


cheeks, her tongue tasting nothing that was not him. She gasped whenever he pulled out, the cool
emptiness of her absence leaving her cheeks flushed, her eyes brimming with tears.

Oh, her eyes. Her lovely blue eyes. They always widened when he shot his seed into her mouth,

her desperate efforts to swallow all his seed written in her expression. She so hated the taste of
sand, her tongue pressed to the earth, and he told her that if she could only swallow everything
she could avoid having to lick it up.

She managed at first, surprising him, so he had started pulling out and brushing her face with the
spurt of his cum, coating her cheeks and lips with his seed. While begging, he would permit her to
collect the cum with the back of her hand and lick her hands clean.

It did not take her long to realize what he was doing, and on his third time pulling out she chased
his cock, leaning forward while holding her position, taking him back into her.

She looked so lewd, so wanton, that he could not help but praise this small rebellion.

“Are you so in love with my cock, Prey?” he asked her. She blinked back tears the first time he
asked her this, looking away. He whipped her for breaking position, laughing again when he spoke
and she resumed servicing him as he willed.

The next time he asked her this she kept his gaze and nearly answered, so he whipped her again.
















