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Chapter one: Pillow Talk Turns Filthy
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Marcus’ palm slammed beside Olivia’s head, the impact vibrating through the plaster. Her naked back pressed against the cool wall, a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from his body. The single lamp cast his face in shadowed relief, his blue eyes chips of ice in the dimness. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

“Look at you,” he growled, his voice rough, cutting through the thick, perfumed air. His free hand slid down her stomach, fingers tracing the curve of her hip, then diving lower, finding her already slick and swollen. “Jesus, Liv. Soaking. For me?”

Olivia gasped, her head thudding back against the wall. Her raven hair spilled over her shoulders, sticking to the damp skin of her neck. Her eyes, dark pools of green in the low light, locked onto his. “Always,” she breathed, the word catching. “Always for you.”

His fingers plunged inside her without preamble, thick and demanding. She cried out, her body arching off the wall, driven by the sudden, brutal invasion. He worked her ruthlessly, knuckles deep, the heel of his hand grinding against her clit with every thrust. The wet, obscene sound of his fingers fucking her filled the space between them, louder than the distant city hum.

“Fuck yeah,” Marcus hissed, his breath hot against her ear. He watched her face, the play of agony and ecstasy tightening her features. “Take it. Take my fucking fingers.” He curled them, finding that spot that made her vision blur. She whimpered, her own fingers scrabbling uselessly against the wall behind her.

He leaned in closer, his mouth hovering near her temple. “Imagine it,” he whispered, the command a low, dangerous thrum. “Imagine David standing right there.” He jerked his chin towards the foot of their large, rumpled bed. “Watching me wreck this tight little cunt.” His fingers pistoned harder, faster. “Watching you come undone on my hand.”

A shudder ripped through Olivia. Her eyes fluttered shut, then flew open wide, unfocused. Her hips jerked erratically against his hand. “Oh god... Marcus...” Her voice was a ragged moan. The image bloomed in her mind: David, their quiet accountant friend with the surprisingly intense gaze, leaning against the doorframe, watching Marcus dominate her. His eyes dark with hunger. Her cunt clenched violently around Marcus’s fingers.

“Tell me,” Marcus commanded, biting her earlobe, not gently. “Tell me what you see.”

“Him...” she gasped, the words tumbling out between sharp breaths. “David... watching. Watching you... own me...” Her hand flew down, gripping his wrist, not to stop him, but to anchor herself. “His eyes... Jesus... he wants it...”

“He wants this?” Marcus drove his fingers even deeper, stretching her impossibly. “He wants to see me bury my cock balls-deep in this greedy hole next?”

“Yes!” Olivia’s cry was sharp, almost pained. She ground down hard, demanding more friction from his punishing hand. “Fuck yes! Make him watch... make him see what you do to me...”

Marcus laughed, a low, predatory sound. “Greedy fucking slut,” he murmured, almost admiringly. His thumb pressed hard circles on her clit now, relentless. He could feel her body tightening, coiling towards the edge. “But that’s not all you want, is it, baby?” He slowed the rhythm of his fingers inside her, drawing it out, teasing the orgasm hovering just out of reach. “Look at me, Liv.”

Her eyes, glazed with need, snapped to his.

His gaze held hers, intense, commanding. “Tell me what you really want. Right now.”

A tremor ran through her. She bit her lower lip, then let the words spill, raw and desperate. “Emily...” The name was a sigh, a plea. “Want Emily... here... now...” Her hips lifted, seeking more of his touch. “Want her... tongue... Marcus... want her to taste me...” Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, thick with lust. “Want her to taste your fingers... taste how fucking wet you make me... taste us...”

Marcus groaned, the sound ripped from deep in his chest. Hearing her voice that desire, so explicitly, so hungrily, sent a jolt of pure, possessive heat straight to his cock, which strained painfully against his jeans. His fingers, still buried inside her tight, clutching heat, curled hard.

“Yeah?” he rasped, his voice thick. He pressed his forehead against hers, his breath mingling with hers. “Want her pretty little mouth on this swollen clit? Want her sucking my fingers clean after I’ve fucked you with them?” He crooked his fingers again, ruthlessly massaging her G-spot. “Want her to crawl between your legs while I watch?”

Olivia’s climax hit her like a freight train. It tore through her with a force that stole her voice, leaving only a silent scream etched on her face. Her body bowed violently, every muscle locking tight as wave after wave of blinding pleasure crashed over her. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, fiercely, around Marcus’s fingers, milking them, drenching his hand. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably.

Marcus held her pinned, his arm braced against the wall, anchoring her as she convulsed. He watched her unravel, mesmerized by the raw beauty of her surrender. He kept his fingers buried deep, letting her ride every last spasm against him, feeling her inner muscles flutter weakly.

Slowly, the tension drained from her body. She slumped against the wall, boneless, breathing in ragged gulps, her skin flushed and gleaming. Her eyes were half-lidded, sated yet still smoldering.

Marcus slowly withdrew his fingers, glistening with her spend. He brought them to his lips, his eyes locked on hers, and deliberately, slowly, sucked them clean. The taste of her, musky and sweet, exploded on his tongue. He let out a low, satisfied hum. “Fucking delicious,” he murmured, his voice gravelly.

Marcus lowered his hand, the taste of her still sharp on his tongue. He watched Olivia slide down the wall slightly, her legs trembling, her chest heaving. A sheen of sweat made her skin glow like polished onyx in the lamplight. That look in her green eyes – sated, yet simmering with the embers of what they’d just conjured – was his favourite drug.

“God, baby,” Olivia breathed, pushing damp strands of hair off her forehead. A lazy, satisfied smile touched her lips.

Marcus stepped closer, trapping her again, his lean frame blocking the light. He brushed his knuckles down the side of her neck, feeling her pulse jump. “The way you talk, Liv,” he countered, his voice dropping low, intimate. “Emily tasting you? Her mouth on you while I watch? Where the hell did that come from?” He traced the curve of her breast with a fingertip, watching her nipple tighten instantly.

Olivia arched into the touch, a low hum vibrating in her throat. “It’s been... simmering,” she admitted, her gaze locking onto his. “Watching her at the fundraiser last week. That clingy little black dress. The way she leaned over the dessert table... David wasn’t even looking. Just fiddling with his phone like always.” A hint of disdain flickered in her eyes. “But she knew. Kept glancing over here, pretending not to.”

Marcus chuckled, a dark, knowing sound. He remembered. Emily Sinclair. David’s wife. Sweet Emily, the paediatric nurse with the soft voice and the librarian glasses that couldn’t hide the startling intelligence – and, apparently, the hunger – in her hazel eyes. She’d brushed against him in the crowded room, her hand lingering on his arm a fraction too long when she’d ‘accidentally’ stumbled. Her scent, clean linen and something subtly floral, had cut through the party noise.

“Seemed pretty deliberate to me,” Marcus murmured, his hand sliding down to cup Olivia’s ass, pulling her flush against the hard ridge straining against his zipper. She gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders. “David’s oblivious. Buried in spreadsheets even at a goddamn party. Bet he hasn’t fucked her properly in months. Years, maybe.” He nipped at her earlobe. “Too busy saving corporations from tax audits. Doesn’t see what’s right in front of him.”

Olivia shivered, grinding her hips against his erection. “Exactly,” she breathed. “Such a waste. All that quiet intensity... bottled up.” Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “And Emily... under that sensible cardigan and those pearls... she’s coiled tight. Like a spring. I saw it. Felt it.” Her fingers dug into his shoulders. “Imagine her, Marcus. Here. Kneeling. That prim mouth opening... taking you in while I guide her head...”

Marcus groaned, the image sharp and vivid. David Sinclair. Their accountant. Meticulous, reliable, almost painfully reserved. The kind of guy you trusted with your taxes and your darkest financial secrets because his own life seemed so impeccably ordered, so dull. He handled Marcus’s successful security consultancy’s books with robotic efficiency. Their interactions were strictly professional, cordial but distant. David’s focus was always on the numbers, rarely meeting Marcus’s gaze for long, his own eyes usually shielded behind practical glasses. But Olivia was right. There was an intensity there, buried deep. A watchfulness that sometimes felt... assessing.

And Emily. David’s opposite in many ways. Warm where he was cool, outwardly approachable where he was closed off. She worked tirelessly with sick kids, radiating a gentle compassion. But Olivia had a sixth sense for hidden desires. She saw the restless shift in Emily’s hips when she danced slightly at the party, the way her gaze had lingered on Marcus’s hands, the slight flush that crept up her neck when Olivia had complimented her perfume a little too suggestively. She wasn’t just sweet Emily. There was heat beneath the surface. Heat that David clearly wasn’t tapping.
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