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Welcome to Volume 6 of the Love Stories of Eight series: Hidden Flames.

Some fires are meant to be seen only in shadows, to burn quietly behind closed doors, fierce yet forbidden. In these pages, you will meet hearts drawn together by desire, by longing, by the pull of what they cannot have. You will feel every brush of skin, every whispered word, every fleeting heartbeat suspended between risk and surrender.

This story is not of ordinary love. It is a love that dances in secrecy, that lingers in memory, that scorches and soothes all at once. It is about stolen moments and the ache of yearning, about the thrill of crossing invisible lines and the power of desire that cannot be contained.

As you turn these pages, allow yourself to step into the intensity, the intimacy, the temptation that sparks and burns. Feel the heat, hear the whispers, and let the secret flame ignite within you.

Hidden, dangerous, irresistible—welcome to the world of Hidden Flames.

Chapter 1 – Sparks in the Neon

––––––––
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THE BAR BUZZED WITH life—laughter, clinking glasses, and the low hum of a slow song drifting from the jukebox. Neon lights flickered across the polished wood, splashing electric blues and fiery reds across the room, painting everything in a secret glow. I perched on a stool near the edge, cocktail in hand, letting the warm amber liquid slide down my throat, bitter and sweet, matching the flutter in my chest.

My friends laughed, leaning close over shared stories and spilled drinks, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. That’s when he walked in.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Every step deliberate, commanding, yet effortless. Cowboy hat tipped slightly back, revealing eyes that scanned the room until they locked with mine. The scruff on his jawline framed a strong, angular face, rugged and dangerous, yet magnetic. His lips were full, curved just so, hinting at a smirk that promised mischief.

His flannel shirt clung in all the right places, sleeves rolled to reveal toned forearms, veins like subtle maps under his skin. Wrangler jeans, worn perfectly, outlined the strength of his legs, tucked into scuffed cowboy boots that clicked softly on the wooden floor. A silver buckle caught the neon, glinting like a secret signature, announcing his presence without a word.

Every detail pulled me in. Every flicker of movement, every shadowed line of muscle, every hint of rugged masculinity made my pulse spike. The air shifted when he approached, heavy with cologne, leather, and something darker, sharper, like a trace of fire.

“Is this seat taken?” His voice was low, smooth, a little rough around the edges, vibrating in my chest.

“No,” I whispered, throat tight, body leaning forward without permission.

He perched beside me, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his chest, the subtle flex of his arm brushing mine. My senses caught everything—the faint scratch of scruff against my skin, the scent of his cologne, the heat of his presence, the rhythm of his heartbeat that seemed to match the thrum of my own pulse.

Our fingers brushed casually, and electricity shot through me. I sipped my cocktail, bitter and sweet, tasting anticipation mingled with desire. The jukebox shifted songs, slow and sultry, wrapping the space around us in a private rhythm.
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