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Prologue – Night Unveiled
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The bar breathed like a living thing that night, its shadows carrying secrets in every corner, its lights painting curves brighter than fire. Bottles glowed behind the counter, glasses caught the shine, and the air was thick with smoke, sweat, and the kind of lust no wine could ever dilute.

Angel leaned over the polished counter, her transparent bodysuit clinging to her body like liquid glass. The fabric wrapped tight to her tits, nipples hard and visible through the sheer strain, waist pulled slim, ass glowing under the low light. Every move of her hips made her look like a goddess serving sin instead of drinks. She dragged a glass across the counter, filled it with clear liquid, and smirked as the ice clinked. Her eyes darted to the mirror behind her, catching the sight of Crystal.

Crystal never needed a stage to command attention. Her lingerie set tonight was nothing but thin straps and a lace bra that pushed her tits up high, nipples pressing against the delicate fabric, her thong riding her hips so sharp it cut her curves into perfect frames. She bent over, pretending to adjust the strap of her heel, her ass round and full, glowing in the bar’s red hue. Men nearby shifted on stools, cocks hard under trousers, and she knew it. Crystal lived for that twitch, that burn, that helpless hunger she could cause without even touching.

The doors opened. Heat shifted. Brain and Shelby walked in together, shoulders squared, eyes already locked on their women. Their hunger filled the air before they reached the counter. Angel licked her lips and leaned forward, tits heavy against the glass, her voice soft and shameless.

“You are late. I was thirsty.”

Crystal stepped beside her sister, body brushing body, her laugh low. “So was I. We saved ourselves for you.”

The men closed the distance. Brain’s hand went straight to Angel’s hip, fingers pressing into the soft curve, pulling her close. Shelby slid behind Crystal, pressing his cock against her ass, the lace barely a barrier. The sisters didn’t flinch, didn’t shy, they leaned into it like worship.

Angel’s lips grazed Brain’s jaw. “I want you to punish me tonight. Make me shine red.”

Crystal bit her own lip, turned her head enough for Shelby to hear her moan. “Make me beg for your cum. I’ll drink every drop.”

The bar was still open, but in that moment it belonged to them alone. The glasses, the mirrors, the stools ,  all props for lust. Brain sat on one of the stools and pulled Angel onto his lap. Her body curved against him, tits bouncing slightly as her legs spread over his thighs. Shelby bent Crystal forward over the counter, thong snapping against her skin as he spanked her ass hard enough to make her gasp. She turned her head, eyes glowing, and teased Angel with a filthy grin.

“Let’s see who moans louder tonight, sister.”

Angel smirked back, rocking her hips on Brain’s lap, feeling his cock hard beneath her. “You will. You always break first.”

The sound of skin meeting skin echoed, sharp spanks making Crystal’s ass bloom red under the light. Cum was not yet spilled, but already both men used their women like canvas. Angel’s nipples dragged against Brain’s shirt as she rubbed up, wetness soaking through her sheer suit. He growled in her ear.

“You’ll be marked. Tonight you don’t drink wine. You drink only us.”

Her moan answered him, short and sharp, like a prayer.

Crystal arched her back higher, her thong soaked, ass glowing with Shelby’s handprint. She twisted her head toward Angel again, lips parting, dirty words dripping out like nectar.

“I’ll feed you his seed if you’re too slow. You’ll taste him off my tongue.”

Angel’s eyes darkened, her body trembling at the thought. “Do it, slut. I’ll swallow you both.”

Shelby shoved deeper against Crystal, dragging her thong aside, his voice rough. “Both of you belong here. No more teasing the crowd. Tonight the bar is ours.”

Angel laughed breathlessly, nipples stiff, hips grinding harder. “We tease for you. Only you.”

The mirror behind them caught everything: tits bouncing, asses reddening, tongues wet against lips. Even the glass in Angel’s hand fogged with heat as she pressed it between her tits and let it slide down, the cold trail against her warm skin making Brain groan.

Crystal reached for it, snatched it away, and tipped it to her lips. Not wine, but spit. She let it pool, then kissed Angel, pouring the liquid into her mouth. Both sisters moaned, tongues tangling, and the men watched with hard eyes and harder cocks.

“Shameless,” Brain growled, his hand slapping Angel’s ass.

“She learned from me,” Crystal teased, licking her lips.

The smell of sweat, perfume, and pre-cum filled the bar. Every breath tasted dirty, every sound dripped with need. Angel and Crystal leaned into each other, feeding the men with their moans, their teasing, their shared filth. The bar itself seemed alive, humming with glass rattles, mirror gleam, floor creaks under heels and thrusts.

Brain pulled Angel tighter, cock grinding her slit through the thin fabric. “Beg for more.”

“I am begging,” she whispered, then shouted louder, “Punish me!”

Shelby’s hand tangled in Crystal’s hair, his voice rough and tender at once. “And you, little whore?”

Crystal spat on the counter, smeared it with her tits, and looked back over her shoulder with a shameless grin. “Harder. Until my ass shines. Until she envies my moans.”

Angel leaned forward, kissed her sister with spit still on her lips, and whispered into her mouth. “I don’t envy. I’ll join you.”

The four of them pressed closer, bodies already wet, already dripping with the promise of what the night would bring. The bar had never felt so alive, never so filthy, never so full of love wrapped in filth.

Crystal moaned loud enough for the walls to vibrate. “This is just the start. Tonight we don’t stop. Not until we’re painted.”

Angel answered with a trembling laugh, her voice soaked in lust. “Then let them paint us, sister.”

The men’s eyes darkened, cocks twitching, the night finally breaking open.

✨ The sisters already wet, marked, and shameless, ready to take the first real ritual of the night.

✨  “We don’t need wine. We drink only you. Because that’s our love.”
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Chapter 1 – A Heat Between Us
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The night outside was cool, but inside the bar the air was thick, humming with heat. Smoke curled toward the ceiling, music throbbed low, and every table flickered under dim light. Angel leaned against the counter, a transparent satin bra framing her tits, nipples pushing sharp against the fabric, her waist bare, panties a thin string that clung wet between her thighs. The glass she held wasn’t wine tonight, only ice water sliding down the rim, dripping onto her cleavage and running over her skin until it disappeared into her bra.

Across the counter Crystal stood, her lingerie set tighter, black lace with pearl straps that shimmered under the light. The bra lifted her tits high, round curves nearly spilling free, while her thong cut deep into her hips, ass full and glowing. She bent forward with deliberate slowness, adjusting her stocking strap, her ass bouncing gently as she moved. The lace clung wet to her slit, already marked by her own teasing.

Brain and Shelby entered together, their steps heavy, eyes fixed on the women. Angel’s lips curled into a grin, her voice soft but loud enough to carry.
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