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​Chapter 1: The Birthday Bash  
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The neon lights of The Velvet Lounge pulsed in time with the bass-heavy music, casting a seductive glow over the crowded dance floor. Sarah, a voluptuous 25-year-old with a wild streak and an insatiable appetite for black men, strutted into the bar flanked by her best friends, Jessica and Emily. The air inside was thick with the scent of expensive cologne and spiced rum, a heady mix that Sarah breathed in deeply, her pulse quickening with anticipation. The music vibrated through her body, a steady rhythm that matched the growing heat between her thighs. She could already feel the way her nipples tightened beneath the silky fabric of her dress, anticipation coiling in her stomach like a live wire.  

“Happy birthday, you slut,” Jessica teased, handing Sarah a shot of tequila. The golden liquid sparkled under the club’s dim lights, promising mischief. “I hope you're ready to party because we are not letting you leave this place sober—or alone.”  

Sarah threw the shot back with practiced ease, the burn of the alcohol sliding down her throat before settling into a warm, liquid glow low in her belly. She licked her lips, savoring the salt and lime, before turning her attention back to the room. The bar was packed—mostly with men, and plenty of the tall, muscular, dark-skinned kind she loved. Their presence seemed to fill the space, broad shoulders and deep voices murmuring amidst the thumping bass. One group in particular caught her eye, their laughter rich and deep, their hands wrapped around dark bottles of beer as their eyes flicked lazily over the crowd.  

She bit her lip, her gaze lingering on the tallest of them, his biceps straining against the sleeves of his fitted shirt, his jawline sharp enough to cut glass. The way his smoky eyes slid over her body sent a fresh wave of heat straight between her legs.  

"Oh, I'm definitely getting laid tonight," Sarah purred, tossing her long, honey-blonde waves over one shoulder with deliberate flair. The heavy beat of the music was already thrumming through her body, urging her to move, to press up against someone and give in to the electric tension sparking beneath her skin.  

Emily giggled, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "No shame, huh? And on your birthday, of all nights.”  

Sarah arched a brow, her painted lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. "None," she shot back, already swaying her hips to the music, her body undulating in time with the rhythm. The way her tight red dress clung to every curve left nothing to the imagination—she wanted them to look. "Why waste time being coy when you know what you want?"  

Without another word, she sauntered onto the dance floor, her hips rolling with every step, her ass drawing appreciative glances from every direction. It didn’t take long for attention to find her. A deep chuckle rumbled behind her, sending a delicious shiver down her spine. She turned, already knowing what she’d find.  

A towering black man stood there, his biceps thicker than her thighs, his chest broad enough to make her fingers itch to explore. His dark eyes, intense and knowing, raked over her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the way her dress hugged every inch of her curves.  

"You dance like you got something to prove," he said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, rich and intoxicating. "What's that?"  

Sarah smirked, stepping into his space until the heat of his body radiated against hers. "Maybe I do," she murmured, pressing her palm against his chest just to feel the hard muscle beneath. His heartbeat was steady and strong beneath her fingertips, and she couldn’t resist dragging her nails down just slightly, watching the way his breath hitched.  

She turned then, pressing her ass against his groin, feeling the hard, unmistakable outline of his cock straining against his jeans. His hands settled on her waist, fingers splaying possessively, pulling her flush against him as they moved together. The heat of him, the strength—God, she could already imagine those hands gripping her tighter, guiding her onto his lap, making her take every inch—  

His name was Marcus, she would learn later, and he had a wicked sense of humor and a tongue that could make a girl beg. But right now, all she cared about was the way his body moved with hers, the way his breath ghosted over her neck, sending goosebumps racing down her arms.  

Across the room, Jessica and Emily watched, their drinks forgotten, as Sarah ground against him shamelessly, her body arching into every touch, every stroke of his calloused hands. The bar lights painted her skin in flashes of gold and violet, highlighting the flush of arousal spreading across her chest.  

But she wasn’t done. Not nearly.  

Another man stepped up beside them—thick-bearded, his dark skin gleaming under the lights, a gold chain resting against his collarbone. His eyes locked onto Sarah, and she didn’t hesitate. She reached out, trailing her fingers down his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle beneath. His nostrils flared as she touched him, his hand snapping out to catch her wrist, pulling her close.  

Soon, she was sandwiched between them, Marcus’s lips tracing the sensitive skin of her neck, his teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. Jamal—his name rolled off his tongue in a deep growl when he introduced himself—cupped her breast, his thumb circling her nipple through the thin fabric of her dress until it pebbled beneath his touch.  

Jessica shook her head, laughing, her eyes wide with disbelief. "She's really going for it," she said to Emily, both of them watching the show with bated breath. "I think we're about to witness something legendary."  

And they were.  

Because Sarah wasn’t stopping at just dancing. The music shifted, the beat slowing into something sensual, heavy with promise. Marcus’s hands slid down to her hips, gripping tight as she turned in his arms, pressing her lips to his. The kiss was electric, his mouth hot and demanding, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that had her moaning into him.  

Jamal’s hands weren’t idle—his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, dragging the fabric up inch by inch until the cool air of the club kissed the bare skin of her thighs. Sarah broke the kiss, panting, her lips swollen, her chest heaving.  

"You boys wanna get out of here?" she murmured, her voice husky with need.  

Marcus and Jamal exchanged a glance, something primal passing between them before they both nodded. "We do," Marcus rumbled, his voice rough with desire. "Your place or ours?"  

Sarah grinned, slow and wicked. "How about my place?"  

Without another word, the three of them left the bar, moving through the crowded streets of downtown, the city lights blurring into streaks of gold and red as they walked toward Sarah’s apartment—and the promise of a night she would never forget.  

This was going to be a birthday to remember.
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​Chapter 2: The Great Unveiling  
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The bass pulsed through the bar like a second heartbeat, relentless, primal, matching the wild rhythm of Sarah’s own. The music wasn’t just in the air—it was in her, vibrating through her bones, setting every nerve alight. With every slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she felt the weight of hungry stares tracing the curves of her body—her full, lush breasts barely contained in the tight fabric of her dress, the dip of her waist that begged for hands to grip it, the sinful sway of her ass as she ground against the stranger in front of her. His hands, large and possessive, tightened around her hips, his fingertips pressing into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. Sarah welcomed it, craving the sting, the proof that she was wanted.  

She was drunk—not just on the tequila Jessica had shoved into her hand earlier, but on the sheer power flooding her veins, the intoxicating knowledge that every man in this room would kill to be the one touching her right now. The bar was a sea of bodies, sweat-slick and pulsing with heat, but she only noticed the ones who mattered—the ones with dark skin, deep voices, and the kind of confidence that promised a night she wouldn’t forget.  

Marcus, the bartender with shoulders like a god and a smirk that made her wet, watched her from behind the counter, his gaze a slow burn that sent heat radiating between her thighs. He was taller than most of the men here, broader, his forearms flexing as he mixed drinks, the ink on his skin shifting with every movement like a living thing. Sarah licked her lips, slow and deliberate, batting her lashes as she tilted her head at him, letting him see the way her breath hitched when his eyes dropped to the swell of her cleavage.  

She wanted to taste him. Wanted know if his skin was as warm as it looked, if his mouth was as demanding as his gaze.  

With a sudden burst of boldness, she slid onto the bar, the polished wood cool beneath her bare thighs. She hadn’t even realized she’d hiked up her dress until the air kissed her exposed skin, the hem riding high enough to reveal the delicate lace of her panties—already damp, already clinging to her. The crowd around her erupted in cheers, but Sarah only had eyes for Marcus as she reached behind her back, unhooking her bra with practiced ease.  

The fabric fell away, and with a slow, deliberate motion, she peeled off her top, letting her heavy tits spill free, the weight of them making her back arch just slightly. The room roared with approval, but she barely heard it. Her nipples tightened under Marcus’s gaze, already hard, already aching for his mouth, his fingers, anything that would give her the friction she craved. She didn’t wait—she leaned forward, pressing them together, offering them up to the first willing mouth she found.  

A deep groan vibrated against her skin as a man—broad-shouldered, his lips full and warm—latched onto her, sucking her nipple between his teeth. Sarah gasped, arching into the contact, her fingers tangling in his short curls as she guided him, urging him to take more, to bite just a little harder. The sharp sting sent a bolt of pleasure straight to her core, and she moaned, loud and unashamed, as his tongue swirled around the sensitive peak.  

“Fuck, that’s good,” she breathed, throwing her head back as another man’s hands cupped her from behind, kneading her ass roughly. His thick fingers dug into her flesh, spreading her cheeks, and she could feel the heat of his erection pressing against her back, hard and insistent. The sensation of being surrounded, claimed, made her thighs clench, her body already slick with need.  

Marcus hadn’t moved, but his jaw clenched as he watched, his knuckles white around the bottle in his hand. She could see the way his chest rose and fell just a little faster, the way his dark eyes flicked down to where her thighs parted slightly, revealing the wetness soaking through her panties.  

Sarah grinned, drunk on the power she held over them—over him. “You just gonna stand there and watch?” she taunted, rolling her hips as the man behind her ground against her, the rough fabric of his jeans teasing the sensitive skin of her ass.  

Marcus’s nostrils flared, his dark eyes flicking down to where her thighs parted slightly, revealing the wetness soaking through her panties.  

Then, finally, he moved.  

He rounded the bar, his stride predatory, slow, until he stood before her, his body towering over hers. One hand curled around the back of her neck, pulling her close until his breath ghosted over her lips, warm and tinged with whiskey.  

“You want an audience, baby?” he murmured, his voice rough with lust. “Or you want me?”  

Sarah shivered, her pulse hammering. “Both.”  

Marcus chuckled, low and dark, before claiming her mouth in a kiss that seared through her like fire. His tongue swept against hers, dominating, claiming, and she melted into it, her fingers gripping his shirt as the bar around them dissolved into a haze of heat and want. His free hand slid between her thighs, pressing firmly against her soaked panties, the pressure just shy of painful—just how she liked it.  

And when his fingers slipped beneath the lace, tracing the slick heat of her, Sarah knew—tonight had only just begun.
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​Chapter 3: The Main Event  
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Sarah’s fingers trembled against Marcus’s chest, tracing the hard planes of muscle beneath his shirt as if memorizing every ridge and dip. The bar’s neon lights flickered overhead, painting his skin in hypnotic shades of blue and crimson, shadows carving out the sharp angles of his jaw and the rough stubble that scraped against her fingertips when she dared to touch. His grip on her waist tightened, possessive and demanding, fingers digging into the soft curve of her hip with a pressure that sent a thrill straight between her thighs. He already knew she belonged to him—to them—for the night, and the way his dark eyes burned into hers left no room for doubt.  

"Take me somewhere private," she breathed, her voice barely audible over the pounding music. But Marcus heard her. The way his pupils dilated, swallowing the last traces of restraint, told her everything she needed to know. A slow smirk curled his lips, and she felt the answering heat coil low in her belly, anticipation making her skin prickle.  

Without a word, he tangled his fingers through hers and led her toward the back of the bar, past the sticky countertops and the crowd still buzzing from her earlier display. Bodies pressed too close, the heat radiating off them like a furnace, but Sarah barely noticed. Her focus narrowed to the promise in Marcus’s touch, the way his thumb stroked the inside of her wrist in slow, deliberate circles, sending electric currents straight to her core. Every brush of his skin against hers was a tease, a silent vow of what was to come.  

The backroom was a haven of shadows and sin—dim lighting flickering over cracked leather couches, the scent of cigarettes and sweat mingling with something darker, something primal. Sarah’s pulse hammered as the door clicked shut behind them, sealing them inside with half a dozen men who had followed without hesitation. Their hunger was palpable, thick in the air, pressing against her skin like hands that hadn’t yet touched her but wanted to. She could feel their eyes on her, tracing the curve of her ass, the swell of her breasts beneath the thin fabric of her dress.  

She didn’t hesitate. Dropping to her knees, she made a show of it—arching her back until the hem of her dress rode up, revealing the delicate lace of her thong, the smooth expanse of her thighs. Marcus’s breath hitched, his dark eyes tracking her every movement as she reached for his belt. The leather slid free with a whisper, the metallic click of his zipper drowning out the distant throb of bass. Her fingers brushed against the hard length straining against his boxers, and she bit her lip at the heat radiating from him, the way his muscles tensed under her touch.  

When she finally wrapped her fingers around him, her lips parted in genuine awe. His cock was heavy in her palm, thick and uncut, the tip already glistening with arousal. She licked her lips, her mouth watering at the musky scent of him, before leaning in and taking him deep.  

The first slide of her lips was met with a ragged groan above her, Marcus’s fingers knotting in her hair as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked. Pre-cum bloomed salty on her tongue, and she moaned around him, the vibration making his hips jerk forward. His grip tightened, guiding her rhythm, his breath coming in rough bursts as she worked him with her mouth.  

"Shit," he gritted out, tightening his hold on her. "You got a mouth made for this, don’t you?"  

Sarah answered by swallowing him deeper, her throat working to take every inch. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes as she forced herself to relax, letting him fuck her mouth in shallow thrusts. Drool slicked her chin, her fingers gripping his thighs as she lost herself in the rhythm, the taste of him flooding her senses.  

A hand landed on her shoulder—another man, stepping closer, his cock already freed from his jeans. She pulled off Marcus with an obscene pop, her lips swollen and wet, and turned her attention to the new offering. Thinner but longer, she noted, before taking him in with greedy enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down.  

The men crowded around her, their voices a low chorus of encouragement as she switched between them, sucking one while stroking another, her free hand reaching out to tease whoever was closest. The room filled with the sounds of slick flesh, ragged breathing, and the occasional sharp slap of a palm against bare skin.  

Jessica and Emily lingered near the door, their lips parted, their fingers twitching at their sides as if they couldn’t decide whether to touch themselves or each other. Sarah caught Jessica’s eye, holding it as she dragged her tongue up the underside of a thick, ebony shaft, her lashes fluttering at the way his breath stuttered above her.  

"See something you like?" she teased, breathless, pulling off just long enough to smirk at her friend.  

Jessica swallowed hard, her cheeks flushed. "You’re fucking insane."  

Sarah winked before taking the next cock deep, her body humming with satisfaction, her own arousal a steady throb between her thighs.  

She was exactly where she belonged.
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​Chapter 4: The Grand Finale  
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The last cock slipped from Sarah’s lips with a slow, wet drag, strands of saliva glistening like delicate threads between her swollen lips and the flushed, needy tip before finally breaking. She sat back on her heels, breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath, her entire body thrumming with the lingering buzz of arousal. Her lips tingled, tender from relentless use, slick with a mix of spit and pre-cum that only made her crave more. The dim backroom was alive with heat, the air so thick with musk and sweat that every inhale was a heady reminder of what had already happened—and what was still to come. The men surrounding her watched like predators circling prey, their gazes burning into her skin, their hands stroking lazily over their own hard lengths, swollen and begging for attention.  

Sarah’s eyes flicked to Marcus, his presence dominating the space. His body was pure sin—corded muscle beneath sweat-slick skin, every inch of him radiating raw power. His cock stood thick and heavy between his legs, the tip glistening as if already imagining the tight heat of her. The way his jaw clenched when their eyes met sent a fresh surge of wetness between her thighs.  

She didn’t hesitate. Rising on trembling legs, she turned toward the nearest table—solid, scarred wood that had probably witnessed a thousand filthy nights just like this one. The surface was cool under her palms as she bent over, her spine arching deliberately, her backside presented like the most sinful offering. The hem of her skirt hitched upward, and she didn’t bother teasing—she simply bared herself, letting every man in the room see the slick, pink folds of her pussy, already glistening with desire.  

A low, collective groan filled the air, the sound vibrating through her body. Hands on cocks moved faster, breaths hitched, and she could practically feel their hunger like a physical touch.  

Marcus didn’t waste a second. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging in with just the right edge of possessiveness, his thick cock nudging against her soaked entrance. The blunt head caught at her folds, teasing just enough to make her whine, her nails scraping against the wood.  

"Please," she gasped, her voice already wrecked, her hips pushing back against him in silent demand.  

A dark chuckle rumbled from his chest, the sound sending heat pooling between her legs. "Greedy little thing, aren’t you?" he murmured, his breath hot against her neck.  

Then he buried himself inside her in one merciless thrust.  

Sarah’s cry shattered the air as her body stretched around him, her cunt clenching instinctively at the sudden, delicious intrusion. Every inch of him filled her, the burn of the stretch mixing with the overwhelming pleasure of being so completely claimed. His grip on her hips tightened as he began to move, setting a brutal, unforgiving pace right from the start. Each snap of his hips sent lightning through her veins, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls like the filthiest symphony. His balls slapped against her clit with every deep, driving thrust, the perfect friction making her vision swim with stars.  

She could feel the others watching—could hear the ragged pants, the slick sounds of hands working over cocks, the muttered curses as they took in the sight of her taking Marcus so perfectly. One of them stepped forward, his cock brushing against her lips, and she opened eagerly, her tongue swiping over the salty tip before swallowing him down. She sucked greedily, hollowing her cheeks, her mouth as hungry as her pussy, the dual stimulation making her moan around his length.  

Another man replaced the first, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided himself between her lips. She took him just as easily, her throat working around him, her body alive with sensation—Marcus fucking her hard from behind, the weight of another man’s cock heavy on her tongue, the press of rough fingertips circling her clit with just the right pressure.  

It was too much—too good. Sarah’s climax hit like a storm, her back arching, her cunt clamping down around Marcus as pleasure ripped through her in hot, pulsing waves. She screamed around the cock in her mouth, her thighs trembling, her entire body shaking under the force of it.  

Marcus didn’t stop. He only growled, deep and approving, his thrusts turning rougher, deeper, as if determined to fuck her through it.  

"Good girl," he snarled, his hips stuttering, his cock twitching inside her. "Take it—take all of it."  

Then he was coming, his release flooding her in thick, hot pulses, his grip on her hips tight enough to bruise. Sarah whimpered as she felt him fill her, her own pleasure still sparking through her in aftershocks.  

But before she could even catch her breath, another man was there, his hands replacing Marcus’s, his cock sliding into her still-throbbing heat with a groan.  

"You’re fucking perfect," he rasped, already setting a punishing rhythm, his body leaning over hers as he chased his own release.  

Sarah lost track of how many times she came after that—how many cocks filled her, how many hands touched her, how many mouths whispered filthy praise in her ear. She was liquid, pliant, lost in a haze of pleasure so intense she barely recognized her own voice between moans and pleas.  

When the last man finally pulled away—spent, satisfied, his cum dripping from her well-used pussy—Sarah collapsed onto the table, her limbs too weak to hold her. The room spun lazily around her, her breaths ragged, her skin sticky with sweat and sex.  

A familiar chuckle sounded above her—Marcus again, his fingers brushing a damp curl from her forehead with surprising gentleness.  

"Happy birthday, sweetheart," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.  

Sarah couldn’t help but laugh, the sound weak but genuine, her eyelids struggling to stay open.  

"Best one yet," she slurred, her body still humming with the echoes of pleasure.  

And as the heavy, sated glow settled over her, she knew—without a doubt—this was only the beginning.
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​Chapter 5: The Aftermath  
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Sarah’s body hummed with the lingering aftershocks of pleasure, every nerve still alight with the memory of being thoroughly used—stretched, filled, claimed in every possible way. She slumped into the nearest chair, her thighs sticky with the evidence of the night’s indulgence—her own arousal mingling with the thick, glistening spend that had been pumped into her over and over, some of it still trickling down her inner thighs in slow, tantalizing rivulets. The scent of sex clung to her skin, heady and intoxicating, a musky perfume of sweat, slick heat, and the salty tang of masculine satisfaction. She dragged a lazy hand through her sweat-dampened hair, fingers catching in the tangled waves, and exhaled a shaky laugh, her limbs heavy with delicious exhaustion.  

The men around her adjusted their clothes, zippers rasping in the quiet that followed the storm of their shared debauchery, their movements slow and sated. Marcus’ grin was slow and satisfied, his dark eyes raking over her disheveled form with unmistakable pride—taking in the way her skin still flushed pink, the way her nipples stood taut against the rumpled fabric of her top, the way her legs parted just slightly, as if even now, her body wasn’t done craving more.  

"Shit, girl," he murmured, shaking his head as he took a lazy sip from his half-finished beer. His voice was rough, throaty with the memory of how she’d milked him dry. "You took every last one of us like it was nothing. Like you were fucking made for it."  

Sarah smirked, stretching her arms above her head with feline grace, fully aware of how the movement made her breasts lift, the hardened peaks of her nipples still begging for attention—begging for more rough palms, more greedy mouths. She arched her back just a little, letting the curve of her spine accentuate the swell of her hips, the ripe fullness of her ass.  

"And yet, somehow," she purred, licking her lips just to watch his gaze drop to her mouth, "I think I’m the one who came out on top. Literally and figuratively."  

Across the room, Jessica and Emily were lost in their own heated world, their earlier voyeurism having ignited something desperate between them. Pressed against the wall, Jessica had one hand fisted in Emily’s hair, yanking her head back just enough to expose the delicate column of her throat before sealing her mouth over the flushed skin. The other hand worked beneath the hem of Emily’s skirt, fingers stroking slow, maddening circles over the damp fabric of her panties—fabric that was soaked through, clinging to swollen lips beneath.  

Emily’s breath hitched, her hips jerking forward with shameless need, her lips parting in a silent plea for more as she ground shamelessly against Jessica’s touch. A whimper escaped her when Jessica bit down on her earlobe, the sting only making the slick heat between her thighs pulse harder.  

Sarah watched them from beneath half-lidded eyes, her pulse kicking up again as arousal coiled low in her belly—a fresh, insistent throb that made her thighs press together, the remnants of earlier pleasure still humming through her. She dragged her teeth over her bottom lip, imagining the taste of them both—Jessica’s wicked confidence, Emily’s desperate sweetness.  

"Looks like my little birthday show gave them some ideas," she mused, her voice thick with amusement—and just a hint of envy.  

One of the men—Daniel, she thought—chuckled, raising his beer in a lazy toast, his gaze flicking between the women and Sarah’s own debauched state. "Should’ve charged admission," he drawled, his smirk making it clear he would’ve paid double.  

Sarah blew him a kiss, her smile all teeth, her body still thrumming with the memory of how he’d fucked her—how all of them had. "Next time, I just might."  

Marcus dragged a thumb over his bottom lip, his gaze darkening as he considered her, the promise in his eyes unmistakable. "Next time," he repeated, voice dropping to a low, velvety rumble that sent a delicious shiver down her spine, "we’re bringing reinforcements."  

The words—the sheer certainty in them—sent a fresh thrill through her, her exhausted body responding despite itself, her cunt clenching around nothing as if already preparing for the next round.  

When Jessica and Emily finally broke apart, their lips swollen and glistening, their clothes in disarray, their faces mirrored the same dazed satisfaction Sarah felt. Emily’s chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, her pupils blown wide with lingering lust, while Jessica’s knuckles were still white where she gripped the wall behind her, as if she needed the support to stay upright.  

"Holy fuck," Emily breathed, pressing her forehead to Jessica’s shoulder, her thighs trembling. "I didn’t know I could get that wet just from watching."  

Jessica laughed, low and rough, her fingers still tangled possessively in Emily’s hair. "Guess we owe Sarah a thank-you gift," she murmured, her free hand skimming down Emily’s spine to squeeze the curve of her ass, making her gasp.  

Sarah pushed herself up from the chair, her legs trembling but her grin victorious as she swayed toward them on unsteady feet. "Just invite me to the next round," she teased, looping an arm around each of them, her own body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure—of being worshiped the way she deserved.  

The three women stumbled out into the cool night air, the contrast of the breeze against their heated skin making them shiver—Jessica’s lips still trailing down Emily’s neck, Sarah’s hands wandering just because she could. Behind them, the dim glow of the bar’s neon sign flickered like a promise—of more nights like this, more pleasure, more reckless abandon.  

Sarah glanced back one last time, her heart pounding not just from exertion, but from sheer exhilaration.  

Best. Birthday. Ever.  

And it was only the beginning.
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