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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. 

