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Brad was a busy man. His work kept him under a lot of pressure, rushing from one client meeting to the next, sometimes stringing together business trips so that he only spent one weekend home in a month.




It made dating very difficult. Most women expected Brad to actually be in town most of the week, and certainly at weekends. But Naomi was different.




They’d been dating for nearly four months. In practice, this only meant they’d spent a handful of nights together, but they were in nearly constant contact by phone or e-mail.




And now, for the first time since they’d met, Brad actually had a week off. He had turned off his work phone, set up his out-of-office e-mail response, and was looking forward to some quality time with Naomi.




She’d invited him to spend at least his vacation with her at her house. It was further out of the city than Brad’s apartment, and would give them plenty of peace, quiet, and privacy.




Brad could hardly wait. He arrived, perfectly punctual, with his small suitcase neatly packed. Naomi met him at the door, her figure wrapped in soft black fabric that made Brad long to run his hands over her curves.




“Hi,” he greeted, leaning in to let Naomi kiss him. “Where shall I take this?” he hefted the suitcase, eager to put it down so he could have his hands free.




“You can leave it here, for now, I’m not expecting you to need a change of clothing urgently,” she teased lightly. Brad laughed. Yes, he rather hoped not to need to put more clothes on. Once he’d set the suitcase down, he reached out to brush a hand over Naomi’s side just the way he’d wanted. She let him, too, which was nice.




The tour of her house was quick. It wasn’t a huge place but much more homely than Brad’s apartment. He told her as much, making Naomi grin. “Ah, but I’ve only shown you the guest-appropriate places so far,” she told him with a wink. “You get to see the other places, too.”




A thrill raced down Brad’s spine. “More than one place?” he asked, genuinely curious. Of course, he expected to see Naomi’s bedroom before the weekend was over. She’d hardly have invited him to stay at hers if she didn’t want him to share her bed.




But places in the plural was intriguing. “Do I get to see them now? Or is there something else you want us to do?”




Naomi liked telling Brad what to do. They’d talked about it at length. The idea was appealing, but this was the first time they’d really get to play with it for any extended length of time.




She gave a small hum that did nothing but make Brad more interested in what her plans were. “More than one place,” she repeated. “Well, one of them is my bedroom. But I also have a room that is more... ah, adult-orientated and less of a place to also sleep.” She smirked, making Brad’s eyes widen.




Obviously, he expected Naomi to own sex toys. Most women did, didn’t they? But to have a whole room for that sort of thing seemed... extravagant. Yet, also, definitely exciting. Naomi seemed to read his mind because she laughed.




“We can start there, if you’d like,” she teased.




Brad paused. He definitely wanted to see Naomi’s sex room, or whatever she actually called it. But he almost didn’t want it to be because of what he wanted.




So, he lifted his shoulders in a tiny shrug. “We can do whatever you want,” he offered. “I’ll do whatever you want.” That, really, was what Brad desired most of all. “Just tell me what it is.”




The way his words brought a smile to  Naomi’s lips made Brad’s stomach sweep. He felt like it had been the right thing to say, which in turn felt good, knowing he’d said something that Naomi appreciated.




“I want to show you,” Naomi told him. “I want to see whether you’re interested in... playing.” She did smirk at that last bit and frankly, Brad couldn’t imagine what she’d have to have in a sex room for him not to be at least intrigued. His cock was already stirring, even just at the idea of seeing Naomi’s sex room!




She reached for his hand, giving it a small tug. “Come on, then,” she said, leading them upstairs. “This is my bedroom,” she told him before they entered. It was a nice bedroom, but it paled in comparison with the anticipation building in Brad’s stomach at the thought of what he’d see next.




Naomi seemed to know that, too, because she didn’t make them stand there for long. Instead, she led Brad towards a door at the side of the bedroom that he might have normally assumed to lead to a bathroom. Who would’ve suspected a sex room?!




She paused at the door. For a moment, Brad thought she was simply teasing him, making him wait. And then he realized that he could open the door for her. His fingers wrapped around the handle, pushing down and stepping back, letting Naomi pass ahead of him through the door.




The room was small. Maybe it had originally been a walk-in wardrobe. But there was enough room to play, and a bench pushed against the wall that looked like it would take two people.




Glancing around, Brad was so intrigued by everything that he could hardly tell where to begin! The whips and paddles made his mouth go dry with lust. He knew what those were for, even if he’d never actually had one used on him.




A soft chuckle that fell from Naomi’s lips, drawing Brad’s attention to her. “You can touch things,” she told him. “See what seems interesting. We’ve got a whole week, haven’t we?” she smirked. And yes! They did have a whole week and the idea that they might spend all of it around the sort of things in this room made Brad’s body run hot.




He could hardly resist the invitation, his hands eagerly reaching out to brush over the restraints that Naomi had beautifully hanging against the wall. There were ropes and cuffs, leather straps. But there were also spreader bars and other things that Brad only knew about from having seen them on the internet.




His tongue darted out to wet his lower lip. He’d always wanted to try some of these things. And here he was, surrounded on all sides by toys and restraints, things that would introduce him to whole new avenues of sexual pleasure.




At least, that was what Brad hoped! He ran his hand over a spreader bar, his stomach flooded with arousal at how firm it was. There’d be no hiding or closing his legs if Naomi fitted him with that! The loss of control was enough to get Brad’s heart racing.




“I’m not sure I know where to start,” he admitted. “Maybe with some of the gentler restraints?”




Brad didn’t want to underwhelm Naomi, but she didn’t seem bothered by his suggestion. Instead, Naomi took a step closer, close enough that her breasts brushed against Brad’s back. His breath caught in his throat and he turned slightly to look at Naomi. She looked very aware of what she was doing to him. That just seemed all the hotter.




“We can start with some gentler restraints, sure,” she nodded. “What about these?” Naomi asked, running her hand over the wall of paddles and whips. “How do you feel about a bit of pain?” Then, she grinned. “Or a lot of pain, even, if you’re so inclined.”




Heat flooded through Brad’s body as if he’d just downed scalding liquid. But it was a good feeling, one that made him nod eagerly at Naomi’s suggestion. “Yeah,” he breathed, the word almost caught in Brad’s throat.




He had, not that he planned to bring it up, tried hitting himself to see how it would feel. But he always knew the blow was coming, and he was never sure how hard to hit. Having someone else do it was bound to be much, much more exciting!




“I’d like that,” he said, the words coming much more clearly. “I’d like it if you tied me up and spanked me.”




The way Naomi grinned told Brad that she was not opposed to that as an idea. Her hand brushed over Brad’s back, sliding to the base of it, before he felt her fingers graze over his belt.




“We can definitely do that,” she confirmed. “I’d like to start now,” she added. “Why don’t you go back into my bedroom and get naked? I’ll pick some things we can start off with. Something nice and easy to begin with,” she said with a grin. That grin implied that perhaps Brad would experience more than something ‘easy’, but he didn’t object.




Brad might not know exactly what to pick but he did trust Naomi to know what she wanted and to know what he might want without even being aware of it.




He grinned, leaning in to press a brief kiss against her lips. “This is already the best vacation,” he told her easily. Never before had days off work left him feeling positively dizzy with lust. He had no doubt that Naomi would deliver on everything Brad was imagining, and probably more besides!




Leaving her to choose whatever she wanted from the sex room, Brad took the opportunity to look around Naomi’s bedroom as he unbuttoned his shirt. It was comfortable, everything good quality and obviously chosen to make the room look inviting.




The skin of Brad’s back prickled as he let the shirt slip to the floor. His belt and pants followed, leaving Brad in his boxers and socks when Naomi joined him, her arms full of interesting things.




It was hard to decide whether he should show just how eager he was for them to try some of the things that Naomi wanted. Brad was excited, there were no two ways about it. But he was also a little nervous. It wasn’t quite that he’d never tried any of this before. The sex he and Naomi had been having had always had a clear power dynamic.




But being tied up and hurt was definitely new.




New, but interesting.




“I want you to strip all the way,” Naomi told him, giving Brad a smirk. She walked over to the bed, setting down the restraints and the other things. Brad could now tell that there were a couple of whips and one paddle. “I’ll be gentle, I promise,” she added, catching his gaze.




Brad shivered as he reached to pull off his socks, balling them up so that he wouldn’t lose them on Naomi’s bedroom floor. Pushing his boxers down, he could feel the way Naomi’s gaze followed the fabric on its way to the ground. Stepping out of them, Brad turned a slow circle, letting Naomi appreciate his nudity to its fullest extent.




His cock was half-hard already, his nipples peaked by the cool air of the room. Turning back to face Naomi, Brad swallowed. “What now?” In truth, he didn’t know what would come next. And not knowing was exciting. Everything was up to Naomi, the plan would be entirely of her making. All Brad had to do was obey.




He wondered whether Naomi would let him - tell him to! - help her undress. For a moment, he waited. The way she smirked made Brad think she might not. He was right, too, because Naomi nodded towards the bed.




“Lie down on your back, arms up,” she told him. Once Brad had followed the instructions, Naomi walked over, her hand brushing up his chest, over Brad’s shoulders and then up his arms. She easily looped some rope over his wrists and then through the slats in the headboard behind him.




The ropes were loose enough that Brad could move on the bed, but not so much that he’d be able to slip them. Naomi had definitely done this before! That thought was almost as hot as the way the rope held him in place. Almost.




Once she was satisfied, Naomi took a step back. She licked her lips, clearly enjoying the sight of Brad tied up for her. His cock thickened at her interest as he pulled against the ropes without even realizing what he was doing. He just wanted to touch her so badly! Not being able to was a new experience, once that sent arousal sliding down Brad’s spine.




“Are you going to hit me like this?” Brad asked. Whenever he’d imagined it, he’d pictured Naomi focusing a paddle or a whip on his ass, the backs of his thighs. His front felt so much more vulnerable, so much more exposed.




Brad had no idea what to think about that. Somewhat thankfully, Naomi shook her head. “No, not like this,” she told him. “The ropes should give you enough room to turn over, I want you to do that. Turn over and get on all fours.” Brad gave a soft ‘oh’ as the realization dawned on him why Naomi had made the ropes longer, giving him more space to move.




It wasn’t as challenging to roll over as he might have imagined with his hands tied. Brad did give a soft groan when his cock rubbed against the bed, but he didn’t have a lot of time to enjoy that friction, not before Brad moved to get on his all fours just as Naomi had told him to.




Looking back at her over his shoulder, Brad wondered if this was what she’d wanted.




“Very good,” Naomi confirmed, her hand reaching out to stroke over Brad’s ass. She gave it a light squeeze. “Such a good boy for me.”




Pleasure coiled in the pit of Brad’s stomach. Fuck! Such simple words, and yet they made him feel good in a way that enhanced the physical sensations of the robes rubbing at his wrists. “Yeah?” he asked, cheeks burning with embarrassment at how eager he was to hear more of that sweet, sweet praise.

He spread his hands flat against the mattress, using the crisp cotton to ground himself as he dragged in a breath. He didn’t want this to be over too soon, and that meant keeping his head clear! Naomi’s hand squeezed harder, making Brad give a low groan. “You look amazing,” he muttered. “Being in charge suits you.”




“Oh, yes, I know.” Naomi smirked. The confidence in her tone made Brad’s body run even hotter. It was sexy. But it also told him that whatever Naomi was going to do to him, he could trust. It allowed Brad to relax, but he could hardly get rid of the anticipation. Not that he wanted to!




Shifting again, Brad tugged against the ropes. They worked as a great reminder that this was all Naomi. It was what she wanted and he was where she wanted him to be. He turned again to watch her, licking his lips at how good she looked. Brad’s eyes followed her as Naomi picked up the paddle she’d brought through from the sex room.




“I will start light,” she promised. “We’ll do five and see how you feel. If at any point it’s too much, just tell me to stop.” That was easy enough to follow. Brad was glad that she was so clear in her instructions. But he didn’t expect to need to stop.




She ran the paddle softly over the back of his thigh, no impact but simply letting him learn the way it felt against his skin. It was different from touching it with his fingers while it had still been hanging on the wall. Now, as Naomi moved it, Brad felt it as if it were an extension of her hand.




When she pulled it back, Brad tried to brace himself. It was hard when he wasn’t quite sure how it would feel.




But Brad didn’t have to wait long. Naomi brought the paddle up against his ass, the impact gentle, just as she’d promised. Sensation radiated out - not quite pain, but not pleasure either. Just raw feeling.




Brad almost wished it had been less gentle, but he could hardly demand how Naomi chose to hit him. Nor did he want to. Whatever she wanted to do was what he wanted to happen. So Brad waited for the second blow. It was harder, sending a small sting through him. Still, it didn’t feel what he had expected it to feel like.




The third blow was again slightly harder. Brad’s ass must have already been at least a little sensitive, because it felt like more. Even if Brad couldn’t quite explain how. The fourth and fifth blows were about the same, but the fifth made Brad’s breath catch. He didn’t even realize it had until he breathed out when Naomi’s hand brushed over his ass.




“How was that?” she asked. Brad had to turn to look at her, to see the way she looked, eyes darkened with lust. It made his cock throb, the idea that paddling his ass had made her feel hot.




His tongue darted over his lower lip, wetting it while he struggled to find words. “Like… nothing I’ve ever felt before,” he said. His ass throbbed, still not exactly painful but certainly enough to distract him from the task of putting the feeling into sentences!




He pushed his palms flat against the sheets, lifting himself up a little to bring his ass to Naomi’s attention. “Fuck, it’s so hot. You’re so hot!” His stomach clenched with want, desire rolling through him and leaving him breathless.




“I want more”, he stated boldly. Then, realizing it sounded a little rude, he added, “Please.”




Thankfully for him, Naomi didn’t seem too bothered about Brad’s words. He suspected the ‘please’ had worked in his favor. He would try to remember to ask nicely if he had to ask at all. Naomi seemed more interested in reaching for the whip, exchanging it for the paddle.




“We’ll try this now,” she told him. “Eyes forward.” The instruction was clear and Brad’s head snapped to face the wall. Not being able to even see when the whip might land against his skin added an extra layer to the whole affair.




Unlike the paddle, the first blow from the whip did hurt. It didn’t hurt a lot or very much but it was definitely more noticeable. Naomi did well at contrasting it with her soft touch as she ran her fingers over what Brad assumed must’ve been the red lines left against his skin.




Brad sucked in a breath. He could feel every individual place the whip had touched him, the lines stinging across his ass, feeling like they were burning into the muscle. He groaned, rocking back as he tried to alleviate the ever-present ache.




And then he heard the crack as Naomi drew the whip back. He felt a clench in his throat, then the pain came, licking over his ass and making his toes curl. “Oh, fuck!” he cried. “It hurts!”




But he still didn’t want it to stop.




Naomi didn’t even slow down. Brad realized that it must be because he’d been told that if he wanted it to stop he had to say so. It was almost liberating to know that until he said that, Naomi wouldn’t stop. Whether it hurt or not. That knowledge was exciting, letting Brad decide somewhat how much he wanted to be hurt but still leaving all the real power in her hands.




The whip licked across Brad’s ass again, the streaks almost impossible to distinguish, but still, he could. His breath came jagged, quick in response to how sharp the whip was. It was nothing like he’d felt before. Pain had always been just that, just painful. But this mixed with the arousal Brad was feeling, his cock bouncing under him every time Naomi let the whip leave his ass crimson.




When she stopped - paused? - it was to reach out again and stoke her hand over Brad’s ass once more. She pressed her hand tightly into the skin, leading Brad’s heart to beat faster. It felt like all of him was connected and all of him was hers.




He must have been sad as much out loud, because Naomi gave a soft hum. “You are mine,” she confirmed. “Are you going to take a bit more of the paddle? Get your ass all nice and red for me?”




Brad nodded, his throat too tight for words. When Naomi didn’t proceed, he swallowed, moving his tongue around his mouth until he felt able to speak. “Yeah,” he breathed. “I’ll take whatever you want!” Curiosity burned inside him. He wanted to find out how the paddle might feel different now, impacting on the lines left by the whip.




And when Naomi brought it against his skin with a loud thwack, Brad screwed his eyes tight shut. Pain bloomed in his ass, starting in the whip marks but spreading until it covered every inch. Heat radiated through Brad’s bones, making him tighten his muscles to keep from collapsing against the bed.




“Again, please.” His voice was hoarse, sounding almost desperate.




“Such an eager boy,” Naomi hummed. “So wanting.” But it wasn’t said as a criticism. If anything, Brad felt that it might be a compliment. She gave him what he asked for, too. The paddle came down against Brad’s ass hard, making him hiss in pain. But as soon as the impact of the pain passed, the pleasure of it all cruised through him.




His cock was so desperate to be touched, but Brad could almost ignore it completely. His focus was on Naomi, on every movement that she made. And when the paddle hit him again, Brad moaned almost unexpectedly.




“Oh, you like it, do you, baby?” Naomi laughed. “You enjoy being hurt?” There was a smirk on her lips that Brad could practically hear.




“Yesss,” he hissed. “Fuck, Naomi. You’re so strong!” That, in itself, was more of a turn-on than Brad could have anticipated. Just knowing that Naomi had the power - both physical and metaphorical - to hurt him like this made heat pool in Brad’s stomach. And she hadn’t even taken off any of her clothes.




Brad rocked forward, unable to keep still. Though he couldn’t see it, he had no doubt that his ass was scarlet. It certainly felt red-hot, the pleasure and pain of it burning their way up Brad’s spine. He let his head fall forward, shoulders slumping as he gave himself over to whatever Naomi wanted to do next.




She brought the paddle down again and again, a few slaps in quick succession. Each seemed slightly harder than the previous one, each making Brad groan louder. His cock was achingly hard now, the pain and pleasure mixing together. He tried to focus on the pain but it was impossible not to tangle in the way he felt submissive to Naomi, the way he just gave himself over to her.




When Naomi finally stopped, Brad’s ass was throbbing.




“I want you to turn and lie down on your back,” Naomi told Brad. His breath caught a little even at the idea of how his ass would feel being pressed against the mattress. Naomi knew it, too, because when Brad glanced at her, there was a smirk playing on her lips. But more than that, he could also tell how turned on she was and that made it all the more worthwhile.




Slowly, Brad turned, giving a hiss of pain as his ass brushed the sheets. The ropes around his wrists had left their own red marks. Brad could hardly feel that friction, all of his attention consumed by the throbbing in his ass and the indigo heat of his balls.




Once he’d settled, arching his back so his ass would only just kiss the mattress under him, he gazed at Naomi. She was still fully dressed, looking completely composed. Though Brad could tell she was turned on, there was barely a hair out of place. The contrast between that and how debauched Brad felt sent skitters of desire along his skin.




“Are you going to get undressed?” Brad asked. “Please? I want to see you.”




“Well, since you asked so nicely,” Naomi laughed. But she did take a step back so Brad could see her better. Her hands slid over her sides, caressing the curve of her waist and hips before Naomi reached to undo the buttons on the dress she was wearing. It came open easily enough, revealing a set of black lingerie.




Brad’s breath caught as he saw the shade of her hard nipples which were poking against the lace she wore. Naomi, as if knowing exactly where his thoughts had gone, slid a hand up to one of her breasts, teasing the hardened nub with her fingers and giving a soft inhale of breath.




She then shrugged the straps off her shoulders, revealing creamy white skin that made Brad strain against the ropes in an attempt to reach out. He couldn’t, of course. Yet another reminder that it was Naomi who decided when he could and could not touch.




“You’re stunning,” Brad breathed. He had, of course, told Naomi so several times before. But somehow, seeing her like this, while his hands were bound so that he couldn’t express himself through touch, it felt so much more important to appreciate her in words.




And Naomi seemed to like it. She came closer, one hand trailing over Brad’s hip. His cock twitched, but Naomi made no sign of moving to touch it. Instead, she gently pushed down, making Brad lower his ass more fully against the crisp sheets beneath him. He groaned, pain flaring up inside him, gnawing at him in a way that made his breath catch.




“I am going to ride you so fucking hard,” Naomi informed him. “My pussy is absolutely drenched listening to all those beautiful sounds you made. I’d let you feel it but your hands seem a bit occupied.” Again, she smirked. Brad was quickly coming to love that smirk. It came with so many promises as to what she might do to him, how she might use him.




Reaching for the lace against her hips, Naomi pushed her panties down and Brad moaned at the sight of her fully naked. He might not be able to touch her pussy but he could practically see it glistening with her wetness.




Naomi moved then, crawling onto the bed, her body so close that Brad could feel the heat radiating off her before she shifted to straddle him.




He moaned, fingers tightening around the ropes just to give him something to hold onto. When Naomi’s fingers wrapped around the base of his cock, Brad practically saw stars. Even that touch felt so intense, after having no attention on his dick for such a long time.




And then she lifted, guiding her pussy down over Brad’s cock, enveloping him in heat and wetness. The scream that burst from Brad’s lips was primal, echoing off the walls around him. “Fuck! Naomi, you feel amazing.” Her muscles squeezed around him, pulling further grunts and groans that rumbled up from Brad’s chest.




When she came down against him, it pressed Brad more into the mattress and, in turn, sent pain shooting through him. Having Naomi’s pussy so tight around him made the sensation almost unbearable, the pain and pleasure essentially one and the same as it cruised through Brad.




“Uhhh, baby, you feel so good,” Naomi moaned. “Your cock’s so thick, stretching me out so well.” Her words made Brad thrust up to meet Naomi’s body. He would have reached out to her, he was sure she knew, but he couldn’t. That made it all the hotter for both of them. Naomi was the one with power and they both knew it.




She rocked her hips, riding Brad with such force that it made the bed bounce against the wall. Brad groaned, bracing his fingers against the headboard and curling his toes to give him purchase on the sheets. He thrust up, meeting Naomi every time her body crashed down against his.




Her breasts jiggled with her movements. Her pink nipples looked so tempting, Brad could feel his mouth watering at the thought of getting to taste her, to touch her. But he didn’t ask her to move. It was up to Naomi to set the pace, to tell Brad to do whatever she wanted. Desire spread through him, raging all the fiercer from the sweetness of submitting his whims to hers.




If she didn’t lean forward, Brad figured, it was because she didn’t want his mouth on her. Instead, perhaps she wanted him to see her. To see how much she chose to claim him as hers. Brad tugged against the ropes again; there was no give. Naomi had ensured that he had no choice but to submit.




Of course, Brad wanted that.




She felt and looked amazing, bouncing on his cock. Their moans joined up, filling the room. Naomi fucked Brad harder and harder until he could hardly take it anymore. He could feel the climax coiling low in his stomach but Naomi didn’t stop, not even when he told her that he was close.




“I want you to come,” she told him. “I want you to fill me up and I’m going to ride you through it, milk you for all you’re worth.”




Lust pulsed through Brad’s body. He’d never had a woman talk to him like this. He hadn’t known how much it would turn him on! “Fuck, Naomi! I love it. Love the way you talk, the way you fuck me.” He twisted, thrusting up, trying to fill Naomi just the way she had demanded.




It only took a few more thrusts before Brad felt his orgasm building. The sensations rose steadily, knocking down everything in their path. Brad could feel no pain now, not even the faint echo as his ass rubbed across the sheets. All he knew was Naomi - the way she felt, the way she looked, the way she sounded.




He came hard, thrusting his hips up once last time to drive his cock as deep into Naomi as it would go.




True to her word, Naomi rode him through that orgasm. She did slow a little, but kept taking him in just as deeply until Brad was spent, his cock almost too sensitive. It was only then that she slowed, leaning forward to leave a breathless kiss against Brad’s lips. He kissed her back, pulling against the ropes as he tried to reach for Naomi to pull her in closer.




She gave a soft laugh, muffled between their lips. When she pulled back, it was to lift herself up a bit, letting Brad’s cock slip out of her. “Think you’re ready to be untied?” Naomi teased.




Taking just one moment to relish the feeling of the rope against his wrists, Brad nodded. “Yeah,” he confirmed. Hopefully, having his hands free would mean actually getting to touch Naomi! He’d longed to so much, and yet he’d also enjoyed that she wouldn’t let him.




“Do you want me to make you come?” he asked, more than eager to be put to work if it meant repaying some of the pleasure Naomi had given him.




“Oh, I will do,” Naomi laughed. “But not just yet.” She reached up for the ropes, quick at undoing them. It made Brad wonder what different ways to use the rope she knew and whether she planned to tie him up some more. They had a whole week together, there were so many possibilities!




Naomi’s hands were gentle as they removed the rope, rubbing Brad’s arms as she lowered them. Her naked body pressed against his, making Brad want, even if his cock was spent. For now, at least.




“I’m going to give you a tour of the rest of the house,” she informed him. “And I’m going to cook you dinner. And then you can make me come. But you’re not allowed to walk, I’m going to have you naked and on all fours as you follow me, understood?”




Brad’s eyes widened, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat as he swallowed a sudden rush of desire. Nobody had ever asked him to crawl for them. The thought of it, of following Naomi around all evening, showing her that he willingly gave her power over him with every moment spent on his knees, was enough to make Brad moan all over again.




“Yes, Naomi,” he breathed. “I understand. I’ll do whatever you tell me to, go wherever you tell me to.” He licked his lips, clambering off the bed so he could put himself at Naomi’s feet. She reached out, the hand in his hair his reward for obedience. As he gazed up at her, Brad could hardly believe that any of this had really happened. And yet, there was so much more for them still to do.
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