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Tacie Graves



Screw Single



Growing up in Blue River, NY, there was one word that was a curse: single. I married at 20 to get away from it, but my husband, Liam, decided that “Love, Honor, and Obey” was really man-code for “Screw Over and Betray.” I decided I deserved better than that and, going against every word of advice I ever received, left him. Then I was, to my Irish Catholic mother’s eternal dismay: divorced.
Saints preserve us.
Time passed and people finally stopped thinking of me as divorced and started thinking of me as single again, so I began to date. Then I was single, but dating. Now single, but dating, is better than just single, but not by much. Single, but dating is just a step on the road to married as far as Blue River is concerned.
When my sex-drive stepped in and informed me that my sporadic ventures into dating weren’t cutting it, I finally gave in to temptation and slept with Donovan Collins. That moved me from dating, to easy, because even though Donovan and I had worked together for years, he wasn’t interested in a long-term relationship. Hell, he wasn’t interested in a relationship at all. No one would ever accuse him of dating.
I have to admit, the sex was incredible. It was an earth-shattering, toe-curling night, but I was too brainwashed by my Irish Catholic upbringing to be comfortable with the idea of easy. So, I went back to dating — with a little push from Donovan that felt caring even if it was more than a little insulting.
All this back and forth and up and down was making me crazy. I wasn’t cut out to be married. I wasn’t even good at the dating, if I was honest. So, I finally put my foot down and went back to just being single. Mom could spit it at me as much as she wanted, but I was pretty damn sure it was better than easy in her book.
Easy, though… Easy was a constant temptation. I have enough hormones to medicate an entire nursing home through menopause, and although I had my trusty shower massager, it just wasn’t the same. I hadn’t had a social orgasm in months, and I was beginning to think in terms of if instead of when when it came to sex. Donovan said he’d be back in my bed if it was empty for too long, and I was almost angry that after six months he hadn’t made good on his threat… I mean promise. The truth was, though, that I hadn’t even seen Donovan since I stopped dating. He’d been out of Blue River for months working on something he couldn’t explain to me. I figured that meant some Government something-like taking over a South American country, or rescuing an African diplomat.
Even so, I wasn’t ready to give up the Donovan fantasy completely. As a matter of fact, fantasy Donovan was really good to have around on those lonely late nights when my hormones were grumbling about my having ditched my latest “boyfriend.”
I could have found someone to date. Two officers down at the station had faced my father’s wrath and invited me out to dinner and a movie. A guy I went to high school came back to town to take over his family’s numbers running racket, and he asked if I wanted to lay a bet on a “sure thing. ” None of them appealed more than fantasy Donovan, though, so I politely turned them down saying I was taking a breather from the dating scene. After everything I’d been through, no one questioned that.
I distracted myself with work. Being a private investigator in a family full of cops isn’t easy. Sometimes I found myself on the wrong end of a discussion with someone who’ d been locked up by my dad or one of my brothers, and, unsurprisingly, they often think it’s the perfect opportunity to get even with a McAnally since I don’t wear a badge. This is where Donovan usually comes in. Being my own boss I’ve had to take a lot of contract work to fill in during the lean times, and over the past few years I’ve helped him out on more than one occasion-even uncovering an embezzler within his company. He knows he can count on me, and I have his word that he’ll provide muscle whenever I need it. So, whenever something came up where I needed backup, I called Collins Security and someone was always mysteriously “available.”
Most of the men who work ed for Donovan wer e local with a few exotic faces thrown in for good measure. They’re all ex-military-skilled, dangerous, and cautious to a fault. I would pu t my life in any of their hands in a heartbeat, but my favorite? My favorite was Jack.
Now some people might say, “How can you pick a favo rite out of all those hunky men? ” I say, “Easy. Just look at him. ” Jack Diaz was 6 feet and 4 inches of hot sticky cinnamon bun-spicy and sweet and sinful just to have around. His eyes were as green as my mother’s shamrocks, and his hair was short and curly and as dark as coal. He had beautiful hands, perfectly muscled arms, and long, strong legs that would be heaven to be tangled in sheets with. He wa s hot, he wa s funny, and to top it all off he actually talked on stakeouts.
All of this contributed to my hormone problem considerably. I mean, how was I supposed to convince a storm of raging Irish hormones that the hot guy playing with my hair isn’t fair game? I was so frustrated I think they considered “fair game” to actually be “anything within reach” and Jack knew it. He reveled in it. He liked to walk up behind me and put his hands on my shoulders. Then he’d rub his thumbs in gentle circles, larger and larger, and finally drag those beautiful hands down my arms. Sometimes he’d trace a finger along my jaw, and then bend over and whisper unnecessarily in my ear, pressing that long, lovely body against me the whole time.
Basically, he was teasing the hell out of me, the bastard.
My only consolation was that after a while it seemed to affect him as well. I heard his breath hitch more than once when I turned quickly in his arms to face him. And there was, ahem, other proof that he was susceptible to the teasing as well. It was almost a game to see which of us could leave the other in a worse state. Yeah, I know… masochism at its finest.
Then, two days ago, Donovan came back.
I had no idea what I was walking into when I went to the Collins office s. I just wanted my files, you know? But no-I walked in and waved at the receptionist, only to be sideswiped by the scent of cedar and smoke that dragged my memory back to the night I spent in Donovan’s bed. Every muscle in my body simultaneously seized. Add that to the star-struck look on the receptionist’s face and there was no other answer: four months with no news, and then poof — no warning-he’s back.
I was lucky I didn’t hyperventilate before I even saw him.
I unlocked my knees and forced myself over to Bridget’s desk, clearing my throat so I could get a sound out.
“Any clients for me? ” I asked.
Bridget gave an epileptic little jerk and pointed to a short stack of files on the corner of her desk. I didn’t envy her. Working with those men every day would be more than I could handle even when the boss was away playing Savior of the Free World. When he was actually in the office? Yeah… so not happening.
I thanked her and grabbed my papers, quickly turning to make my escape. I knew I’d have to face him sooner or later; I was just hoping for later, rather than sooner. However, as wa s so often the case in my life, the Universe was not on my side. Just as I turned to leave, the inner door opened and the room was flooded with essence of Donovan.
When Donovan is around every day, I somehow manage to forget just how handsome he is. Not having seen him for almost four months stripped me of that insulation and left my defenses crumbling in the face of near perfection. He was tanner than before, and his hair was longer, just hanging low enough on his forehead to make my fingers itch to brush it away. He was wearing gray fatigues that matched his eyes and a worn cotton t-shirt that was so tight I could probably see his pulse through it. I could feel the instant that his gaze locked on me; it jolted like electricity through my veins hot and cold and searing all at the same time.
“Need to talk to you outside, Pet,” he said, the soft lilt in his voice making my knees weak, and inclined his head to Bridget as he headed out the door. I didn’t even try to make my goodbyes. She wouldn’t hear them.
He walked a little ahead of me and I watched his body as he moved, his rolling gait eating up distance without seeming rushed. I noticed the dimples that marked the ends of some muscles and the beginnings of others. There were deep impressions in the sides of his ass that even his fatigues couldn’t hide, and his gray web belt simply reinforced the narrowness of the waist it encircled.
My mind, though, refused to simply allow me to fixate on the man in front of me. It insisted on overlaying images of Jack’s deeply defined forearms and incredibly long, jeans encased legs over Donovan’s more muscular body, and the combination quickly had my pulse racing and my head spinning as I tried to keep up with Donovan’s pace.
When he stopped at his Jeep, he turned towards me, peering over the top of a pair of mirrored sunglasses. As he removed them, I could see his eyes pause as he noticed the pulse fluttering in my neck, and the flush spreading from my face to regions further south. Self-preservation in mind, I refused to acknowledge the glitter in his eyes and the almost tangible waves of desire clouding the air between us.
“When’d you get back?” I asked, amazed that I managed to speak over the lump in my throat.
“Yesterday,” Donovan replied, master of the one word sentence.
“So… what’d you want to talk about?” I asked, still shooting for calm.
“Jack,” he said, again employing the one word reply.
“Good guy, great help, terrible flirt, anything else?” I answered, tiring of the power play.
“Just this,” he said and in less time than it takes to describe he had grasped my wrist and pulled me to him. He pressed my back against the warm black body of his Jeep and pinned me there, staring into my eyes like a snake would hypnotize a bird. Slowly-painfully slowly-he lowered his lips to mine, never breaking eye contact. His lips were warm and soft and teasing, and I couldn’t stop a groan from escaping. As if he were waiting for that little encouragement, that tiny sign of weakness, he immediately deepened the kiss, licking and nipping at my lips. His mouth fit mine so perfectly that I groaned again. I grabbed his shirt-either to pull him closer or to hold myself up, I wasn’t sure-and he kissed me harder, one hand on the back of my head, tangled in my hair, and the other sliding up the side of my breast, fingers teasing my nipple as they passed. I was swamped with the sensations and clung to him like a life raft in a tidal wave.
When we broke apart, I was gasping and I could feel my pulse in my swollen lips. Anyone looking at me would know that I’d been thoroughly kissed-my eyes were glazed and my cheeks flushed-but somehow I couldn’t bring myself to care.
Donovan looked at me intently for long seconds and after nodding as if in response to a voice only he could hear, he pulled away and opened the Jeep door.
“I’ll see you later, Pet,” was all he said, and he climbed in and was gone.
I stood there for long moments not knowing whether to scream or stomp or cry, finally settling on stomping my boot covered feet in anger before heading to my own truck. I swung open the door, climbed in and slammed it with all the force I could muster, so frustrated that I could have bitten through nails.
Every nerve in my body was wracked, my panties were soaking wet, my knees were shaking, and with every heartbeat, my lips pulsed and reminded me of the plundering kiss I had just experienced.
Four months he was gone… FOUR MONTHS, and within twenty-four hours of returning he had me so wrapped up in knots that I didn’t know what to do.
I started the truck and slammed it into first, grinding the gears along with my teeth. I turned towards my apartment knowing that if I didn’t get some satisfaction I was going to be the first certifiable case of spontaneous combustion in Western New York. I floored the accelerator and drove as if every demon in Hell were after me.
All the way home, my mind was consumed with visions of Donovan suckling my nipples, or licking my clit, or slamming wetly into my aching pussy. My frustration was compounded by thoughts of Jack standing behind me, cupping my breasts, grinding his cock into my ass, and whispering his desires in a voice so dark that light simply ceased to exist.
As I slid into a parking spot I couldn’t help but think of the parallels of a cock sliding into a welcoming pussy, and my knees almost buckled under me as I slid from my seat. I managed to make it into the elevator without collapsing, and I mentally applauded my success, only to end up silently screaming as the shaking of my hands delayed my entry into my apartment. I jumped when my cell phone started ringing, but I let it go to voicemail. I only had one thing on my mind at that moment and it wasn’t talking on the phone.
On my third try, I managed to insert my key in the lock. I was again swamped by penetration visuals, and as I finally managed to slam the door behind me closed, I began to strip as quickly as I could. I fumbled with my button-fly, damning Donovan and Jack for not being here to do it for me, and when I finally got my jeans and panties off I immediately slid two fingers into my dripping, aching slit. I pressed the pads of the fingers on my other hand against the side of my clit, rubbing it in tiny circles, knowing that it would only take seconds for me to bring myself to orgasm if I could just focus on it.
The Universe, again, stepped in in the form of the phone ringing. My attention split, I could feel my climax growing more distant and I stroked my clit frantically trying to regain the precipice of pleasure, only to cry out in frustration as it slipped away completely when the answering machine picked up. I heard Jack’s voice and I let out a manic laugh at the irony of it all.
“Darcy? Is everything okay?” his dulcet tones carried a note of concern. “I saw you peeling out of the parking lot like a bat out of hell. You didn’t even notice me,” he accused.
I stood there in my jacket and shirt and nothing else, fingers dripping, and growled at his intrusion. I might not have noticed him this time, but I noticed him every other time. That was one of the reasons I was in this state.
“You didn’t pick up your cell, and you aren’t picking up your land line,” he said, the concern ratcheting up a notch, “I get the feeling something’s wrong. I’ll be at your place in three minutes. Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m on my way.”
If I weren’t so ready to kill him I’d have thought his concern endearing. As it was, I was standing covered in pussy juices, clothes strewn from my front door to my living room, and Jack-all 220 biteable pounds of him-would be here in three minutes.
I grabbed my jeans and my panties from the floor-their wetness would be a dead giveaway to one of Collins Security’s observation freaks-and started for the bedroom when my front door suddenly burst in on its hinges. I jumped at the sound, and spun, clutching my clothes closer to me as I was faced down by a dangerous looking Jack, his gun drawn, arms flexed, and booted feet spread. He looked like a rampaging angel come to destroy his enemies and I felt my pulse begin to race again.
“Darcy! Are you okay?” Jack asked, his eyes raking over me.
For three seconds we simply stared at each other. When I finally came to my senses and realized that I was still only half dressed, I let out a little shriek-whether of continued frustration or embarrassment, I’ll never know-and ran into my bedroom and slammed the door behind me.
“Go away, Jack!” I shouted at him through the door.
I could hear the beginnings of a laugh as he called back to me, “You sure you’re okay, sweetheart? You looked kind of, um…” he paused, “distressed.”
I saw red. The bastard was actually laughing at me. He didn’t even have the decency to be turned on by my half-naked state. The fucking son-of-a-bitch!
“Distressed?” I yelled again. “Now why would I be distressed? ” I took off my jean jacket and threw it at the door in disgust.
“I’ve only been teased, taunted, frustrated, and left hanging in the non-orgasmic wind for FOUR MONTHS!” I blasted. “You tease me, and taunt me, and say all those wonderfully naughty things… but do you ever follow through? No. Not once!”
I scrabbled through the detritus on my floor and found a pair of running shorts. I pulled them up my shiny slick legs and marveled that even as angry as I was, I was still dripping wetness. That reminded me of why I was angry and I returned to my rant.
“So, here I am drawn tight as a piano wire and who comes back but Donovan himself, dragging me into the parking lot and p lastering me against his Jeep — him with the kisses, and the touching, and the hotter than hell body… but does HE follow through? Of course not! No one actually follows through! I’m like the poster child for sexual frustration here! ” I finished as I threw open my door and stomped out into the living room.
I made it three feet.
Standing there in the middle of my living room were two men, not one. During my crazed diatribe, Donovan had arrived. God knows when he’d come in, but I could tell he’d heard more than enough.
Jack was standing to one side his weapon holstered, and his earlier concern gone. In its place there was a deep languorousness, a liquid sensuality, as he caught my eye. Slowly he nodded his head towards where Donovan was standing and said, “I called for backup.”
I nodded in return. “I see that. ” I cleared my throat. “But, as you can see, there’s no danger here. ” I held my hands out to indicate my apartment as I tried to sidle back into my bedroom, my earlier bravado gone. “I’m fine… everything’s just fine. You two can just head right on back out to wherever you were going, I don’t need either of you,” I babbled.
“Oh, Pet,” Donovan said, his voice gravelly, his eyes dark and smoky, “that’s where I’m thinking you’re mistaken.”
In the blink of an eye, he had crossed the room. He wrapped his hands around my wrists, gently twisting them outwards and pulling at the same time so that I had to follow or inflict pain upon myself. When his skin touched mine the raging horde of my hormones re-emerged, screaming across my consciousness, sensitizing me to his scent, to the texture of his hands, even to the sound of his breathing. I gasped at the onslaught and he smiled a wicked smile, knowing my weakness.
“You see, Darcy?” Jack’s voice came across the room and cut through the haze clouding my mind. “I never intended to leave you-how did you put it? Hanging in the non-orgasmic wind?” He walked slowly towards me, muscles rippling as he moved, the cinnamon tones of his skin enhanced with a flush of blood. “I just wasn’t sure what you wanted. I wasn’t sure you knew what you wanted.”
I looked at him wide-eyed. I knew what I wanted, and God help me I was going to die if I didn’t get it.
Jack moved into the space behind me, and suddenly there wasn’t enough oxygen in the world. I was dizzy with the proximity of these two men who had such strong effects on me. I felt hunger quiver through me, and both men’s eyes darkened as they realized the razor edge of control that I was walking.
“But now we know, don’t we?” he whispered, and he slid his beautiful hands around my waist, his heat scorching me through my shirt. My eyes opened even wider as I saw Donovan watching Jack over my shoulder, and the knowledge that they were both here, both wanting me, raced through me on a shiver and my knees buckled weakly beneath me.
“God, you’re beautiful,” Donovan whispered as he leaned in to support me, and Jack echoed, “Beautiful,” from behind me, four hands stroking and touching me as I was supported between their broad chests.
“When Jack called I was already on my way over,” Donovan whispered as he lowered his face, angling away from my mouth at the last moment and instead inhaling deeply, the air moving across my sensitive neck and ear sending more shivers coursing through my body. He rubbed his face against mine, like a jungle cat marking me with his scent. “When I left you at the office it was all I could do not to rip your clothes off and fuck you right there. ” His voice thickened and he almost growled the last words, taking another step closer and pinning me against Jack who had moved in even closer behind me.
“But… but you left me,” I gasped as Donovan’s teeth rasped against the side of my neck, the flood of sensation chasing away my residual anger.
“He didn’t leave you because he wanted to, sweetheart,” Jack murmured as he used his fingers to draw tight circles across my belly, slowly increasing their diameter until he was grazing the waistband of my shorts and then trailing up under my breasts. “Control had a problem. Shots were fired… there was a team wide page. ” He dipped his hand under my shorts and I inhaled quickly, only to realize that the smell of them was more dizzying than the lack of oxygen.
“My pager went off-silent mode-I had to go,” Donovan explained, “I didn’t want to go-God, I didn’t want to, but I had to. You know I did.” He punctuated his statements with kisses and nips along the tendons of my neck, licking across my collarbone until he could bite the top of my shoulder, leaving a perfect imprint of his teeth.
Jack was busy too. He bunched my shirt in his hands, and when Donovan pulled his mouth away, he quickly stripped it from me. He tossed it into the living room and then slid his hands back around my waist, splaying them upwards until he was cupping my breasts, my tightly furled nipples caught between his fingers.
“I called Donovan back to Blue River,” Jack said as he gently pulled his hands forward, plucking my nipples as he went, and I whimpered as heat liquefied my bones. “I’ve wanted you for months, but I couldn’t step in until I was sure it was what you wanted. ” He rolled my nipples between his fingers again and said, “This is what you want, isn’t it, sweetheart?”
With Jack behind me, and Donovan before me I was lucky I could string together a coherent sentence, but I knew I had to answer or they would stop, and if they stopped, I would die.
“I want,” I started and then had to swallow to loosen my voice. “I want you,” I tried again, more clearly this time, “but can I have what I want?”
My greatest fear was that they would suddenly stop and instead of desire, all I would see would be disgust.
“Pet,” Donovan spoke gently as he cupped my face in his calloused palm, “you can have anything you want.” His eyes were dark but the look in them was gentle and I turned and placed a kiss in his palm. “I know how you feel-how Jack makes you feel-and that excites me. Knowing that you’re wet, and horny, and dreaming about sex makes me crazy. I walked in here and could smell you, and when I heard you raving about needing release my cock got so hard I thought I’d burst.”
He took my hand and placed it on the hard length of his cock where it strained to escape its confines and I groaned again, so overwhelmed by it all that I felt like I was going insane. “Feel what you do to me, Pet,” he groaned. Then Jack took my other hand and placed it against his cock, and for the first time I stroked its impressive length and felt it jump under my touch. “I’ve dreamed of feeling your hands on me-your body against mine-so many times, sweetheart,” he whispered, sliding his fingers up my thigh to tease under the open leg of my shorts. “Let us fulfill those dreams,” he said, spreading the wetness up and down the length of my slit.
Donovan dipped his head to my nipple, still sensitive from Jack’s treatment of them, and sucked it into the hot, dark confines of his mouth, sliding a hand up my other leg and adding his fingers to Jack’s as he teased me.
It was more than I could stand, and my knees buckled taking all three of us to the floor in a heap.
“Please,” was the only word I could utter, and then suddenly there was one finger, and then two, from two different hands plunging into my aching pussy. My wetness soaked their hands and my muscles clenched around the invading fingers, hungry, and sucking-begging for more.
Jack removed his hand from my shorts and I watched as he brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, sucking them hungrily, and I turned partially, crazed, lunging at his perfect mouth, wanting to taste him, wanting to taste myself on his lips. I crushed his lips under my own, and after his first shock passed, he claimed my mouth, plunging his tongue in deeply, teasing me, tugging my lower lip between his teeth. I whimpered my need and he did it again, conquering me with his kisses, and exploring the virgin territory of my mouth.
Donovan continued to stroke my body as I kissed Jack; he loved the frenetic quality of our movement. He took advantage of my position and eased my shorts down my bare legs, leaving me naked between their still fully clothed bodies.
I no longer cared about the words-I could be single, or dating, or easy, or a fucking nymphomaniac. Nothing mattered but the two men holding me and how they cared for me and wanted me and how I wanted them. They were my friends, and my lovers, and my midnight fantasies come to life. All I wanted was to have them consume me until nothing else existed and the world fell away.
I turned to Donovan and thrust my fingers into the hair at his nape, and in a moment of crazed bravery, I pulled him to me, crushing my bare breasts against his chest and looked into his eyes.
“I want you,” I said quietly, no other words needed, and then I kissed him with all the pent up passion within me, burning my desire into him so there could be no denying it. Donovan growled deep in his throat, his feral side emerging and he pulled me even closer. While still plundering my mouth I felt him toeing off his shoes. Jack was removing his shirt, and a wave of dizziness washed over me as an image of the two of them, naked, branded itself into my brain.
Jack trailed kisses down my back, tracing paths lower and lower until he was gently biting the soft roundness of my ass. Every time I felt his teeth dig into my tender skin I felt an electric shock course through my body to my clit, triggering another wave of wetness in my pussy. Jack reached between my legs and played with the wetness, teasing me, taunting me, feeling the lips of my pussy clench as he would graze them but never fulfilling his promise by sliding them inside me. I had pulled my lips away from Donovan’s during one particularly suggestive stroke of Jack’s fingers and I was panting with desire.
“Easy, Pet,” he whispered as he guided me to my hands and knees so Jack would have better access to my pussy. “We have all the time in the world.”
I wanted to howl at him that I didn’t want to wait, that I wanted to come now but I couldn’t catch my breath enough to speak. I just arched my back and pushed my ass further towards Jack’s teasing hand, hoping upon hope that he would have mercy and fuck me with those beautiful fingers.
Suddenly I realized that Donovan had removed his shirt and was in the process of unzipping his pants and I knew that I had to get closer-I had to have his cock in my hands or in my mouth, somewhere! — and I had to have it now. I leaned as far forward as I could without losing all contact with Jack and nuzzled my head against Donovan’s crotch, burying my nose in the crease where his hip joined his thigh. Wordlessly he pulled his fatigues down and then slid them off, his cock bouncing heavily in front of me. It was dark with blood, engorged in his excitement, and I could see wetness spread across the head. I was drooling in anticipation, and pounced upon it unwilling to wait any longer.
I was still leaning on my hands so I shifted to where I could use just one for support and the other for more satisfying things. I wrapped my free hand around the base of Donovan’s cock and bobbed up and down his rigid shaft, sucking hard as I reached the head and then loosening the suction as I slid back down again. Donovan had both hands in my hair, guiding me up and down his cock, groaning as I pulled back, licked the tip like an ice cream, and then swallowed his length again.
I felt Jack shifting behind me but then I lost track, focusing only on the beautiful cock in front of me, until I felt his hands gently pushing my knees apart. I followed his direction, listening to him murmur his approval of my treatment of Donovan, and only jerked when I felt the tickle of his hair as it brushed against my inner thighs.
Jack had shifted us into the open space on the floor and had flipped onto his back, sliding his head between my knees. He grasped the backs of my knees and separated them until I was spread open above his face, his hungry tongue lapping at my pussy. The thought of those beautiful lips of his wrapped around my clit sent a shiver wracking through my body and a river of wetness flooding his face. He groaned and brought his hands up to frame my ass as he slowly parted my pussy lips with his thumbs. The cool air that teased my most secret parts enhanced the incredible sensation of being parted and I squirmed in pleasure. Jack took this as encouragement and latched onto my clit with such vigor that I was afraid it would hurt, but instead it just triggered a cascade of sensations that sped from one nerve ending to another, tightening every muscle in my body until they were screaming in need of release.
Jack took that moment to move one hand, pressing his well-slicked thumb against my asshole, the pressure adding incredible sensation to an already overwhelming experience and it was more than I could stand. Donovan pulled his cock from my mouth as my orgasm began, and he added his fingers on my breasts to the tidal wave of sensation that was overwhelming me, and my body exploded into a million pieces as my climax chased itself in dizzying circles, higher and higher until I almost screamed from the pleasure.
My legs were trembling and in a swift movement Jack had slid me down his body until he could simply hold me as I juddered and shuddered on top of him. I watched as Donovan stroked the length of his cock in his fist, his eyes running over us, noting the contrast in my white softness and Jack’s chiseled cinnamon skin.
Usually an orgasm like that would send me straight to sleep, but I had so much pent up frustration that as soon as it had passed all I could do was focus on the body beneath me. I slid up Jack’s length, enjoying the feel of him and sank my teeth into the muscle along the side of his neck where it joined his shoulder and I felt him quake beneath me.
“You’re amazing, Darcy,” he breathed, inhaling through his nose as he tried to control himself, but I didn’t want him in control and I bit him again. Jack loosed a moan and arched under me, pressing his hard cock into my stomach.
I wanted that cock, and I wanted it badly. I turned to Donovan and saw him watching us and it just spurred me on further. I caught Donovan’s eyes and grinned wickedly at him, and when he looked at me and nodded I lifted myself a little and caught Jack’s cock against my slick pussy lips, teasing both him and myself by sliding along its length. I stroked him again, and again, and as his breathing hitched in his throat I held my hips still. He looked at me wide-eyed and I could see tiny dark flecks in his emerald irises. His pupils were dilated and his breathing was shallow, and there was just the tiniest question on his face, as if he wondered why I stopped. When the look finally turned needy and he began to rock under me, I shifted again. The blunt tip of his cock was lodged against my opening and I paused just a second before dropping my hips, allowing its girth to split me wide, my slick lips closing around the narrower collar just below the head. The invasion drove the air from me and my muscles squeezed him tightly, hungry for more. I rocked gently, teasing us both, slicking his cock with my juices, until he grabbed my hips, and pulled me tightly against him.
The feeling was amazing. He was buried deep inside me, not moving, and I could feel the walls of my pussy randomly fluttering and tightening around him. I couldn’t stop it, couldn’t control it. It was wonderful, electric, and frustrating all at once. His fingers dug into my hips and prevented me from moving and when I growled my frustration at him he just laughed.
It was then that I realized Donovan was behind me. He pressed himself tightly against my back and whispered roughly in my ear, “Did you need that, Pet? Did you need a big hard cock in your hungry pussy?”
I gasped at his voice. I loved hearing him talk like that. During our night together he had shown a true talent for it. His breath was hot against my ear and his back scorched mine. He licked the ridge of my ear and kissed his way down my neck, his weight holding me impaled on Jack’s cock.
“You cannot imagine how amazing you look-you straddling Jack, your legs stretched wide, your ass in the air, both of you slick and your pussy filled to overflowing.” He bit the back of my neck and I felt the nerves tighten and I was unable to move. He slid his hands down my sides, stopping to pay attention to my breasts-cupping them, pinching them-and then further down until he splayed his hands around my waist.
Jack’s face was flushed below me, and I could tell that he was as turned on by Donovan’s actions as I was, adding his hands to Donovan’s as they trailed across my body. I could feel the heavy weight of Donovan’s cock lodged in the cleft of my ass and I wriggled a little to move him, but only succeeded in trapping him further between my cheeks.
I groaned inwardly as the image of him pressed against my asshole flooded my inner eye. I’d always shied away from that, but during our night together Donovan had introduced me to how intensely pleasurable it could be. I have to admit, even the taboo factor of it added to its appeal, and having Jack explore that area earlier had only inflamed my desire. Donovan was intoxicating, his weight a constant stimulus, and I couldn’t help but move against him.
Moving against him meant fucking myself even more on Jack’s glorious cock, and soon I didn’t know why I was wriggling, I just had to do it. Up and down and in tiny circles I rotated my hips against them, and when Donovan pulled away from me I thought that I would cry at the loss, but Jack thrust upwards at that moment and instead of crying out in loss, I was crying out in pleasure.
Donovan returned a few moments later and kneeled between Jack’s knees. He trailed a hot hand down my back until he reached the crack of my ass and then teased my rosebud with a fiery finger.
“Get up on your knees more, Pet,” he insisted as he pressed against that mysterious spot, “I want to see Jack’s cock as it slides in and out of your pussy,” and I couldn’t help but oblige, fucking Jack, and fucking myself, and hoping upon hope that it was a beautiful sight for the man behind me.
“Oh God, Darcy,” Jack groaned as I slid up and down his length, “Your body is a miracle,” and I kissed him, teasing him with my tongue, tugging with my teeth, loving the way he tasted, loving the feel of his cock in me.
“Yes it is, Pet,” Donovan echoed, and suddenly there was something new, as Donovan poured something slick along the crack of my ass, rubbing gently with his hand, and stopping to tease that spot again.
“Donovan,” I breathed, almost afraid of the sensation-it had been intense before, and I couldn’t imagine handling two of them-and he paused for a moment.
“Just relax, Pet,” he said, as he began stroking me again. “Remember how good it felt before. Remember Jack touching you there… and relax. Just focus on how good it feels.”
His voice was hypnotic and his touches intensified, pressure building on my asshole until I thought it must hurt, but it never did. He played with my nipple with a free hand and Jack had reached between us and had his thumb pressed against my clit and suddenly Donovan’s finger was sliding in and out and it was amazing.
“Oh God, Donovan,” I moaned, arching back towards him only to realize that it impaled me deeper on Jack’s cock. I couldn’t move without increasing the sensation, and it was building and building again, and I whimpered in desire.
“I want to be inside you, Pet,” Donovan whispered hotly in my ear, his weight pinning me to Jack’s chest. His heavy cock was rubbing against my slick cheeks and this time it was even more tempting. “I want to feel Jack’s cock in your pussy; I want to feel you tight around me. ” Donovan leaned in to my ear and whispered, “Please, Pet. Trust me.”
I opened my mouth and nothing came out, so I swallowed and tried again.
“I want you, too,” I whispered, my cheeks flaming, but neither of my men seemed surprised or embarrassed, Jack groaning his approval and Donovan tilting my face to his, taking my lips in a tender kiss.
“That’s my girl.”
He slid down my back, the movement pressing me into Jack again wrenching a moan from us both, and I heard the tearing of a foil packet and looked over my shoulder to see Donovan covering himself. He then stroked my asshole with a finger again before pressing his cock against it, at first barely and then more insistently.
Jack started to gently rock his hips under me, and my clit kept bumping against him, ratcheting the level of my excitement to new heights. Donovan increased the pressure against my asshole and it suddenly gave way, stretching around his cock, the tightness amazing as I felt myself stretched and filled.
I could not believe it; it wasn’t enough. I wanted all of him. I wanted all of them both. I wanted them buried so deep ly inside me I couldn’t tell where I ended and they began. I wanted to feel his hips against my ass as I came. I was overcome by my desires and I started to rock back and forth, gathering momentum as I went.
Donovan stilled in shock as I started to move, but quickly joined the rhythm, and I knew that the sensation of the two cocks rubbing against each other, only a thin barrier between them, was amazing for them both as well. Donovan pinned me and slid inside me, one hard inch at a time, and I could feel them both, Jack sliding below me, and Donovan above, matching their movements so that as one withdrew the other advanced. But they were so gentle… too gentle. I wanted more… and I begged them.
“Please! More… I need more.”
“We don’t want to hurt you, sweetheart,” Jack whispered up at me, and I crashed my lips down o n his and kissed him madly, pleading, “I’ll stop you if it hurts, just please… please fuck me!”
I was frantic, and my lovers obliged. Jack thrust into me hard and fast, and Donovan matched his tempo, holding his weight off me so I could breathe.
I screamed my pleasure and felt it begin-that whirlwind that is climax-and it tore through the three of us like wildfire. Every time Jack thrust into me, Donovan withdrew only to come crashing back into me in the end. Little inhuman noises were torn from me, and I heard the cries around me, and we rode that line between chaos and control until that last moment when my pleasure overtook me and I dragged my men with me.
My pussy spasmed and my body twitched, wrenching both cocks inside me until they couldn’t resist the pull anymore, filling me with their come as they filled the air with the sound of my name.
Then we were finished, and Donovan slid from me, pulling me to one side, and Jack turned to follow, holding me on the floor as we slowly floated back to reality.
I wrapped Donovan’s arm around my waist as he lay wrapped around my back, and I held Jack tightly in the crook of my arm, and the last thought I had was crystal clear: these men were mine, and I was never letting them go.
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