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Prologue – Heat That Never Ends
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The night had grown used to their sounds. The walls of Angel’s bar still carried the echo of moans that bled into laughter, the slap of flesh that mingled with the clink of glasses, the thick perfume of sweat and spilled liquor mixing with lust so strong it clung to the wood.

Angel moved like liquid fire behind the counter, her sheer mesh bra damp with sweat, nipples swollen against the fabric. Every curve of her waist and hips teased as she bent low to pour, then rose with a tilt of her ass that pulled men’s eyes without apology. She loved that weight of their stares, and she loved even more the way her sister Crystal leaned against the counter beside her, body framed by a crotchless bralette and open-back panties. Her tits pressed forward each time she laughed, her shameless nature a raw spark that Angel never matched but always admired.

The men had settled into their place as if they had lived there all along. Their bodies were taut, sweat from the gym still sharp on their skin. The bulge in their pants was never just a tease, it was a promise, and every time Angel or Crystal brushed past them, the tension cracked louder than glass. They loved the women’s curves, and the women loved their cocks, the rhythm of that truth was the heartbeat of this life.

Then Serena appeared.

Her entrance was not quiet, never could be. She carried the history of their college days in the sway of her hips, the sports bra clinging to tits that refused to be ignored, the tight leggings split by a zipper that begged to be pulled down. She was already known, the cock queen, her reputation dripping as heavily as the sweat on her body. When she stepped into the bar, the air thickened. Angel’s hand froze on the rim of a glass, Crystal’s lips curved into a grin that masked a sudden heat of jealousy, and the men stirred, their cocks straining against denim in recognition of old cravings.

Serena’s smile was hunger dressed as invitation. She didn’t need to say anything. She leaned against the counter, arching her back just enough to press her ass higher, and both men watched like they had been waiting years. Angel felt the sting of envy, Crystal felt the burn of competition, and both knew they would not step back. If Serena thought she could draw the men’s hunger, she would only end up feeding theirs.

The room grew hotter as the four of them moved closer. Crystal pressed her tits against Angel’s side, whispering sharp, dirty words into her ear, “Sister, she thinks she can take what we worship. Prove her wrong.” Angel’s cheeks burned but her nipples hardened more, her body ready to answer.

The men stood, silent but solid, cocks swelling with the storm they knew was about to break. Serena licked her lips, shameless, and leaned forward to trap the moment, but she didn’t know yet that jealousy in this place did not divide. It fed.

It was no longer just lust. It was obsession, sharpened by rivalry, bound by hunger, soaked in filth. It was love, twisted into something shameless, something the night itself bowed to.

And as the first glass tipped, spilling wine like blood across the counter, they knew the flame would never end.
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Chapter 1, The House of Hunger
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The flat smelled like coffee gone cold, sweat from the morning workout, and the stubborn tang of last night’s overflow. Light slipped through blinds in thin lines, painting the hallway gold, it fell across hips and ribs, across a thigh where satin clung and glitter still held from a stage. The place was louder than its rooms, it breathed in the rhythm of four bodies who moved through it like a tide.

Angel moved first, barefoot on the wood, the sheer slip hugging her waist, nipples outlined dark and proud under silk. She bent to pick up a towel, the slip riding, the curve of her ass lifting like a promise. Her waist was slim, hips soft and honest, the hollow of her lower back catching the line of sunlight. She loved the small things, the way a strap slipped, the way a man’s eyes found the seam at the top of her thigh. Her mouth remembered hands more than mornings, her fingers still smelled faintly of someone else.

Crystal padded through the kitchen in a crotchless bralette and a pair of leather shorts that left the rise of her thighs bare, rhinestones glittering along the strap. She called Angel sister with a grin, the word loose and fond, the nickname that had stuck when their friendship bent into something hotter. She was louder than Angel, frank with a laugh that pushed the air, her chest wide, tits full and obstinate under the strap. When she moved, her hips made a rhythm that begged attention, it pulled stares like a magnet.

They shared the flat with the men, and the men filled it with the hum of muscle and promise. Brain was in the living room rolling lighter weights, his tee clung to a shoulder, his throat working with thought and want. Shelby stood at the counter, a towel wrapped at his waist, cock evident in the fabric like a shadow that did not apologize. They looked at the women like worshipers, the way palms track a sculpture.

Angel caught Shelby’s gaze when she held a cup between fingers, her lips curving. He smiled, slow and heavy, and the warmth in his eyes dragged something up behind her ribs. She liked that hunger mirrored in him. Crystal laughed and dropped a kiss on Angel’s shoulder, short and wicked. “Morning hunger,” she said, voice low and wet, testing.

Breakfast turned into a ritual that never finished. Hands slipped across shoulders while they poured, a thumb trailed down a spine, a knee nudged a thigh. Clothes were chosen to be half a dare, Angel’s slip was thin to show the lace of her bra, Crystal’s cropped top rode high when she leaned. The men wore gym shorts and the arrogance of being needed, both polite and brutal, ready to be offered and to take.

There was no schedule here, only appetite. Angel rinsed a glass, her mouth tasting the last of someone else, a salt trace she licked in private. Crystal slid behind her, pressing chest to back, the contact a warm tool, her fingers finding the edge of the slip. “You look soft, you look ready,” Crystal breathed, the words hot in Angel’s ear. Angel’s breath stuttered, and the slip trembled.
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