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Freezing temperatures in December were awful, but they did have one upside: the clothes! Paige loved her winter wardrobe of scarves, coats, boots, hats, and gloves. Every time she had to leave the house, she bundled up from top to toe, leaving only her face exposed to the elements. Coming home with a tingling nose and rosy cheeks was half the fun!




And there was nothing Paige loved more than involving Coby in her fun. They’d been married for nearly five years, but, in some ways, they still acted like newlyweds. Coby still held the car door open for her, and Paige still made sure he felt cared for after busy days at work.




On this particular Saturday, they’d had an early lunch together before Coby settled down to watch the latest episode of his newest Netflix obsession. Since Paige wasn’t terribly thrilled by the kind of sitcom that Coby favored, she’d decided to go out for a walk.




By the time she returned, blood pumping under her many, many layers, Coby had finished and was browsing through the channels to see if there was anything else that might be interesting.




“Why don’t you turn the TV off and come help me out of my clothes?” Paige called from the hallway. Though she phrased it as a question, there was enough snap in her tone to suggest that she expected to be obeyed.




Coby moved quickly, arriving at Paige’s side almost straight away. She enjoyed that he didn’t need to be told twice. This wasn’t something they did all the time, but it was clearly enough for him to not even need to question her demand. Rather, Coby reached for the buttons on Paige’s coat, undoing each one carefully.




“Did you have a nice walk?” he asked, opening the coat and then reaching to untangle the scarf that Paige was wearing. “So many layers,” he laughed, lifting a hand to take Paige’s hat off, too.




The idea of Coby slowly unwrapping those layers made shivers of lust course down Paige’s spine. “I did,” she confirmed, a smile curving her red lips. Being bundled up made it all the more important to make sure her make-up was sexy, as far as Paige was concerned. “It’s freezing out there, even at this time of day.” Luckily, Coby was here to help warm Paige back up!




“Did you enjoy your show?” she asked, watching as Coby hung her scarf and hat from their hooks on the wall. Taking a seat on the bench, she held her leg up and out so that Coby could get to work untying her chunky-heeled boots.




“Yes.” He nodded. “I’ve only got a couple of episodes left, too,” he commented, dropping down to his knees easily. Paige couldn’t deny that she loved it when he did that. It wasn’t just sexual, not when it would be much easier to take her boots off like this, but heat still rose through her at the sight.




Coby knew it, too, because he gave Paige a small grin before starting on the laces of her boots. He didn’t rush, carefully undoing one and then the other before pulling each boot off in turn. Setting them to one side, Coby smiled at Paige.




“How far am I undressing you?” he asked curiously.




Paige smirked. “Well,” she said, drawing the word out playfully. “I guess that depends. If you want to finish the rest of your show, you can stop once you’ve hung up my coat and gloves.” As she spoke, Coby’s warm, thick fingers wrapped around her wrist. He tugged her glove off inch by inch, revealing the skin beneath as slowly as if this were already a strip-tease.”




“Or,” Paige continued, “we can move this to the bedroom and you can undress me the rest of the way there.” If Coby chose his sitcom over an invitation like that, Paige would be a little disappointed, she had to admit. He peeled her other glove off, leaning close so he could tuck them both into the pocket of her coat so she would have them ready the next time she went out. “What do you think?” she asked, arching one eyebrow.




She watched as Coby’s tongue slid out to wet his lips. He was close enough that she could feel his breath against her. “I think those episodes will be there tomorrow, too,” he told her. Paige almost laughed at the way he pretended to have had to think about it.




One of Coby’s hands fell down to brush over Paige’s hand. “I’d love to undress you all the way,” he told her. “All your sweaters,” he grinned. Paige was only wearing one sweater, but there were still enough layers for Coby to work his way through. And with each layer, Paige would get hotter despite losing clothes.




She stood, letting Coby strip the coat from her in one easy movement. With one hand cradling the back of his head, Paige stepped close, tipping his mouth down so she could kiss him hard. Her tongue darted between his parted lips, stealing some of the heat contained there. Coby wrapped his arms around her, pulling Paige against his body. Even through her many clothes, she could feel the hard planes of his stomach and chest.




“Come on, then,” she said, pulling back and smirking at the effects of her handiwork. Coby’s lips were red from kissing, his hair sticking up from where she’d gripped the back of his head. Grabbing Coby’s hand, Paige tugged him in the direction of their bedroom. “You may stay standing, for now,” she allowed.




“So generous,” he teased, but Paige knew that had she wanted him to, Coby would’ve gone down to his knees in an instant for her. Instead, he led their way to the bedroom, putting the lights on before telling the smartspeaker to put on some music. “I hope you don’t mind,” Coby commented and Paige shook her head. The music gave the room a nice ambiance.




Then, Coby went to tug against that sweater he’d mentioned. Paige lifted her arms easily, letting him pull it off. “You’re so warm,” he commented, fingers sliding down to untuck her shirt from her jeans. Paige’s muscles flexed against the touch. Coby’s fingers weren’t cold but they were cooler than her skin was.




“Mmmm,” Paige hummed, “I wonder why?” She laughed, leaning in to Coby as his fingers brushed over the skin of her stomach with every button he unfastened. When he finally pulled her shirt open, Coby’s breath caught in his throat, making Paige bite back a moan at the sight. She’d worn his very favorite low-cut bra, the one that barely covered her nipples.




Walking through the cold afternoon had been extra exciting with the knowledge that she had such sexy lingerie on underneath the rest of her clothes. Every step had reminded her of the delicate lace that scratched across her sensitive nipples, sparking a desire inside Paige that now burned so fiercely she was surprised Coby couldn’t feel it.




Of course, he also wasn’t touching her nipples yet. Coby was always very good at asking first. Besides, he did have a task at hand. Now that Paige’s shirt was open, rather than pushing it off, Coby unfastened the button of her jeans. He proceeded to slide the material down, going down on his knees to help Paige out of the pants.




While he was down there, Coby also pulled off Paige's socks, before smiling up at her. It left her in nothing but the matching lace and her shirt. The house was warm enough that it didn’t make a huge difference from how bundled up Paige had been. In fact, she might have gotten hot had he not undressed her.




Now, she was hot for a completely different reason.




Once he stood back up, Coby reached to brush the shirt off Paige’s shoulders. “May I touch you for more than just undressing purposes?” he asked, a light tone of amusement there.




Paige laughed, glancing pointedly down at her chest, where her nipples had already hardened from the movement of the shirt across her breasts. “Yes,” she said, giving a serious nod. “I think I’d be very disappointed if you didn’t, Coby. Besides, you’re not done undressing me yet.” Knowing how much Coby loved her in this underwear, though, Paige tipped her head slightly to one side. “You may take your time,” she allowed.




Slowly, Coby took a step forward, dipping his head to press a line of kisses to the side of Paige’s neck. She moaned, the sound rich and throaty as she pressed herself forward against Coby’s body. His fingers danced across her ribcage, following the line of her bra with agonizing slowness.




Still, Paige didn’t urge him to go faster. If Coby wanted to take his time, she would let him. His hands teased over her skin, exploring it just as his lips did. It left a slight tingle traveling through Paige. Her body responded so easily to Coby’s touch, pussy already wet at the prospect of what she’d have him do next.




Coby’s fingers slid higher, brushing over the hard nipples under Paige’s lacy bra. “You’re so hot,” he murmured. “Not just because you wear so many things when going outside,” he teased. After leaving another string of kisses against Paige’s shoulder, Coby gave it a soft bite and then reached to undo the fastenings on her bra.




She gave a sigh as her breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard from the friction of the lace. Coby quickly covered them, his fingertips first rubbing and then pinching at the sensitive buds. Paige groaned, the tug of pleasure-pain going straight between her legs.




“Fuck!” she cried. “Yeah, that’s good. My nipples feel so sensitive.” Whether it was from the cold or this particular bra made no difference to the waves of sensation that rolled through her body.




Coby lowered his head, dragging his teeth over the sensitive skin of her chest. His tongue felt scalding hot as it licked across her breast, making Paige shiver all over again. Her hand came up to card through Coby’s hair, twisting the thick strands between her fingers and using her grip to pull his mouth further down, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his breath against her nipple.




He sucked lightly, tongue swirling around her before he moved on to the other nipple to do the same. It made sparks fly through Paige, her fingers tightening in his hair as the pleasure exploded from her nipple, going straight to her pussy. While one of Coby’s hands came up to cup Paige’s breast, teasing the already wet nipple, his other slid lower to give Paige’s ass a squeeze.




Coby’s hand moved higher, fingers crooking in the material of Paige’s panties before he began to drag them down. “May I use my mouth for this, too?” he asked, tongue darting out to wet his lower lip.




Paige bit down, the bright flash of pain making the pleasure that echoed through her body all the sweeter. “Let me sit down, first,” she decided, giving a light laugh. “You’re so good with your mouth, my knees might refuse to hold me up if I stay standing!” Coby flushed pink at her praise, which only made Paige want to compliment him more. He was such a good boy for her, so proud whenever she was pleased with him.




Pulling away, Paige let herself fall back against the mattress, which bounced under her, making her breasts jiggle and her nipples ache with pleasure. She scooted back, plumping the pillows to support her in a sitting-up position. “There,” she said, once she was satisfied with her situation. “Now you can come serve me.”




Coby grinned at her words, nodding eagerly. “Yes, ma’am,” he murmured obediently. Reaching to drag Paige’s panties off, Coby eagerly replaced them with his mouth. His hot lips explore the skin of Paige’s hip before moving lower. She felt the heat of his breath before giving a gentle moan when his teeth grazed one of her inner thighs.




It wasn’t until Paige’s body was positively vibrating with need that Coby finally moved properly between her legs. His tongue licked through her wetness, making Paige whine at how good it felt. He was always very good at eating her out.




With hands sliding under Paige’s ass, Coby pulled her more against him. His tongue lapped faster, sliding inside her and making Paige cry out loudly.




She felt the muscles in her thighs tighten, clamping around Coby’s ears. He hardly seemed to mind, not if the way his nails scratched across the skin of Paige’s ass was any indication. She moaned, the bright zing of sensation making her hips buck up to grind against Coby’s face. Her wetness smeared across his cheeks, making him look so much more wanton and debauched.




Coby’s tongue pressed hard and hot against Paige’s clit. Pleasure spread through her in waves, all the way down to her toes which curled against the sheets. Tipping her head back, she let a loud groan echo off the surrounding walls. One hand lifted, cradling the back of Coby’s head and holding him in place. “Don’t stop,” she demanded, an edge of authority in her tone. “Fuck! Coby, keep going.”




And he did keep going. In fact, Coby went even faster. He lapped and lapped against Paige’s clit, sending shoots of pleasure all the way through her. When she came, it was hard and made every muscle in her body tighten. Coby carried on, making sure to get every last drop, until Paige physically pushed him away.




His lips were so red and wet, it made her moan just at the sight of his messy face. Coby smiled up at her, clearly so pleased with having made her come. He was still fully dressed, too, which seemed to just make it all the hotter.




Arching off the bed, Paige stretched her whole body in one languorous roll. Pleasure still tilted through her, making the tips of her fingers tingle with heat. She sighed, letting herself fall back against the mattress. “You did so well, baby.” Now that she was naked, Paige intended to stay that way for quite some time. From the way Coby’s gaze feasted on the swell of her breasts, she doubted she would hear any objections.




“Get up,” she ordered, waiting until Coby had scrambled from between her legs. “I want you to undress for me, now,” she instructed. The music still shimmered in the air between them, giving Coby a beat to move to.




He used it, too. Hips swaying from side to side, Coby let his hands slide down his chest until he could tug his shirt up. He didn’t hesitate or linger, pulling it over his head in one easy movement. Paige enjoyed watching him and she knew he enjoyed being watched.




The fastenings on his pants didn’t take long to come undone and when he pushed them down, Paige could easily tell that he was already so hard for her. His boxers tented over the hardness of his cock, making Paige lick her lips at the sight. Coby grinned at her before pushing the material of his underwear down, too, leaving him naked in front of Paige.




“What do you want me to do next, baby?”




The question made Paige smile. Telling Coby what to do was one of her favorite activities. He took instruction so beautifully, and the thought of him obeying her orders sent a wave of heat through Paige’s entire body. Rising to her feet, Paige could feel the weight of Coby’s gaze on her, his tongue sliding over his lips like he wanted to be given another chance to show how good he was with his mouth.




“Lie down on the bed,” she ordered, “and keep your eyes closed until I tell you you’re allowed to open them.” She waited, giving Coby just enough time to follow through with her instructions. Once he was stretched out, eyes screwed shut, she moved to their chest of toys, shifting things noisily, knowing that without his vision, Coby would be straining his ears to pick up every sound.




She selected thick leather restraints, running her fingers over the supple material and giving a sigh of satisfaction. Coby would look so beautiful with each ankle cuffed to one of their bedposts.




She approached Coby slowly, making sure to drag the movements out as much as she could. Paige wanted that anticipation to build for Coby, she wanted him to want to know but also to give her all of the control. So she didn’t let him open his eyes when the first strap wrapped around his wrist. From the sharp intake of his breath, Paige knew that Coby was aware of what she was doing but still, his eyes stayed shut.




“Are you going to tie me up?” Coby asked, turning his head towards Paige but not opening his eyes. “You know how much I like it. To know that you can do whatever you want, that I’m totally surrendered to you.” And yes, Paige did know and she very much loved it, too.




“I am going to tie you up,” she confirmed, trailing her fingers along the soft skin on the inside of Coby’s wrist. “I’m going to tie your wrists together above your head, and then I’m going to tie your ankles down, too.” She could see the full-body shudder that traveled through Coby. His cock jerked, smearing a streak of precum across his stomach.




Biting back a laugh, Paige bent. Her hair brushed across Coby’s skin first, making him tug hard against the restraints already wrapped around his wrists. Then, Paige let her tongue dart out, licking up the trail of precum with a moan as the taste exploded on her tongue. Coby actually thrashed against the bed, the sight of him bound and helpless going straight to Paige’s pussy. And she wasn’t even done, yet!




Paige could tell how much Coby struggled to keep his eyes shut, so she wasn’t surprised at the question that came. “May I watch? Please? Paige, I love seeing you tie me up,” he breathed. And sure, Paige couldn’t fault him there, Coby was really quite the sight splayed out like this for her.




She traced one finger down his stomach. Close enough to Coby’s cock but not quite. It was teasing enough that his hips bucked up a little. Not very much, though, and Paige smirked at that. She bet she could get him to buck up a lot more.




“Alright,” she allowed, “since you asked so nicely.” After all, now that Coby knew what was going to happen, there was no harm in him also getting to see it unfold. Lifting her hand, Paige let only the smallest sliver of skin remain in contact with Coby’s stomach. She swirled her finger around his navel, drawing spirals and other abstract shapes until Coby was practically panting with the effort to stay still.




Teasingly, Paige moved lower, until the tip of her finger stroked lightly across the base of Coby’s cock. His hips bucked up, muscles in his thighs bunching dramatically. The whimper that fell from his lips made Paige moan, the two sounds layering over each other and the music like a deliciously pornographic soundtrack.




Feeling that she’d teased her poor husband almost too much, Paige let her fingers wrap around his cock. She stroked him slowly, all the way up and then down again, repeating the motion three more times before she drew her hand away. “So hard for me,” she praised. “I’m going to make sure I use your cock later, baby.”




“Anything for you,” Coby breathed. “Fuck,” his sigh was deep and he sucked his lower lip between his teeth. Paige enjoyed just how needy he looked, she always felt pleased with herself for getting Coby to this point. And then to the next point, too. Teasing her husband until he could hardly take it anymore was one of Paige’s favorite hobbies.




Giving Coby’s cock a few more strokes, Paige pulled away, mostly just to tease him. Coby knew it, too, because he gave a soft whine and pulled against the restraints. But there was hardly anything he could do. Paige was the one in control and they both rather liked it that way.




He watched as she moved down to the bottom of the bed, following through on her promise to bind his ankles. Strapping each one to a bedpost forced Coby’s legs to spread. From the way his breathing hitched, Paige knew how vulnerable it must make him feel. She stroked her fingers up the inside of his calves, enjoying the way her husband wriggled against the mattress.




His cock was hard against his stomach, his face flushed with arousal. Desire darkened his eyes, making him look so desperate. It was almost enough to make Paige take pity on him. Almost, but not quite. Turning on her heel, Paige’s hair flew around her face as she returned to their collection of toys.




Wrapping her fingers around the handle of a short, many-stranded whip, she smirked. The leather was soft, supple enough that she could strike Coby’s thighs without doing any real damage. It would sting, but not really hurt. Just enough to whet his appetite for the pleasure that would follow.




From how his Adam’s apple bobbed when Coby’s eyes followed the whip, Paige knew he certainly wasn’t against the idea. Then again, Coby rarely was against any ideas that Paige proposed. Pain might not always be Coby’s favorite, but Paige was very good at knowing exactly how much to dish out.




She lifted her hand to bring the whip down lightly but even that made Coby’s breath catch. A quick blush colored his cheeks when he looked at Paige. “It stings,” he told her, making Paige laugh. Yes, she had rather expected that it might sting a little.




“But you take it so beautifully,” Paige purred, watching Coby’s cheeks flame even redder at her compliment. Lightly, she dragged the ends of the whip over Coby’s thighs, moving in random patterns so he had no hope of guessing where she might strike next. His gaze grew even darker, his muscles tensing in preparation.




No matter how ready he might get, Paige still had the element of surprise. When she struck the whip across Coby’s hip, he moaned, his body jerking against the restraints. Desire pooled between Paige’s legs, throbbing so hard it was difficult to focus on anything else.




Every time she struck Coby with the whip, the strands got ever closer to his cock, but they didn’t lick over it. Paige could tell how much the tension was building in Coby’s body, that his muscles didn’t know whether to prepare for the pain that would come with that.




“Fuck, Paige,” he breathed. Coby’s hands pulled against the restraints again and then so did his legs. But neither gave. He was secured in place so whatever Paige chose to do, she could. She hit him again, this time the strands sliding over Coby’s thighs and he whimpered.




Paige’s pussy was soaked. Watching Coby like this, having him entirely at her mercy, made her almost dizzy with desire. The ache between her legs intensified, her body yearning for something to fill it up. But Paige had to resist the temptation to give in. She needed to stay in control, and so she did.




Coby’s gaze met hers, his pupils blown wide. She smiled, affection curling through her with the lust that pounded against her every nerve. “So beautiful for me,” she breathed, voice barely more than a whisper. Leaning close, she raked her nails across the sensitive skin that covered Coby’s abs. He choked back a moan, briefly squeezing his eyes shut.




At that moment, Paige twisted to bring the whip down again, the strands splaying out across Coby’s stomach.




“Fuuuck!” he cried out, the sound echoing around them. Paige could hardly pull her gaze away. Coby looked like such a picture, splayed out on the bed like this for her. He looked completely under Paige’s control and that was precisely what she wanted. His cock was leaking precum, dripping against the hot skin of his lower abdomen.




The next blow of the whip made Coby whine loudly. His hips bucked up from the bed, but the restraints quickly pulled him back. “Paige,” he moaned. “Paige, please. Fuck. I want... anything. Please, baby. Please?” The begging was like music to Paige’s ears.




She flowed up onto the bed, her smaller body caging Coby against the mattress. He strained upwards, trying and failing to reach her. Paige’s heart thundered against her ribs, so loud she felt sure Coby must have been able to hear it. With the whip still in one hand, she ran her knuckles along Coby’s sides, enjoying the heat that radiated off his body.




“I’m going to free your wrists,” she said, leaning forward so that her breasts pressed against Coby’s face. With a moan, he set his mouth to work, licking and nipping while Paige unfastened the cuffs around his wrists. She let him carry on, moaning as his teeth grazed across her nipple. Only then did she pull back, grinding her drenched pussy against Coby’s stomach.




“You may touch me,” she allowed. “In fact, I’m going to insist that you do.”




His hands were on her in an instant. Fingers determined as they explored Paige’s heated skin. Coby wasn’t gentle but, then, she hardly wanted him to be. He wasn’t harsh either. Just the right amount of pressure as his nails scraped over her back. With Coby’s mouth still on Paige’s nipple, pleasure shot through her in waves.




Moving onto the other one to give it just as much attention, Coby let one of his hands drift down to Paige’s ass. He squeezed it tightly, making Paige groan at the mix of sensations. She felt Coby’s legs pull against the restraints, but he was still tied down, still hers to choose what to do with.




Coby’s tongue swirled over her nipple, the heat and movement making Paige cry out as pleasure took over her entire body. Rocking her hips, she ground down against Coby’s muscled frame, pinning him to the bed with her weight. Shifting, she tried to get the friction that she needed, but it wasn’t enough.




Lifting up, Paige wrapped one hand around the base of Coby’s cock. He whined, muscles trembling as he fought not to buck up into her grip. “Good boy,” she crooned. “So good, staying still for me, letting me use you the way I need.” She guided the tip of Coby’s dick to her pussy, groaning at the feeling of it pressing just inside her.




“Uhhh,” Coby whined. But he did stay still, just as instructed. Well, somewhat still. He didn’t push up into her despite how much Paige knew he’d want to. Instead, Coby’s focus was on her breast, on making her moan louder. When Paige began to rock against him, taking his cock deeper inside her, they both groaned.




One of Coby’s hands gripped Paige’s ass tighter, but he still didn’t push her. Instead, he gave her all the power to decide on how fast or slow she fucked him. Paige was sure that the pressure of her body must’ve enhanced the soreness of the lines the whip had left, too.




She set a steady rhythm, lifting herself up fast and then sinking down on Coby’s cock inch by inch. He filled her so wonderfully, stretching her muscles around the thick girth of his dick. Coby kept his eyes squeezed shut as his tongue lapped her nipple over and over again. When he pulled back, the sudden rush of cool air against her damp skin made Paige cry out.




Sensations washed over her, one after another. Pleasure from Coby’s fingers against her other breast, the pressure of his hand against her ass. She fucked Coby steadily through it all, letting it build inside her until it was almost more than she could take. Coby, too, looked like he was on the brink of something. His ribs heaved with every breath, sweat beading along the muscles of his shoulders.




His hands gripped her skin tighter and Coby’s groans got louder. “Fuck, Paige,” he breathed, clearly struggling not to thrust up to meet her body every time she moved. “You feel so fucking good, baby,” Coby moaned. “So tight and wet. Fuck! Ahh,” he groaned, sucking his lower lip between his teeth and leaving a wet trail there when he pulled back.




“Please, Paige? I won’t last much longer if you keep fucking me like this.”




Paige groaned, caught between her own desire to keep going and the urge to stop so Coby would last longer. For a moment, she kept going, until she could practically taste her orgasm she was so close. And then, shuddering, she slowed. Her body pitched forward, breasts rubbing against the hard planes of Coby’s chest.




Knowing he was still bound at the ankles sent a wave of heat over Paige’s body. “Fuck,” she breathed, curling her fingers into fists. “Okay. I want you to fuck me now, baby. Thrust up into me, build it up slowly all over again.”




“Yeah, alright,” Coby moaned. Paige could tell how much self-control it took for Coby to go slowly, but he did. He was such a good boy for her, taking care to follow her instructions. His body moved into hers slowly but steadily. “Uhh, fuck,” Coby groaned, one hand falling down to the bedsheets so he could grip them tightly.




Still, he kept moving. Slow and steady, meeting Paige’s body every time she fucked down onto his cock. The groans that fell from Coby’s lips grew in volume, so Paige took care of that by pressing her breast against Coby’s mouth. He took the hint quickly, sucking her nipple between his lips.




Pleasure sparked through her, making Paige’s breath hitch in her throat. Coby’s thrusts were slow, but forceful, the two of them grunting every time their bodies came together. Paige pressed her body down, both to pin Coby’s chest to the mattress and so that he would feel her skin against the marks left by the whip.




“Come on,” she urged. “Fuck, it feels so good, Coby!” Paige could feel her orgasm building, rising like an unstoppable tidal wave. She rode Coby harder, the bed creaking under them as Coby’s cock pounded that perfect place inside her.




He knew it, too. Listening to her cries and moans, Coby sucked her nipple harder, fucking up into her at that steady angle over and over again until Paige’s orgasm exploded through her. Her muscles tightened, vision going starry white. Her screams must have been loud, because Coby pulled away from her nipple to watch Paige.




“Fuck, you look so good when you come,” he groaned. “Please, Paige? May I come? Please?” The begging didn’t stop Coby from fucking up into Paige and she certainly appreciated that.




She pulled back, sitting more upright again so that she could watch Coby as pleasure shuddered through every muscle. She missed the heat of his mouth around her nipple, but getting to watch as he came would definitely be worth the loss. It always was. Paige rolled her hips, grinding her wet, sensitive pussy against Coby’s cock inside her. It felt so good that it almost bordered on pain, her nerve-endings crying out from so much stimulation.




“Yes,” she breathed, rocking harder, faster. “Come on, Coby. Fuck me and fill me up. Let me watch as you come because of me, because of everything that we do together!” She pinched the fingers of one hand around Coby’s nipple, the sudden jolt of pain making his eyes fly open.




“Fuuuck!” he screamed, hips snapping up, cock hard inside her. She felt the muscles in Coby’s stomach contracting. Paige felt the force with which he came. Her whole body responded, moans rolling from her lips as she watched the expression on her husband’s face as he came and came hard.




When Coby was finally spent, he fell against the pillows, panting. “God, Paige,” Coby breathed, his hands now gently stroking over Paige’s back. “You feel so fucking good,” he told her almost gently.




Paige smiled, lifting herself slowly from Coby’s grasp. She stilled his whimpers with soft assurances that she wouldn’t be gone long. Swaying a little on her feet, Paige moved to the end of the bed, releasing the cuffs and rubbing Coby’s ankles to make sure that blood could flow easily around his body.




Satisfied, she clambered back onto the bed, letting Coby wrap his arms around her as she pillowed her head against his chest. “What a wonderful way to end a walk,” she breathed, laughter in her voice. Her whole body felt spent and heavy. She had a feeling neither of them would want to move from the bed for a very long time.




Dragging the blankets up, Paige covered them both, their bodies curling together to generate a shared warmth. “Was this worth putting off your show for another night?” she asked, playfully.




Coby laughed, turning his head to press a kiss against Paige’s forehead. “You’re always worth putting my show off for another night,” he promised her easily. Paige smiled at that, tilting her head so she could kiss him instead, tongue darting out to taste Coby’s lips.




When they pulled apart, both were still a little breathless, the music gentle around them. “Nap and then I’ll make you dinner?” Coby offered, sounding quite hopeful.




“Mmm,” Paige hummed, nestling further into Coby’s embrace. “That sounds perfect. Maybe I’ll even put your favorite underwear back on.”




Coby’s chuckle sounded half-amused, half-aroused, which was exactly the effect Paige had wanted. All in all, she felt that her plan for the day had gone very, very well.   
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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.




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!




She Dominates




Five steamy stories that will leave you satisfied! Includes BDSM, pegging and a good dose of punishment! Read of these hot women making men submit!




Yes, Mistress




Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!




He Is Tied Up




Five hot stories in which he is tied up and she is in charge! Enjoy reading how well these women use their men once they’ve been restrained!
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