

Chapter 1

The neon glow of the city pulsed through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Jasmine's penthouse, casting jagged shadows across the sleek black marble floors. The air was thick with the scent of expensive whiskey and the faint, musky heat of anticipation. Morgan adjusted the strap of her dress for the third time, her fingers trembling just slightly as she stepped into the dimly lit living room. The fabric of her dress clung to every curve, the material so fine it felt like a second skin against her flushed body.

Darnell lounged on the couch, one ankle crossed over his knee, a glass of bourbon swirling lazily in his hand. His dark eyes tracked her every move, his gaze slow and deliberate, like he was savoring her the way he would a fine cigar. The amber liquid caught the light, casting golden reflections on his chiseled features. "Took you long enough," he drawled, his voice rough with amusement. "Thought you'd chicken out."

Morgan smirked, letting her gaze drag over him—over the way his fitted button-down clung to his broad shoulders, outlining the powerful muscles beneath, over the way his slacks hugged his thighs like a second skin, displaying the impressive outline of his cock. She could see the distinct shape, thick and substantial, even through the expensive fabric. Her body responded instinctively, a warmth spreading through her core. "And miss this?" she purred, sauntering toward him with the kind of confidence that made his cock twitch appreciably in his pants. The sound was subtle but unmistakable, the fabric of his slacks shifting slightly. Morgan's lips curved into a knowing smile, her eyes flicking down and then back up to meet his gaze.

Jasmine appeared in the doorway, her silk robe slipping from her shoulders with deliberate slowness, her dark hair cascading down her back in loose waves. The robe clung to her curves, the fabric thin enough that Morgan could see the outline of her nipples, hard and begging for attention. Jasmine's movements were fluid, sensual, as she glided into the room, her hips swaying naturally with each step. "Took you long enough," Jasmine echoed, her voice a low, throaty purr that sent shivers down Morgan's spine. "Thought you'd stand me up."

Morgan's breath hitched, her chest rising and falling with increased anticipation. She had known Jasmine for months—knew the way her lips parted when she was turned on, the way her fingers twitched when she was holding back. And right now? Jasmine was *holding back*. Every inch of her was coiled, ready to spring. Morgan could see the rapid pulse at the base of her throat, the slight flush coloring her cheeks, the way her pupils had dilated, swallowing most of the brown of her irises.

Darnell chuckled, setting his glass down with a deliberate clink on the marble coffee table. The sound resonated through the room, mixing with the soft hum of the city outside. "Nah, she just needed to make sure she looked *extra* good for you." His fingers twitched, as if itching to touch, to claim, his eyes never leaving the scene unfolding before him.

Jasmine's lips curved into a smirk, her fingers trailing down the front of her robe, pulling the tie loose with excruciating slowness. The fabric parted just enough to reveal the lacy cups of her bra, barely containing her full, heavy breasts. The sight of them—round and heavy, the dark nipples pebbling under Jasmine's gaze—made Morgan's mouth water. She could almost feel their weight in her hands, the softness of the skin, the hardness of those tight peaks against her palms. Jasmine's breathing grew shallower, her chest rising and falling in a mesmerizing rhythm.

"And do I?" Jasmine asked, her voice dripping with challenge, her fingers now teasing the edge of her lace panties.

Morgan didn't answer right away. Instead, she turned, letting her hips sway in the tight black dress that hugged every curve, every dip of her waist, every swell of her ass. The material pulled taut across her round cheeks, highlighting their perfect form. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Jasmine's collarbone, the contact sending visible shivers through Jasmine's body. Morgan's touch was light at first, barely there, then she trailed lower, over the soft swell of her breast, her thumb grazing the hard peak of her nipple. The contrast between the delicate lace and Morgan's warm skin was intoxicating.

Jasmine's breath hitched, her fingers curling into the sheets as Morgan's touch sent a shiver down her spine. Her head fell back slightly, exposing the column of her neck, inviting further exploration. "Mmm," Jasmine murmured, her voice thick with need and desire. The sound was a low vibration that seemed to travel directly from her lips to Morgan's core. "You're trouble."

Morgan grinned, her lips brushing against Jasmine's ear as she whispered, her hot breath causing Jasmine to shiver again. "And you love it." Her words were barely audible but carried with them all the promise of what was to come.

Jasmine's hands flew to Morgan's waist, pulling her flush against her, their bodies pressing together in a way that left no room for doubt. The heat between them was electric, the air crackling with tension. Behind them, Darnell let out a low, approving chuckle, his fingers already working at the buttons of his shirt. The fabric parted slightly, revealing a glimpse of his toned chest and the dark hair that dusted his skin. "Damn," he drawled, his voice rough with amusement and appreciation. "Y'all gonna make me wait all night?"

Morgan pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, her eyes dark with promise, her lips slightly parted and glistening. "Depends. You gonna behave?" Her voice was a mix of challenge and invitation, a low purr that matched Jasmine's earlier tone.

Darnell's fingers tightened around his cock, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke through his slacks. The sound of his zipper was loud in the quiet room, the fabric parting just enough to reveal the thick, veined length of him. He was impressive, longer and thicker than Morgan had imagined, the head already damp with anticipation. Darnell's breathing was heavier now, his chest rising and falling with each stroke. "Nah," he said, his voice a low growl that vibrated through the room. "I'm gonna *watch*."

Jasmine let out a breathy laugh, her hands sliding down to grip Morgan's ass, pulling her closer. The sensation of being sandwiched between these two powerful bodies was overwhelming, sending waves of desire through Morgan. "Good," she murmured against Morgan's lips, her voice thick with need. "‘Cause I've been thinking about this for *months*."

Morgan's fingers dug into Jasmine's hips as she ground against her, their bodies sliding together in slow, deliberate motions. The dress rode up her thighs, the lace of Jasmine's panties the only thing separating them from skin-to-skin contact. The friction was exquisite, a building pressure that had Morgan's breath coming in ragged gasps. Her nails left half-moon marks on Jasmine's skin, small red crescents that would likely bruise, a physical memory of this moment. Jasmine's moans grew louder, her body writhing against Morgan's in a dance as old as time itself.

"Fuck," Darnell groaned, his hand moving faster, his thumb swiping over the damp head of his cock, spreading the pre-cum that beaded at the tip. The sound was wet and obscene in the otherwise silent room. "Y'all are *killing* me."

Jasmine moaned, her head falling back as Morgan's lips trailed down her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin just below Jasmine's ear. The combination of sensations—Morgan's mouth on her neck, Darnell's gaze on them both, the grinding of their bodies—was nearly too much to bear. "Then come over here and *do* something about it," she challenged, her voice thick with need and dripping with honey.

Morgan's eyes flicked to Darnell, her breathing shallow and erratic, her chest heaving with each breath. She took in the sight before her—Darnell, powerful and aroused, his cock hard and ready, his gaze intense and focused on them. It was a heady feeling, being the center of such laser-focused attention. "You sure about that?" she panted, her voice barely a whisper but carrying the weight of their shared passion.

Jasmine's grin was wicked, her fingers tangling in Morgan's hair as she pulled her closer, their lips almost touching. "Oh, I'm *very* sure." Her confidence was palpable, infectious, making Morgan's heart race and her pulse quicken.

With that, she turned, her robe pooling at her feet like a dark waterfall, and straddled Morgan on the bed, her full thighs pressing against Morgan's hips. The weight of her was intoxicating, the heat between them nearly unbearable, an almost visible mist of desire surrounding them. Morgan gasped as Jasmine rocked against her, their bodies sliding together in slow, deliberate motions, the friction building between them with each movement. The lace of Jasmine's panties was damp with her arousal, a fact that Morgan could feel through her own thin dress. The thought sent a fresh wave of wetness to her own core, her body responding eagerly to the stimulation.

Darnell's breath hitched, his cock throbbing in his hand as he watched them, his gaze ravenous. "Shit," he groaned, his fingers working faster, his thumb spreading the pre-cum pooling at the tip, lubricating his shaft as he pleasured himself. The sound of his hand on his cock was a constant, rhythmic beat in the background of their moans and gasps.

Morgan's nails dug into Jasmine's skin, her own breath coming in sharp gasps, the sound mixing with the soft rustle of fabric and the wetness between their bodies. "Then come over here and *do* something about it," she panted, her voice thick with need and desperation. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation, her clit throbbing with each pass against Jasmine's thigh.

Jasmine's head fell back, her full breasts bouncing with every movement as she rode Morgan's body, her moans filling the room. The sight was mesmerizing, a perfect symphony of flesh and desire. "Or don't," she taunted, her eyes locking onto Darnell's, her voice a low purr that promised so much more. "But don't say I didn't warn you."

Darnell's jaw clenched, his cock pulsing visibly in his hand. He stood, his slacks tented with his erection, and stalked toward the bed, his movements predatory and purposeful. The floor creaked softly under his weight, the only sound in the room besides their heavy breathing. His presence dominated the space, his scent—spicy and dark and masculine—filling her senses. Morgan's heart hammered against her ribs, her body trembling with anticipation. She could feel the heat radiating from him, could see the raw need in his eyes as he loomed over them.

His hand slid into Jasmine's hair, tilting her head back as he captured her mouth in a searing kiss. Jasmine moaned into his mouth, the sound muffled but audible, her fingers tangling in his shirt as she pulled him closer. Morgan watched, her own breath coming in sharp gasps, her body aching with need as she observed their passion. The sight of Darnell's powerful body pressed against Jasmine's, his hand in her hair, his mouth claiming hers—it was a vision of pure, unadulterated lust that set Morgan's blood on fire.

The air was thick with tension, with the promise of what was to come, the electric charge in the room almost palpable. They were caught in a dance of desire, a waltz of anticipation that had them all breathless and yearning.

And Darnell?

He was *ready*. His free hand reached down, gripping his cock, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. The muscles in his arm flexed with the movement, a testament to his control in the face of overwhelming desire. His eyes never left the two women writhing together before him, his expression one of intense concentration and raw hunger. "Fuck," he growled against Jasmine's lips, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the room. "I've been waiting for this."

Jasmine's fingers tightened around Morgan's waist, her hips rolling in time with Darnell's movements, her body a perfect instrument of pleasure. "Then don't wait anymore," she whispered, her voice thick with need and desperation, her eyes glazed with passion and desire.

Morgan's eyes darkened, her fingers sliding down to cup Jasmine's ass, pulling her closer, deeper, pressing their bodies together as tightly as humanly possible. The friction was exquisite, the pressure building to almost unbearable levels. "No more games," she murmured, her lips brushing against Darnell's ear, her hot breath causing him to shiver. "Just *fucking*."

Darnell's laugh was rough, dark, his hand moving faster, his thumb swiping over the damp head of his cock, spreading the moisture that had gathered there. "Oh, baby," he rumbled, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. "You have no idea what you're in for."




Chapter 2

The penthouse was still alive with the hum of their shared breath, the air thick with the scent of whiskey, sweat, and something far more primal—the kind of heat that lingered long after the last touch. Jasmine lay sprawled across the bed, her body still trembling from the way Morgan’s lips had traced the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, from the way Darnell’s fingers had tangled in her hair, pulling her into a kiss that had left her breathless. But now, the game had shifted. The teasing was over. The watching, too.

Morgan sat up, her dark eyes flicking between Jasmine and Darnell, her lips parted just enough to let out a slow, deliberate exhale. The sheet clung to her curves, the fabric barely containing the weight of her breasts, her nipples still hard from Jasmine’s mouth. She knew what she wanted. And she wasn’t waiting anymore. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lower lip as she took in the sight of them, her fingers tracing lazy circles on her own thigh, just inches from where she knew she was already wet.

Darnell had been watching them from the edge of the bed, his cock thick and heavy behind the zipper of his slacks, the outline pressing against the fabric with every ragged breath. He hadn’t touched himself since Jasmine had straddled Morgan, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, her fingers digging into Morgan’s shoulders as she ground against her. But now, the silence between them was different. It wasn’t teasing. It was *anticipation*. His hand had moved to his cock, stroking slowly through the fabric, his eyes never leaving the sight of Jasmine’s flushed skin and the way Morgan’s chest rose and fell with each breath.

Morgan reached out, her fingers brushing against the inside of Darnell’s thigh, her touch light but intentional. Her nails scraped against his skin, leaving temporary marks that would fade too soon. “You’ve been quiet,” she murmured, her voice low, almost a whisper, filled with promise. “Still enjoying the show, husband?”

Darnell’s jaw tightened, his fingers flexing against the sheets, then against his own cock, the pressure building. He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he grabbed the hem of his shirt and yanked it over his head, the fabric tearing slightly as it left his body. His chest was a masterpiece of muscle and ink, the tattoos swirling over his skin like a second layer of heat. A bead of sweat trailed down his sternum, disappearing into the waistband of his slacks. Morgan’s breath hitched, her fingers tracing the lines of his abs before dipping lower, her nails scraping against the waistband of his slacks, teasing him with the promise of what lay beneath. Her hand wrapped around his cock through the fabric, squeezing gently, feeling the pulse of his desire against her palm.

Jasmine watched, her own body still humming from the way Morgan’s tongue had traced the inside of her thigh, from the way Darnell’s mouth had devoured hers like he was starving. She reached out, her fingers tangling in the sheets as she pulled herself up onto her knees, her back arching just enough to press her breasts against the mattress, their softness yielding to the fabric. “You’ve been *very* patient,” she purred, her voice thick with need, her fingers trailing down her own stomach, between her legs, where she knew she was already slick with anticipation. “But patience isn’t what we’re playing for tonight.”

Darnell’s hand shot out, gripping the back of Jasmine’s neck, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her into a bruising kiss. His tongue forced its way inside, claiming her in a way that left no room for doubt, tasting of whiskey and desire. Jasmine moaned into his mouth, her fingers digging into his shoulders, feeling the hard planes of muscle beneath her touch. Morgan didn’t waste a second. She crawled up behind Jasmine, her lips brushing against the shell of Jasmine’s ear, her breath hot against her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

“You’ve been *begging* for this,” Morgan whispered, her voice thick with lust, her fingers tracing the curve of Jasmine’s spine before settling on her hips, pulling her closer. “For *both* of us.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her hips rolling back against Morgan’s body, the friction between them electric. “And you’ve been *watching*,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her fingers reaching back, tangled with in Morgan’s hair. “But watching isn’t enough anymore.”

Darnell’s grip tightened, his fingers digging into Jasmine’s skin as he pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes dark with hunger. “No,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “It’s not.”

With that, he flipped Jasmine onto her back, his body covering hers, his cock pressing against the thin fabric of her panties. The heat of him was overwhelming, the weight of his body pinning her to the mattress, his hands on either side of her head, caging her in. Jasmine’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, her hips bucking against his, seeking the friction they both craved. Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up the bed, her thighs bracketing Jasmine’s head as she settled between her legs, her pussy already slick with need, glistening in the dim light that filtered through the curtains.

“Open up,” Morgan commanded, her voice thick with lust, her fingers tangling in Jasmine’s hair, guiding her head towards her. “Show me how much you want this.”

Jasmine didn’t hesitate. She parted her lips, her tongue swirling out to meet Morgan’s, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as Morgan’s fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her down. The first taste of Morgan was intoxicating—sweet, musky, *hers*. Jasmine groaned, her fingers digging into Morgan’s thighs, pulling her closer, her tongue swirling around her clit, licking up the arousal that was already dripping down her thighs. Morgan gasped, her hips rocking forward, fucking Jasmine’s face with slow, deliberate thrusts, her fingers pulling Jasmine’s hair, holding her in place.

Darnell didn’t give her time to adjust. He grabbed Jasmine’s wrists and pinned them above her head, his body covering hers, his cock pressing against her entrance through the thin fabric of her panties. The pressure was delicious, sending spasms of pleasure through her body. “You want this?” he growled, his voice rough with need, his free hand reaching down to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple. “You want *both* of us?”

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her body trembling beneath him. “Yes,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against his, seeking more contact, her voice breathless with desire. “God, *yes*.”

Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up the bed, her pussy pressing against Jasmine’s ass, her fingers finding Jasmine’s clit and rubbing in tight, desperate circles. “That’s it,” she purred, her voice thick with lust, her fingers working in perfect rhythm with her own thrusts into Jasmine’s mouth. “Take his cock like a good girl.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her body trembling beneath them as Darnell fucked her, his hips rolling in slow, deliberate motions, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her vision blur. Morgan’s fingers worked her clit in tight, desperate circles, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as she felt Jasmine’s pleasure building, felt the way her body was *begging* for more, her own orgasm building with every lap of Jasmine’s tongue.

“You like that?” Darnell growled, his hands gripping Jasmine’s hips as he fucked her harder, faster, his cock slamming into her with each thrust, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room. “You like when we *share* you?”

Jasmine could only moan in response, the sound muffled by Morgan’s pussy against her lips, her body trembling as she rode the wave of pleasure crashing over her. “Yes,” she gasped, pulling her mouth away from Morgan just long enough to get the words out before diving back in, her tongue swirling around Morgan’s clit, her fingers digging into Darnell’s thighs. “God, *yes*.”

Morgan didn’t waste a second. She reached between them, her fingers finding Jasmine’s clit and rubbing in tight, desperate circles, her own breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she felt Jasmine’s pleasure building, her own orgasm coiling tight in her belly. “Come for me,” she commanded, her voice rough with desire, her fingers moving faster, harder, sending electrical shocks of pleasure through Jasmine’s body. “Come *hard*.”

Jasmine obeyed, her orgasm hitting her like a freight train, her pussy milking Darnell’s cock as she screamed, her body trembling beneath them, her thighs quivering, her walls clenching around him. Morgan groaned, her own release building as she felt Jasmine’s pleasure radiating through her, her hips rocking faster, grinding against Jasmine’s face as her own orgasm crashed over her, her fingers still working Jasmine’s clit, drawing out every last tremor of her climax.

Darnell wasn’t done yet. He flipped Jasmine onto her stomach, her ass jutting up in the air, her tits pressed into the mattress, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. “That’s it,” he murmured, his hand landing on her ass with a sharp *smack*. The sound echoed in the room, and Jasmine yelped, her pussy clenching around nothing as he rubbed the sting away with his other hand, his touch gentle against the heated skin. “You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with promise, his hand coming down again, another sharp smack that sent a jolt of pleasure-pain through her body. “You like when I mark you?”

“Yes!” Jasmine gasped, her breath coming in ragged pants, her body humming with the sensation, her ass still tingling from the impact. “Yes, please, more!”

Morgan crawled up behind her, her fingers tracing the curve of Jasmine’s spine, following the line of her tattoo down her back before settling between her legs, dipping inside her pussy, coating her fingers in Jasmine’s juices before bringing them up to her own entrance, spreading herself open for Jasmine to see. “She’s still so wet,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire, her fingers sliding easily inside her own pussy, showing Jasmine exactly what she was doing to her. “Bet she tastes even better now.”

Darnell didn’t give her a chance to find out. He grabbed Jasmine’s hips and pulled her up onto her knees, her ass still in the air, her pussy still dripping, her back arching as she presented herself to him. “Ride my cock,” he ordered, his voice rough with need, his hand grasping his cock and positioning it at her entrance, the head pressing against her. “Show me how much you want it.”

Jasmine didn’t hesitate. She sank back onto his cock, her walls stretching around him, her head falling back as a moan escaped her lips, the sensation overwhelming her senses. “Oh *fuck*,” she moaned, her hands braced against the headboard as she started to move, her hips rocking back and forth, her ass jiggling with every thrust, the sight of her taking his cock from this angle sending shivers of pleasure through Darnell’s body. He watched, mesmerized, as his cock disappeared inside her, as her pussy stretched to accommodate him, as her tits swayed beneath her with each movement.

Morgan watched, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she saw the way Darnell’s cock disappeared inside Jasmine, the way her tits bounced with every movement, her own fingers slipping between her legs, rubbing her clit as she watched her husband and Jasmine together. “God, you’re *beautiful*,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire, her fingers moving faster as she watched the scene unfolding before her, her other hand reaching out to trace the curve of Jasmine’s spine, following the line of her tattoo down her back, her touch feather-light against the heated skin. “Both of you.”

Jasmine’s orgasm built again, her pussy clenching around Darnell’s cock as she rode him harder, faster, her hips moving in a desperate rhythm, her breath coming in short gasps. “I’m gonna come,” she gasped, her voice trembling with the effort, her fingers gripping the headboard tightly. “I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” Darnell growled, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her from behind, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her vision blur, his thrusts growing more powerful, more desperate. “Come *hard*.”

And she did.

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her pussy milking Darnell’s cock as she screamed, her body trembling beneath him, her walls spasming around him, pulling him deeper, her release overwhelming her senses. Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up behind Jasmine, her pussy pressing against her ass, her fingers finding Jasmine’s clit again, rubbing in tight, desperate circles, her own orgasm building as she felt Jasmine’s pleasure radiating through her, her hips rocking against Jasmine’s ass, seeking her own release.

“That’s it,” Darnell groaned, his own release building as he felt Jasmine’s pussy clenching around his cock, the sensation almost too much to bear. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me come.”

Jasmine could only moan in response, her body trembling as she rode out her orgasm, her pussy still milking Darnell’s cock as he fucked her through it, her fingers still gripping the headboard, her body a trembling mess of pleasure beneath him. Morgan’s fingers worked her clit faster, harder, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as she felt her own orgasm building, her hips rocking against Jasmine’s ass, her pussy grinding against the smooth skin, seeking the friction she needed to tip her over the edge.

And then—he *let go*.

With a guttural groan, Darnell buried himself deep inside Jasmine, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling her up, painting her walls with his release. “Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead pressing against Jasmine’s back as he caught his breath, his hips still moving in small, desperate thrusts as he emptied himself inside her. “That was…”

“Amazing?” Morgan finished, her own orgasm hitting her as she collapsed beside them, her fingers still working her clit, bringing herself to the finish line as she watched Darnell come inside Jasmine. “Because *fuck*, that was *amazing*.”

Jasmine could only laugh, her body still trembling as she collapsed onto the bed, her pussy still full of Darnell’s cum, her skin slick with sweat and desire. She turned her head, her lips brushing against Morgan’s in a slow, deliberate kiss, tasting herself on Morgan’s lips. “Next time,” she panted, her voice breathless, her fingers tracing the curve of Morgan’s hip. “I’m riding *both* of you.”

Darnell chuckled, his cock still half-hard as he pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, glistening in the dim light. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of Jasmine’s ear. “Next time,” he murmured, his voice rough with promise, his hand tracing the curve of her ass, where his handprints still lingered. “We’re gonna do *a lot* more than that.”

And as the three of them lay tangled together, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat, Jasmine knew one thing for certain—this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.




Chapter 3

The next morning, the penthouse was bathed in golden light, the city skyline stretching endlessly beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. Jasmine stirred, her body still humming from the night before, her skin still marked by Darnell’s rough hands, Morgan’s lips. She turned her head, her gaze landing on the empty space beside her where Morgan had been—only to find her already dressed, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, a smirk playing on her lips.

“You’re up early,” Jasmine murmured, her voice rough with sleep.

Morgan pushed off the doorframe, her hips swaying as she crossed the room. “Couldn’t sleep,” she admitted, her fingers trailing over Jasmine’s bare shoulder. “Too much on my mind.”

Jasmine sat up, the sheet slipping down her body, her nipples hardening under Morgan’s gaze. Her skin, still flushed from their passionate night, prickled with excitement at Morgan’s touch. The morning light caught the fading marks on her hips and thighs—reminders of Darnell’s possessive grip and Morgan’s teasing bites.

“Oh?” She arched a brow, her eyes drifting to Morgan’s lips, remembering how they had felt on her skin just hours ago. “And what’s that?”

Morgan’s smirk deepened as she stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of Jasmine’s collarbone. The simple touch sent a jolt of electricity through Jasmine, making her breathing hitch. “Wondering how long we can keep this up before Darnell gets *too* possessive.”

Jasmine laughed, the sound rich and warm, causing the sheet to rustle against her sensitive skin. “He’s already possessive.”

“Exactly.” Morgan’s fingers tangled in Jasmine’s hair, pulling her into a kiss—slow, deep, *possessive*. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with hunger, her pupils dilated with desire. “But last night? That was just the beginning.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched. She could still feel the ghost of Darnell’s fingers on her skin, the way Morgan’s tongue had traced her—each touch, each caress, each whisper etched into her memory like a delicious scar. Her hand instinctively moved to cover her breast, as if to steady herself, but the motion only served to heighten the ache between her thighs.

A knock at the door cut through the moment.

Morgan’s smirk turned sharp. “Speak of the devil.”

Jasmine’s pulse spiked as Darnell’s deep voice rumbled from the other side of the door. “Jasmine? You decent?”

Morgan’s lips brushed Jasmine’s ear, her warm breath sending shivers down Jasmine’s spine. “Answer him.”

Jasmine swallowed, her fingers trembling as she reached for the sheet, pulling it over her body before calling out, “Come in.”

The door swung open, and Darnell filled the frame—broad-shouldered, his tattoos peeking out from the open collar of his shirt, his dark eyes burning into her. His gaze flicked to Morgan, then back to Jasmine, his jaw tightening as he took in the sight of her half-exposed body. His eyes lingered on the curve of her breast, visible beneath the sheet, and a muscle in his jaw twitched.

“You two done playing dress-up?” His voice was rough, edged with something primal that sent a thrill through Jasmine.

Morgan sauntered toward him, her fingers trailing down his chest, her movements deliberate and teasing. “Depends. You gonna join us?”

Darnell’s hands shot out, gripping Morgan’s hips, pulling her against him with a force that made Morgan gasp. His mouth crashed down on hers, his kiss bruising, possessive. When he pulled back, his voice was a growl that vibrated through the room. “Always.”

Jasmine’s breath caught as Darnell turned his attention to her, his fingers curling around her wrist, pulling her from the bed with a strength that made her feel weightless. The sheet fell away completely, leaving her naked and exposed before them. His gaze traveled over her body, taking in every mark, every curve, every tremor of desire that pulsed through her.

“Time to eat,” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his hot breath sending waves of pleasure through her. “Then we’ll see how *hungry* you really are.”

---

The penthouse kitchen was sleek and modern, the stainless steel appliances gleaming under the recessed lighting. Darnell moved with ease, pulling out plates, pouring coffee, his muscles shifting beneath his shirt with each movement. Morgan leaned against the counter, watching him with a smirk, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Jasmine’s imagination run wild.

Jasmine stood by the island, her fingers wrapped around the edge, her pulse still racing from the way Darnell had looked at her—like she was the only thing in the room, the only thing that mattered. The cool marble beneath her palms was a stark contrast to the heat pooling between her thighs.

“You cook often?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, her eyes fixed on Darnell as he moved around the kitchen.

Darnell glanced over his shoulder, his gaze darkening as it settled on her. The intensity of his stare made her feel like she was the main course, and he was already hungry. “For you? Always.”

Morgan’s smirk turned wicked as she took a sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving Darnell. “Careful, husband. You’re making her *blush*.”

Jasmine’s cheeks flushed, a warmth spreading across her skin that had nothing to do with the kitchen’s temperature. Her fingers tightened around the counter’s edge, her knuckles turning white. She loved this—the way they looked at her, talked about her, touched her. It was intoxicating, and she was addicted.

Darnell slid a plate in front of her—scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, toast. The aroma was enticing, but Jasmine’s gaze was locked on his. She could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with something else—something primal and masculine that made her want to bury her face against his neck and inhale deeply.

“You’re not eating?” she asked, her voice soft, barely a whisper.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “I’ve got a better breakfast in mind.”

Morgan’s laughter filled the kitchen as Darnell grabbed Jasmine’s hand, pulling her toward the hallway. “Later,” he murmured, his voice rough, low, for her ears only. “For now, we eat.”

As they moved away from the kitchen, Morgan called after them, “Don’t forget to save room for dessert!”

---

After breakfast, the three of them settled onto the massive leather couch in the living room, the city lights flickering beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows like a thousand diamonds against a dark canvas. Darnell’s arm was draped over Jasmine’s shoulders, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin—each gentle caress sending waves of pleasure through her body. Morgan sat beside them, her thigh pressed against Jasmine’s, her fingers tangled in her hair, massaging her scalp in a way that made Jasmine feel simultaneously relaxed and on edge with anticipation.

“So,” Morgan said, her voice smooth and velvety, her eyes gleaming with mischief in the dim light. “What now?”

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her body thrumming with expectation. She knew what Morgan was really asking. *What next?* The question hung in the air between them, thick with possibility.

Darnell’s fingers stilled for a moment, his gaze locking with Morgan’s over Jasmine’s head. There was a silent communication passing between them, a shared understanding that made Jasmine’s stomach flutter with excitement. His hand on her shoulder tightened slightly, possessive and reassuring at the same time.

“We play,” Darnell finally said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through Jasmine.

Morgan’s smirk returned, a slow, deliberate curve of her lips that promised untold pleasures. “And what kind of games do we play?”

Darnell’s gaze darkened, turning to Jasmine, his eyes roaming over her face, taking in her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, her heavy-lidded eyes. “The kind where you *participate*.”

Jasmine’s pulse spiked, her heart drumming against her ribs. She could feel the heat of Morgan’s body beside her, the warmth of Darnell’s arm around her shoulders, the promise of their touch hanging in the air between them. She turned her head, her lips brushing Morgan’s in a soft, tentative kiss that quickly deepened. Morgan’s fingers tightened in her hair, pulling her closer, her tongue meeting Jasmine’s in a dance of desire and promise.

“I’m in,” Jasmine murmured against Morgan’s lips, her voice thick with need.

Morgan’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her into a deeper kiss—slow, teasing, *promising*. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with hunger, dilated with desire. “Good.”

Darnell’s hand slid up Jasmine’s thigh, his fingers brushing the inside of her knee through the thin fabric of her dress. The touch was light, almost casual, but it ignited a fire within her that made her gasp. His thumb traced circles on her inner thigh, growing closer to the heat building between her legs with each passing second.

“Because tonight,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire, “you’re gonna learn just how *good* we can be.”

And as if on cue, Darnell’s fingers moved higher, his knuckles grazing the fabric covering her center. Jasmine bit her lip, a soft moan escaping as her body responded to his touch, her hips arching involuntarily toward his hand.

“Please,” she whispered, her eyes pleading with his.

Darnell’s smirk was slow, deliberate, promising everything and demanding nothing. “Patience, baby. We’ve got all night.”

---

Later that evening, the penthouse was bathed in dim light, the air thick with anticipation. Jasmine stood in the center of the room, her body bare, her skin glowing under the soft glow of the candles that Darnell and Morgan had placed around the space. Shadows danced across her curves, highlighting every contour, every valley, every rise of her body. The scent of vanilla and something musky filled the air, a heady combination that made her senses reel.

Darnell and Morgan watched her from the shadows, their gazes dark with hunger, their bodies taut with anticipation. Darnell’s eyes were fixed on her, taking in every detail of her exposed form, his expression one of intense concentration and raw desire. Morgan’s gaze was equally hungry, her fingers tracing patterns on the arm of the chair she sat in as if imagining those movements on Jasmine’s skin.

“Strip,” Darnell commanded, his voice rough, low, and demanding.

Jasmine obeyed, her fingers trembling slightly as she peeled off her clothes, her body slowly revealing itself to their hungry eyes. The lace of her bra slipped off her shoulders, the fabric gliding over her sensitive skin, making her shiver. Her panties followed, sliding down her legs and pooling at her feet. She stood before them bare, exposed, vulnerable, and yet, she had never felt so powerful.

When she was naked, she turned, her gaze locking onto theirs. The intensity of their stares was almost palpable, a physical force that she could feel against her skin. “Now what?” she asked, her voice soft but steady, hiding none of the desire that coursed through her.

Morgan’s smirk was slow, deliberate, a promise of things to come. “Now you *wait*.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched as Darnell stepped forward, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, the touch light as a feather but burning like fire against her sensitized skin. His touch sent shivers through her body, making her tremble despite the warmth of the room.

“Turn around,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

She obeyed, her back arching slightly as his fingers slid down her spine, his touch trailing a line of fire in its wake. Morgan stepped behind her, her fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her into a kiss—deep, *possessive*. Their lips met, a collision of desire and need that made Jasmine moan into the kiss, her body pressing back against Darnell’s hard form.

“You like that?” Darnell murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his hot breath sending waves of pleasure through her.

Jasmine’s breath hitched. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes closed, lost in the sensations they were creating.

Morgan’s fingers slid down her body, her nails scraping lightly against Jasmine’s skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. “Good,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire.

Darnell’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her against him, his erection pressing against her ass through his pants, a hard, insistent presence that made her ache with need. “Now,” he growled, his hands moving to her front, his fingers finding her breasts, cupping them, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples. “You’re gonna learn just how *good* we can be.”

And then—he *flipped* her.

Jasmine landed on her back on the soft carpet, the sudden change in position making her gasp. Her legs spread wide of their own accord, her body already prepared for what was to come. Darnell knelt between her thighs, his hands gripping her knees, pushing them further apart, exposing her completely to his view. His gaze traveled over her body, taking in every inch of her, his eyes dark with hunger.

“You ready for this?” he asked, his voice rough, his breath coming faster.

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Please.”

Morgan moved beside them, her hands roaming over Jasmine’s body, her fingers tracing patterns on her skin, her mouth finding Jasmine’s in a deep, desperate kiss as Darnell’s hands moved to her center. His fingers brushed against her folds, already slick with need, making her moan into Morgan’s kiss.

“That’s it,” Darnell growled, his fingers circling her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. “Open up for me.”

Jasmine obeyed, her hips lifting, her body arching toward his touch, her mind lost in a haze of desire and need. Morgan’s fingers found her breast, pinching her nipple, the sharp pleasure startling a cry from her lips.

“You like that?” Darnell asked, his fingers still circling her clit, his other hand moving to her entrance, his thumb brushing against her in a teasing rhythm. “You like it when we touch you like this?”

“Yes,” Jasmine gasped, her eyes closed, her head thrown back, lost in the sensations they were creating. “God, yes.”

Darnell’s fingers slid inside her, one, then two, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her gasp with pleasure. His thumb continued its relentless circle on her clit, the dual sensations making her body tremble, her muscles clench around his fingers.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he murmured, his eyes locked on her face, watching her every reaction, his own breathing growing ragged. “You feel so damn good.”

Jasmine could only moan in response, her body arching toward his touch, her hands gripping Morgan’s thighs, her fingernails digging into the soft fabric of her pants. Morgan’s mouth moved from her lips to her neck, sucking, biting, marking her skin in a way that sent jolts of pleasure-pain through her body.

“That’s it,” Darnell groaned, his fingers pumping in and out of her, his thumb never stopping its relentless circle on her clit. “Take it, baby. Take everything we’re giving you.”

Jasmine’s orgasm built, a coiled spring of tension tightening in her belly, spreading through her body, making her tremble, making her gasp, making her moan. “I’m gonna come,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her eyes flying open to meet Darnell’s intense gaze. “I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” Darnell commanded, his voice rough, his fingers moving faster, his thumb pressing harder against her clit, his body leaning over hers, his eyes boring into hers. “Come *hard*.”

And she did.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, crashing over her in a rush of sensation that made her back arch, her body convulse, her breath catch in her throat. She screamed, a raw, primal sound that filled the room and echoed off the walls. Her pussy clenched around Darnell’s fingers, milking them, pulling at them, her body riding out the waves of pleasure that coursed through her.

“Fuck,” Darnell groaned, his own breathing ragged, his eyes wild with desire. “That’s it, baby. Come for me.”

Jasmine could only moan in response, her body trembling, her mind a blur of pleasure, her eyes locked on Darnell’s face, watching the raw desire, the intensity, the need etched on his features as he watched her come apart.

And then—it happened.

Darnell’s cock, already hard and straining against his pants, was freed, his hand wrapping around its length, stroking it as he watched her. He moved between her legs, his hips positioning at her entrance, his gaze never leaving hers.

“I can’t wait anymore,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “I need to be inside you.”

Jasmine’s breath caught, her body still trembling from her orgasm, but already hungry for more. “Yes,” she whispered, her hips lifting, her body aligning with his. “Please. Fuck me.”

Darnell’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer, positioning her for what was to come. And then—he *entered* her.

His cock slid inside her in one smooth, powerful thrust, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her gasp, made her eyes widen, made her body adjust to his size. He was big, bigger than any man she had ever been with, and the feeling of him inside her was a perfect combination of pleasure and pain that sent shockwaves of sensation through her body.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his eyes closed, his head thrown back, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. “You feel so damn good.”

Jasmine could only moan in response, her hands gripping his arms, her fingernails digging into his skin, her body adjusting to his, her muscles clenching around his cock, pulling him deeper, holding him tighter. Morgan moved behind him, her hands roaming over his back, her fingers tangling in his hair, her lips brushing against the back of his neck, her own body pressed against his, her desire evident in every touch, every breath.

“Fuck her,” Morgan whispered, her voice low and husky, her lips brushing against Darnell’s ear. “Fuck her hard. Show her what we can do.”

Darnell’s eyes opened, his gaze locking with Jasmine’s. The intensity in his eyes was almost alarming, a raw, primal need that matched her own. He nodded, a single, sharp movement, and then—he *moved*.

His hips began a relentless, punishing rhythm, his cock slamming into her, pulling out, and slamming back in, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside her that made her gasp, made her moan, made her body arch toward his, her hands gripping his arms, her fingernails digging into his skin, her legs wrapping around his hips, pulling him deeper, holding him tighter.

“You like that?” he growled, his eyes never leaving hers, his voice rough, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “You like it when I fuck you hard?”

“Yes,” Jasmine gasped, her body trembling, her breath coming in short gasps, her mind a blur of pleasure, her body lost in the sensations he was creating. “God, yes. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

Morgan’s hands moved to Jasmine’s breasts, cupping them, her thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples, the sharp pleasure making Jasmine gasp, making her body arch, making her pussy clench around Darnell’s cock. “That’s it,” Morgan murmured, her voice thick with desire, her eyes locked on the place where Darnell was entering Jasmine. “Take it, baby. Take everything he’s giving you.”

Darnell’s hands moved to her hips, gripping them tightly, lifting her, controlling the rhythm, controlling the depth, controlling the angle, each thrust hitting that spot deep inside her that made her gasp, made her moan, made her body tremble with the promise of another orgasm.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his eyes closing, his head thrown back, his body slick with sweat, his muscles straining with the effort. “You’re so tight. You feel so damn good.”

Jasmine’s orgasm built again, a coiled spring of tension tightening in her belly, spreading through her body, making her tremble, making her gasp, making her moan. “I’m gonna come again,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her eyes flying open to meet Darnell’s intense gaze. “I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” Darnell commanded, his voice rough, his hands gripping her hips, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the carpet slide beneath them. “Come *hard*.”

And she did.

Her second orgasm hit her like a freight train, crashing over her in a rush of sensation that made her back arch, her body convulse, her breath catch in her throat. She screamed, a raw, primal sound that filled the room and echoed off the walls. Her pussy clenched around Darnell’s cock, milking it, pulling at it, her body riding out the waves of pleasure that coursed through her.

“Fuck,” Darnell groaned, his own release building as he felt Jasmine’s pussy clenching around his cock. “I’m gonna come. I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” Jasmine gasped, her voice trembling, her hands gripping his arms, her body arching toward his. “Come inside me. Please. I want to feel you come.”

Darnell’s hips slammed into hers one last time, his cock buried deep inside her, and then—he *let go*.

His release was a guttural groan that rumbled through the room, his body shaking, his hands gripping her hips tightly, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he filled her with his cum, painting her walls with his release, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead pressing against hers, his eyes closed, his body trembling, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “That was…”

“Amazing?” Morgan finished, her own orgasm hitting her as she collapsed beside them, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling with the aftershocks of their shared pleasure. “Because *fuck*, that was *amazing*.”

Jasmine could only laugh, a breathless, euphoric sound that filled the room as she collapsed onto the carpet, her body still trembling from the intensity of their lovemaking, her pussy still full of Darnell’s cum, her skin slick with sweat and desire. She turned her head, her lips brushing against Morgan’s in a soft, tender kiss that contrasted sharply with the fierce passion they had just shared.

“Next time,” she panted, her voice breathless, her body still humming with pleasure, “I’m riding *both* of you.”

Darnell chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through the carpet beneath them, his cock still half-hard as he pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, a visible testament to their passion. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of Jasmine’s ear, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers through her body. “Next time,” he murmured, his voice rough with promise, “we’re gonna do *a lot* more than that.”

And as the three of them lay tangled together on the carpet, the city lights twinkling in the background, the air thick with the scent of their lovemaking, Jasmine knew one thing for certain—this was only the beginning.




Chapter 4

The penthouse was still alive with the echoes of their last night—condoms discarded in the trash, the faint scent of lube lingering on the sheets, the way the air itself seemed to hum with the aftershocks of pleasure. Jasmine lay sprawled across the bed, her body still flushed from the previous evening’s indulgence, her fingers tracing idle patterns over the faint marks Morgan’s nails had left on her skin. The sheets were tangled around her legs, and she could feel the dampness between them, a reminder of how thoroughly they’d been used. Her skin was still sensitive, still tingling from the hours of play, and the memory of Morgan’s touch made her breath catch even in her sleep. She shifted slightly, her thighs pressing together as the phantom sensation of Morgan’s lips and hands danced across her thoughts.

Morgan was curled against her side, her breath slow and steady, her fingers still tangled in Jasmine’s hair. She looked peaceful, almost angelic in the soft morning light, but Jasmine knew better. Underneath that serene exterior was a woman whose appetite for pleasure was as vast as the ocean, and whose capacity for giving and taking it was boundless. Morgan’s fingers flexed in her hair, even in sleep, as if already seeking more contact.

But Darnell was different. He wasn’t sleeping. He was watching.

Jasmine could feel his gaze on her like a physical touch, heavy and possessive. She turned her head just enough to see him propped against the headboard, one arm draped over the back of the bed, the other resting on his thigh. His cock was half-hard, the thick vein along the underside pulsing with every breath he took, every slight shift of his weight. His dark eyes were locked onto her, hungry, needy, completely focused. The intensity in his gaze was almost embarrassing, but also thrilling—being the object of such blatant, ravenous attention made her feel desirable, powerful. She could see the desire in his eyes, mixed with something else—frustration, perhaps, or restraint. His fingers flexed against his thigh, as if fighting the urge to reach for her, to touch, to claim. The cords in his neck stood out slightly, the only outward sign of the tension coiled within him.

“You’re still awake,” Jasmine murmured, her voice rough with sleep, thick with the remnants of desire from the night before. She stretched cat-like, her back arching just enough to make her tits jiggle, her nipples already hardening in response to the attention. The movement was instinctive, unconsciously seductive, meant to provoke a reaction, and it worked.

Darnell’s smirk was slow, deliberate, almost predatory. The corner of his mouth quirked up, a promise of things to come. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Morgan’s fingers tightened in Jasmine’s hair, pulling her into a kiss—soft, teasing, just enough to make her whimper. The sudden contact sent a jolt through her, reigniting the embers of desire that had been smoldering just beneath the surface. “Why not?” she asked against Jasmine’s lips, her voice a husky whisper that danced across Jasmine’s skin. “Too much on your mind?”

Darnell’s gaze flicked to Morgan, then back to Jasmine, his eyes dark and inscrutable. “Too much *on my hands*.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with innuendo and unspoken promises. Jasmine’s breath hitched, a shudder running through her. She could feel the heat of his stare, the way his fingers flexed against his thigh like he was fighting the urge to reach for her, to touch, to take. It was intoxicating, being wanted so completely, so desperately. “And what’s that supposed to mean?” she asked, her voice barely more than a breath, her eyes locked onto his, daring him to continue.

Morgan’s fingers trailed down Jasmine’s stomach, lower, until she was cupping her between the legs, her touch light but deliberate, a feather-soft caress that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her. Jasmine’s hips lifted instinctively, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of everything Morgan was offering. The dampness between her legs increased, her body already responding to the familiar touch, already craving more. “It means,” Morgan purred, her voice low and smooth, a velvet purr that wrapped around Jasmine like a warm blanket, “he’s been *watching* us all night. And now he wants in.”

Jasmine moaned softly as Morgan’s fingers dipped inside her, still slick from their earlier play. The sudden, unexpected intrusion sent a wave of pleasure through her, making her gasp, making her fingers clutch at the sheets. Her hips lifted again, this time with more urgency, her body instinctively seeking the contact it had been denied for too long. “Fuck,” she breathed, the word a mixture of frustration and desire, “you’re *insufferable*.”

Morgan chuckled, a low, sexy sound that vibrated through her and into Jasmine. “And you love it.”

Darnell’s cock jerked in his hand, a visible twitch that made Jasmine’s eyes widen. The sight was mesmerizing—his thick, dark cock, the bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip, the way his fingers wrapped around it, a tentative, almost reverent touch that spoke of his growing need. “Shit,” he groaned, his voice rough, strained, as if he were holding onto his control by a thread. “Y’all are gonna *kill* me.”

Jasmine turned her head just enough to see him, her lips still swollen from kissing, her eyes heavy with desire, clouded with need. She licked her lips, her gaze locked onto his, savoring the moment, the power she held over him, over them both. “Good,” she murmured, her voice muffled, thick with lust, “we’re gonna make you *suffer*.”

Morgan’s fingers never stopped moving, curling inside Jasmine as she leaned down, her lips brushing Jasmine’s ear. “Or maybe we’ll just make you *harder*.”

Darnell’s breath hitched, a sharp intake of air that made his chest expand. His free hand fisted in the sheets, his knuckles turning white, the only outward sign of the internal battle he was waging. “Fuck,” he groaned again, his hips rolling off the bed, a small, involuntary movement that betrayed his desperation. “I don’t know if I can take much more of this.”

Jasmine’s fingers reached out, wrapping around his wrist, guiding his hand to her mouth. She licked her lips, her gaze locked onto his, a silent promise of what was to come. She took his middle finger between her teeth, sucking gently, her tongue swirling around it, tasting him, savoring the taste of his pre-cum, the saltiness of his skin. The wet *pop* as she released him echoed in the quiet room, a sound that seemed to make Darnell’s cock twitch in response.

Darnell’s cock twitched. “Jas—”

“Shh,” she murmured, her voice muffled, a whispered command that was as much as promise as it was a demand. “Let me take care of you.”

Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up Jasmine’s body, her pussy hovering just above Jasmine’s face, already glistening with arousal, the folds glistening in the morning light. Jasmine could smell her, the intoxicating scent of her desire, and it made her mouth water, made her crave the taste of her, the feel of her on her tongue. “Then let’s see how *good* you can make *me* feel.”

Jasmine didn’t hesitate. She grabbed Morgan’s hips and pulled her down, her tongue already lashing out to tease Morgan’s clit. Morgan gasped, the sound a mixture of surprise and pleasure, her fingers tangling in Jasmine’s hair as she rocked her hips against her face. The taste of her, the way she shuddered under Jasmine’s touch, the soft moans escaping her lips—it was intoxicating, addictive. Jasmine’s fingers, still buried inside Morgan from earlier, curled, finding that spot that made her gasp, made her hips buck, made her beg for more.

Darnell watched, his cock throbbing in his hand, his breath coming in ragged gasps. His eyes were wide, his pupils dilated, fixed on the sight before him—Jasmine’s mouth on Morgan’s pussy, the way Morgan’s body responded, the soft moans filling the room. He fisted his cock, a slow, almost reverent stroke, his eyes never leaving the scene unfolding before him. “Fuck,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire, “I can’t *believe* I’m just *watching* again.”

Morgan’s hips rocked faster, her moans growing louder, more desperate. Her fingers tightened in Jasmine’s hair, pulling, not painful, but a demand, a silent plea for more, for harder, for deeper. “Then *stop watching*,” she panted, her voice breathless, her chest heaving, her fingers still tangled in Jasmine’s hair, “Get your *ass* over here.”

Darnell didn’t need to be told twice.

He shifted behind Jasmine, his cock pressing against her ass, already slick with her own juices and the remnants of their earlier play. The sensation was unexpected, a sudden, unexpected contact that made Jasmine moan against Morgan’s pussy, the sound vibrating through her. Darnell’s hand slid down her back, his fingers spreading her wider for Morgan’s tongue, a possessive, claiming gesture that made Jasmine’s breath hitch. “You sure about this?” he murmured, his voice rough with need, a low rumble that vibrated through her, his hands gripping her hips, ready to take, ready to claim.

Jasmine whimpered against Morgan’s pussy, her fingers still buried inside her, twisting, curling, seeking that spot that made Morgan buck and gasp. “*Yes*,” she gasped, the word barely more than a breath, her voice thick with desire, her body trembling with anticipation, “Fuck me, Darnell. *Please*.”

Morgan’s breath hitched as Darnell’s cockhead pressed against Jasmine’s tight hole, a sudden, unexpected intrusion that made her gasp, made her pussy clench around Jasmine’s fingers. “*Oh—*fuck—*” Morgan’s voice was a broken cry, a mixture of surprise and pleasure, her fingers tightening in Jasmine’s hair as she watched, as she felt, as she was a part of it.

Breathe, baby,” Darnell rumbled, his hands gripping Jasmine’s hips, steadying her, preparing her, “Just *let* me in.”

Jasmine took a deep breath, her body relaxing, her muscles loosening, allowing him access, inviting him in. She could feel him, the pressure, the stretch, the slow, deliberate push as he entered her. The burn was sharp at first, a brief, intense sensation that quickly faded, replaced by the deep, aching fullness of him, the sensation of being completely, utterly filled, of being claimed, of being taken. She moaned, long and low, a sound of pure pleasure that vibrated through Morgan and made her gasp, her pussy clenching around Jasmine’s fingers in response. Her nails dug into the sheets, a desperate, instinctive need for something to hold onto, something to anchor her as she was swept away by the sensation.

Darnell didn’t stop. He pulled back slowly, the sensation almost as intense as the push, a drag that made Jasmine gasp, made her body clench, made her need more. Then he pushed forward again, his cock sliding in and out of Jasmine’s ass in deep, slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan, made her beg, made her body tremble with the effort of holding on, of taking everything he was giving her, of giving everything Morgan was taking. “That’s it,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure, his hips rolling against her, his cock sliding in and out of her, a slow, steady rhythm that was driving them both wild, “Take it, baby. Take *all* of it.”

Jasmine’s moans grew louder, her body trembling with each thrust, with each stroke, with each whisper of his voice against her ear. She could feel him, deep inside her, filling her, completing her, a part of her in a way that words couldn’t describe. Morgan’s fingers never stopped moving, her own pleasure building with each sound, with each movement, with each breathless moan that escaped Jasmine’s lips. Her own pussy was slick, wet, a testament to the pleasure she was taking, to the pleasure she was giving, to the pleasure they were all sharing.

“Oh—*fuck*—*Darnell*—” Jasmine’s voice was a broken cry, a desperate plea for release, for more, for everything, her nails digging into the sheets, her body trembling, her mind lost in a haze of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, so complete it was all-consuming.

Morgan’s orgasm hit her hard, her pussy clenching around Jasmine’s fingers as she came, her back arching off the bed, her moans filling the room, her fingers tightening in Jasmine’s hair as she rode out the waves of pleasure that crashed over her. “*Jas*—*fuck*—” she gasped, her voice breathless, her body trembling, her release triggering something in Jasmine, something that had been building, something that was now on the verge of exploding.

Darnell’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his cock slamming into Jasmine’s ass with a wet, obscene sound that was impossibly erotic, impossibly hot, impossibly perfect. He was no longer holding back, no longer restrained, his body moving with a primal need, a desperate hunger that matched her own, a desire to claim, to possess, to make her his. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her harder, faster, deeper, a relentless, unyielding rhythm that was pushing her closer and closer to the edge, “Come for me, baby. *Come* on my cock.”

Jasmine’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching, her ass tightening around Darnell’s cock, a wave of pleasure so intense it was almost overwhelming, so complete it was all she could feel, all she could think about, all she could exist in. “*Oh—!*” she gasped, the word a sound of pure ecstasy, a release of all the tension, all the desire, all the need that had been building for so long, a release that left her trembling, breathless, completely and utterly spent. Her body milked Darnell’s cock, the rhythmic clenching a silent plea for him to join her, to find his own release, to complete their union.

Morgan collapsed beside them, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her fingers tangling with Jasmine’s, a silent promise of more to come, a connection that was as much physical as it was emotional. Darnell didn’t stop. He pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their combined juices, a testament to their passion, to their pleasure, to the raw, animalistic hunger they had for each other. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of Jasmine’s ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her, making her shiver, making her body clench in response. “I *told* you I’d rather fuck than just watch.”

Jasmine grinned, a slow, lazy smile that spread across her face, her fingers tracing lazy circles over Morgan’s hip, a gentle, almost contemplative touch that was a stark contrast to the ferocity of their passion. “You *sure* did.”

Morgan laughed, a low, sexy sound that vibrated through her and into Jasmine, a reminder of the pleasure they had shared, of the pleasure they had yet to explore. She turned her head, her lips brushing against Jasmine’s in a slow, tender kiss that was a promise of more, a promise of everything. “And we’re *sure* you’ll do it again,” she murmured, her voice a husky whisper that sent a shiver down Jasmine’s spine, a promise that made her body ache for more, for everything, for all of them.

Darnell smirked, a slow, predatory smile that promised more, that promised everything, his hand reaching for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, a silent promise of more pleasure, more passion, more of everything they had already shared and so much more. “Oh, we’re just getting started,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise, thick with desire, thick with the knowledge that this was only the beginning, that there was so much more to come, so much more to explore, so much more to share.

The afternoon sun streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long shadows across the penthouse, painting their bodies in a golden light that made their skin glow, that made the marks of their passion stand out like badges of honor. The three of them lay tangled together on the bed, their bodies still slick with sweat, their skin marked by fingers and teeth, a testament to the hours of play, of passion, of pleasure they had shared. Jasmine stretched like a cat, her back arching just enough to make her tits jiggle, her nipples already hard from the attention they had received, a reminder of the pleasure they had already had and the promise of more to come. She could feel their eyes on her, the heat of their gazes, the desire that was still there, still simmering, still waiting to be unleashed.

Morgan’s fingers trailed down Jasmine’s stomach, lower, until she was cupping her between the legs again, a familiar touch, a touch that made Jasmine’s breath hitch, a touch that promise more, a touch that was already reigniting the embers of desire that had been smoldering just beneath the surface. “You’re *still* so wet,” she murmured, her voice rough with desire, a husky whisper that sent shivers down Jasmine’s spine, a reminder of the pleasure they had shared, a promise of more to come.

Jasmine’s breath hitched, a sharp intake of air that made her body tremble, her hips lifting off the bed, her body instinctively seeking the contact, the pressure, the pleasure that Morgan was offering. “That’s because you *make* me this way,” she gasped, her voice a mixture of frustration and desire, a plea for more, for everything, for all of them.

Darnell’s hand slid down her thigh, his fingers spreading her wider, a possessive, claiming gesture that made Jasmine’s breath hitch, a reminder of the pleasure they had shared, a promise of more to come. His dark eyes were locked onto her, intense, focused, hungry, a mirror of her own desire, a reflection of the need that was building inside her. “And I *like* it,” he growled, his voice thick with need, a low rumble that vibrated through her, making her body clench, making her heart race, making her crave more, more, more. “You like being *used* like this?”

Jasmine’s hips lifted off the bed, her pussy clenching around Morgan’s fingers, a desperate, instinctive need for more, for harder, for deeper. “*Yes*,” she gasped, the word a plea, a promise, a prayer, her voice trembling with desire, her body trembling with anticipation, her mind lost in a haze of pleasure so intense it was all she could feel, all she could think about, all she could exist in. “*God, yes*.”

Morgan’s fingers curled inside her, her thumb pressing against Jasmine’s clit in slow, deliberate circles that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her, a steady, building rhythm that was driving her wild, a promise of more, a promise of everything, a promise of release. “Then let’s see how *good* we can make you feel,” she murmured, her voice low and smooth, a velvet purr that wrapped around Jasmine like a warm blanket, a promise of pleasure, a promise of ecstasy, a promise of everything she had ever wanted and more.

Darnell didn’t waste a second. He shifted behind Jasmine, his cock already hard again, thick and heavy, already leaking pre-cum, a testament to his desire, to his need, to the hunger that was building inside him. His hand reached for the lube, a silent promise of more pleasure, more passion, more of everything they had already shared and so much more. “You ready for round two?” he asked, his voice thick with anticipation, thick with desire, thick with the promise of everything that was to come.

Jasmine’s breath hitched, a shiver running through her, her body already anticipating, already craving, already needing. Her hips lifted off the bed, her body instinctively seeking the contact, the pressure, the pleasure that Darnell was offering. “*Fuck*, yes,” she gasped, her voice a broken plea, a desperate cry for release, for more, for everything, a word that was both a prayer and a curse, a promise and a demand, a beginning and an end.

Morgan’s fingers never stopped moving, her own pleasure building with each touch, with each sound, with each breathless moan that escaped Jasmine’s lips. She scooted up behind Jasmine, her pussy pressing against her ass, a warm, wet contact that made Jasmine gasp, made her body clench, made her need more. Her fingers found Jasmine’s clit again, rubbing in tight, desperate circles that sent waves of pleasure through her, that built the tension inside her, that pushed her closer and closer to the edge, closer and closer to release. “Then *take* it,” she panted, her voice breathless, her chest heaving, a demand, a plea, a promise, “Take *everything* we’ve got.”

And Jasmine did.

Darnell’s cock pressed against her ass, slick with lube, an unexpected, intense sensation that made her gasp, made her body clench, made her need more. The pressure was immense, a stretch that was both uncomfortable and pleasurable, a burn that quickly faded into a deep, aching fullness that was impossibly perfect. She took him deep, her body stretching around him, a slow, wet sound that was impossibly erotic, a sound that made Morgan gasp, that made Darnell groan, a sound that was a promise of more to come. She moaned, long and low, a sound of pure pleasure that vibrated through Morgan and made her gasp, her pussy clenching around her own fingers, a silent plea for release, for more, for everything.

“That’s it,” Darnell growled, his hands gripping her hips, steadying her, guiding her, a primal, possessive touch that made her body clench, that made her need more, that made her feel like she was being claimed, like she was being taken, like she was being made to feel more pleasure than she had ever felt before, “Take it like a good girl.”

Jasmine’s orgasm built, a slow, steady climb that was intensified by every touch, every sound, every movement. Morgan’s fingers inside her, Darnell’s cock in her ass, the soft moans, the ragged breaths, the wet sounds of their passion—it was all building, all combining, all pushing her closer and closer to the edge, closer and closer to release. She could feel it, a tension building, a pressure mounting, a pleasure that was almost too much, almost too intense to bear. Her pussy clenched around Morgan’s fingers, her ass tightening around Darnell’s cock, a rhythmic, desperate need for more, for harder, for faster, for everything they had to give her, for everything she could take from them. “I’m gonna come,” she gasped, her voice trembling with desire, her body trembling with anticipation, her mind lost in a haze of pleasure so intense it was all she could feel, all she could think about, all she could exist in. “*I’m gonna*—”

“Come for me,” Darnell growled, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her harder, faster, deeper, a relentless, unyielding rhythm that was pushing her closer and closer to the edge, a demand, a plea, a promise, “Come on my cock.”

And she did.

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, a sudden, explosive release that shattered her, a wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful, so complete it was all she could feel, all she could think about, all she could exist in. Her pussy clenched around Morgan’s fingers, her ass tightened around Darnell’s cock, her body shuddering, trembling, convulsing with the force of her release. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound of pure ecstasy, a cry of release, a plea for more, a promise of everything, a sound that echoed in the quiet room, a sound that made Darnell groan, that made Morgan gasp, a sound that was the beginning of everything and the end of the world. “Oh—!*fuck*—!” she gasped, her voice trembling, her body trembling, her mind lost in a haze of pleasure so complete it was almost impossible to comprehend, so intense it was almost impossible to bear.

Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up behind Jasmine, her pussy pressing against her ass, a warm, wet contact that made Jasmine gasp, made her body clench, made her need more. Her fingers found Jasmine’s clit again, rubbing in tight, desperate circles that sent waves of pleasure through her, that built the tension inside her, that pushed her closer and closer to the edge, closer and closer to release. She leaned down, her lips brushing against Jasmine’s ear, her breath hot against her skin, a promise of more, a promise of everything. “That’s it,” Darnell groaned, his own release building as he felt Jasmine’s pussy clenching around his cock, as he felt her body shuddering beneath him, as he felt the pleasure they were sharing, a low rumble that vibrated through her, making her shiver, making her body clench, making her crave more, more, more, “Fuck—”

Jasmine’s second orgasm hit her hard, a sudden, explosive release that shattered her, a wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful, so complete it was all she could feel, all she could think about, all she could exist in. Her pussy clenched around Morgan’s fingers, her ass tightened around Darnell’s cock, her body shuddering, trembling, convulsing with the force of her release. She gasped, a sound of pure ecstasy, a cry of release, a plea for more, a promise of everything. Morgan’s fingers never stopped moving, her own pleasure building, her own body trembling, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as she watched, as she felt, as she was a part of it. “Fuck, *fuck*—” she panted, her voice breathless, her chest heaving, her fingers still tangled in Jasmine’s hair, a silent plea for more, for everything, for all of them.

Darnell’s orgasm hit him like a wave, a sudden, explosive release that took his breath away, a pleasure so intense it was almost impossible to bear, so complete it was all he could feel, all he could think about, all he could exist in. His cock pulsed deep inside Jasmine’s ass, a rhythmic, desperate need for release, for completion, for everything he had been waiting for, everything he had been craving, everything he had been dreaming of. He came, a groan escaping his lips, a sound of pure ecstasy, a cry of release, a promise of everything, a sound that echoed in the quiet room, a sound that made Morgan gasp, that made Jasmine shudder, a sound that was the beginning of everything and the end of the world. “*Fuck*—” he groaned, his forehead pressing against Jasmine’s back as he caught his breath, his body trembling, his mind lost in a haze of pleasure so complete it was almost impossible to comprehend, so intense it was almost impossible to bear.

Jasmine collapsed onto the bed, her body still trembling, her pussy still full of Darnell’s cum, her body still aching with the aftermath of her dual orgasms. She turned her head, her lips brushing Morgan’s in a slow, deliberate kiss, a gentle, tender connection that was a stark contrast to the ferocity of their passion. “Next time,” she panted, her voice breathless, her body trembling, a promise, a plea, a prayer, “I’m riding *both* of you.”

Darnell chuckled, a low, sexy sound that vibrated through her, a promise of more to come, a promise of everything they had yet to explore, a promise of pleasure so intense it was almost impossible to imagine. His cock, still half-hard, still buried inside Jasmine’s ass, twitched in response, a silent promise of more, a silent promise of everything they had yet to share. He pulled out of her slowly, his cum dripping down her thighs, a visual reminder of their passion, a testament to their pleasure, a mark of their connection. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of Jasmine’s ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her, making her shiver, making her body clench, making her crave more, more, more. “Next time,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise, thick with desire, thick with the knowledge that this was only the beginning, that there was so much more to come, so much more to explore, so much more to share, “we’re gonna do *a lot* more than that.”

And as the three of them lay tangled together, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat, their bodies still slick with the evidence of their passion, their hearts still racing with the memory of their pleasure, Jasmine knew one thing for certain—this was only the beginning. There was so much more to come, so much more to explore, so much more to share, and she was ready for it all, ready for everything, ready for them.




Chapter 5

The penthouse was still draped in the aftermath of their marathon of pleasure—condoms scattered across the floor like discarded confetti, the faint metallic tang of lube lingering in the air, and the faintest ghost of Jasmine’s scent clinging to the sheets. She lay sprawled across the bed, her body still humming from the previous night’s indulgence, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over the faint red marks Morgan’s teeth had left on her collarbone. The sheets were tangled around her legs, and she could feel the dampness between them, a reminder of how thoroughly they’d been used.

Morgan was curled against her side, her breath slow and even, her fingers still tangled in Jasmine’s hair. But Darnell was different. He wasn’t sleeping. He was *studying* her.

Jasmine could feel his gaze on her like a physical weight, heavy and possessive. She turned her head just enough to see him propped against the headboard, his broad chest rising and falling with slow, deliberate breaths. His cock was already half-hard, the thick vein along the underside pulsing with every exhale. His dark eyes were locked onto her, not with the usual hunger, but with something sharper—something that made her skin prickle.

“You’re still awake,” Jasmine murmured, her voice rough with sleep.

Darnell’s smirk was slow, almost lazy. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Morgan’s fingers tightened in Jasmine’s hair, pulling her into a kiss—soft, teasing, just enough to make her whimper. “Why not?” she asked against Jasmine’s lips, her voice a low purr. “Too much on your mind?”

Darnell’s gaze flicked to Morgan, then back to Jasmine. “Too much *on my hands*.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat of his stare, the way his fingers flexed against his thigh like he was fighting the urge to reach for her. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

Morgan’s fingers trailed down Jasmine’s stomach, lower, until she was cupping her between the legs, her touch light but deliberate. “It means,” she purred, “he’s been *watching* us all night. And now he wants in.”

Jasmine moaned softly as Morgan’s fingers dipped inside her, still slick from their earlier play. Her hips lifted instinctively, seeking more. “Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re *insufferable*.”

Morgan chuckled, her voice low and smooth. “And you love it.”

Darnell’s cock twitched in his hand. “Shit,” he groaned, his voice rough. “Y’all are gonna *kill* me.”

Jasmine turned her head just enough to see him, her lips still swollen from kissing, her eyes heavy with desire. “Good,” she murmured. “We’re gonna make you *suffer*.”

Morgan’s fingers never stopped moving, curling inside Jasmine as she leaned down, her lips brushing Jasmine’s ear. “Or maybe we’ll just make you *harder*.”

Darnell’s breath hitched. His free hand fisted in the sheets, his knuckles white. “Fuck,” he groaned again, his hips rolling off the bed. “I don’t know if I can take much more of this.”

Jasmine’s fingers reached out, wrapping around his wrist, guiding his hand to her mouth. She licked her lips, her gaze locked onto his, before taking his middle finger between her teeth. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling around it before releasing him with a wet *pop*.

Darnell’s cock jerked. “Jas—”

“Shh,” she murmured, her voice muffled. “Let me take care of you.”

Morgan didn’t waste a second. She scooted up Jasmine’s body, her pussy hovering just above Jasmine’s face. “Then let’s see how *good* you can make *me* feel.”

Jasmine didn’t hesitate. She grabbed Morgan’s hips and pulled her down, her tongue already lashing out to tease Morgan’s clit. Morgan gasped, her fingers tangling in Jasmine’s hair as she rocked her hips against her face.

Darnell watched, his cock throbbing in his hand, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I can’t *believe* I’m just *watching* again.”

Morgan’s hips rocked faster, her moans filling the room. “Then *stop watching*,” she panted, her fingers tightening in Jasmine’s hair. “Get your *ass* over here.”

---

The moment Darnell moved, the air in the room shifted. He didn’t hesitate—he was on the bed in three long strides, his body looming over Jasmine like a storm. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the weight of his presence pressing down on her like a promise. His cock brushed against her thigh, already thick and heavy, the tip glistening with pre-cum.

“You’re *insatiable*,” Jasmine panted, her voice breathless as she reached up to wrap her arms around his neck. “I can’t even catch my breath, and you’re already ready to go again.”

Darnell chuckled darkly, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her into a bruising kiss. “Baby,” he murmured against her lips, “I don’t *need* to catch my breath. I just need to *fuck*.”

Morgan let out a low, appreciative sound from beside them, shifting closer to press a kiss to Jasmine’s shoulder. “God, I love when he talks like that,” she whispered, her fingers sliding down to tease Jasmine’s nipple. “Makes me *so* wet.”

Jasmine moaned into Darnell’s mouth as Morgan’s touch sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. She could feel how wet she was, how *ready*—how much she *wanted* him. And Morgan, too. The way her friend’s fingers traced over her skin, the way her breath hitched when Darnell’s hand wandered down to grip her ass, squeezing hard enough to leave marks…

“Fuck,” Jasmine gasped, breaking the kiss to press her forehead against Darnell’s. “I can’t—*fuck*—I can’t take much more.”

Darnell’s grin was wicked, his teeth flashing in the dim light. “Good,” he growled. “Because I don’t plan on stopping.”

And then he was moving.

---

The shift was sudden. Darnell flipped Jasmine onto her stomach with a single, fluid motion, his strength effortless. She yelped as her breasts pressed into the mattress, her ass lifted high in the air, completely exposed. Morgan didn’t hesitate—she was there in an instant, her hands sliding up Jasmine’s thighs, spreading her wider, her fingers already dipping between Jasmine’s folds to tease her clit.

“Oh *fuck*,” Jasmine whimpered, her body jerking at the sudden, intense pleasure. “Morgan—*please*—”

“Shh,” Morgan soothed, her voice a low purr as she leaned down to press a kiss to Jasmine’s spine. “Just feel it, baby. Let us take care of you.”

Darnell didn’t give her time to answer. With a growl, he grabbed Jasmine’s hips, pulling her back against him until she felt the thick, heavy press of his cock against her entrance. She could feel how *wet* she was, how *ready*—how much she needed him inside her.

“You’re *dripping*,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval. “So fucking *ready* for me.”

Jasmine could only nod, her fingers clawing at the sheets as she braced herself. She could feel the stretch already, the way her walls would clench around him, the way he would fill her completely. And then—

“Oh *god*—” she cried out as he slammed into her, his cock burying itself to the hilt in one smooth, relentless thrust. She gasped, her body arching as he filled her, stretching her in ways that sent pleasure-pain shooting through her system. Morgan’s fingers were still working her clit, circling, teasing, driving her higher.

Darnell didn’t stop. He pulled back just enough to slam into her again, his hips snapping forward with a force that made the bed creak. Jasmine could feel every inch of him, the way his cock *pulsed* inside her, the way his balls slapped against her with every thrust.

“Fuck—*fuck*—” she chanted, her voice breaking as she struggled to keep up with the rhythm. “Darnell—*please*—”

“Please what?” he growled, his hands gripping her hips harder, his thrusts growing more urgent. “You want me to fuck you harder, baby? Is that it?”

“Yes—*yes*—” Jasmine sobbed, her body trembling as she nodded. “Harder—*deeper*—*fuck*—”

Morgan’s fingers left her clit, and for a second, Jasmine thought she was going to stop. But then she felt Morgan’s lips press against her ass, her tongue swirling over the sensitive skin before she plunged two fingers inside her.

“Oh—*oh fuck*—!” Jasmine screamed, her body jerking as Morgan’s fingers filled her ass, stretching her in ways that sent her spiraling. Darnell’s cock was still inside her, still *pounding* into her, and now Morgan was there too, her fingers moving in perfect sync with Darnell’s thrusts, filling her in ways that made her see stars.

“You like that?” Darnell grunted, his voice rough with effort as he fucked her harder, deeper. “You like being *filled* like this?”

“Yes—*yes*—” Jasmine sobbed, her body trembling as she struggled to keep up. “I—I *love* it—*fuck*—”

Morgan’s fingers withdrew for just a second, and then—

“Oh *god*—” Jasmine cried out as Morgan’s tongue replaced her fingers, licking and sucking at her asshole, driving her higher, faster. Darnell’s cock was still inside her, still *pounding* into her, and now Morgan was there too, her tongue working her in ways that made her see stars.

“You’re *so* fucking tight,” Darnell groaned, his hands gripping her hips harder as he fucked her harder, deeper. “I can *feel* you clenching around me.”

Jasmine could only whimper in response, her body trembling as she struggled to keep up with the rhythm. She could feel the orgasm building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter, threatening to explode at any second.

And then Morgan’s tongue was gone, and she felt Darnell’s fingers replace it, pressing against her asshole, stretching her open.

“Oh—*oh fuck*—!” Jasmine screamed, her body jerking as Darnell’s fingers filled her ass, stretching her in ways that sent her spiraling. “Darnell—*please*—”

“Shh,” he soothed, his voice rough with approval. “Just feel it, baby. Let me take care of you.”

And then he was moving, his fingers pressing deeper, stretching her open as he fucked her harder, deeper. Jasmine could feel every inch of him, the way his cock *pulsed* inside her, the way his fingers *stretched* her ass, filling her in ways that made her see stars.

“You’re *so* fucking *tight*,” Darnell groaned, his voice rough with effort as he fucked her harder, deeper. “I can *feel* you clenching around me.”

Jasmine could only whimper in response, her body trembling as she struggled to keep up. She could feel the orgasm building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter, threatening to explode at any second.

And then—

“Oh *fuck*—!” Jasmine screamed as the orgasm hit her, her body jerking as she came, her walls clenching around Darnell’s cock, her ass clenching around his fingers. She could feel him *pulsing* inside her, his cock *throbbing* as he came too, filling her up with his cum, marking her as his.

Morgan was there too, her lips pressed against Jasmine’s shoulder, her breath hot against her skin as she whispered, “Good girl. *So* good.”

Darnell pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their combined arousal. Jasmine collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Morgan curled up beside her, pressing a kiss to her shoulder before pulling her close.

“Fuck,” Darnell groaned, collapsing onto the bed beside them, his body still trembling from the effort. “I *told* you I’d rather fuck than just watch.”

Jasmine let out a soft, satisfied laugh, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Morgan’s back. “You *definitely* didn’t just watch this time,” she murmured, her voice still breathless.

Morgan smirked, leaning in to press a kiss to Jasmine’s lips. “No,” she agreed, her voice a low purr. “And I *really* hope we get to do it again soon.”

Darnell let out a low chuckle, his fingers tangling in Jasmine’s hair as he pulled her closer. “Oh, we’re *definitely* doing this again,” he murmured, his voice rough with promise. “And next time? Maybe we let my brother join in.”

Jasmine’s eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into his touch, her body still humming with pleasure, her mind already racing with possibilities.

“Next time,” she agreed, her voice a low, satisfied purr. “But for now? Let’s just… *rest*.”

And with that, the three of them curled up together, their bodies tangled, their breath synchronizing as they drifted off into a deep, satisfied sleep.
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