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I could feel his eyes on me the moment I walked into the apartment. His controller was in his hands, but he wasn’t playing. He was waiting. I could smell it in the air—that tension, that unspoken question that hung between us like a thread about to snap. I’d been out late... Again. And he knew what that meant.

“Hey, babe,” I said casually, leaning down to give him a quick kiss. His lips met mine, but his body was stiff, his gaze sharp. I pulled back, brushing my hair behind my ear, and flashed him a smile. “I’m just gonna hop in the shower, okay?”

I turned to leave, but his hand shot out, wrapping around my wrist. His grip wasn’t hard, but it was firm. Enough to stop me in my tracks.

“Why do you need to shower?” he asked, his voice lowl.

I tilted my head, feigning innocence. “What, do you want me not to shower?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stood, pulling me into him with a force that made my heart skip a beat. His lips crashed against mine, hungry, demanding. His hand slid up my thigh, under my dress, and I felt the cool air hit my skin as he yanked my panties to the side. His fingers plunged into me without warning, and I gasped into his mouth.

I was still wet. Still slick with someone else’s cum.

He broke the kiss, pulling his fingers out slowly, his eyes locked on mine. They were glistening, coated in the evidence of what I’d done. His jaw tightened, and I could see the conflict in his face—the anger, the jealousy, and something else. Something darker.

“Is that what I think it is?” he asked, his voice trembling with barely contained emotion.

I didn’t flinch. Instead, I smirked, leaning back against his desk. “Why don’t you taste it and find out?”

For a moment, he just stared at me, his chest rising and falling with deep, uneven breaths. Then, without a word, he walked around me and sat in his chair. I could feel his eyes on me as I sauntered over, my hips swaying with deliberate slowness. I stood in front of him, spreading my legs wide, and pulled my panties aside again. His gaze dropped to my pussy, swollen and glistening, and I saw the flicker of something in his eyes—desire, maybe even shame.

“Come here,” I said softly, my voice dripping with encouragement. “Just try it.”

He hesitated for a moment, but then he leaned forward, his hands gripping my thighs as he buried his face between my legs. His tongue pressed against me, tentative at first, but then more insistent as he tasted the mess that wasn’t his. I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair, urging him deeper.

“That’s it,” I whispered, my voice dripping with pleasure. “Taste it. Taste that fucking cum.”

His tongue moved faster, lapping at me with a desperation that sent shivers. I could feel him getting harder, his cock pressing, straining against his pants as he devoured me. The sight of him—his lips slick with cum, his cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and humiliation—was enough to push me over the edge. My back arched as I came, my fingers tightening in his hair as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

When I finally caught my breath, I looked down at him, his face a mess, his eyes blank and desperate. “Now fuck me,” I demanded, my voice sharp and commanding.
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