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It took Delia a long time to get ready for her first anniversary with Carlton. She’d bought her outfit weeks ago, and the tight black dress with its plunging neckline made her boobs and ass look incredible. Paired with hot pink stiletto heels and matching lipstick, Delia was confident she looked the part of a dominant woman.




What she wasn’t as convinced of was that she felt all that dominant. When Carlton had asked if she’d be willing to dominate him as an anniversary present, Delia hadn’t been at all sure. Carlton, she knew, had done this kind of thing before, though he insisted that he didn’t need it to be happy. The kinkiest thing Delia had done before tonight was a bit of half-hearted roleplay, and she’d always found that more silly than sexy.




Tonight, she was determined, would be different. For a start, Delia wasn’t pretending to be someone else. Not a naughty nurse or a saucy secretary; she was just going to be herself - only more demanding. She’d done a lot of research, so at least she knew what she was getting into. The fact that she knew Carlton was looking forward to it definitely helped.




He was right on time, and Delia felt a shiver of arousal at the thought of him seeing her. She hadn’t sent him even a picture, so her whole look would come as a surprise. Opening the door gave Delia a rush of nerves and excitement, but she put a brave face on, giving Carlton a smirk. “Good boy,” she greeted him, “I see you didn’t want to be late. Come in.”




The way Carlton’s eyes widened when he saw her made Delia feel much more confident. He didn’t look away even as he came in, eyes focused on her as he shrugged off his jacket, hanging it up neatly. “You look... amazing,” Carlton told her and Delia felt she did a very good job at not blushing at that. Knowing he liked it was very pleasing, but also encouraging, like she’d made the right choices.




After a moment’s pause, Carlton dropped to his knees, surprising Delia. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “Let me serve you?” They had talked about this before, about how much Carlton wanted to please her but even so, it felt a little odd to have him kneel before her. They had also talked about having a safeword, so Delia knew that if at any point she felt uncomfortable, they could stop. This didn’t feel like that.




Even so, Delia didn’t immediately know what to say. She’d looked through a lot of articles, and there were certainly things that had appealed to her in theory, but actually bringing herself to ask for them set off a fluttering of nervous butterflies. Carlton had assured her that he had very few hard limits, and as long as she stayed away from those, she wouldn’t turn him off, but Delia still worried that she’d spoil the experience if she didn’t do it right.




“I want you to crawl through to the living room,” Delia instructed, making a great effort not to sound like she was nervous. This was Carlton’s fantasy, and Delia wanted to make it good. “Go on,” she urged, as Carlton turned towards the door to the next room. “I’ll watch.” She felt a throb of arousal, thinking about Carlton crawling for her, letting her watch his fine ass.




And what a fine ass it was, too. Even in the pants he was wearing - or maybe especially in the pants he was wearing. Delia could see every curve and she hadn’t quite anticipated just how good his ass would look as Carlton crawled. There was also something very thrilling in how he just did it. It wasn’t that Delia had expected to have resistance but it was still surprising how Carlton just followed what she told him to do.




Once he’d made it to the living room, he turned around to look at Delia. “Where do you want me?” He asked, having stilled by the couch. Awaiting further instructions, she realized.




It was exciting, and it felt like quite a big responsibility. Delia hadn’t made a plan, exactly, but she’d researched a lot of different things they could do, so that she’d be prepared for any eventuality. With Carlton’s ass uppermost in her mind, Delia definitely had some ideas.




“Do you want,” Delia started, and then stopped herself. This wasn’t about asking Carlton what he wanted, it was about telling him and watching him obey. Delia ran her tongue over her lower lip. “Stand up and strip for me,” she ordered, loving the way Carlton’s mouth went briefly slack, like he was too aroused to help it.




Just like before, he followed her instructions, no questions asked. Delia appreciated that he didn’t make any sort of note of her slip-up. This was Carlton’s fantasy, he’d asked for it, sure, but he was also letting her explore it in whatever way she wanted to and that gave Delia a little more confidence. Especially as she watched him strip for her, clothes carefully folded and set to one side until he was stood in front of her completely naked.




And completely hard, she noted. Carlton’s beautiful, big cock stood to attention, but he didn’t as much as reach to touch it. That, too, gave Delia power. She was the one who could decide when he touched himself. If he touched himself.




The thought of him touching himself for her was heady, almost more than Delia felt ready for, but she would keep it in mind as something she could consider later. “You’re so good, Carlton,” she praised, having read about how good praise could feel, to those that appreciated it.




She didn’t let herself hesitate, keeping a commanding tone in her voice as she ordered, “Get up on the couch and bend over the arm, with your hands on the table next to it.” It would put Carlton’s ass high enough that Delia could reach it standing, and in her heels.




The way Carlton followed her instructions made it clear that he didn’t even consider not doing so. It gave Delia such an awareness of the power. Obviously, she knew that being in charge came with control, but watching Carlton obey her every word felt very different than having just read about it. He trusted her and that in itself gave Delia power. She reveled in the knowledge that his submission was willing and eager (and wanted).




“Just like this?” Carlton asked, drawing Delia back to reality. Given, the reality was pretty strange, seeing Carlton in the position she’d told him to be, naked and exposed for her. Ready for whatever Delia chose to do next with him and to him.




“Perfect,” Delia agreed, running a hand down Carlton’s bare back. He was lean, his muscles shifting subtly under his skin. She could hear his intake of breath, like submitting to her orders made him so much more sensitive even to the lightest touch.




Slowly, Delia scratched her nails down Carlton’s back, leaving red lines and making him moan in a way that made Delia’s whole body feel hot. She ran her hand lower, stroking over his ass before she drew back. With more confidence than she felt, Delia brought her hand down in a hard slap against Carlton’s ass.




She wasn’t sure what she’d expected his reaction to be, but it definitely wasn’t the deep, loud groan he gave. It sounded erotic, sending tingles down Delia’s body. She’d had an ex who’d liked slapping her ass sometimes, but it had never felt anywhere near the way Carlton sounded. And she definitely had never rocked back, as if asking for more.




“Please,” Carlton added and Delia realized he really was asking for more.




It made her want to give him what he asked for, but Delia also realized it was in her power to make Carlton wait. She did pause, watching as Carlton wiggled, feeling a deep thrum of arousal. “Hold still,” she ordered and had to catch her breath as Carlton obeyed. “Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re so good.”




Wanting to reward him, Delia spanked Carlton again, harder. It left a red mark blooming across his ass, and without thinking, Delia hit him again. “That’s three,” she said, feeling a heat gushing between her legs. “I think ten ought to warm you up.”




“Yes!” Carlton agreed and Delia almost caught herself laughing. Not at him but at how surprisingly eager he was to have her spank him. She couldn’t remember ever wanting it even in a similar way. But she did want to spank him again. It was hard not to when Carlton’s response was so energetic.




Delia could see that Carlton wanted to rock against the couch again, but he didn’t, following the instructions she’d given. “Whatever you want, baby,” he promised and Delia knew he meant it. This was her choice. He would do what she wanted him to. Anything. Everything. It was such a rush of power.




She wanted to keep going, and the next slap she landed on Carlton’s ass sounded so loud that it almost drowned out Carlton’s moan. Almost, but not quite, and Delia smirked at how desperate Carlton sounded. “Four,” she said, feeling elated. She quickly added a fifth and a sixth.




“Your ass is so red, Carlton,” she moaned. She ran a hand over his skin, catching her breath at how warm it was. Digging her nails in made Carlton shake against the couch cushions. “Does it hurt?” she asked.




“Yes,” he nodded but it was such an eager nod that Delia didn’t think the pain was a bad thing. It still helped when Carlton added, “It feels good.” His body was trembling slightly, and Carlton did push back against Delia’s touch, but only a little bit. It still earned him a harsh slap, which resulted in a deep moan from Carlton.




“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so good, Delia. So perfect.” The words sounded almost like a chant, like Carlton wasn’t exactly in control of what he was saying. It felt... empowering, to know that perhaps Delia was in charge of what he was saying. She was definitely in charge of why he was saying it.




Licking her lips, Delia ran a finger slowly between Carlton’s cheeks. “Your ass looks so good,” she said, drawing the word out. An idea was forming, one that Delia had read about, but hadn’t dreamed she would actually do. Carlton’s eager responses were definitely giving her confidence.




“How would you like it if I fucked you?” she asked, pressing a finger teasingly against Carlton’s asshole. “I think I’d like that, bending you over and watching you take me.” Just speaking the words was making Delia feel even more in control. The idea that Carlton would let her.




Turning slightly on the couch, Carlton looked at Delia, his eyes wide. She could tell that he hadn’t expected that and for a brief moment she couldn’t help but wonder if that wasn’t something Carlton wanted. But then his breath caught. “Fuck, yes. Yes, baby. I’d love for you to fuck me.” Each word was punctuated by a harsh breath, like Carlton could hardly contain his excitement.




It made Delia want to kiss him, and since she saw no reason why she shouldn’t, she quickly leaned in. The kiss started softly before Delia remembered that she was the one in control, and she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and kissed him hard, nipping fiercely at his lower lip.




They were both panting when Delia pulled back, and Carlton looked so good that Delia smacked him again, her palm stinging from the contact. “That’s eight,” she told Carlton smugly, feeling that she was doing quite well in being able to keep track despite the distractions.




“Be a good boy and look ahead again,” she ordered, waiting until Carlton did before she brought down her hand two final times in quick succession.




“Keep looking ahead,” she said, her heels clicking against the floor as she went to fetch some lube from the bedroom.




Delia did believe that Carlton really hadn’t moved when she returned, even his eyes still in the exact direction she’d left him looking. It was thrilling to know that she had so much control, that Carlton just did as she told him to, because she told him to. Delia couldn’t help but wonder how far she could push that. And more importantly, how good it’d feel for both of them if she did.




“I’ve brought the lube,” she told Carlton, standing behind him where he couldn’t see her. In the quiet, she could hear the way his breath caught, and it made her positively throb to touch him. She reached out, trailing a hand up the back of his leg as she moved closer. Once she reached his ass, she squeezed, enjoying the hot red flesh against the palm of her hand.




Pulling back, she spread plenty of lube over her finger. She’d enjoyed spanking Carlton, but she didn’t want to hurt him, not with this. “Have you done this before?” she asked. “With another person, I mean.” She hoped the answer was ‘no’ because she wanted to be the first to give Carlton this.




From the way he stilled under her touch, though, Delia could tell that it probably wasn’t a ’no’. She could almost see him weigh up in his head whether to lie, but then he gave a small nod. “I have,” Carlton admitted. His tone made Delia feel almost protective, the way he clearly wished she could be his first. She supposed she would just have to be better than whoever Carlton had experienced this before with.




“You will be,” he said, and she realized she must’ve said it out loud. “Fuck, Delia, I want you so much. I want you to have me, to use me, to take me, to want me.” The words came with harsh breaths that seemed so needy, sending heat straight between Delia’s legs.




“I’m glad you told me,” Delia said, and she was glad her voice still sounded in control. “I always want you to be honest with me.” That was especially true when they were doing something like this, playing with boundaries, but Delia didn’t feel like she needed to dwell on that point. She trusted Carlton, just like he trusted her, and they had far more exciting things to be getting on with.




Teasing her slick finger back between Carlton’s cheeks, Delia groaned at how hot he looked. She could see the muscles quiver as he tried not to move, and guessed how hard it was for him not to angle his hips back to meet her. 




“I do want you,” she told him. “I’m so wet, just from spanking you, and thinking about your ass.” It was true, and Delia would prove it later. Right now, she focused on pressing her finger slowly past the tight ring of Carlton’s muscles. “Tell me how it feels,” she urged.




“It’s so good, baby,” Carlton said straight away. His hips rocked back, a low groan escaping his lips when Delia’s finger slid even deeper. She could see him biting his lower lip, and the way his hands tightened, knuckles almost white. If that was the response to one finger, Delia couldn’t wait to see what another would bring.




There was another sharp intake of breath from Carlton when she added another finger before he gave a soft cry. “Fuck, that feels so good,” he promised. “I love that you want to do this. That you want to take me like this. I’m so yours, Del. Please, just do what you want, yeah? God, that feels good,” he repeated, rocking back harder against Delia’s fingers.




“What I want,” Delia echoed, drawing the words out as she considered what she did want. What she wanted was to watch Carlton completely fall apart, for him to want her so much it was overwhelming. Judging by the needy sounds he was making as Delia slid her fingers in and out of him, it wouldn’t be hard to achieve.




Spreading her fingers wider, Delia moaned almost as loudly as Carlton. “I’m going to take you so well, Carlton,” she assured. “You’re taking my fingers beautifully. I’m going to keep stretching you out, until you beg me to fuck you.”




“Yes, yes, yes,” Carlton chanted, nodding at each word. He pressed back more and then pulled forward, effectively fucking himself on Delia’s fingers. His expression was a mix of concentrated and blissful and it just made Delia want to see how much further she could push him. The way Carlton shifted on the couch, like he was trying to get as much contact from her as possible only went to encourage Delia more.




When she was sure he could take it, Delia pressed another finger inside Carlton. His whole body seemed to vibrate with the groan Carlton gave in response. “Delia,” he moaned. “It feels amazing. Fuck, you feel fantastic.” He carried on pressing back against her fingers, rocking harder and faster.




The power of knowing she could make Carlton so desperate was setting Delia’s whole body alight, and she felt as though she wanted to fuck Carlton more than she’d ever wanted anything. She let her free hand smooth slowly across his back, enjoying the way his movements turned slightly less frantic under her calming influence.




“That’s it,” she praised. “I can feel you relaxing around my fingers, Carlton, you’re doing so well.” Carlton was still tight, but Delia really could feel a difference, the muscles stretching to allow her fingers to fuck even deeper. “It’s going to feel so good when I fuck you, you’ll be so ready.” She had said she would make Carlton beg, and she intended to stick to her word.




His knuckles were almost white as Carlton held onto the little side table next to the couch, rocking back faster and faster onto Delia’s fingers. She could see his cock bouncing below him, but Carlton didn’t seem to pay it any attention. It was almost as if what she wanted came before any needs he might have, and Delia loved how easily he was just giving himself over to her. It showed a lot of trust, she knew that.




“Please, Del,” Carlton said, catching her attention. “I want to be good for you, please let me show you how well I can take it,” he begged. It was precisely the sort of begging that Delia had been waiting for.




Slowly, she pulled her fingers free, making soothing noises when Carlton whined. “You’ve been so good,” she promised. “I just need you to do one more thing for me.” She’d considered fucking Carlton on the couch, but she wanted to take him to her bed, for him to remember the next time they had sex there exactly what Delia had done, how much she’d wanted him. “Come down off the couch, and crawl to the bedroom,” she ordered, taking a step back herself to give Carlton the room.




When he crawled away from her this time, he looked even better than before, and Delia loved knowing that he was hard for her. She watched, her body feeling so hot that it reminded her she was still dressed. She’d have to change that.




“Kneel there and watch me,” she ordered, as she followed Carlton into the bedroom. She stripped slowly, enjoying the weight of Carlton’s gaze on her, until she could pull her dress down and reveal the barely-there lingerie she’d bought specifically for this occasion.




Carlton’s tongue darted over his lips as he watched Delia. "Will you let me serve you?" He asked, breath catching in his throat. It didn’t escape Delia that Carlton didn’t touch himself. He simply knelt there, watching her, like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. His hard cock stood to attention, and when he saw Delia looking, Carlton parted his knees more, as if to put himself on show.




“I will, later,” Delia agreed. “Right now, I want to fuck you.” She didn’t tell Carlton to move, not yet, instead slipping off her bra and running one finger in teasing circles around first one nipple, and then the other. When both were hard, Delia bent over, giving Carlton an excellent view of her breasts while she pulled out a harness and a strap-on.




Looking at the many buckles and straps, Delia had a moment of nerves that she would put it on wrong, that she wouldn’t be able to give Carlton what she’d promised. Looking up to see him watching her, any anxiety vanished. She took a step closer. “Help me put this on,” she ordered, handing him the harness. If Carlton had done this before, perhaps he already knew how it worked, and even if he didn’t, at least this way, Delia could preserve her air of authority.




Almost instantly, Carlton proved that she’d made the right choice because he eagerly crawled forward. Reaching out for one of Delia’s ankles, his hands were ever so soft as he lifted her leg leading it through one of the straps. He repeated the motion with the other one, too, before just as slowly moving the harness up over Delia’s thighs and hips before it was loose against her.




Carlton’s breath caught before he leaned in more to fasten the straps. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed and Delia could tell how much he wanted to put his mouth on her, could feel his hot breath against her leg but she hadn’t said he could so Carlton didn’t. Instead, he secured the strap-on in its place and then looked up at Delia expectantly.




Delia reached out, running a hand through Carlton’s hair, taking a moment to appreciate just how good he looked, his eyes dark with lust and his cheeks and chest flushed with excitement. She saw the way Carlton tilted his head, just enough to make her hand tug lightly, though she doubted he was even consciously aware of the action. She filed the thought away, planning to put it to good use.




“Get up on the bed, with your ass towards me,” she instructed, and bit back a moan as Carlton scrambled to obey her. It was such a turn-on, how quickly he jumped to follow her every order. “I’ve enjoyed keeping you waiting,” she said, honestly, “but now I don’t think I can wait anymore.” She followed him up onto the bed, kneeling behind him and coating the strap-on with lube before she pressed it lightly against his asshole.




The loud ’fuck’ that fell from Carlton’s lips made Delia slow slightly, but he began to push back more, which she took to mean that she should proceed. His breath almost instantly started coming in short pants, and small chants of ‘yesyesyes’ and ‘Delia, please’ followed. The eagerness with which Carlton took her cock inside him was so hot and Delia ran a hand over his back, enjoying when Carlton leaned back more.




“God, you’re so good,” he breathed. “So big, I love that you want this.” And it was true that Delia did want this and she enjoyed knowing that just as easily she could take it away and Carlton would still thank her.




Delia did pull back, but only for a moment before she pushed her hips forward, moaning as she watched the cock disappear into Carlton. It was a novel sensation, to be the one doing the thrusting, and one that Delia was very much enjoying. “I want you,” she promised, “any way I can have you.” And right now, she wanted Carlton just like this, pressing the cock all the way into him, until her hips were flush against his still-red ass.




Reaching forward, she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and gave a tug which was just hard enough to hurt. The noises Carton made in response were setting Delia’s pussy on fire, but she wasn’t ready to stop. Instead, she rolled her hips slowly, setting a rhythm of hard, steady thrusts, pulling almost all the way out of Carlton before she fucked back into him.




“Fuuuuck!” Carlton cried out, but it definitely was in pleasure rather than pain. Delia could see how his knuckles whitened as Carlton gripped the bedsheets. It made her want to pound into him harder, to see his whole body shift as she did so. Carlton’s moans and groans came in loud, short bursts. He pressed back onto her, meeting Delia’s thrusts halfway.




There was no doubt in Delia’s mind that Carlton was enjoying himself, that she was the one responsible for the pleasure he was feeling. It was hers to deliver and hers to take away if she chose to. That power seemed almost dizzying.




“Touch yourself,” Delia ordered, almost surprising herself with how eager she sounded. She would never before have dreamed of making Carlton touch his own cock when she had free hands to do it, but right now she wanted to focus on touching him in other ways - one hand still in his hair and the other hard against his hip so she could fuck into him exactly as she wanted. “Touch yourself while I fuck you,” she added, shivering with her own arousal.




She worked to keep her thrusts hard and deep, tugging on Carlton’s hair at intervals, so he could never quite know when it was coming. Pushing the cock all the way in, Delia ground her hips against Carlton’s ass, making him groan at the friction against skin already sensitive from her spanking earlier. “Does it feel good?” she asked, wanting to hear Carlton, to see just how far from coherent he might be already.




“Yes! Fuck, yes, Delia, it feels amazing,” Carlton cried out and Delia could see his arm moving, knowing that his fist was tight around his own cock. It was thrilling, sparkles of fire shooting through her, at the thought that not only was he touching himself because of her but that he was touching himself because she’d told him to. Having so much of a say in this, taking charge of whatever they were doing in the bedroom, made Delia’s pussy ache.




As Delia’s hips slammed into Carlton harder and harder, she could hear his moans increase. “I’m so close, Delia,” he half-whined. “May I come?” And the request sounded so needy that it took Delia a moment to realize that she could just say no.




“Wait,” she said, the cock pounding into Carlton harder as he whined in response. He didn’t come, though. Delia could tell by the way his hand kept moving, moans pushed out of him every time she thrust her hips forward, like he couldn’t even control it.




Knowing Carlton was holding off his own orgasm just because Delia had said so was so hot, and Delia reveled in it for a few more thrusts, but she did want Carlton to come while she was fucking him. Squeezing even harder against his hip, Delia fucked into Carlton’s ass as deep as she could go, holding onto his hair with her other hand. “Now,” she decided. “Now you can come for me, Carlton.”




“Delia!” He shouted, body tightening. Delia could feel Carlton’s muscles shift under her touch, his body going hard and then relaxing under her. She couldn’t see him come, but the sounds he made were plenty of indication that he did as soon as she let him. That, too, was so incredibly hot, just knowing that he would come on command, not before, not after. He’d come for her exactly when she told him to.




“Fuck, Carlton,” Delia breathed, running a more soothing hand over his back. “You’re so good. So obedient.” It excited Delia to know she was telling Carton what he wanted to hear, and it was also true that so far, Carton had done everything she’d asked him to.




“Stay still a minute,” she said, as she pulled the strap-on slowly out, giving Carlton’s muscles plenty of time to relax around it again after his orgasm. Once the cock was out, and Delia had stepped out of the harness, she pressed a kiss to his back.




“Turn over,” she instructed and waited until Carlton had before she drew her panties down her legs and moved to straddle him on the bed. “I’m going to let you serve me,” she announced, feeling a throb of arousal at even the thought.




“Yes,” Carlton moaned, his hands coming up to settle against Delia’s hips. His touch was so soft and light, almost as if he was worried he might break her if he touched her harder. “Please, anything you want. Just tell me, I’ll do it,” he promised eagerly, one hand stroking up over Delia’s side, awaiting further instructions.




Once again, Delia settled her hand in Carlton’s hair. She loved the sheer power it gave her, and Carlton’s reactions when she tugged only made it better. She moved even higher so that she was practically sitting on Carlton’s face, and used the hand in his hair to guide his mouth between her legs.




“Lick my pussy,” she ordered. “See how wet I am from fucking you, and watching you do everything I asked.” Delia really was incredibly wet, and if she wasn’t careful, she was sure she could come just from a few touches of Carlton’s tongue. “Avoid my clit for now,” she instructed. “I want you to fuck me with your tongue, instead.”




At the first touch of Carlton’s wet tongue, Delia moaned loudly. It felt amazing, both because she’d wanted this but also because she knew he wanted it. Telling Carlton precisely what to do made her pussy that much hotter against his tongue. He was obeying beautifully, licking into her just as she’d instructed. With her hips sifting, Delia rode Carlton’s tongue, giving a sharp cry at the sensation.




He was very good at following her instructions, not touching her clit just as she’d said. Never before had Delia felt like she had so much control over just how a man went down on her and it felt great to know that Carlton would do exactly as she told him to.




“Fuck,” she moaned, tugging at Carlton’s hair. She wanted him to hear how much she was enjoying it, and she let her lips fall open as her moans grew louder and louder. “You’re doing so well, Carlton.” He was, making a heat spiral out from where his tongue dipped into her over and over again.




The pleasure built steadily, getting more and more intense. Delia knew that it would take hardly a touch before she flew over the edge, and she wasn’t quite ready to let go. “Tease my clit, Carlton, but don’t make me come,” she said, her tone half command and half plea.




Just as instructed, Carlton ran his tongue up to circle around Delia’s clit, but he didn’t put any pressure on it. He knew what Delia liked, so teasing her proved to be very easy. Nonetheless, Delia enjoyed it, because she knew she could tell him to make her come and Carlton would. Instead, he did as she’d told him. His tongue felt hot against her and Delia rocked her hips forward, pleasure shooting upwards through her body as Carlton held onto her hips to steady her against his mouth.




He gave a low moan that seemed to vibrate through Delia’s whole body. A sound of pleasure fell from her lips in turn, she was so close to letting her orgasm overtake her, but Carlton’s tongue continued to circle around her clit, just light enough not to make her come.




“You’re so good with your mouth,” Delia said, her hand moving more softly through Carlton’s hair. “Always so good, but especially now.” Delia couldn’t properly put into words how good it felt to be so close to orgasm and trust that Carlton wouldn’t push her over the edge until she asked. It made her feel doubly in control - of both her own pleasure and Carlton’s actions.




Her muscles tightened as the pleasure threatened almost to overpower her, but Carlton’s must have sensed it because his tongue slid down to tease against her pussy again. Delia rocked her hips against it, her actions more and more forceful as desire crested in her like a wave.




Gripping Carlton’s hair harder, so she could ride against his tongue, Delia almost screamed. “Make me come,” she ordered. “Fuck, Carlton. Make me come now.”




His tongue returned to Delia’s clit almost with force, hard as he pressed against it before Carlton used his lips to suck it. With his tongue continuing to tease Delia, she could feel the speed with which her orgasm was approaching. Pleasure rolled through her as Carlton moved his tongue faster and faster, Delia’s liquids dripping down his face as she rocked against his mouth.




And then in a flash, her orgasm shook through her body, muscles tightening as she trembled. Carlton carried on licking her, but his touches were now softer, as if to bring her back down from the edge she’d crossed.




She gave a soft moan, letting Carlton carry on until she felt too sensitive for his movements to bring her pleasure. “Stop,” she cried, using the hand in his hair to guide his mouth away from her. She let go, moving down the bed until she could bend and press her lips to Carlton’s, licking the taste of her from his mouth.




“You were incredible,” she said, one hand softly stroking Carlton’s side. Delia couldn’t help but feel that she had been incredible, too, and the knowledge of the power she’d had over Carlton glowed warm within her. “I didn’t know I would like it so much,” she said, almost shyly as she returned to her own persona, “but I really did.” She smirked, feeling confidence well up in her again. “I take it you enjoyed yourself?”




Carlton gave a soft laugh, his hand stroking down Delia’s back and to her ass, which he gave a light squeeze. “Yes,” he nodded. “You were fucking amazing, Delia,” he told her, making Delia smile wider. Carlton looked so content and she loved knowing that it was her doing. Her instructions were what had made him look so good. It was exciting to think about what else he might do, how he might enjoy this in future.




“Would you want to do it again?” Carlton asked, echoing Delia’s thoughts. “We don’t have to, of course, if you rather not,” he rushed to add and Delia’s heart swelled with how much she appreciated that. He had liked it, but he’d give it up in an instant if that’s what she wanted.




She shifted, stretching out along Carlton’s side, one hand resting on his flat stomach, feeling the rising and falling of his breath. “I would like to do it again,” she said, looking up to give him a soft smile. “Even if I hadn’t enjoyed it, I think I’d want to do it again just because of how much you did, but it was a lot hotter than I expected, telling you want to do.”




She leaned in, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. She wouldn’t want to be in charge all the time, but it was something she looked forward to doing again. “Your birthday’s coming up,” she teased, which was true, “but I don’t think we have to wait for special occasions in future.”
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