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​Chapter 1: Sparks at the Bar
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Amber pushed through the heavy wooden door of O'Malley's Pub, the familiar creak barely audible over the low hum of Friday-night chatter and clinking glasses. The air inside was thick with the scent of aged whiskey, stale peanuts, and a faint undercurrent of cigarette smoke that lingered despite the no-smoking signs plastered everywhere. It was the kind of dive bar that hadn't changed in decades—faded posters of Irish landscapes on the walls, a jukebox in the corner playing classic rock anthems from the '80s, and a sticky floor that grabbed at the heels of her black pumps with every step. The week had been an absolute grinder for her: back-to-back Zoom calls with demanding clients who nitpicked every detail of her marketing proposals, passive-aggressive emails from her micromanaging boss that made her want to scream into her coffee mug, and then coming home each evening to Kyle's quiet, predictable routine that felt more like a comforting blanket than the fiery passion she secretly yearned for. Her husband was sweet, almost painfully so—always remembering to pick up her favorite takeout on Fridays, folding the laundry without being asked, and offering gentle back rubs that never quite escalated into the rough, animalistic groping she fantasized about in the shower. But sweetness wasn't what her body craved anymore; it was like trying to quench a raging thirst with lukewarm water. At thirty-two, with her curves filling out in all the right places after years of yoga and the occasional indulgence in chocolate cake, Amber felt a restless heat coiling deep inside her core—a primal urge that polite missionary sex twice a month simply couldn't uncoil or satisfy. She needed something raw, something that would leave bruises on her hips and a delicious ache between her thighs, something that would make her feel alive again instead of just existing in the monotonous rhythm of married life.

She slid onto a stool at the far end of the bar, deliberately choosing the spot away from the rowdy groups clustered near the dartboard, where laughter erupted in bursts and the occasional curse word flew like a poorly aimed dart. The bar top was cool under her palms, scarred from years of spilled drinks and careless elbows, and she shrugged off her tailored blazer, letting it drape over the back of the stool. Underneath, she wore a sleeveless black top that hugged her full breasts a little more daringly than what she typically sported in the office, the fabric thin enough that the outline of her lace bra peeked through if the light hit just right. Her auburn hair fell in loose, tousled waves over her shoulders, framing a face that was flushed from the walk over and the anticipation bubbling inside her. She crossed her legs, the short skirt riding up slightly to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs, and she knew without looking that the low neckline was drawing eyes from across the room. Good. Tonight, she wanted to be seen, to be desired, to feel that electric pull of someone's gaze lingering on her body like a promise of forbidden pleasures. She adjusted her posture, arching her back just a fraction to accentuate her cleavage, and scanned the room with a subtle hunger in her green eyes, wondering if anyone here could ignite the spark she so desperately needed.

The bartender approached with an easy, predatory stride that commanded attention without even trying, his presence cutting through the ambient noise like a knife through silk. He was tall, easily six-foot-three, with broad shoulders that strained against the fabric of his black button-up shirt, the kind of build that suggested hours spent lifting weights or perhaps something more primal, like wrestling or manual labor. His skin was a warm bronze under the soft glow of the bar's Edison bulbs, hinting at a heritage that could be Mediterranean or Latin, and a trimmed beard framed a strong jaw that looked like it had been carved from granite by a sculptor with a fetish for masculine perfection. The sleeves of his shirt were rolled up to his elbows, revealing corded forearms dusted with dark hair and a few faint tattoos peeking out—symbols that looked tribal or perhaps nautical, adding to his aura of mystery and raw sexuality. His dark eyes, almost black in the dim light, held a smoldering intensity that made Amber's stomach flip the moment they locked onto hers. The name tag pinned to his chest read "Marcus," and as he wiped his hands on a bar towel slung over his shoulder, she couldn't help but notice the way his jeans clung to his powerful thighs and the subtle bulge at his crotch that promised something substantial and satisfying.

"What can I get you?" His voice was deep, velvet-rough, like he'd just finished smoking a fine cigar and chased it with a shot of aged whiskey, the timbre vibrating through her bones and settling low in her belly.

Amber met his dark eyes head-on, feeling the first flicker of something electric and dangerously intoxicating—a spark that made her nipples harden against the lace of her bra and her pulse quicken between her legs. She licked her lips unconsciously, tasting the faint salt of her own anticipation. "Surprise me. Something strong. Something that bites back hard."

One corner of his full mouth lifted in a smirk that was pure, unadulterated sin, revealing a flash of white teeth that contrasted with his beard. "I know just the thing. Hold tight."

He turned to mix her drink, his movements fluid and sure, like a dancer who knew every step by heart but improvised with lethal grace. Amber watched shamelessly, her eyes tracing the play of muscle under his shirt as he reached for bottles, the way his biceps flexed when he shook the mixer, and how his jeans hugged his firm ass when he bent slightly to grab a garnish from the lower shelf. The sight made her thighs clench involuntarily, a rush of warmth flooding her core as she imagined those strong hands gripping her hips, pulling her close. When he finally slid the glass toward her—a rich amber liquid swirling with a twist of orange peel and a couple of olives skewered on a pick—his fingers brushed hers deliberately, lingering just a second too long, sending a jolt of heat straight to her clit.

"Filthy Martini. Extra dirty, just how I like it." His grin widened, eyes twinkling with mischief. "Loaded with olive brine and a splash of pure sin. It'll coat your tongue and leave you wanting more."

She took a slow sip, the salt and gin exploding on her taste buds in a burst of briny sharpness that made her eyes water slightly, the alcohol burning a path down her throat and igniting a fire in her chest. "Jesus Christ. That's absolutely obscene—salty, slick, and hits all the right spots."

"In the best possible way, I hope." He leaned on the bar, his forearms flexing as he rested his weight forward, bringing his face closer to hers, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woody and masculine, mixed with the faint tang of sweat from a busy shift. "Rough week? You look like you could use a little unwinding."

"You could say that," she replied, swirling the glass idly, watching the thick liquid cling to the sides like a lover's reluctant goodbye. "Endless spreadsheets that blur together after hour ten, performance reviews that feel like interrogations, and a boss who thinks passive-aggressive notes are motivational. I need to forget all that crap for a few hours, drown it in something potent."

Marcus chuckled, the sound low and warm, rumbling from deep in his chest like distant thunder promising a storm. "I can definitely help with that. I'm an expert in making people forget—names, worries, even their own damn inhibitions." He poured himself a small shot of the same gin, clinking it against her glass in a casual toast before downing it.

Their conversation started light and breezy, like a gentle breeze before a hurricane—bad bosses who deserved to be flipped off in meetings, the nightmare of rush-hour traffic that turned commutes into endurance tests, and the absurdity of office politics that made high school drama seem tame. But it slid effortlessly into something sharper, more intimate, as if the alcohol was loosening not just their tongues but the barriers between them. He asked what she did for fun when she wasn't chained to a desk, his eyes roaming over her body with unabashed appreciation, lingering on the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. She admitted she used to dance in crowded clubs, losing herself in the throb of bass lines and the press of sweaty bodies, strangers' hands brushing too close in the dark, igniting sparks of illicit thrill that made her feel desired and dangerous.

"And now?" he pressed, his voice dropping an octave, eyes never leaving hers while he absentmindedly polished a glass with a towel, the motion rhythmic and hypnotic, like he was stroking something far more intimate.

"Now I'm... domesticated," she said, the word tasting bitter on her tongue, like overripe fruit gone sour. She took another long, lingering drink, the gin warming her from the inside out, making her skin flush and her thoughts turn wicked. "Married life—dinner parties with boring couples, Netflix binges on the couch, and sex that's as exciting as folding socks."

Marcus's gaze flicked to her left hand, noting the simple gold wedding ring she hadn't bothered to remove, its shine dulled under the bar lights. He didn't comment on it directly, just refilled her glass without asking, adding an extra splash of brine that made the drink even filthier, the olives bobbing like buoys in a stormy sea. "Domesticated doesn't suit you at all," he said quietly, his tone laced with a challenge. "I can see it in the way you hold yourself—like you're a wildcat pretending to be a house pet, holding back a storm that's just begging to rage. Your eyes give it away; they're hungry for something feral."

Amber's pulse quickened at his words, a throb echoing in her clit as she shifted on the stool, her thighs pressing together against the sudden ache building there, her panties growing damp with arousal. No one had read her that easily in years, peeling back her layers with just a look and a few well-chosen phrases. "Maybe I am holding back," she admitted, her voice breathy, leaning forward so her cleavage pressed against the bar edge. "What if the storm breaks? What then?"

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered, "Storms need release, baby. Otherwise, they destroy everything around them—starting with you. Let it out, and I'll show you how good chaos can feel."

Heat pooled low in her belly, a molten lava that made her squirm subtly, her nipples peaking into hard points that strained against her top. She imagined his mouth on them, sucking hard, biting just enough to make her gasp. "And what do you suggest, bartender? Thunder and lightning in a glass? Or something... more hands-on?"

His laugh was dark and seductive, vibrating through her like a bass note. "I can do way better than that. Stick around, and I'll show you thunderstorms that leave you soaked and shaking."

The bar began to empty as last call loomed, the crowd thinning out like smoke dissipating after a fire. Patrons paid their tabs in a haze of slurred goodbyes, stumbling toward the door with arms around shoulders, leaving behind empty glasses and crumpled napkins. Amber hadn't moved from her spot, nursing her third filthy martini while Marcus served the stragglers with efficient grace, his eyes flicking back to her every few seconds like a magnet drawn north. Every time he passed her stool, their gazes locked in a silent promise, heat building with each glance. Once, as he reached for a bottle behind her, he let his hand rest on the bar directly in front of her, his knuckles grazing the inside of her wrist in a touch that was brief but deliberate, sending sparks shooting up her arm and straight to her core, making her breath hitch.

When the final patrons finally stumbled out into the night, Marcus flipped the neon OPEN sign to CLOSED with a satisfying click, the bar falling into a hushed intimacy under the dimmed lights. The jukebox clicked off, leaving only the hum of the fridge and their breathing. He poured two shots of something amber and expensive—top-shelf bourbon that smelled like caramel and oak—then came around the bar to sit beside her, his thigh pressing firmly against hers, the heat of his body seeping through their clothes like a brand.

"Private drink," he said, sliding one glass toward her, his fingers lingering on the rim. "As promised. No interruptions, just you and me."

Amber's heart hammered in her chest, a wild drumbeat that echoed in her ears. She should say no, should thank him for the drinks and the flirtation, call an Uber, and go home to Kyle's gentle snoring and the safe, boring comfort of their king-sized bed with its crisp sheets and familiar pillows. Instead, she clinked her glass against his, the sound sharp in the quiet room, and met his eyes with a defiant spark.

"To storms," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

"And the men brave enough—or foolish enough—to stand right in the eye of them, getting drenched in the process."

They drank in unison, the bourbon burning a sweet, fiery path down her throat, spreading warmth through her limbs and loosening the last threads of her restraint. Marcus set his glass down with a deliberate thud and turned fully toward her, one large hand settling on her bare knee, his palm rough and warm from hours of handling glasses and bottles. The contact was electric, making her skin tingle and her pussy clench in anticipation.

"Tell me what you really want tonight, Amber," he murmured, his thumb tracing slow, teasing circles on her inner thigh, inching higher with each rotation, closer to the hem of her skirt.

She hadn't told him her name earlier—he must have glimpsed it on her credit card when she paid for the first round, or perhaps overheard it in passing. The realization that he'd been paying that much attention, filing away details about her, made her thighs quiver and a fresh gush of wetness soak her panties. "I want..." Her voice came out husky, laced with need. "I want to feel something raw, something that scares me a little but excites me more. I want to be taken apart and put back together, dirtier than before."

His thumb paused, pressing firmly into her flesh. "Scared can be delicious when it's all consensual, when you can say stop and know it'll happen. But I don't think you want to stop tonight, do you?"

The word hung between them—consent—like a sacred promise and a wicked challenge, making her clit throb insistently. Amber's nipples tightened further against her bra, aching for touch. She leaned in until their mouths were mere inches apart, her breath mingling with his.

"Then scare me, Marcus. Make me beg for it."

He didn't kiss her yet, drawing out the tension like a master tease. Instead, he stood slowly, towering over her with his imposing height, and offered his hand with a commanding gaze. She took it without hesitation, letting him pull her to her feet, her body brushing against his as she rose, feeling the hard planes of his chest and the unmistakable press of his growing erection against her hip. The bar felt suddenly enormous and intimately confining at once, shadows playing across the walls like silent witnesses. He led her behind the counter, his grip firm but not forceful, past towering shelves of bottles glinting like forbidden jewels under the low lights, into a small back room lined with stacked liquor cases, a cluttered desk piled with receipts, and a worn leather couch that had clearly seen better days—stained from spills and sagging in the middle from years of use.

The door clicked shut behind them with a finality that made her heart race, sealing them in their private world of sin.

Marcus pressed her against the door gently at first, his hands framing her face as he finally claimed her mouth in a kiss that was filthy from the very start—tongues sliding wet and hungry against each other, exploring with greedy urgency, teeth nipping at lips hard enough to draw tiny gasps. His beard scraped deliciously against her soft skin, leaving a tingling burn that only heightened her arousal. Amber moaned into his mouth, her fingers clutching the front of his shirt, pulling him closer as she arched her body against his, grinding her hips into the thick bulge of his cock.

He tasted like whiskey and pure, unfiltered danger, a flavor that made her head spin and her pussy drip with need.

One of his large hands slid down her side, gripping her ass hard through her skirt, squeezing the flesh possessively as he pulled her flush against him, letting her feel every inch of his rock-hard erection straining through the denim of his jeans. Amber gasped at the size of him, the length and girth promising to stretch her in ways Kyle never could, filling her completely and leaving her sore in the best possible way. He ground slowly against her core, the friction teasing her swollen clit through layers of fabric, making her whimper into the kiss.

"Fuck," she breathed when he finally released her mouth to trail hot, open-mouthed bites along her jaw and down her neck, sucking on the pulse point until she knew there'd be a mark tomorrow—a secret bruise to hide under her collar at work. "You're so fucking huge. I can feel you throbbing against me."

"You have no idea how hard you've made me," he growled, his voice rough with lust. "Been thinking about this since you walked in—bending you over, spreading those legs, and pounding that tight pussy until you scream."

Amber's head thumped back against the door with a soft thud, exposing more of her throat to his assault. "Do it then. All of it."

He growled low in his throat, a primal sound that sent shivers down her spine, and yanked her top down roughly, exposing the lacy black bra that barely contained her heaving breasts. He palmed one roughly, his thumb flicking over the hardened nipple through the fabric, pinching it just hard enough to make her arch and moan. "These tits have been driving me insane all goddamn night. Full and perfect, begging to be sucked, bitten, covered in my cum."

With a swift motion, he shoved her bra down, freeing her breasts to the cool air of the room, her nipples pebbling instantly. He latched onto one with hot, wet suction, his tongue flicking mercilessly over the sensitive bud while his teeth grazed just hard enough to sting deliciously, sending bolts of pleasure straight to her throbbing clit. Amber whimpered, her fingers threading through his thick, dark hair, holding him there as he switched to the other breast, lavishing it with the same rough attention, leaving the first glistening with his saliva and marked with faint red bites.

While he devoured her chest like a starving man at a feast, his free hand pushed under her skirt, bunching the fabric up around her waist as he found the soaked lace of her panties. He groaned against her skin, the vibration making her nipple ache sweetly. His fingers traced the wet seam, pressing against her entrance through the thin material.

"Jesus fucking Christ, you're absolutely drenched," he murmured, lifting his head to watch her face contort in pleasure. "This pretty little pussy's been weeping for my cock since you sat down, hasn't it? Soaking through your panties, making a mess just thinking about getting fucked hard."

"Yes," she admitted shamelessly, her hips rocking into his touch, seeking more friction. "God, yes. I've been wet for you all night, imagining you taking me right here."

Marcus hooked her panties aside with one finger, exposing her slick folds to the air, and slid two thick digits through her wetness, circling her swollen clit with deliberate slowness that made her knees weaken. Amber whimpered loudly, her legs spreading wider of their own accord, inviting him deeper.

"Look at you," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he nipped the lobe. "So fucking needy, spreading like a good slut for a stranger's fingers. Bet your husband doesn't touch you like this—doesn't make you drip and beg."

The mention of Kyle should have jolted her with guilt, a sharp reminder of her vows and the life waiting outside this room. Instead, it sent a dark, forbidden thrill racing through her core, making her pussy clench around nothing. She shook her head, biting her lower lip hard. "He doesn't know how," she confessed breathlessly. "He's too careful, too gentle, always treating me like I'm fragile. I need it rough, dirty—need to be used."

Marcus's eyes darkened with lust, a predatory gleam that made her shiver. He plunged both fingers deep inside her without warning, curling them expertly to stroke that spongy spot deep within that made stars burst behind her eyelids and her knees buckle. His thumb pressed hard on her clit, rubbing in tight, rough circles that had her grinding against his hand.

"Then let me ruin you for careful, baby," he said against her ear, his beard scratching her skin. "Let me fuck you so filthy and hard you'll feel my cock stretching you for days every time you sit down or walk. You'll go home to him with my cum dripping down your thighs, marking you as mine."

Amber cried out, her walls clenching greedily around his invading fingers as he pumped them roughly, in and out, the wet, squelching sounds obscene in the small room, filling the air with the evidence of her arousal. Her juices coated his hand, trickling down his wrist, and she could smell her own musky scent mingling with his cologne.
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