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I was still panting.

Not from what she was doing now, but from everything that came before. From the way I’d just wrecked her. From the way she’d pulled me back in with a kiss that flipped everything sideways.

I was tied down. Sprawled. Breathless.

She straddled my chest like a queen reclaiming her throne - her thighs framing my face, her eyes lit with something new. Something terrifying. Something fucking perfect.

Power.

She leaned over me, heat radiating off her skin. Her hair wild. Her lips flushed.

And I realized, whatever game we’d started before, she was rewriting the rules.

Right here. Right now.

I looked up at her, wrecked. Confused. Desperate. My dick hard, my heart pounding, my whole body still echoing with the need to serve.

"Please," I whispered.

"Please what, slut?" she purred, grabbing a fistful of my hair. "Use your words."

"I want... I want you to use me."

She grinned.

She dragged her soaked cunt across my lips slowly, grinding with deliberate weight. "You want to be used? Humiliated? Fucked like a needy little fuck boy?"

I moaned, desperately nodding, tongue already searching.

"Then open your fucking mouth."

She rode my face. Hard, filthy, shameless. Her moans turned guttural as her thighs trembled around my head. "You’re not my man right now," she growled. "You’re just my toy."
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