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The soft afternoon light filtered through the blinds of Pete's apartment, catching dust motes dancing in the air. Twenty-six-year-old Pete sat on the edge of his bed, watching Naomi move around the room with a grace that made his chest tighten. At twenty-seven, she carried herself with the kind of self-assurance he could only dream of possessing.

Naomi wore a delicate lace teddy in deep crimson, the sheer fabric hugging every curve of her athletic frame. The neckline plunged just enough to hint at the fullness of her breasts, while high-cut sides accentuated her powerful hips and thighs. She wasn't just beautiful. She was captivating, the kind of woman who made rooms go quiet when she entered.

Pete's eyes traced the intricate patterns of the lingerie, how it contrasted with her smooth skin, how the thin straps suggested rather than concealed. He adjusted his glasses, suddenly aware of how simply he was dressed, in just a faded band t-shirt and comfortable jeans.

Sometimes it still hit him like a physical blow. This woman. This incredible woman was his. She chose him. The thought sent a rush of warmth through his body, equal parts disbelief and gratitude.

"You're staring, Pete," Naomi said without turning, her voice warm and teasing. She paused before his full-length mirror, running a hand through her long dark hair.

Pete felt his cheeks flush. "Sorry. It's just... you look... wow."

She turned then, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she approached him. The mattress dipped as she sat beside him, her thigh pressing against his. The scent of her perfume, something floral and spicy, filled his senses.

"Wow works," she murmured, leaning close enough that he could feel her breath against his ear. "But I want to hear more than that."

When she looked at him like that, with those dark eyes that seemed to see right through to his soul, Pete felt simultaneously exposed and cherished. He was hers. Completely. And somehow, in being hers, he was finding parts of himself he never knew existed.

Naomi shifted on the bed, turning to face him fully. Her fingers traced the seam of his jeans, a slow, deliberate movement that made Pete's pulse quicken.

"You know," she began, her voice dropping to a lower register that vibrated through him, "if I hadn't approached you that night, we probably wouldn't be here right now."

Pete blinked behind his glasses. "What do you mean?"

A small, knowing smile played on her lips. "You were watching me all evening. I could feel your eyes from across the bar. But you never came over."

Heat crept up Pete's neck. "I... I didn't think you'd be interested in someone like me."

Naomi's hand stilled on his leg, her fingers pressing slightly into his thigh. "That's exactly what I mean. You thought I was out of your league, didn't you?"

Pete couldn't meet her gaze, focusing instead on the intricate lace pattern of her teddy. "Maybe."

"Definitely." Naomi's voice held no accusation, only certainty. "If I had waited for you to make the first move, we'd still be strangers. But I saw something in you. Something worth pursuing."

She leaned closer, her breasts pressing against his arm. "I'm the lucky one, Pete. I found exactly what I was looking for."

When Pete finally looked up, he found her eyes fixed on his with an intensity that made his breath catch. "Me?"

"You," she confirmed, her fingers sliding up to cup his cheek. "Now, about that 'wow' you mentioned earlier..."

Naomi slipped into her tight blue leggings, the fabric clinging to her hips and thighs in a way that always made Pete's mouth go dry. She pulled on a simple tank top, the thin material doing little to hide the curves beneath.

"Kasha's coming over for coffee," she announced, smoothing her hands down her legs. "Be nice."

Pete nodded, already moving toward the kitchen to start dinner preparations. As Naomi settled onto the sofa, the doorbell rang. When Kasha entered, Pete nearly dropped the knife he was holding. She was strikingly beautiful, a Black woman with curves that commanded attention, wrapped in a flowing dress that moved with her every step.

"You're late," Naomi said, though her smile suggested otherwise.

Kasha laughed, dropping onto the sofa beside her friend. "Fashionably, as always."

Pete focused on chopping vegetables, but his ears remained tuned to their conversation, their voices weaving together in easy familiarity. The scent of Naomi's perfume mingled with the aroma of brewing coffee and the sizzle of onions hitting the pan.

"Still have him cooking for you?" Kasha teased, her voice carrying clearly.

"Of course," Naomi replied. "I trained him well."

Pete's cheeks warmed at the words, though there was no real sting in them. He heard Kasha's appreciative hum, then the clink of coffee mugs. Their laughter floated from the living room as he seasoned the chicken, his movements practiced and precise. Naomi had found Kasha during college, their friendship immediate and unwavering. Now, as Pete listened to them share stories, he felt a strange mix of jealousy and gratitude. These were the moments that reminded him how much of Naomi's world he was still discovering, how much of his own she was reshaping.

"Don't burn anything," Naomi called out.

"Never," Pete replied, turning toward them with a small smile. Naomi's eyes met his across the room, dark and knowing, and for a moment, the sounds of sizzling oil and coffee brewing faded into the background. Just her gaze, holding his, reminding him exactly where he belonged.

Kasha stirred her coffee, the spoon clinking softly against porcelain as her gaze drifted toward the kitchen. Pete was still at the counter, his focus entirely on the chicken sizzling in the pan, unaware of her scrutiny.

"You're not serious about him, are you?" Kasha asked, her voice low but clear. "I mean, he's... sweet, but Naomi, he's so..."

Naomi leaned forward on the sofa, her expression untroubled. "He's exactly what I want."

"He's not your usual type," Kasha persisted. "No offense, but he seems a little... passive."

Naomi's lips curved into a slow smile. "That's part of the appeal. There's something wonderful about a man who knows how to listen, who wants to please."

Kasha raised an eyebrow. "Please how?"

The air between them seemed to shift, charged with unspoken understanding. Naomi's eyes darkened as she lowered her voice further. "I have certain tastes. Things I want to explore. Pete, he's eager to learn, willing to try. There's no ego in the way."

Naomi shifted on the sofa, her gaze distant as she considered her words. "I want someone who'll trust me completely, who'll let me take control. Not just in the bedroom, but in how we connect. Pete, he looks at me like I'm the center of his world, and honestly? I enjoy that feeling."

Kasha's eyes widened slightly. "So this is about more than just a boyfriend?"

Naomi met her friend's gaze directly. "It's about finding someone who fits. Someone who completes what I'm looking for in all the right ways."

From the kitchen came the sound of plates being arranged, and Naomi's expression softened as she watched Pete work. "Plus," she added quietly, "have you seen how he looks at me when he thinks I'm not paying attention? That's not something you fake."

Naomi leaned closer to her friend, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that carried an edge of excitement.

"There's more," she murmured, her eyes gleaming. "Things I haven't even mentioned to him yet."

Kasha leaned in, her coffee forgotten. "Like what?"

Naomi's fingers traced patterns on her own thigh through the thin fabric of her leggings. "I want to... take charge in ways he's never imagined. Dress him up. Lace panties, maybe a thong. Something delicate against his skin."

Kasha's mouth fell slightly open, her eyes widening. "Lingerie? For Pete?"

Naomi nodded, a slow, deliberate movement. "Yes. And that's just the beginning. I want to train him, to open him up to new sensations. Eventually... I want to peg him."

The word hung between them, bold and unapologetic. Kasha stared at her friend, truly stunned this time. She set her mug down with a soft click, her mind racing.

"I had no idea," Kasha finally managed, her voice hushed. "I knew you were confident, but... this is... intense."

Naomi's gaze shifted toward the kitchen, where Pete was now plating their dinner, humming softly to himself. A fond smile touched her lips.

"He doesn't know yet," Naomi admitted, her tone softening. "Not any of it. But I see it in his eyes sometimes. That curiosity, that desire to please. I think... I think he'll be receptive."

Kasha shook her head slowly, processing this new information about her friend. "And if he's not?"

Naomi's confidence didn't waver. "He will be. I know how to guide him there. Pete, he wants to be good for me. He just needs someone to show him what that looks like."

Kasha's eyes drifted toward the kitchen, catching the subtle movement of Pete's frame as he leaned over the counter. Her gaze lingered appreciatively on the way his jeans hugged his backside, the denim defining a curve that was unexpectedly appealing.

"Okay," Kasha murmured, turning back to Naomi with a knowing smirk. "I'm starting to see the appeal."

Naomi raised an eyebrow, waiting.

"He's got a nice ass," Kasha said bluntly, though there was admiration in her tone. "That tight little butt in those jeans... yeah, I get it now."

A slow smile spread across Naomi's face, pride mingling with desire. "It's even better without the jeans."

Kasha's eyebrows shot up, but she didn't look surprised. Instead, she sipped her coffee, her eyes thoughtful. "I bet. There's something... compelling about seeing a guy like that completely devoted to someone like you. It's the contrast, you know?"

Naomi nodded, her expression satisfied as she watched Pete move through the kitchen with practiced efficiency. "That eagerness to please, that willingness to submit... it's the sexiest thing in the world."

Kasha set her mug down, her gaze softening with understanding. "When he looks at you, it's like you're his entire world. That kind of devotion... it's powerful."

Naomi's fingers traced the rim of her own coffee cup as her eyes remained fixed on Pete. "I know. And the best part is, he doesn't even realize how perfect he is for me yet."

Kasha leaned back against the sofa cushions, a thoughtful look crossing her face. "You know, if Pete has any friends like him... I might need to meet them." Her lips curved into a playful smile. "Just sayin'."

Naomi laughed, the sound warm and genuine as she reached for her coffee mug.

"What's so funny over there?" Pete called from the kitchen, his voice carrying over the sizzle of the pan.

Kasha exchanged a quick glance with Naomi. "Nothing," Naomi called back, "just some girl talk."

Pete nodded, turning his attention back to the chicken simmering in the pan. The scent of garlic and herbs filled the apartment as he stirred, his movements steady and focused. From the living room, he could hear the soft murmur of their voices continue, a comforting backdrop to his work.

"We're still keeping things pretty vanilla right now," she said, "but pushing it just a little." Naomi admitted, lowering her voice further as she leaned toward Kasha. "But I'm planning to turn up the intensity soon."

Kasha leaned in, captivated. "How so?"

A slow smile spread across Naomi's face. "I always take the lead. Like the other day at the cinema..."

Naomi paused, her eyes glinting with memory. "During intermission, I led him to the restroom. Made him kneel right there on the tiled floor."

Kasha's eyes widened. "In public?"

"Exactly," Naomi continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper. "I stood over him, lifted my dress, and let him taste me. His tongue exploring my pussy right there where anyone could walk in."

Naomi shifted on the sofa, her thighs pressing together. "The look in his eyes while he knelt there... so eager to please, so devoted. That's what I want more of."

Naomi's eyes drifted toward the kitchen as she continued her story, a secret smile playing on her lips. "After the break," she murmured, "I gave him a handjob right there in the dark of the cinema."

Kasha leaned forward, her coffee cup forgotten in her hands. "You didn't."

"Oh, I did." Naomi's voice was low, intimate. "His body tensed under my touch, so responsive. When he came, I cupped my hands to catch every drop."

She paused, her gaze distant for a moment before returning to Kasha. "Then I held my fingers to his lips, glistening with his own release."

Kasha's eyes widened. "What did he do?"

"At first, he hesitated." Naomi's fingers traced the rim of her mug. "Turned his head away slightly. 'I've never... never tasted cum before,' he whispered."

Kasha's breath hitched, but Naomi continued, her tone calm, matter-of-fact. "I just held his gaze, let him see how much it meant to me. 'It's important to me, Pete,' I told him, my voice soft but firm. 'I want you to taste yourself on my fingers.'"

Naomi's expression softened with memory. "And slowly, so tentatively, his tongue touched my skin. Just a flick at first, then longer, more confident as he realized there was nothing to fear."

Kasha stared at her friend, stunned into silence. Naomi's knowing smile returned. "You should have seen his face afterward. This mix of shame and pride and desire all tangled together. That's when I knew for certain." She paused, letting the weight of her words settle. "That's when I knew he'd let me guide him anywhere." Kasha finally found her voice, though it came out as a breathy whisper. "Naomi, I... I had no idea."

Naomi leaned back against the sofa cushions, a thoughtful expression on her face. "You know, Pete told me about his ex the other day. Jane."

Kasha raised an eyebrow. "Oh? Do tell."

"Apparently," Naomi said, her voice dropping conspiratorially, "their sex life was... shall we say, minimal? Once every two months, if that. And always—" she paused for effect "—with the lights off."

Kasha's coffee cup paused halfway to her lips. "You're kidding."

"I wish I was," Naomi replied, shaking her head. "Can you imagine? No visual at all, just... whatever happened in the dark."

Kasha let out a burst of laughter, setting her mug down with a clink. "Once every two months? That poor man was practically living like a monk."

Naomi joined in the laughter, her shoulders shaking. "The best part is when he told me, he looked so relieved, like he'd been carrying this huge weight around."

"Jane sounds like a real catch," Kasha said, wiping tears from the corners of her eyes. "Did she also make him sign a waiver before touching her?"

Naomi snorted, covering her mouth with her hand. "I don't think she believed in touching, period. Probably communicated through telepathy."

Kasha leaned forward, her eyes twinkling. "Or maybe she just lay there like a mannequin while Pete did all the work in the dark."

"Oh god," Naomi gasped, clutching her stomach. "Don't make me imagine it."

From the kitchen, Pete glanced over at them, a curious expression on his face. "Everything okay over there?"

"Fine!" Kasha called out, still giggling. "Just discussing the merits of blackout curtains."

Naomi shot her friend a warning look, but her smile remained. "Poor Jane," she said, her voice softening slightly. "She really missed out."

"More like poor Pete," Kasha corrected, taking a sip of coffee. "But then again, maybe we should thank her. If she'd been any good, he might still be there instead of here with you."

Naomi's gaze drifted toward the kitchen, watching as Pete carefully arranged vegetables on their plates. "You're right," she said softly. "I should send her a thank you card."

Kasha grinned. "Make it a nice, sexy one. With lots of bright colors."

The conversation drifted to lighter topics—work gossip, a new art exhibit Kasha was curating, and Naomi's upcoming trip to visit her sister. Their laughter filled the apartment, easy and genuine, as they traded stories and memories. When Kasha finally glanced at her phone, her eyes widened.

"Is that the time?" she exclaimed, rising from the sofa. "I've got to run, early meeting tomorrow."

Naomi walked her to the door, their hug lingering for a moment. "Call me later this week," Naomi said.

"You know it," Kasha replied, with a final wink before disappearing into the hallway.

As Naomi closed the door, Pete emerged from the kitchen, carrying two plates. "Dinner's ready," he announced, setting them on the small dining table. "Sit."

He watched as Naomi settled into her chair, the candlelight catching the smooth curve of her throat. He took his seat opposite her, the aroma of garlic and herbs wafting between them.

"So," Pete said, cutting into his chicken, "what had you two giggling like schoolgirls earlier? Sounded like you were having way too much fun without me."

Naomi paused, her fork halfway to her mouth. She met his gaze across the table, her expression softening. "Oh, nothing exciting. Just catching up on girl stuff."

She took a bite of chicken, chewing slowly before continuing. "You know how it is—talking about people we went to college with, complaining about work, the usual." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his knuckles. "Nothing you'd find interesting, I promise."

Pete's eyes crinkled at the corners as he watched her. "You never know," he said softly, turning his hand to capture hers. "I find most things about you interesting."

Naomi's lips curved into a slow smile as their fingers intertwined on the tabletop. "Maybe next time," she murmured, her voice dropping slightly. "For now, let's just enjoy this delicious dinner you've made."

Dinner plates cleared, they settled on the sofa, the glow of the television casting shifting blues and golds across the living room. Pete shifted closer, his arm draped casually along the backrest behind Naomi, his fingers occasionally brushing against her shoulder.

"You know," he said, his voice a low murmur against the backdrop of dialogue from the screen, "those leggings... they're really something."

Naomi tilted her head back to look at him, a small smile playing on her lips. "Oh? Something good or something bad?"

"Definitely good," he replied, his gaze dropping to where her body met the sofa cushions. "The way they fit... it's just... really nice."

"Nice how?" she prompted, turning slightly toward him, her movements drawing his attention.

Pete's eyes traced the curve of her hip, the fabric molding to her form. "Your ass," he said, the word barely above a whisper. "In these blue leggings... it's perfect."

A slow, deliberate smile spread across Naomi's face. "Perfect, huh?" She shifted slightly, angling her body to give him a better view. "Keep talking."

The television continued to flicker, forgotten, as Pete's gaze remained fixed on her. "It's just... the shape, the way they hug every curve." His fingers moved from the sofa backrest to gently trace the line of her waist, then lower, following the contour of her hip. "I've been thinking about it all night."

"Have you now?" Naomi's voice was laced with amusement and something deeper, something that made his touch linger. "And what exactly were you thinking?"

Pete leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. "Just how much I'd like to peel them off you... slowly."

"What is it about my ass that you like so much?" Naomi asked, her voice softening with genuine curiosity.

Pete's fingers traced the curve of her hip through the thin fabric. "It's so plush," he murmured, his gaze still fixed on her. "And thick. I just want to eat it."

Naomi's eyebrows rose slightly, a slow smile forming on her lips. "Eat it?" she repeated, the words hanging between them. "You want to try ass worship? Licking it, sniffing it, massaging it?"

His fingers paused their exploration. "I've never done that," he admitted, though there was no hesitation in his voice, only a raw curiosity. "But it sounds... actually very kinky and hot."

"Then you could eat it," she murmured, the words barely above a whisper but sharp enough to cut through the room's stillness. "You could lick my ass."

Heat bloomed across Pete's cheeks, a flush that traveled down his neck. He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. "I... yes," he breathed, the word catching slightly.

Naomi's eyes glinted in the dim light as she shifted closer, her fingers tracing along his jawline. "And what about your ass?"

His brow furrowed. "What about my...?" The question trailed off as understanding dawned in his eyes.

She leaned in, her voice dropping even lower. "Would you let me play with it?"

The room seemed to tilt. Pete's eyes widened as he pulled back slightly, his breath hitching. "I've... I've never tried that," he managed, his voice tight with nervous energy. "You're... into that?"

Naomi's lips curved into a sly smile. "Maybe," she murmured, her fingers still tracing his jaw. "We could start with something simple."

She paused, letting her words hang in the air. "Or maybe I could start with you."

Pete's breath hitched. "What do you mean?"

"I mean," she said, her voice dropping lower, "would you consider letting me put a butt plug in you? Or..." She let the words trail off before continuing. "Or maybe I could fuck you with a strap-on."

His eyes widened, shock flashing across his face before settling into stunned curiosity. "You're... serious? You'd want to do that?"

"Very," Naomi confirmed, her gaze steady. "Have you ever thought about it?"

"No, but..." He swallowed, his mind racing. "Have you? Tried that, I mean?"

Naomi's expression softened slightly. "Once, a long time ago. There was this guy I dated briefly." She shifted, her hand moving from his jaw to trace circles on his chest. "He was into it, so I tried it for him."

Pete watched her, processing this revelation. "And?"

"And I liked it," Naomi admitted, her voice quiet but confident. "The control, the way he responded..." She met his eyes again. "It was powerful."

He let out a shaky breath, his eyes never leaving hers. "I'm... shocked," he admitted, his voice low and hoarse. A flush crept up his neck, coloring his cheeks in the dim light of the room. "But..." He paused, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. "It's turning me on. A lot."

"Would you want to try tonight?" Naomi asked, her voice soft but deliberate. "Let me play with your ass?"

Before Pete could form a response, she pushed herself up from the sofa, rising to her feet. The television cast a blue glow across her movements as she turned away from him, bending at the waist. The blue leggings slid down, inch by inch, revealing the smooth curve of her buttocks. No underwear beneath. Pete's breath caught in his throat.

"I... I'm not ready yet," he managed, the words barely audible in the quiet room.

Naomi paused, her leggings pooled around her thighs. Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she reached back, her fingers hooking into the soft flesh of her ass. She pulled the cheeks apart, revealing the puckered skin of her anus. It was small, tight, a deeper shade than the surrounding skin, surrounded by fine, nearly invisible hairs.

"Sniff," she commanded, her voice low and authoritative. "Sniff my ass."

Pete swallowed hard, his heart hammering against his ribs. He shifted forward on the sofa, his face inches from her exposed skin. He inhaled deeply, the scent filling his senses. It was sweet, like honey and musk mixed together, with something uniquely Naomi underneath. His tongue darted out, wetting his lips as he breathed her in again, the aroma making his head spin with desire.

Naomi pushed back, bringing herself closer to his face, the soft globes of her ass pressing against his cheeks. The warmth of her skin seeped into him, her scent intoxicating. "Lick," she commanded, her voice low and husky.

Pete's breath hitched, but he complied. His tongue tentatively traced the tight ring of muscle, tasting her salt and something uniquely Naomi—a flavor that made his blood heat. The sensation was unlike anything he'd experienced, the forbidden nature of it sending jolts of electricity through him.

She moaned softly, arching her back slightly. "Yes, just like that," she encouraged, her voice thick with pleasure. "Deeper. I want to feel your tongue inside me."

He obeyed, pressing his face between her cheeks, his tongue probing gently at first, then more insistently. The tight muscle gave way slightly under his persistent exploration. From his position, he could feel the heat radiating from her core, and when his fingers brushed against her inner thigh, he discovered how wet she had become. Her slick juices coated his fingertips as he traced the outline of her pussy lips.

"Oh god, Pete," she gasped, pushing back against him more insistently. "That feels incredible. Your tongue in my ass while my pussy drips for you." Her voice was strained with pleasure, each word punctuated by small gasps. "Don't stop. Push deeper. Make me feel every inch of you."

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue working more insistently now, exploring her most intimate place. The texture of her skin against his tongue, the musky-sweet scent filling his senses, the way her body quivered under his attention—it was overwhelming and intoxicating all at once. Naomi's moans grew louder, more frequent, her hips rocking in a rhythm that matched the movements of his tongue.

"You're making me so wet," she panted, her hand reaching back to tangle in his hair. "My pussy is dripping, thinking about what else you'll do to me tonight." Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer. "Don't you dare stop. I want to feel you everywhere."

Pete pulled back, his face inches from her skin, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Naomi," he breathed, his voice thick with desire. "I'm so fucking hard right now I can barely think straight."

Naomi slowly straightened up, turning to face him. The leggings remained bunched around her thighs, leaving her exposed from the waist down. She took a step closer, her eyes dark with intent.

"Now that you've had your fun with my ass," she said, her voice low and deliberate, "it's my turn to play with yours."

Pete's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. He looked from her eyes to her bare thighs and back again, a flicker of anxiety crossing his features before settling into reluctant curiosity. "Okay," he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. "Let's... let's try it."

"Stand up," Naomi said, her voice soft but firm. "And take off everything."

Pete hesitated for a moment, his fingers fumbling with the hem of his shirt. He pulled it over his head, his movements a little stiff as he followed her command. His jeans followed, then his boxers, until he stood completely bare before her in the dim glow of the living room.

Naomi disappeared into the bedroom without another word. The soft rustle of drawers opening and closing drifted through the apartment. When she returned a moment later, her hands were empty save for a single piece of fabric.

A pink lace thong dangled from her fingers, the delicate material catching the light as she moved closer. The sight of it—so feminine, so intimate—made Pete's breath catch in his throat.

Naomi stopped before him, the thong swinging gently from her hand. "Hold out your foot," she said, her eyes locked on his.

Pete complied, lifting his left foot slightly off the floor. Naomi knelt, her movements graceful as she guided the delicate lace up his ankle, then his calf, over his knee. The thin straps settled against his skin, foreign and electrifying.

"The other one," she murmured, her breath warm against his thigh.

Pete lifted his right foot, and Naomi repeated the process, her fingers brushing against his skin with each adjustment. Once the thong was in place, she stood, her eyes traveling over his body, lingering where the pink fabric hugged his hips.

"Turn around," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Let me see how it looks from behind."

Pete turned slowly, his face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. The lace stretched taut across his buttocks, the thin strip of fabric disappearing between his cheeks.

Naomi's fingers traced the edge of the lace, her touch light and deliberate. "Perfect," she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Just what I imagined."

"Bend over the sofa," Naomi said, her voice soft but firm. "Hands on the cushions, knees apart."

Pete moved as if in a trance, his muscles tight with anticipation. He positioned himself on his knees, leaning forward until his hands rested on the soft fabric of the sofa cushions. The pink lace of the thong pulled taut against his skin, the thin strip of fabric disappearing between his cheeks. He felt exposed, vulnerable, yet a strange current of excitement ran through him.

Naomi stepped closer, her bare feet silent against the hardwood floor. Her hands came to rest on his lower back, her touch electric. "Look at you," she murmured, her fingers tracing the delicate edge of the lace. "So beautiful like this."

Her hands roamed lower, cupping his buttocks through the thin fabric. She squeezed gently, testing the weight and feel of him. Pete held his breath, his heart hammering against his ribs.

"I love how these look on you," Naomi continued, her voice thick with satisfaction. "The way the pink lace contrasts against your skin." Her nails scraped lightly against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, making him shiver.

She hooked her fingers under the thin strip of fabric at his back, pulling it aside to fully expose him. The cool air against his exposed skin made him jump slightly. Naomi laughed softly, a low, throaty sound that sent another wave of arousal through him.

"Perfect," she whispered, her fingers tracing the curve of his ass. "Absolutely perfect."

Naomi's fingers brushed against his skin, her touch sending shivers up his spine. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a low, husky whisper that carried an edge of authority.

"What a good boy," she murmured, the words laced with an intoxicating blend of praise and condescension. Her tone had shifted, transforming from intimate to commanding in an instant. "So obedient, so eager to please."

Her hands moved to his hips, her fingers hooking under the thin strip of pink lace. "Now," she commanded, her voice firm, "pull that thong to the side. Let me see that pretty little asshole of yours."

Pete hesitated for a heartbeat, his breath catching in his throat. The dominance in her voice sent a jolt through him, a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal that made his hands tremble as he reached back. His fingers fumbled with the delicate fabric before finding purchase, pulling the lace aside to expose himself fully to her gaze.

Naomi leaned in, her breath warm against his exposed skin. A moment later, he felt the wet heat of her spit land directly on his anus. His whole body tensed at the sensation.

Her finger traced circles around the tight ring of muscle before gently probing at the entrance. Pete let out a soft whimper as her finger pressed inward, the unfamiliar pressure sending waves of conflicting sensations through him.

"Shh," Naomi murmured, her voice low and soothing. "Relax for me."

As her finger slowly sank deeper, Pete's breath hitched. A low moan escaped his lips, a sound born from the strange mix of stress and arousal coursing through him. He could feel every inch of her finger as it explored his most intimate place, the sensation overwhelming and intensely intimate.

"That's it," Naomi encouraged, her free hand resting on the small of his back. "Just breathe through it."

"Don't move," Naomi said, her voice soft but commanding. She straightened up, her hands leaving his skin, and padded toward the bedroom.

Pete remained bent over the sofa, his knuckles white where he gripped the cushions. The thong stretched taut against his hips, a reminder of his vulnerability. He listened to the soft sounds of Naomi moving in the other room, the slide of a drawer opening, the faint rustle of items being shifted. Each sound stretched the tension in the room, making his heart beat a little faster.

When Naomi returned, her bare feet made no sound on the hardwood floor. Pete could feel her presence behind him before he saw anything. Then her hand came to rest on his lower back, a grounding touch.

"I brought something to help you relax," she said, her voice low.

Pete twisted slightly, trying to see over his shoulder. His eyes widened at what he saw in Naomi's hands. A small, smooth dildo it was maybe five inches long, curved slightly at the tip, and a bottle of clear lube.

His throat tightened. "Naomi..." The name came out as a shaky breath, barely audible.

She knelt behind him, the bottle making a soft clicking sound as she opened it. "Trust me," she murmured, her voice dropping to that husky whisper that always made his skin tingle. "I'll go slow."

She poured lube onto his ass, and he tensed. "Relax," she murmured, her voice low and soothing. "Just breathe for me."

He felt the tip of the dildo pressing against his anus, and a soft whimper escaped his lips. "Don't be afraid," Naomi said, her voice gentle. "It's very small. I've taken twice this size in my ass."

He swallowed, his throat tight. "Have you really...?" The question hung in the air, laced with disbelief and a hint of excitement.

A soft laugh escaped her lips. "Yes." Her finger traced circles around his entrance, spreading the lube. "Really."

He let out a shaky breath. "I want to try that sometime," he admitted, his voice barely audible. "Fucking your ass."

"Maybe someday," she said, her voice low and teasing as she pressed the dildo deeper into him. "If you earn it."

The pressure increased, a slow burn that made Pete gasp. His knuckles whitened on the sofa cushions as he fought to relax, to let her in. Naomi's other hand came to rest on his hip, a steadying presence.

"Just breathe," she murmured, her voice a soothing counterpoint to the intense sensations. "I've almost got it all in."

The dildo sank deeper, stretching him in ways he'd never imagined. A strangled sound escaped his lips, half discomfort, half something else something that made his cock throb against his thigh.

"That's it," Naomi encouraged, her fingers tightening on his hip. "You're taking it so well." She twisted the toy slightly, and Pete's whole body jerked at the new sensation. "Almost there now."

With one final, deliberate push, the dildo seated itself fully inside him. Pete let out a shuddering breath, his body trembling with the effort of accommodating it. For a moment, neither of them moved, the silence broken only by their ragged breathing.

"Look at you," Naomi murmured, her voice thick with approval. "So sexy like this." Her tone held that edge of dominance that made Pete's pulse quicken. "I'm so proud of you."

Before Pete could respond, she began to move the dildo within him. Her thrusts grew faster, deeper, each movement deliberate and precise. Her other hand drifted lower, cupping his balls, her fingers gently massaging the sensitive sac.

Pete's breath hitched at the dual sensations. The dildo filling him, stretching him with each thrust, combined with her touch on his balls, sent waves of pleasure coursing through him. He pressed his forehead against the sofa cushion, his body trembling with the intensity of it.

Naomi's fingers wrapped around his shaft, her grip firm yet gentle. She began with slow, deliberate strokes, her thumb circling the head of his cock with each upward movement. Pete's hips bucked involuntarily, his breath coming in ragged pants as pleasure coiled tight in his groin.

"Please," he gasped, his voice raw with need. "Don't stop."

Naomi's pace quickened, her movements becoming more insistent. The dildo inside him seemed to pulse in time with her strokes, creating a rhythm that drove him wild. His muscles tensed, his back arching as he felt himself approaching the edge.

"Almost there," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Just a little more."

Pete's entire body went taut, his toes curling as he teetered on the brink of release. His balls tightened, drawing up against his body. Just as the first wave of orgasm began to crest, Naomi's hand suddenly stilled, her fingers gripping his shaft at the base, denying him release.

"N-no," he choked out, his body trembling with frustration. "I was so close."

Naomi leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his back. "Not yet," she said, her breath warm against his ear. "I want you to beg for it."

She waited until his body stopped quivering, until his breathing had steadied slightly. Then she began again, her strokes slower this time, more deliberate. Each movement was calculated to build his arousal, to push him closer and closer to that precipice.

His moans grew louder, more desperate, as she worked him with expert precision. The dildo inside him seemed to press against all the right spots, intensifying every sensation. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands gripping the sofa cushions so tightly his knuckles turned white.

"Naomi, please," he begged, his voice hoarse. "I need to cum. Please let me cum."

Her pace quickened, her strokes becoming more erratic, more frenzied. Pete could feel it building again, that delicious tension that promised release. His mind went blank, all his focus narrowing to the sensations coursing through his body.

Just as he felt himself tip over the edge, Naomi's hand stilled once more, her grip tightening around the base of his shaft. A frustrated sob escaped his lips, his body shaking with unspent desire.

"Fuck," he panted, his forehead pressed against the sofa cushion. "Please, Naomi. I can't take much more."

Naomi's fingers traced idle patterns on his thigh, her touch both soothing and torturous. "One more time," she promised, her voice low and teasing. "And if you're a good boy, I'll let you cum."

She began again, her strokes fast and relentless. The dildo moved inside him with abandon, each thrust hitting that sensitive spot that made his vision blur. Pete's entire body felt electric, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

This time, when he felt himself approaching release, he didn't hold back. "Please, Naomi," he cried out, his voice breaking. "Please, please, please. I need to cum. Let me cum for you."

Naomi's grip tightened, her strokes becoming even more rapid.

Naomi slowly withdrew the dildo, setting it aside before sinking onto the sofa cushions beside him. She leaned back, spreading her legs to expose herself fully.

"Stand up," she commanded, her voice low and thick with desire. "I want you to cum on my pussy."

Pete rose unsteadily to his feet, his legs trembling from the intense stimulation. He looked down at Naomi, at her flushed skin and glistening folds, at the hunger in her eyes. His cock, already achingly hard, seemed to swell even more at her command.

He wrapped his hand around himself, the familiar motion strange yet electrifying after everything they'd just done. Naomi watched him, her lips slightly parted, her fingers trailing lightly over her inner thighs. The sight of her waiting, open and wanting for him, sent a fresh jolt of arousal through his body.

Pete's strokes quickened, his hand moving with frantic urgency. The tension that had been building through Naomi's careful teasing finally found release, coiling tight in his groin before snapping.

A guttural cry escaped his lips as his orgasm crashed over him. His body tensed, hips jerking forward as thick streams of cum shot from his cock, painting Naomi's pussy and inner thighs with milky white. Pulse after pulse of hot seed splashed against her skin, some dripping down to pool on the sofa beneath her.

Naomi moaned softly, her fingers spreading through the fluid on her skin. "Yes," she breathed, her voice raw with satisfaction. "Just like that."

Pete staggered, his knees nearly buckling as the last waves of pleasure washed through him. He braced himself against the back of the sofa, his chest heaving, his body slick with sweat.

Naomi smiled up at him, her fingers still trailing through the evidence of his release. "Look what you've done," she murmured, her voice dropping to that husky whisper that made his skin tingle. "Made such a mess all over me."

"Get on your knees," Naomi commanded, her voice soft but unwavering. "Lick me clean."

Pete's heart hammered against his ribs as he sank to the floor before her. The hardwood was cold against his knees. His gaze fell to her pussy, to the mess he'd made—milky streaks of cum coating her folds and glistening against her inner thighs. The sight sent a conflicting rush of heat through him, equal parts arousal and humiliation.

"Please, Naomi..." The words escaped him before he could stop them.

"Please what?" Her fingers tangled in his hair, applying just enough pressure to guide his face downward. "Please don't make you taste yourself? Too late for that, I think."

His breath hitched as his mouth neared her. The scent of sex filled his nostrils—her musk mingled with the metallic tang of his own release. He hesitated for a heartbeat longer before extending his tongue.

The first contact made his entire body tense. Salty, slightly bitter—the taste of himself mixed with her sweetness. He flattened his tongue against her, collecting the thick fluid, his movements awkward at first.

"Thaaat's it," Naomi murmured, her fingers stroking his hair. "Show me how sorry you are for making such a mess."

Pete's cheeks burned with shame, but beneath it, a current of arousal pulsed through him. He worked his tongue more deliberately now, tracing the delicate folds of her labia, gathering every trace of his cum. Each swallow sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him, yet his cock stirred with renewed interest at her soft moans of appreciation.

"Good boy," she praised, her thighs trembling slightly. "Get every last drop."

His tongue found the pool that had collected at her entrance, the taste more concentrated there. Part of him wanted to pull away, to end this degradation, but another part—dark and hungry—craved more. Craved her approval, her dominance, the strange intoxication of surrender.

When he was finished, Naomi pulled his head back to inspect her. "Not bad," she said, tracing a finger along her still-damp inner thigh.

"Do you think you deserve to fuck me now?" Naomi asked, her fingers sliding between her legs to circle her clit.

Pete swallowed, his eyes locked on the sight. "Yes."

Her fingers paused, and her gaze hardened. “Look at yourself. On your knees for me.
Tell me you want this.”

The word hit him like a slap, but his cock twitched in response. He wrapped his hand around his semi-erect shaft, stroking himself as he watched Naomi play with her pussy.

It didn't take long before his cock was fully erect again. He positioned himself between her legs, the tip of his shaft pressing against her slick entrance. With one smooth motion, he sank into her heat, his hardness filling her completely.

Naomi's back arched off the sofa, a loud moan escaping her lips. "Yes," she gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "Use me."

He began to move, his hips setting a steady rhythm as he thrust into her. Each push drew another moan from her throat, the sounds growing louder as her arousal built. Her free hand flew to her clit, rubbing in frantic circles as he fucked her.

The sight of her and how her head thrown back, breasts bouncing with each thrust, fingers working furiously at her own pleasure, it sent a fresh wave of desire through him. He could feel her walls tightening around him, pulsing as her orgasm approached.

Suddenly, her body went rigid. A scream tore from her lips, raw and uninhibited as she came. The intensity of her release caught him off guard, and for a moment, all he could think about was whether the neighbors had heard. Then her inner muscles clamped down around him, and her orgasm washed over her in powerful waves, her body trembling uncontrollably as she cried out his name.

A strange mix of pride and unfamiliarity washed over him. He'd never been used quite like that before.

Pete collapsed onto the sofa beside Naomi, his limbs feeling like jelly. The silence stretched for a moment, broken only by their ragged breaths and the distant hum of traffic outside. Naomi shifted, turning to face him. Her fingers found his, threading through them in a gesture that was both tender and possessive.

"You did so well," she murmured, her voice softer now, stripped of its commanding edge. "I'm proud of you."

Pete's throat tightened. He turned his head, his eyes meeting hers. In the dim light, her expression was unreadable for a moment before softening into something warmer.

"I love you," she said, the words simple but carrying the weight of everything they'd just shared. "So much."

He squeezed her hand, unable to find words. Naomi leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead. When she pulled back, her eyes held a new spark of excitement.

"I want to explore more," she admitted, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "With you. There's so much more we could do."

Pete's heart rate picked up, a mixture of apprehension and anticipation coursing through him. He nodded slowly, his gaze fixed on hers. "Okay.." He just managed to say, his voice hoarse.

They remained on the sofa in the lingering afterglow, their skin still damp with sweat. The silence stretched between them, comfortable yet charged. Naomi shifted, propping herself up on an elbow to look at him.

"Pete," Naomi began, her voice dropping to that low, intimate register that always made his breath catch. "There's something I want us to try."

He shifted on the sofa, turning to face her more fully. "What is it?"

Her fingers traced idle patterns on his thigh, a movement that sent shivers up his spine. "I want you to wear panties for me."

The words hit him like a physical blow. Pete's eyes widened, heat flooding his cheeks as his heart began to pound against his ribs. "P-panties?" he stammered, the word tasting foreign in his mouth. "Like... women's underwear?"

Naomi's lips curved into a slow smile. "Exactly that. Lace, silk, thongs... whatever I choose for you."

Pete's mind raced, images flashing through his head—himself in delicate lace panties, the thin fabric hugging his hips, the sheer absurdity of it. Part of him recoiled at the thought, shame coiling in his stomach. But another part... another part stirred with a dangerous curiosity.

"I..." He swallowed, his throat suddenly tight. "I don't know if I can do that."

Naomi's fingers moved to his chin, tilting his face toward hers. Her eyes held his, dark and intense. "You can," she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. "And you will."

Her thumb stroked his jawline. "Because you're special, Pete. You're not like other men. You trust me, you want to please me. That's what makes this so exciting."

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. "And I really, really want this. Not just for me—for us. It's another layer to explore, another way for you to show me how devoted you are."

Pete's pulse hammered in his ears, a mix of fear and something else—something dark and thrilling—coursing through his veins. He could feel the weight of her expectation, the promise of her approval if he complied.

"Please," she murmured, her voice dropping to a near whisper. "Do it for me."

Pete let out a shaky breath, his gaze dropping to where her fingers still rested on his thigh. After a moment that stretched into eternity, he nodded.

"Okay." The word was barely audible, but it was enough.

Naomi's smile was triumphant. "Good boy," she purred, her hand moving to cup his cheek. "You won't regret this, I promise."

Pete knew this was only the beginning. The words had barely left his lips, yet the reality of what he'd agreed to began to sink in, a strange cocktail of apprehension and excitement churning in his stomach. He wanted to please Naomi, would do almost anything for her approval, but the image that formed in his mind—him in delicate lace panties—made his cheeks burn.

"I..." he started, then cleared his throat. "How would... would I even fit?" His eyes dropped to his own half-soft cock resting against his thigh. "There's not much room in those things."

Naomi's laugh was soft and genuine as she shifted closer on the sofa. Her fingers traced lazy circles on his inner thigh, dangerously close to where his question originated.

"Oh, that won't be a problem at all," she purred, her voice dropping to that husky register that made his skin tingle. "In fact, your little cock is perfect for it."

The word "little" hung in the air between them, and though her tone was gentle, Pete felt a flush of shame heat his neck. But beneath it, his cock twitched with interest.

Naomi noticed. Of course she noticed. Her smile widened as her fingers inched closer, ghosting over his length. "It's cute, really. All neat and tucked away in something delicate." She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "The contrast is what makes it so hot."

Her hand closed around him then, her grip firm yet teasing. "Don't worry your pretty little head about it," she murmured, giving him a light squeeze that made him gasp. "I'll make sure everything fits just right."

Pete's hips bucked involuntarily as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate. The combination of her touch and her words—that mix of praise and humiliation—sent waves of conflicting sensations through him. His mind raced with images of himself in various styles of panties, some lacy, some silk, each more exposing than the last.

"There now," Naomi whispered, her thumb circling the head of his cock, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there. "You're getting hard just thinking about it, aren't you?"

Pete could only nod, his throat too tight to form words. His cheeks burned with shame, yet his body betrayed him, responding eagerly to her touch, to her dominance.

"Good boy," she murmured, releasing him just as he began to thrust into her hand. "Tomorrow, we'll go shopping together. I'll pick out your first pair."

The thought of walking through a lingerie store with Naomi, of selecting panties for himself while she watched—it was both terrifying and exhilarating. Pete's mind raced, imagining the soft fabrics against his skin, the way they would hug his hips, how Naomi would look at him wearing them.

"Trust me," Naomi added, her fingers tracing patterns on his thigh. "By the time I'm done with you, you'll wonder how you ever wore anything else."

To be continued..
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