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The whiskey glowed amber under the dim kitchen lights, the ice cubes cracking as Vanessa’s fingers tightened around the glass. She didn’t usually drink Mark’s expensive bourbon, but tonight, the burn down her throat felt necessary–like liquid courage pooling low in her stomach. The front door clicked shut, heavy footsteps echoing through the penthouse. Mark. 

»Baby?«

His voice was rough, still edged with the crisp authority he’d carried home from the office. Vanessa didn’t turn. Instead, she traced the rim of her glass, watching the condensation slide down in slow, deliberate beads. Mark rounded the counter, his tailored suit jacket already slung over one shoulder. His eyes flicked to the glass in her hand, then back to her face. 

»You okay?«

»Fine.«

The lie tasted bitter, worse than the whiskey. His fingers brushed her wrist as he reached for the bottle, pouring himself a measure without breaking eye contact. The scent of his cologne–dark leather and something faintly metallic, like danger–wrapped around her. 

»Bullshit.«

He took a slow sip, gaze raking over her. 

»You’re shaking.«

She swallowed. Her pulse jumped under his scrutiny. Mark’s thumb pressed against the delicate bones of her wrist, right where her pearl necklace usually sat–except tonight, she’d left it coiled on the dresser. 

»Talk to me.«

The command vibrated through her, low and insistent. Vanessa inhaled sharply. 

»I–« The words tangled in her throat. His grip tightened. Not painful. Just enough to make her focus. 

»I want you to fuck me.«

Silence. Mark’s fingers stilled. His breath came slower now, controlled. When he spoke, his voice was gritted sandpaper. 

»Say it again.«

»You heard me.«

»No.«

He set his glass down with deliberate precision. 

»I want you to look at me and say it like you mean it.«

Vanessa lifted her chin. His eyes–dark, hungry–locked onto hers. 

»I want you to fuck me, Mark. Hard. Like you own me.«

A muscle in his jaw flexed. Then he moved. One hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back. The other dragged her hips flush against him. She gasped at the heat of him, already hard against her stomach. 

»You sure?«

His breath scorched her lips. 

»Because once I start, I won’t stop until you’re wrecked.«

Her nails dug into his shoulders. 

»That’s the point.«

Mark’s mouth crashed down on hers, all teeth and dominance. And as the ice in their abandoned drinks melted into nothing, Vanessa let herself drown in the storm.

The whiskey burned between them, the tension so thick it pressed against Vanessa’s skin like a physical weight. Mark’s grip in her hair tightened as his tongue swept into her mouth, demanding, claiming. She whimpered, surrendering to the brutal pleasure of his control. His other hand slid down her back, possessive fingers digging into the curve of her ass as he lifted her onto the kitchen counter. Glass clinked–her drink toppled, bourbon spilling in a slow, taunting river over the marble edge. She barely registered the mess. Not when Mark’s mouth left hers, trailing fire down her throat. Not when his teeth scraped over her pulse point, biting just hard enough to make her gasp. 

»Tell me what you really want,« he growled against her skin, hands dragging up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher. His fingers hooked into the lace of her panties, tugging just enough to make her breath hitch. 

»Because you don’t ask for things like this unless there’s something else eating at you.«

Vanessa’s nails dug into his shoulders, trying to steady herself as his thumb pressed against her clit through the soaked fabric. A moan spilled from her lips, unbidden. 

»I–« She swallowed hard, arching into his touch. 

»I want you to fuck me like you mean it. Like no one else ever could.«

Mark’s eyes darkened, something feral glinting in their depths. He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. 

»That’s not all, is it?«

His voice was rough velvet, curling low in her stomach. 

»Say it.«

Her breath came faster, her hips rocking against his hand, chasing the pressure. The confession burned in her chest, clawing its way up. 

»I want–« She bit her lip, then exhaled in a rush. 

»I want you to watch me with someone else.«

Silence. Mark’s fingers stilled. The air between them turned electric, charged with something dangerous. His grip on her tightened–not painful, but unyielding. 

»Who?«

The word was a razor’s edge. Vanessa’s heart pounded. 

»Damon.«

Mark exhaled sharply through his nose. His knuckles whitened around the edge of the counter, his other hand still pressed between her thighs, but unmoving now. 

»Damon Cole,« he repeated, voice steady–too steady. She nodded, pulse fluttering under his touch. For a long moment, he said nothing. Just watched her, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, his thumb started moving again, circling her clit in torturous, deliberate strokes. 

»You want him to fuck you while I watch?«

His voice dropped lower, rougher. 

»Or do you want us both to take you at the same time?«

Vanessa shuddered, heat coiling tighter at the filthy images his words conjured. 

»I–I don’t know,« she whispered, but the way her thighs clenched betrayed her. Mark’s lips curled, dark amusement flickering in his gaze. He leaned in, his breath hot against her neck. 

»Liar.«

His teeth grazed her earlobe. 

»You’ve thought about it. How you’d take his cock while I hold you down. How you’d come between us, screaming.«

She whimpered, hips jerking against his hand. 

»Tell me, Vanessa.«

His fingers pressed harder, dragging a choked moan from her. 

»Tell me exactly what you imagine when you touch yourself at night.«

Her cheeks burned, but the words spilled out anyway. 

»I think about you watching. I think about you letting him use me–letting him push inside me while you tell me how good I look, how tight I feel for him.«

Mark’s breath hitched, just once, before he dragged her hips forward, grinding her against the hard length of his cock. 

»Fuck,« he muttered. She could feel the battle in him–the possessive fury warring with something hotter, darker. His fingers dug into her skin as he stared down at her, jaw clenched. 

»You want me to share you?«

His voice was raw. Vanessa nodded, biting her lip. Mark exhaled, slow and controlled. Then, without warning, he yanked her panties aside and thrust two fingers inside her. She cried out, back arching as he curled them just right, pushing deep. 

»You want to come like this?«

His voice was rough with restraint. 

»Or do you want to wait until you’re split open on his cock while I watch?«

Her vision blurred, pleasure tightening like a vise. 

»I–« She gasped as his thumb circled her clit again, ruthless. Mark’s eyes burned into hers. 

»Answer me.«

»Both,« she choked out. A low growl rumbled in his chest. His free hand fisted in her hair again, tilting her head back. 

»You’re fucking lucky I love you enough to consider this,« he murmured against her lips before kissing her hard, swallowing her moans as he worked her closer to the edge. The kitchen smelled of spilled whiskey, their mingled breaths, and the slick heat between her legs. Mark’s military dog tag–left on the counter from his morning run–gleamed dully under the dim light, a small, forgotten detail in the storm of their desire. When he finally let her come, it was with his fingers buried inside her and his teeth at her throat, marking her as his. Even as she trembled in his grip, she knew–this was just the beginning.
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