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	The low thrum of the bass vibrated through my chest, a familiar pulse in the dimly lit club. Marcus and I were posted at our usual corner booth, drinks in hand, watching the Friday night crowd sweat it out on the dance floor. Usually, the view was decent, a parade of asses and tits vying for attention, but tonight was different. Tonight, she walked in. A white woman, tall and stacked, with a serious look on her face, sat alone at the bar. She had a heavy set of tits that strained against the fabric of her dress. I nudged Marcus, tilting my head in her direction. 

"Damn," I said, "that's a whole lotta woman sitting all by herself." 

Marcus followed my gaze, his eyes widening slightly. "Word. Looks like she could use some company." I smirked. 

"Think she's our type?" 

"Only one way to find out, right?" 

Marcus replied, already flagging down the waitress for another round. I watched her for a few more minutes, taking in every detail. Her fiery red hair cascaded down her back in waves, framing a face that was both delicate and fierce. Her lips were full and pouty, painted a shade of deep crimson that screamed "kiss me." And those tits… goddamn, they were magnificent. They looked heavy, ripe and begging to be touched. I imagined burying my face between them, feeling their soft weight against my skin. 

"Alright," I said, setting down my drink, "let's go see what's up." 

We strolled over to the bar, me leading the way, Marcus flanking my side. I made sure to walk with confidence, my shoulders back, my gaze direct. I knew I was a good-looking dude, tall and muscular, with a smile that could charm the panties off a nun. And tonight, I was feeling particularly bold. 

"Excuse me," I said, my voice low and smooth, "mind if we join you?" 

She looked up, her eyes, a startling shade of green, meeting mine. There was a flicker of something in them, curiosity, maybe, or even a hint of invitation. 

"It's a free country," she said, her voice husky. I grinned. 

"Tyrell," I said, extending my hand. "And this is my partner in crime, Marcus." 

She shook my hand, her grip firm and surprisingly strong. "Jen," she said, her lips curving into a slight smile. 

We slid into the stools next to her, the three of us now lined up at the bar like vultures ready to pick at a carcass. The air crackled with unspoken tension, a silent battle of wills and desires. I could feel Jen's eyes on me, assessing, evaluating. I met her gaze head-on, letting her know that I was just as interested in her. 

"So, Jen," Marcus said, leaning forward, "what brings a beautiful woman like you to a place like this all by herself?" 

She shrugged, taking a sip of her drink. "Needed to get out of the house. Needed a distraction." 

"Distraction from what?" I asked, my voice laced with playful curiosity. She hesitated for a moment, then let out a sigh. "Doesn't matter. Let's just say I've had a rough week." 

"Well," I said, my smile widening, "we're experts at providing distractions. What do you say we turn that rough week into a night you'll never forget?" 

Her eyes flicked between Marcus and me, a spark of mischief igniting within them. "And what did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. 

I leaned in close, my lips brushing against her ear. "How about we get out of this crowded bar, find somewhere a little more private, and let our imaginations run wild?" She shivered slightly, her nipples hardening beneath her dress. 

"And what if my imagination is a little… twisted?" 

"Then we'll fit right in," Marcus said, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. 

Jen laughed, a throaty, seductive sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Alright," she said, "you've convinced me. Let's get out of here." 

I signaled the bartender for the check, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew this night was going to be special. I could feel it in the air, in the way Jen looked at me, in the way my cock was already starting to throb in my pants. We walked out of the bar, the three of us shoulder to shoulder, a united front against the world. The cool night air hit my face, but I barely noticed. I was too focused on Jen, on the way her ass swayed as she walked, on the promise of the pleasure that awaited us. 

"So," I said, as we stood on the sidewalk, "where to?" Jen smirked. 

"I know a place. It's not fancy, but it's private. And it has a big bed." 

"Sounds perfect," Marcus said, his voice thick with lust. 

We piled into my car, Jen taking the front seat, Marcus squeezing in the back. The drive was short, but the tension in the car was palpable. I could feel Jen's gaze on me, even when I wasn't looking at her. I knew she was thinking about what was to come, about the things we were going to do to each other. We pulled up to a seedy motel on the outskirts of town. It was the kind of place you only went to for one thing: to fuck. 

The neon sign flickered intermittently, casting an eerie glow on the parking lot. 

"This is it," Jen said, her voice betraying a hint of nervousness. 

"Don't worry," I said, reaching over and squeezing her hand, "we'll take good care of you." 

We got out of the car and walked towards the office, the gravel crunching beneath our feet. I could feel the anticipation building inside me, a raw, primal urge to possess Jen, to claim her as my own. I checked us in, paying cash, no questions asked. The clerk, a middle-aged woman with a bored expression, handed me the key without making eye contact. She'd seen it all before, the furtive glances, the hushed whispers, the couples seeking a temporary escape from their mundane lives. 

We found our room, a dingy space with peeling wallpaper and a musty smell. The bed was the only piece of furniture of any significance, a king-sized monstrosity that dominated the room. Jen stood in the doorway, her eyes wide, taking it all in. 

"Well," she said, a nervous laugh escaping her lips, "this is… cozy." 

"Cozy and private," Marcus said, pushing past her and striding into the room. "That's all that matters." 

I closed the door behind us, locking it with a decisive click. The sound echoed in the small room, sealing our fate. There was no turning back now. We were here, the three of us, ready to unleash our desires, to explore the depths of our lust. I turned to Jen, my eyes burning into hers. 

"Ready?" I asked, my voice low and husky. She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and excitement. "Ready," she whispered. 

I stepped towards her, my hands reaching out to cup her face. Her skin was soft and smooth beneath my fingers. I leaned in and kissed her, my lips pressing against hers with a gentle urgency. She responded immediately, her mouth opening beneath mine, her tongue darting out to meet mine. The kiss deepened, becoming more passionate, more demanding. I could feel her body trembling against mine, her nipples hardening against my chest. I pulled her closer, wrapping my arms around her waist, pressing her against me until there was no space between us. 

Marcus watched us, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. He reached out and ran his hand down Jen's back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. She moaned softly, her body arching towards him. I broke the kiss, gasping for air. 

"We've got all night," I said, my voice thick with lust. "Let's take our time and enjoy every moment." 

I reached behind Jen and unzipped her dress, slowly pulling it down her shoulders. The fabric slid down her body, revealing a lacy black bra and a pair of matching panties. Her breasts were full and round, straining against the confines of the bra. Her stomach was flat and toned, her hips curving out in a seductive flare. 

"Gaddamn woman" Marcus said, his voice barely above a whisper, "you're even more beautiful than I imagined." 

Jen blushed slightly, but her eyes sparkled with pride. She knew she was hot, and she loved the attention. I reached out and unhooked her bra, freeing her breasts from their captivity. They sprang forth, full and luscious, their nipples hard and erect. I cupped them in my hands, feeling their soft weight, teasing their tips with my thumbs. Jen moaned, her head falling back, her eyes closing in ecstasy. 

"Oh, god," she whispered, "that feels so good." 

I leaned down and kissed her breasts, my tongue swirling around her nipples, sucking and teasing them until she was writhing in my arms. Marcus joined in, his hands caressing her stomach, his fingers tracing the outline of her panties. We were a symphony of touch, a trio of desires intertwined, a dance of lust and pleasure. Jen was our canvas, and we were the artists, using our bodies to create a masterpiece of eroticism. I pulled back, my eyes locking with Jen's. 

"Now," I said, my voice low and husky, "it's your turn."

I stepped back, my eyes raking over Jen's body, taking in every curve, every detail. She stood there, naked and vulnerable, but there was a fire in her eyes, a hunger that mirrored my own. I wanted to see her squirm, to see her beg, to see her lose control. She smirked, a slow, predatory curve of her lips. 

"Oh, I like the sound of that." She reached out and grabbed Marcus by the waistband of his pants, pulling him close. "You're up first, baby." 

Marcus grinned, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. He didn't need any further encouragement. He ripped off his shirt, revealing a chest sculpted with muscle, his dark skin glistening with sweat. Then, with a flick of his wrist, he unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to the floor. And there it was, his cock, thick and throbbing, a dark, veined monster that strained against his boxers. It was impressive, even by my standards. I knew Jen was going to love it. She reached out and cupped his balls, squeezing them gently. 

"Mmm, nice and heavy, " she purred. "Just the way I like them." 

She slid her hand up his shaft,  her fingers tracing the length of his cock. He groaned, his head falling back, his eyes closing in ecstasy. 

"Fucking Christ, Jen," he whispered, "you know how to drive a man wild." She laughed, a throaty, seductive sound. 

"That's just the beginning, baby." 

She dropped to her knees in front of him, her eyes never leaving his. She ran her tongue over the head of his cock, teasing him, building the anticipation. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she took him into her mouth, sucking him deep, her cheeks hollowing with each stroke. Even for her his size, it was way more than she can handle, She was seriously gagging but didn’t want to stop. Marcus moaned, his hands gripping her hair, his body trembling with pleasure. 

"Fucking hell," he gasped, 

I watched them, my own cock throbbing in my pants, my desire for Jen reaching a fever pitch. I wanted her, needed her, and I wasn't going to wait much longer. I stepped forward and grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her away from Marcus's cock. 

"Alright, that's enough foreplay," I said, my voice rough with lust. "It's my turn now." 

She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with desire, her lips swollen from sucking Marcus's cock. 

"Impatient, are we?" she purred. 

"You have no idea," I said, my grip tightening on her shoulders














































