his attention to the breasts. Fiona continued to fuck him, driving his ass hard against the mattress and making the plug press more into Bas.




He groaned at the sensation, his cock so stiff as Fiona fucked it. Bas sucked her nipple even harder, one of his hands sliding up Fiona’s side to find the other breast and the hard nub there. He teased it between his fingers, tugging until she whined loudly.




Though he couldn’t see, Bas could feel the way that Fiona’s breasts bounced. Honesty, that might even be better. Every thrust pushed her nipples harder against his hands and his tongue. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking as eagerly as he could, loving the way Fiona’s pussy got wetter and wetter the more he played with her.




“Fuck, I want to come,” she groaned. “I want to ride myself on your cock until I come so hard that I can’t stop.” The words sent heat rushing down Bas’ spine. He wanted that, too. He wanted to feel Fiona come apart around and above him.




He pinched her nipple harder, groaning at the hitch in her breath as she moaned. She grunted as she rocked herself, Bas doing everything he could to match her speed and rhythm.




With her nipple still in his mouth, Bas sucked harder. He thrust up, trying to set a steady rhythm so Fiona could fuck him just the way that’d get her off. She leaned forward more, moving steadily on Bas’ dick. The loud sounds that fell from her lips were so fucking hot, every ‘oh’ and ‘ah’ resounding around them.




Bas focused on making sure he played with her nipples just right. The plug in his ass was a distraction. But not one he couldn’t overcome. As good as it felt to have the toy fuck him, Bas wanted to make sure that Fiona came, just as she wanted to. He needed to hear what she sounded like as her orgasm exploded through her.




The sound of Fiona’s ass bouncing against his hips got louder and louder as Fiona slammed herself down against his dick. Pleasure swept over Bas’ body, making him groan around the nipple in his mouth. He could feel his own orgasm building. Fiona’s pussy was so tight, so perfect.




Bas knew he couldn’t come yet. Not before Fiona. He tried to focus his attention on her, but the plug in his ass kept shifting against the spot inside him that made every muscle tense and quiver.




“Oh! Oh!” Fiona’s moans rose above him, her breath catching as she rode herself hard. “Yes, yes, I’m coming!” She gave a wordless cry, her whole body going still as she came.




Bas fucked up into her, riding her through her orgasm and sucking harder against Fiona’s nipple. He didn’t stop until her hand was flat against his chest pushing him back. He was glad for the pause. It stopped his own climax from crashing over him. The plug shifted once more in his ass, making Bas give a loud groan.




“Fuck, Fiona, you sound so good,” he complimented. “And feel so good.” Her pussy was so tight, so wet. Fuck. Bas could hardly resist pushing himself up once again. When he did so, it was shallow. He wanted to last longer, to fuck her more.




Fiona gave a satisfied-sounding groan, rocking slowly atop Bas’ body, like she wanted to wring more and more pleasure from him. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice a low purr. “Tell me how good I feel. How good everything I’ve done to you feels.”




The hand on his chest pushed down harder, holding him against the mattress. Though he pushed up against it, Bas didn’t really try to overpower her. He couldn’t reach her breast like this, but Fiona made up for that. She grabbed his hand, leading it to the slick heat between her legs.




“Tell me,” she urged again.




His fingers instantly began to seek out her clit. Bas desperately wanted to hear what she sounded like when he made her come again. “So good,” he told her just as she’d demanded. “Fuck, Fiona. Your pussy is so tight, so wet. It feels amazing around my dick, I want to fuck you forever.” He rocked up into her, as if to illustrate the point. And at the same time, he flicked a finger over her clit.




“And that plug, shit. It feels so good. Every time you push down, it shifts and... it feels great. Filling me up, reminding that you did that.” To demonstrate just how great it felt, Bas thrust back down against the mattress, moaning when the plug once again shifted inside him.




Fiona’s hips jerked eagerly towards Bas’ fingers. “Yes, fuck,” she agreed. “I did. I filled you up, just to hear how good you’d sound. How good you’d feel, fucking me.” Her voice was breathless, catching in her throat between the words.




“Ahhh,” she groaned. “I love knowing you let me, Bas. I love knowing it feels good for you, too.” She circled her hips, grinding her clit against Bas’ fingers and crying out as his dick rubbed that sweet spot inside her.




The praise made the pleasure already cruising through Bas even more amazing. He loved hearing that he’d done well, that Fiona was pleased with him. His fingers worked so hard to make Fiona moan louder and louder. Bas was sure he could make her come again, he just had to focus on it.




“Please, can I see you? I want to watch you come. I want you to see me when I come.” Whenever Fiona allowed him to, anyway. But until then, Bas wanted to see her, so much. He wanted to see the pleasure he brought her flash across Fiona’s face.




Fiona gave a shuddering gasp. Her fingers brushed across Bas’ stomach, walking slowly up his chest. She bent forwards, her breasts once more warm and soft against Bas’ face. With a twist of her wrist, she loosened the tie that held the blindfold in place.




Bas’ immediate view was of Fiona’s tits, creamy and smooth, with nipples hard and red from all the time Bas had spent playing with them. As Fiona leaned back, arching her back to show herself off, Bas felt his breath catch in his throat.




He had to blink against the light, Fiona’s body was like a mirage for a starving man. When his eyes adjusted, Bas groaned. She looked even hotter than anything he had imagined, his cock buried deep inside Fiona’s tight pussy.




“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he moaned and his fingers began to move again, teasing moans from Fiona as he stroked over her clit. Hearing her and being able to see how good she looked... It would have made Bas’ cock even harder had it not already been rock solid inside her.




Bas dedicated himself to making her feel amazing. He wanted to hear her come and then he could beg for her to let him come, too.




Fiona’s ribs heaved, her mouth falling open as she dragged in ragged gasps through her parted lips. “Oh, oh,” she grunted, the sounds matching the rhythm of her hips as she bounced up and down on Bas’ cock.




His fingers pressed against her clit, rubbing insistently. He could see the muscles in her stomach quiver and tense. Bas loved watching it, loved knowing her body was getting ready to orgasm, all as a result of what he was doing with his hand between Fiona’s legs.




Her pussy tightened. Bas felt his cock squeezed tight from every side. A scream echoed off the walls around them as Fiona came, her whole body overcome with passion.




“Fiona!” Bas grunted, thrusting up so he could make sure she got all the best out of that orgasm. “Fuck! You’re so tight! Please! Can I come? Please!” He was hardly going to last long if she didn’t let him, but Bas wanted to be allowed. Wanted Fiona to be in charge of Bas’ climax. If she let him come at all.




His hands gripped tight against Fiona’s hips. She felt so good. When she came down, pressing Bas into the mattress, the plug in his ass shifted just right, making Bas whine so loudly. He could hardly hold back from letting pleasure overtake him.




He took in the way Fiona’s eyes lit up as she watched him. Bas enjoyed knowing that she loved having the power over his orgasm as much as he loved giving up that power. She smirked. Bas almost thought she was going to stay no. She could. Fiona could have stopped, lifted herself off Bas’ dick and let him deal with his own climax.




Instead, Fiona ground her hips harder, making pleasure explode through Bas’ entire body. “Come for me,” she ordered. Her hand pushed his chest down against the mattress as she lifted herself up and squeezed her pussy around the head of his cock. “Come for me, Bas. Let me hear you fill me up.”




“Uhhh,” he groaned. She didn’t have to say it twice. Bas pulled Fiona down harder against him and thus against the mattress. The plug in his ass rocked up against that sweet spot inside him. This time, Bas didn’t try to shift and make it stop, instead he gave in to the sensation, letting the plug bring him closer and closer to that edge.




Finally, as Fiona rode him hard, Bas thrust upward with a loud cry. “Fiona!” he screamed. “Yes! Fuuuck!” His climax rocked through him. Bas spilled his hot seed inside Fiona, his hands almost bruisingly tight against her skin.




She rode him through the very last of his orgasm, her pussy milking every drop of pleasure from his cock. Finally, leaning forward, Fiona sprawled across Bas’ chest. Her wild hair tickled across his nose and cheek, her breasts pressed flat against his chest.




“That was incredible,” she breathed. Bas tightened his arm around her. He wanted to keep her there all night. But Fiona wriggled away. Her hands were soft against his thighs. Unlike before, there was not a hint of her sharp nails as she massaged his ass.




Her fingers teased lightly around the base of the plug, rocking it gently to loosen it from where Bas’ muscles had gone tight. “Shhh,” Fiona hushed. “Let me take it out.” Bas whined, but Fiona was both insistent and careful. She tugged the plug slowly loose, leaving Bas feeling strangely empty.




Soft touches across his hole made Bas whimper. Fiona teased just long enough to be sure he was okay, then crawled her way back up his body. “You were wonderful,” she praised.




Bas reached out to pull Fiona closer, enjoying how the soft curve of her breasts pressed into him. “So were you,” he told her. “Fuck, this was such a great fantasy. And you made it come true.” Fiona had done amazingly.




Every muscle in Bas’ body felt relaxed. He had to suppress a yawn.




“Will you stay?” he asked hopefully. “I’m very happy for you to do anything else you might want to. Once I’ve gathered a bit of energy.”




Fiona laughed, the sound bringing a smile to Bas’ lips. “Oh, I think I have a few more ideas,” she admitted. After tapping her fingers against Bas’ chest, she lifted one hand, pointing to a bag which definitely hadn’t been in the room when Bas had handcuffed himself to the bed.




“I brought more toys to play with,” she promised. “Do you want to see what they are?” Even before Bas answered, Fiona was scrambling to her feet, clearly eager to share.




Bas could hardly wait to discover what other wicked things Fiona might want to do to him before she went home.
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