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The girls’ holiday this year was to the southern coast of sunny Spain. It was the first time they’d been there. So far, Blaire was a big fan. The beaches were beautiful and there were a lot of parties specifically for those there on vacation. Blaire had spent quite a few nights dancing until the morning came.




Today, she had a different plan.




It was hardly a vacation if Blaire didn’t get laid. And luckily for her, there was choice aplenty. There weren’t that many locals, but she wasn’t particularly interested in finding someone with local knowledge. No, what her current tastes desired was a nice frat boy who Blaire might teach a thing or two.




She was, really, on the hunt.




In the end, Blaire didn’t have to look very far.




He was tall, broad-shouldered, a mess of sandy brown hair flopping into his eyes. His name was Oakley. Blaire could swear she’d never heard a more American name. He was perfect.




“Can I buy you a drink, Oakley?” Blaire asked, leaning against the bar next to him. She saw surprise flash across his face, possibly from her already knowing his name - she’d asked one of his friends - or maybe because she’d offered to buy him a drink.




“Sure, sure,” Oakley agreed. His tongue darted out to wet his lower lip, strikingly pink in his bronzed face. “If I can buy you a drink, in return.” Blaire supposed that was very polite.




Or just very traditional. And Blaire had no interest in men who insisted on being traditional.




“Where are you from?” Oakley asked, leaving an obvious pause for Blair to fill in her own name.




“Blaire,” she answered before ordering them both drinks. She didn’t ask Oakley what he wanted. She’d seen him drinking bottles of watered-down lager; Blaire ordered another one of those. It almost definitely gave away the fact that she’d been watching him. But that was her intention.




And, really, if Blaire hadn’t wanted him to know, she wouldn’t have asked one of his friends what his name was. “I’m from South Africa,” she answered easily. “Have you ever been?” Blaire didn’t live there anymore. She spent most of her time in Europe these days, but she knew her accent gave away her country of origin.




“No,” Oakley answered, taking the bottle off the bartender and tipping it in a toast to Blaire. “This is my first time out of Maine,” he explained. “Some buddies wanted to party before we go back to college in the fall. This is where we decided to come.”




He grinned, taking a swig of his lager. “So how do you like Spain?” he asked. “I guess it’s pretty different from South Africa.”




His gaze lingered on Blaire’s low-cut top. But that, too, was part of Blaire’s plan.




“In some ways it’s different, yeah, but there are similarities.” The sunny weather, for one, was pretty reminiscent of home. But Blaire hardly wanted to talk about weather. What she wanted to talk about - if anything - was Oakley and how she could get him to do all the things she wanted.




He didn’t seem shy. That was good, but Oakley probably assumed there was going to be a lot more work involved in getting into Blaire’s panties than she planned there to be. No, all of the work she was envisioning was going to come after.




“Tell me, Oakley, how much do you want to have sex with me?” Blaire asked, not really bothering to hide the smirk that graced her lips.




Oakley’s ocean-blue eyes widened. He really was very attractive. Blaire could hardly wait to see if he was similarly tanned all over.




“Like, out of ten?” Oakley asked. The question made Blaire laugh. But sure, out of ten, why not? She nodded. Oakley didn’t have to think about it for long. “Ten, definitely.” He grinned. “You’re hot. Why, how much do you want to have sex with me?”




Blaire grinned, reaching out to slide a perfectly manicured finger over Oakley’s chest. “At least a ten,” she said a little teasingly. Oakley was very attractive, there was no point in denying that. But he was also attractive to Blaire in just the right way. Or so she assumed.




“Are you willing to do all the things I want you to?” Blaire asked. Before Oakley could ask for specificity, she carried on. “I’d love to tie you to my hotel bed, Oakley,” Blaire said, taking a step closer, her body pressing into his. She saw him swallow, whether at the closeness or the words, she wasn’t sure. “Make you pleasure with me with your mouth until my body can hardly take any more orgasms. And then, I’d love to ride you, hard and fast until you explode inside me.”




“Fuck.” The word burst out of Oakley, along with all the breath he’d been holding while Blaire had cozied up against his body. His fingers tightened around the neck of his bottle, clutching it in a grip so tight that his knuckles popped prominently.




He swallowed again, one hand coming up to rest against Blaire’s waist. His fingers spanned the curve of her body, dropping to dig into her hip. “Yeah,” he agreed. “I’ll do whatever you want, if it’s that.”




It wasn’t a very coherent answer. But Blaire felt that it would do.




“Good,” she confirmed, her hand sliding to find Oakley’s free one so she could grasp it in hers. “Come on then,” Blaire said, waiting only long enough for Oakley to set his half-drunk beer bottle down on the bar before she dragged him out with her. At least two of Oakley’s friends wolf-whistled as they went. Blaire didn’t care.




Her hotel was barely a two-minute walk away. The hot Spanish air pressed Oakley closer to Blaire. She was glad she’d insisted on not sharing a room with one of her friends.




Closing the door behind them, Blaire pushed Oakley up against it, slamming her lips against his in a hot kiss. Her tongue licked inside his mouth, exploring it and moaning against it as Oakley’s tongue met hers. When she pulled back, both of them were breathless.




“Strip,” she instructed. “And then you may undress me, too.”




Oakley’s shoes were off almost before Blaire had finished the sentence. He bent down, tugging his socks off. He followed them with the rest of his clothes, looking like a wild tumble of limbs until he was finally bare.




His chest and abs were every bit as delicious as Blaire had imagined they would be. His cock was hard already, standing tall and proud. Blaire licked her lips. Oakley certainly had nothing to be ashamed of.




He reached for her, fingers tugging at the hem of her top with more enthusiasm than grace.




“Don’t rush,” she told him. “I want you to appreciate my body. That means appreciating revealing it slowly.” She doubted anyone had ever told Oakley to take his time as he undressed them. They might’ve been roughly the same age but Blaire was certain she had a great deal more - or at least better - experience when it came to sex.




And besides, Blaire wanted to be appreciated. She was very good at getting the things she wanted. Taking a step back, Blaire walked closer to the bed, turning just enough to make the hem of her skirt flick up before it fell back down. “Take your time,” she said. “I’m not going to disappear.”




Oakley looked confused. But he didn’t argue, and that was the important thing. He stepped forward, closing the distance between them. This time, when his warm fingers slid under the hem of Blaire’s top, it was at a much more sedate pace. Oakley’s palms skated across her stomach, lifting the top up and over Blaire’s head.




“Your skin is so soft,” Oakley breathed. His tongue darted out as he fully appreciated the sight of Blaire in just her lacy blue bra. “Can I -?” Oakley asked, gesturing to the button holding Blaire’s skirt closed.




“Yes.” Blaire nodded. She was perfectly happy for him to strip her, she just wanted him to do it slowly. Following instructions was important. Blaire appreciated that Oakley seemed to clock on to that quickly. His fingers were gentle against the button of her skirt and then slow as he pulled her zipper down.




Rather than letting the material just fall on the floor, Oakley went down to his knees to slide it over her hips and legs. And fuck, wasn’t that a sight to see! Blaire hadn’t even asked him to go down on his knees for her. And yet there he was, looking so beautiful at her feet.




She lifted each foot in turn to let him get the skirt off. Her shoes were still on. Blaire waited to see whether he’d take those off. Some men definitely wouldn’t and others would beg for the opportunity to.




Though he moved more slowly than he had at first, Oakley seemed more interested in Blaire’s bra than her shoes. His hands slid up her body as he got to his feet. “Fuck, you’re so hot.” His cock was still hard as steel, pressed against Blaire’s thigh as Oakley pulled her closer.




Blaire’s breasts brushed his chest, making her give a soft moan at the sensation of lace against her nipples. Oakley’s fingers mapped across her spine, sliding up each bump in turn until he reached the clasp of her bra.




It took a moment, but he finally worked it open. He caught his breath as Blaire’s breasts spilled free. Dragging the material away, Oakley added Blaire’s bra to the pile of her other clothes.




She enjoyed that he paused then, to take in the sight of her. It was certainly appreciated. One of Oakley’s hands slid up to cup Blaire’s breast. His fingers explored the sensitive skin of her nipple, making Blaire’s breath catch. Oakley’s eyes widened, almost like he was surprised at having made her make a sound.




“You may taste them,” she offered. “But slowly,” she added with a small smirk. Blaire knew she looked good. She was very confident that her breasts did too. They were there to be enjoyed, both by her and by Oakley.




Bending his sandy head, Oakley stroked his tongue over the curve of Blaire’s breast. His path to her nipple was slow, just as Blaire had ordered. The tantalizing pleasure of it had Blaire’s heart beating hard against her ribs.




Finally, Oakley sucked one nipple into his mouth. His tongue lapped slowly over it as Blaire’s moan echoed around the room. Oakley’s face flushed with triumph. He brought his fingers back to Blaire’s other nipple, teasing it to a hard nub. When Blaire moaned a second time, she felt Oakley’s intake of breath.




He seemed to be pretty quickly learning that taking things slow could bring its own rewards. She pressed into him, letting him suck her nipple harder. “Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. One of her hands came up to Oakley’s head, fingers tangling in the strands. “Go on, suck harder,” she urged. When he did, Blaire rewarded him with another deep moan.




She tugged against Oakley’s hair, pulling him away from her nipple only to lead him onto the other one. When he repeated the same motions, Blaire, too, offered similar sounds. Finally, when she pulled Oakley’s mouth away it was to grin at him.




“Taking it slow isn’t too bad, is it?” she asked, well aware of the answer.




Already, Oakley’s lips were slightly reddened. Blaire was eager to see just how much more used he would look after he’d brought her to orgasm with his mouth. But not so eager that she needed to rush.




“It’s good,” Oakley agreed, sounding a little dazed. His fingers continued their exploration, brushing lower across Blaire’s stomach. When he smoothed his palm over the fabric of her panties, Blaire sucked in a breath.




He didn’t move to nudge them aside. Instead, his hand pressed hard against her, making Blaire’s pussy positively ache.




“Can I finish undressing you?” Oakley breathed against her ear.




“I would very much like that,” Blaire confirmed.




This time, when Oakley knelt down, it was to get her shoes off. He was careful with the straps, almost mesmerized as he slid them off. Blaire wondered if he’d ever actually taken a woman’s shoes off before. She enjoyed the idea that she might be the first. She planned to be a great many firsts for him. Oakley clearly needed someone to teach him the pleasure of taking things slowly.




He slid his hands up her legs, teasing over the curve of her thighs and then her hips. When Oakley’s fingers slid under the material covering Blaire’s hips, his touch was soft. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Take them off.”




Without hesitation, Oakley pulled Blaire’s panties down her legs and off. She stepped out of them, letting Oakley set them on top of the rest of her clothes. Blaire expected him to get up. Oakley merely sat back, gaze hungrily drinking in the sight of Blaire’s naked body towering above him.




His hands rested on her thighs, fingers rubbing teasingly against her skin. “You said you wanted me to make you come with my mouth,” Oakley reminded her. Leaning forward, he pressed a hot kiss against her thigh.




Blaire had said that. But she had also said she wanted to tie Oakley to her hotel bed.




There wasn’t any reason why she couldn’t do one and then the other. So parting her legs, Blaire nodded. “I still do,” she said. Her hand reached out again so she could tangle her fingers in Oakley’s hair. “Can you make me come like this?” she asked curiously. For all that she was sure Oakley had little experience in taking things slow, Blaire had no idea what his experience might be like when it came to pleasing a woman.




“Or I can tie you up first, if you want,” she offered, rather generously in her opinion.




“I can make you come like this,” Oakley answered, bristling with bravado. He ran his hands up Blaire’s thighs, thumbs stopping so close to her pussy that she could feel the heat of them. He looked very much like he was about to dive in.




At the last minute, he seemed to remember Blaire’s words about taking it slow. Instead of making straight for her clit, Oakley’s tongue licked a warm stripe up Blaire’s inner thigh. Then the other. Blaire’s fingers tightened in his hair, but she didn’t drag him closer. She wanted to see what Oakley would do all on his own.




When his tongue made contact with her pussy, Blaire merely hummed her approval. Oakley explored her slowly, tongue brushing hot and wet across Blaire’s most sensitive spots. He didn’t linger, instead letting his tongue press inside her, fucking her gently.




“Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. “That’s good,” she encouraged. He was slow but firm. The movements were very determined. Blaire enjoyed that. Oakley worked hard to please her. He licked, listening to the sounds she gave in response. “Uh, yeah, just like that,” she moaned as he ran his tongue higher up to her clit.




One of Oakley’s hands gripped harder against Blaire’s hip, holding her tightly against him. His tongue moved faster and faster, urging more sounds from Blaire. She could feel her body getting closer to that sweet edge. Her head fell back, a sharp cry of pleasure escaping her.




It seemed to spur Oakley on. His hand moved up to the soft curve of her ass, supporting her while he pursed his lips around her clit and sucked. Pulses of pleasure swept through Blaire so fast and hard that her knees almost gave way under her. She gripped at Oakley’s shoulder, using him for support as he continued to worship her pussy with long, slow sucks.




A long moan vibrated through Blaire’s chest. Her nipples ached, eager for more attention. With her free hand, Blaire teased across one of them, tweaking and pulling. It added to the pleasure rising like a tide from Oakley’s mouth between her legs. He groaned, pressing even more firmly against her. His tongue slipped down, fucking into her pussy in steady strokes.




Her orgasm exploded through Blaire sharply and suddenly, her knees almost failing under the pressure. But Oakley was right there, supporting her weight with his huge body.




“Fuuuck,” she cried, muscles trembling as she came. “Yesss. Ahh,” Blaire half-screamed until the very last drops of her orgasm swept through her. Only then did she push Oakley back.




His lips were wet from her liquids and a smile was plastered across them. Like he was proud. And he should be. Reaching out, Blaire used her thumb to smear the wetness over his cheek. “You did very well,” she praised. “Now get on the bed. Lie down on your back and put your arms up.”




She very much still intended to tie him up.




Oakley drew back slowly, his hands lingering against Blaire’s skin as if it was hard for him to pull away. Blaire smirked. She let him take his time, only giving his ass a gentle shove once he was standing.




Without hesitation, Oakley sprawled across Blaire’s bed. It wasn’t as big as her four-poster at home, but it would do. As Oakley flipped onto his back, his hard cock caught Blaire’s attention. The head was rosy, glistening with precum. He’d have to stay that way for a little while.




Glancing at her for guidance, Oakley lifted his hands to the headboard. “Like this?” he asked.




“Yeah, that’s great,” Blaire promised. She went to her suitcase, only taking a short while to locate the handcuffs she’d brought with her. There were surprisingly few odd looks shot her way going through customs with handcuffs in her suitcase. Not that Blaire cared either way.




She lifted them up to show Oakley, grinning when his tongue darted out to wet his lips. If he’d expected something else, he certainly didn’t say as much. Instead, Oakley moved his hands so it would be easier for Blaire to put the handcuffs on, placing the connective chain behind the bedpost to ensure that Oakley couldn’t move his arms.




“You look good,” she praised, her fingers dragging over his chest and down lower over his hips. “Such a nice-looking cock, too,” Blaire commented. It was her tongue this time that darted out to wet her lips. “I’m going to taste it,” she informed Oakley. “And you are not going to buck upwards, got it?”




Oakley’s eyes widened. “Uh.” He didn’t look at all convinced that what Blaire was asking was possible. He’d probably never needed to exert that level of self-restraint. Certainly not when it came to sex. Blaire, on the other hand, had seen what men were capable of. She had faith that Oakley could resist temptation.




“I’ll try,” he promised. That was good enough for Blaire. At least for now. She climbed onto the bed, leaning down so her breasts brushed across the hard muscles of Oakley’s chest. The friction sent a sizzle down Blaire’s spine. Moving lower, she kept her gaze fixed on Oakley as she caught the tip of his dick against her lips. He moaned, his hips flexing but not lifting.




Taking some pity on him, Blaire settled her hands against Oakley’s hips, pressing him down against the mattress. He would still have to stop himself from bucking up, but her touch would help. Leaving him to do his best, Blaire explored Oakley’s cock. Her tongue slid to the underside of his shaft, pressing tightly against it as she dragged her tongue up.




Oakley groaned. Still, his hips didn’t buck up. Blaire sucked harder as one of her hands slid away from Oakley’s hip and down to his balls, cupping them as she continued to bob her head up and down.




“Fuck, Blaire!” Oakley’s voice sounded so ragged. Blaire loved that even a few moments of her mouth against him could affect him. He tugged against the cuffs, groaning even louder when he realized he wasn’t going to be able to reach for her. Slowly, patiently, Blaire continued bobbing on his dick.




The taste was salty against her tongue, musky and male. Blaire’s pussy clenched, eager to discover how good Oakley would feel buried between her legs. But not yet. Blaire intended to show Oakley just how agonizingly good going slow could be.




She rolled his balls, making Oakley thrash his ass against the bed. It didn’t push his hips up. Blaire could hear his breathing, coming faster and harder the further she pushed him.




So she stopped.




The whine Oakley gave was as beautiful as the groans that had fallen from his lips. Blaire pulled away with a wet pop, letting Oakley’s cock bounce against his belly. She didn’t want him to come. Not before she had a chance to fuck him. But she had said that there would have to be more than one orgasm before she did that.




Moving up Oakley’s body, Blaire teased her tongue over each of his nipples before licking over Oakley’s lips. “Gonna make me come again with that mouth of yours?” He had been very good the first time around. And now he was tied to her bed, something that made Blaire’s pussy all the wetter.




It took Oakley a moment, his gaze unfocused until he managed to gather himself. “Yeah, fuck. I want to.” The words were music to Blaire’s ears. She had never really doubted that Oakley wanted to please her. He’d been very good for her so far, learning everything she had to teach.




The chain between his cuffs rattled against the rail again. Oakley frowned. “I can’t reach for you,” he complained. “Will you… come closer? Help me?”




“I will,” Blaire promised. Crawling up Oakley’s body, she didn’t stop until she could lower herself down. A knee on each side of his head, Blaire sat down on Oakley’s face. One of her hands gripped against his hair as Oakley’s mouth found the most sensitive of Blaire’s spots.




She whined harshly. “Fuck, yes,” Blaire moaned. “Use your tongue more,” she demanded. Oakley did just that, the tip sliding over to her clit and then lapping up the wetness as he licked lower. Blaire rocked her hips, riding Oakley’s mouth as much as she could. A string of ‘yes, yes, yes’ and ‘faster’ falling from her lips.




Oakley made every effort to obey. He pressed his face between her thighs, the slight stubble scratching against the soft skin. The rough sensation only made the pleasure of Oakley’s mouth all the sweeter. His tongue swirled over Blaire’s clit, the variable pressure making Blaire’s hips back against his face.




Though he couldn’t move his hands, Oakley could brush his fingers across Blaire’s stomach. She leaned into the contact, moaning loudly as Oakley’s blunt nails raked across her. He pushed his tongue inside her more insistently, fucking her hard and fast. Pleasure pooled low in Blaire’s stomach, surging hotly through her veins in every direction.




“Yeah, just like that,” she moaned, rocking against his face harder. Blaire could hear how wet she was, Oakley so obediently lapping it all up. His tongue slipped from Blaire and licked up to her clit again. “Fuuuck!” she cried, pleasure shooting through her so suddenly that all Blaire could do was grip Oakley’s hair tighter.




The pain made Oakley groan. The sound vibrated through Blaire. It was the thing that tipped her over the edge. Blaire’s orgasm crashed through her wave after wave. Her legs trembled as Oakley licked her through it. Finally, she had to pull back.




He was just as good as the first time. And Oakley looked so pleased with himself! Blaire couldn’t help leaning down to kiss him, licking the taste of herself off his lips.




He moaned into the kiss, his tongue darting out to brush against hers. It sent electric tingles all the way down Blaire’s spine. When she pulled back, Oakley was a mess. His lips were red, his cheeks and chin covered in her wetness. His hair stuck up in every direction, no longer falling to cover those beautiful blue eyes of his.




Flushed with desire, Oakley’s chest heaved. “You sound amazing when you come,” he offered, tipping his chin up so he could meet Blaire’s eyes. “And fuck, not being able to touch you is so exciting. I can’t stop you rocking against my face. I don’t want to.”




Blaire beamed at that, genuinely pleased at his words. She had known that picking Oakley was going to be a good call. He was so obedient. Just what she desired in a man. “Better make me come again with your cock then, hmm?” she said with a grin, reaching between them to wrap her fingers around Oakley’s dick.




He whimpered under her, thrusting hips up. But only a little bit. His arms once again tugged against the restraints around his wrists. “I’m going to ride you so nice and slow,” Blaire told him, moving down Oakley’s body so she could straddle his hips. “And you are going to beg me to go faster,” she promised before finally leading his hardness into her heat.




Oakley’s hips did buck up then, but they didn’t go far. He was pinned down by Blaire’s weight. From the glazed expression on his face, Blaire could tell he liked that. She lifted up, sinking back down oh-so-slowly. Oakley groaned, his whole body trembling with the effort of not fucking up to meet her.




“Ah,” he grunted. His teeth sank into his lower lip, hard enough to leave indentations that Blaire longed to lick away. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” His breath came in harsh pants, his ribs rising and falling with every gasp inwards.




Blaire’s hands came to settle against Oakley’s chest, using it to support her as she continued to ride him slowly. His cock slid in and out of her pleasurably, making Blaire give soft moans. “Ahhh,” she moaned. “You feel good.” He did. And hearing the way Oakley groaned with every shift of Blaire’s hips was incredibly hot.




“You can fuck up, but slowly,” Blaire allowed. She wanted to see how much control Oakley would present, how hard he’d try to do just as Blaire told him to do. So far he had been very good about it. “The slower you fuck me now, the faster I’ll fuck you back soon.”




Meeting Blaire’s eyes, Oakley nodded. “Yeah,” he agreed, breathlessly. “I’ll do whatever you want, Blaire. I’ll try.” His hips lifted slowly, cock inching into Blaire’s pussy. She moaned and saw Oakley’s muscles tighten in response. Still, he didn’t lose control.




He fucked her slowly, his gaze dropping to where Blaire’s breasts bounced with every movement. Leaning forward as much as he could while still tied to the bed, he caught one of her nipples in his mouth. The extra pleasure made Blaire give a sharp whine. Oakley’s hips faltered, snapping up once, hard, before falling back to the bed.




His slow wasn’t as slow as Blaire’s had been, but Oakley still did a very good job. “Fuck,” Blaire breathed as he sucked against her nipple harder. His tongue teased over it and a low groan vibrated through Blaire. With his hips rocking up slowly, Blaire met them with equal force. And then she began to pick up her pace.




Leaning forward, Blaire was in a good position to make sure that Oakley’s cock rubbed against her clit if she slid down it just the right way. “Yeah, that’s good, fuck, Oakley, yeah,” Blaire moaned, rocking harder and harder. Oakley matched her speed, meeting Blaire’s thrusts but not increasing the speed past that.




Her orgasm was approaching quickly but steadily, making Blaire’s muscles tighten.




Oakley’s teeth grazed across the nipple he was sucking. Not hard, just enough to see what Blaire’s reaction would be. She cried out, pressing her hands down harder against his chest. Taking that as encouragement, Oakley moved to Blaire’s other breast, giving it the same treatment.




He sucked and licked slowly, warming Blaire up for the eventual sharp pain of his teeth. This time, he pressed harder, making pleasure sizzle through Blaire’s entire body. She rocked even faster, enjoying the startled moan that vibrated across her skin in response.




“Yes, yes, yes,” Blaire chanted just as her orgasm finally tipped her over the edge. Her pussy tightened around Oakley’s cock, squeezing as she continued to ride him until the last throes of her orgasm washed over her. She didn’t stop. Blaire pulled back enough to force Oakley to let go of her breast. She wanted him to watch her.




Blaire’s movements began to increase. She fucked Oakley harder and harder. “Ask me to come,” she cried, moaning as his cock filled her so well. With her hands against Oakley’s chest, Blaire fucked him as fast as she could, meeting every thrust he made upwards.




Oakley whined, his hands squeezing against nothing as he tried to hold on. “Please,” he breathed. When Blaire changed nothing about what she was doing, he raised his voice. “Please, Blaire. Fuck, I want to come.” It still wasn’t quite the question that Blaire was waiting for.




She circled her hips, enjoying the way Oakley bucked under her, driving his cock deeper inside her. “Please,” he tried again. “Please, can I come, Blaire? I want to so badly.” He pounded into her, meeting her thrust for thrust.




At first, Blaire didn’t say yes. Instead, she kept riding Oakley hard, listening to all the loud noises he made. Her hips swayed in a steady motion, harder and harder, his cock driving into her with force. Oakley squeezed his eyes shut, like not seeing anything would help him last longer. He did last.




Such a good fucking boy.




“You can come,” Blaire allowed. He had earned it, after all. “Go on, fill me up, let me feel you come inside me!” she cried.




She didn’t need to tell Oakley twice. He pulled uselessly at his restraints, still trying and failing to reach for Blaire’s body. His hips slammed up harder than ever, but his rhythm stayed steady. His thick cock filled Blaire up so beautifully. When she squeezed her muscles tight around him, Oakley’s control completely snapped.




He roared her name, throat exposed as he tipped his head back. Blaire felt the pulse of his hot cum inside her. The pleasure on Oakley’s face was breathtaking, his eyes so open and so blue. He poured himself into her, his body shuddering through the throes of his orgasm.




Finally, his hips slowed, his softening cock slipping free. “Fuck,” he breathed. “Fuck, Blaire. I’ve never felt like that before.”




She would’ve laughed, but Blaire’s breath was caught in her throat. She was pleased by his words and leaned down to kiss Oakley. “Good,” she announced. It had definitely been part of her plan, to give him something he hadn’t tried before. And Blaire had to give him credit, Oakley had been very good.




Getting off him, Blaire stretched across the bed to reach for the key to the handcuffs that she’d put on the bedside table. She helped Oakley lower his arms slowly, before running her palm over his chest.




“You did very well,” she praised. He really had.




Oakley genuinely blushed at the praise. That did make Blaire laugh. He could beg her to come without flushing, but a little praise got him all flustered. She guessed that it wasn’t what Oakley was used to hearing after sex. That, too, was something she was glad she could introduce him to.




“It was fun. And hot.” Oakley grinned. “Are you staying in Spain for much longer?” he asked eagerly. “I’m here for another week and a half.”




It was a clear invitation to play again. Blaire was definitely tempted. There were things she would love to do to Oakley that a first meeting might not allow. Things she’d love to see if he’d enjoy. Tying him up and fucking him hard had been fun, but Blaire’s pussy throbbed at the idea of perhaps whipping him. She could teach Oakley just how good pain could feel.




“I will be here long enough for us to try something new, if you’d like,” she finally said, with a grin. “But for now, I think your hands owe me at least a few more orgasms, don’t you think?”




From the surprise on Oakley’s face, he’d obviously thought they were done. But it wasn’t an unpleasant surprise. He grinned, shifting so he could press closer against Blaire’s body. He might not get hard again for a few more minutes, but he was nonetheless ready to go.




“Yeah,” Oakley agreed, nodding so that his hair fell back across his face. His hands skimmed across the curves of Blaire’s waist. One teased upwards, across her breast, while the other dipped lower, settling between Blaire’s spread thighs.




“Tell me what you want me to do,” Oakley urged. And oh, Blaire would definitely enjoy giving Oakley instructions. By the time she was through with him, he’d have skills his frat buddies could only dream of!
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Desperate for Pain




Bundles




Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories




Whether he knows it or not, each man in this five-story collection has the same secret desire: to let a woman use him hard! Enjoy these explicit short stories of men who are excited by dominant women, and willingly take everything they have to give.




Making Men Submit




All five stories in this bundle star men submitting to the women in their lives. Kinks from exhibitionism to corporal punishment keep this set of scorching stories interesting. Readers who appreciate a woman in charge are bound to find something that hits that special spot!




Submit to Them




Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!




Femdom Wedding Stories




Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.




Festive Femdom




Three hot male submission stories set during the Christmas season! Enjoy Hanna’s domination of her ski instructor, Sarah’s festive surprise and Lauren taking the Santa hard!




Fantasy Femdom




Three hot stories involving magical women making mortal men submit! Read about a succubus, a ghost and an Ice Queen all making men submit and taking them every which way they want!




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!
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