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The sound of Donna’s phone ringing sent a tidal wave of excitement through Paul’s chest. He felt as though it had been hours since he and Donna had finished their dinner. In reality, it could only have been twenty minutes at most. Paul knew that. It didn’t change the fact that anticipation had him on tenterhooks.




Donna’s heels clicked against the floor as she approached. Paul eagerly turned off the television, shifting to focus all of his attention on his girlfriend. She looked stunning, long tan legs showcased beautifully in the sheer stockings and high heels.




“That was Neve,” she announced, confirming what Paul had already suspected. “She’s just parking her car.” Donna glanced around their spacious living room, pursing her lips slightly. “Did you finish everything on your list?” she asked. The list of household chores she’d written up for Paul had been long. But not impossibly so. Paul knew that Donna just wanted everything to be perfect.




He nodded. “I vacuumed all the floors, dusted all the shelves, and tidied all my books away,” he answered. “Just like you asked.” His reward was a smile, Donna’s scarlet lips stretching to curl upwards at the corners.




“Good boy,” she praised. “I want you to kneel for me while I go and let Neve in.” She’d hardly finished the words before Paul’s knees hit the floor. He moaned, desire pounding through his body. He loved submitting to Donna. Kneeling was an important part of that. Getting on his knees switched something in Paul’s brain. It gave him the first taste of the utter calm that came with letting Donna make all the decisions.




After watching Donna walk away, her hips swaying enticingly, Paul strained to hear her as she greeted Neve. This wasn’t the first time that the three of them had played together. They’d met Neve at a number of parties now. They knew each other well.




They’d never invited Neve to join them at home before. It was exciting, knowing that all of Donna’s favorite tools and toys were at hand. Paul’s cock strained at the zipper of his pants, already achingly hard.




“And here he is,” Donna called as she led Neve into the living room. “Doesn’t he look amazing, so obedient and so hard for us?”




Paul’s gaze moved up to Neve as soon as she entered. She was wearing a tight red dress that clung to her hips so perfectly. It didn’t show off a lot of Neve’s boobs. That just made her look even more arousing, in Paul’s opinion. Her skin was darker than Donna’s. Standing next to each other, they both looked so hot. Donna’s soft brown curls fell over her shoulders, a smirk settling against her lips.




“He does look great.” Neve nodded and pride swelled in Paul’s chest. He wanted to show off for Neve - or rather, be shown off. The fact that Donna felt he was good enough to show off to others always made Paul feel great about himself. Something she was well aware of. If anything, it seemed to encourage her even more.




He licked his lips, ducking his head slightly. “You look beautiful, Neve,” he offered truthfully.




Neve grinned, running a hand down her side, accentuating the curve of her hip. The movement inched the short skirt higher, giving Paul a flash of thigh that made his mouth water. He turned wide eyes to Donna.




“How can I please you?” he asked. “Both of you.” His heart was pounding against his ribs. Paul didn’t think he could wait any longer for the three of them to get started.




Unless, of course, Donna told him to. Paul tried to do exactly what Donna said. He didn’t always succeed. The rewards when he did were worth any amount of effort.




Donna had a plan for how tonight was going to go. She’d refused to tell Paul anything, except that she meant for everyone to thoroughly enjoy themselves. Not knowing made Paul’s desire so much more urgent.




“As Neve is our guest, she gets to come first,” Donna announced. She turned to Neve, a smirk shared between them. “How would you like him to serve you?” Donna asked.




Neve seemed to think about it briefly, giving a small hum. “I would love a glass of wine,” she decided, walking to take a seat on the couch. With her legs crossed, Paul got a great view of her thigh. Donna seemed amused by the way his gaze kept darting between the two of them. Paul could hardly get enough of either.




“Perhaps,” Neve carried on, pulling his eyes back up to her mouth, “a wine that goes well with an orgasm.” She smirked, her nails tapping against the armrest of the couch. Donna laughed at that but nodded.




“The Merlot, I reckon,” she said, amusement clear in her tone. “Go get us both a glass of wine,” she told Paul. “You may walk back to make the carrying easier, but I want you to crawl there.”




Paul swallowed, his whole body tingling with anticipation. He swiped his tongue over his lower lip, then nodded. Reluctantly, he turned, not taking his gaze off Donna and Neve until the last possible moment.




“Doesn’t he have a great ass?” Donna asked as Paul leaned forward to begin the crawl to the kitchen. The praise brought a hot flush to his cheeks, one that only intensified when Neve voiced her agreement. Paul didn’t look back. If he swayed his lips a little more than necessary as he crawled away, it was only because he wanted to please them so badly.




Once he reached the kitchen, he got to his feet, pouring two glasses of the Merlot that Donna had opened earlier. She was so well-prepared. It was one of the many things Paul loved about her.




By the time he returned, Donna and Neve were sitting cozily together on the couch. Donna ran her hand through Neve’s hair, the sight rooting Paul to the spot. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look amazing together.”




He offered them both their glasses, then dropped back to his knees. Donna favored him with a proud grin. “Now, Neve, how would you like that orgasm delivered?” Donna asked.




Neve gave her thanks to Paul for the wine, one hand holding the glass. The other came up to brush a strand of her light brown hair off her shoulder. She parted her legs and Paul’s eyes widened. She wasn’t wearing any panties under that tight red dress!




“I’d like it slow, building up for a while before it overpowers me,” she answered, almost as if she was giving an order at a restaurant. It thrilled Paul to think that he might be a server somewhere like that. Somewhere women would give slow but intricate orders to how they wanted to be made to come. “You may proceed,” she informed Paul. “But I do not wish to spill any of this wine, understood?”




Paul had to make a real effort not to give his answer in the form of a moan. Fuck, he loved how demanding Neve was being. How demanding Donna was letting Neve be. He glanced up at his girlfriend, who radiated her approval even without words.




“Yes, Neve, I understand,” he promised, desperate to begin. Paul shuffled forwards, letting his nails drag lightly across the skin of Neve’s calves. Unlike Donna, her legs were bare. Paul could feel the heat of her, burning even hotter as he moved up towards her thighs.




Lightly, carefully, Paul ducked his head to place a kiss just above Neve’s knee. Donna’s gaze weighed heavily against his shoulders. Paul sank even lower. Neve lifted her ass, allowing Paul to wiggle the dress up far enough to bare her pussy to the air. She shivered. Whether it was from the cold or not, Paul was determined to warm her up.




He licked between Neve’s legs, savoring the taste of her against his tongue. He explored patiently, avoiding Neve’s clit to focus on learning where else she was sensitive.




Above him, Neve leaned into the back of the couch, bringing one leg up to drape it over Paul’s shoulder. Donna’s free hand moved to slide over Neve’s leg and up toward her breast. Paul would’ve loved to watch, but his mouth had a job to do. He licked against Neve’s wetness, taking his time. Having made her come like this before, Paul knew what’d bring Neve closer to an orgasm. But he didn’t rush. She hadn’t wanted him to rush.




“So how’s your week been, Donna?” Neve asked. The question sent heat shooting through Paul’s body. Knowing that she was having a normal conversation, just the kind of chat that you might have over a glass of wine, while his mouth was between her legs felt incredible. His service was exactly that. Paul loved it.




He heard amusement in Donna’s voice as she answered. “It’s been a good week. But this is definitely going to be the highlight,” she commented, making Neve laugh. Paul was pleased when that laugh was interrupted with a soft moan. “Is he doing well?” Donna asked.




“Oh yes,” Neve confirmed. Paul heard the clink of her setting her glass on the nearby table. It was so she could reach and run her hand through his hair. “Very good.”




The tug to his hair was just hard enough to make Paul feel it. Neve was teasing him, just the way she’d asked him to tease her. Paul dipped his tongue inside her, feeling Neve’s pussy grow even wetter. Her breath hitched. In the corner of Paul’s eye, he could see Donna’s hand cup the full weight of Neve’s breast.




“Give me your hand, Neve,” Donna ordered. Paul whimpered as Neve untangled her fingers from his hair. When Donna led Neve’s hand between her legs, Paul couldn’t regret the loss of contact.




Donna gave a soft moan, parting her legs so that Paul could just about make out the color of her panties. “That’s it,” she urged. “Show me what he’s doing to you.” Paul’s cock throbbed, trapped behind the material of his jeans. Fuck, he loved the idea that however his tongue moved against Neve, her fingers would echo the movement between Donna’s legs.




Hardly able to resist, Paul allowed his tongue to venture closer to Neve’s clit. If she wanted him to slow down further, she would definitely tell him.




He couldn’t see what Neve was doing with her hand, but he did hear her fingers brush against Donna’s wetness. She must’ve slid her fingers under Donna’s panties. That thought made Paul’s cock harden even more. He was slow as he licked over Neve’s clit, making her give a soft moan. And then Donna gave a soft moan, too.




Paul loved being able to eat Neve out. To know that his tongue also dictated what Neve’s fingers did to Donna? That sent fire shooting straight through Paul, his cock uncomfortably hard against the material of his pants. Not that he let that discourage him. Hardly. He wanted to make Neve come! And maybe Donna, too.




So Paul licked a little faster, circling Neve’s clit every so often to push that pleasure through her even more. Her moans increased in volume, letting Paul know he was doing well. The leg she had draped over his shoulder pulled Paul in closer, effectively trapping him between Neve’s legs. It was a pretty great place to be.




He pressed his hands against the couch, fingers digging into the cushions so that he wouldn’t touch himself. Paul ached to wrap his fingers around his cock, or at least to undo his buttons to give himself a little more breathing room. He wouldn’t give in to temptation. He knew that if he did, Donna would punish him for his disobedience. Paul didn’t want to derail whatever plans she’d made. She’d be disappointed. That would hurt worse than however she chose to express her displeasure on his body.




Neve’s hips bucked up, trying to get Paul’s mouth exactly where she wanted it. Paul was happy to comply. He circled his tongue around Neve’s clit, loving the way her muscles trembled in response. Donna cried out too, one hand on Donna’s breast and the other coming to tangle in Paul’s hair.




It urged him on. He licked faster, harder. He could tell that Neve was close. Pulling back, Paul looked up at both women with lust-darkened eyes. “Please,” he begged. “Can I make you come now?”




Neve’s breath was coming in short gasps. She nodded. “Yes, I’d like that,” she confirmed. Having leaned back, Paul could see how her fingers were still teasing Donna. It was a challenge to draw his eyes away. But Paul did want to make Neve come. When he returned his mouth between her legs, Neve’s moan was high-pitched as she pressed down harder against Paul.




This time around, he didn’t tease. He licked straight up to her clit, circling it until he could feel her body tremble. Then, he sucked against it, making Neve’s cries intensify. Donna’s joined them. Between licking Neve’s pussy and listening to the two women moan, Paul lost all of his own thoughts.




When Neve came, it was loud and wet. Paul kept licking her through her throes of pleasure. “Fuck yes!” Neve cried and rocked harder against Paul’s face. Finally, he felt her push him back. He pressed a soft kiss against Neve’s inner thigh.




His chest heaved with every breath, making Paul realize just how hard he’d been working. “You did so well, baby,” Donna praised. It was almost as if she’d read his mind. Paul always loved how in-tune they were with one another. He turned his gaze towards her, his cock twitching at the sight of Neve’s fingers still buried in Donna’s pussy. Her hips shifted, rocking herself against Neve’s hand, her breath catching in her throat.




Neve was busy getting her breath back, her fingers moving lazily. Donna waved a hand towards Paul. “You may stand up.” Slowly, Paul got to his feet. His muscles quaked, making him sway slightly before he finally regained his balance. Donna smirked, her gaze fixed on where Paul’s cock tented his pants. “I want you to take everything off,” she ordered. “Pile it up neatly, then come and show Neve how hard you were while you were eating her out.”




Paul and Neve both moaned appreciatively. Paul didn’t waste time. Nor did he rush. He enjoyed the weight of Donna’s gaze on him. Neve slowly recovered, sitting up so she could slide her fingers deeper between Donna’s legs.




Naked and achingly hard, Paul approached the couch. “Do you like what you see, Neve?” Donna asked, her tongue darting out as if she were tasting the words. “Would you like to touch him?”




Neve’s tongue repeated the action as she gave a nod. “Oh, yes,” she answered. Then, Neve reached out to brush the back of her fingers over Paul’s hardness, making him swallow a groan. Her touch was gentle, like she was just seeing just how hard Paul was. The answer was very. His cock was throbbing with desire. Paul knew better than to ask for Neve to do anything about it.




His eyes moved to Donna’s panties. Under the material, Neve’s fingers were still moving. “I think he wants to help me,” Neve hummed, turning her head slightly to give Donna a grin. “It does seem only right that you also get to come,” she pointed out.




“Yes,” Paul agreed, nodding eagerly. “Please, Donna, let me help Neve. Let me help you.” Whatever Neve did with her fingers made Donna gasp, the muscles in her thighs trembling. For an instant, Paul was certain she was going to let them help her. Then she pushed Neve’s hand away.




Getting to her feet, Donna ran an appreciative hand over Paul’s stomach. “You’ve both done very well,” she praised, “but I want to follow through with my plan. You can make me come later.”




Paul’s blood seemed to heat up all over his body. He loved how uncompromising Donna could be. She was the only woman he’d ever been with who would turn down an offer to make her come simply because it wasn’t the time - or the method - she wanted.




From a chest in the corner, Donna selected one of her favorite toys. “I’m going to whip you,” she announced. Paul’s moan was immediate, echoing across the room between them. He loved being whipped. The pain of the leather against his skin made any pleasure so much sweeter.




“I’ll keep going for as long as you last,” Donna added. “And Neve is going to try her best to make you come.” Her smirk was wicked. “It’ll be a challenge for you,” she said. “To last long enough to enjoy it.”




Paul’s breath caught even at the idea of what Donna was proposing. He wanted that! The mix of pain that she brought versus the pleasure that Neve would offer. Neve seemed to agree. Her eyes widened and Paul could tell there was lust clouding them. She ran a hand over her body, rubbing one of her hard nipples through the material of her dress.




“How?” Neve asked. “Can I use my mouth? I’d love to use my mouth.” She hummed. Paul wanted that, too. It was going to be Donna’s call and neither he nor Neve would argue against it. That was pretty thrilling to know for certain. Paul loved being under Donna’s control. It was exciting to see Neve follow Donna’s orders as well.




Donna grinned, slapping the whip lightly against her own thigh. Paul’s knees almost buckled. He so badly wanted to feel the sting of the leather against his own skin. “Please,” he said, almost without thinking. He wasn’t even sure what he was begging for.




“You can use your mouth,” Donna allowed, walking over to offer Neve a hand up from the couch. “And Paul can help you undress, as long as you do it quickly.” Amusement - or perhaps impatience - glittered in her eyes. Without hesitation, Paul reached out to run his hands over Neve’s dress. He moaned as he brushed his hands over her breasts, then down to curl around her ass. Her body curved in all the right places.




It took Paul a moment. Eventually, he found the zip. He slid it down carefully, not wanting to catch Neve’s skin. Donna tapped one heel. “I won’t start until Neve does,” she informed them both.




Once Neve’s dress was open, Paul slid it off her with just as much care. Her bare breasts spilled free. Paul had to swallow up another groan. He wanted to reach out, to tease Neve’s nipples until she cried out in pleasure. But he also wanted what Donna had planned for them. Neve seemed to be of a similar opinion. She didn’t take long before dropping down to her knees in front of Paul.




Her hands slid up his legs, nails teasing the back of them enough to entice a soft moan from Paul. It wasn’t painful. The sharpness was a great prelude to what was yet to come once the whip was licking against his skin instead. Paul hardly had time to think about that.




Not before Neve’s hot mouth wrapped around his cock. Paul was thankful for her hands against his hips. If it wasn’t for Neve’s grip, he would’ve fucked forward. Her hold was steady, making sure he didn’t move at all as her tongue swirled around his cock.




Almost immediately, Paul saw Donna lift the whip. The leather tail cracked through the air, landing with a hiss against Paul’s bare back. “Fuck!” Pain bloomed along the whole length of the whip, leaving a bright line of sensation. Paul fought not to rock on his heels, a moan tearing its way from his throat when Neve’s mouth sealed tight around the head of his dick.




The blend of pleasure and pain rolled through Paul’s body, leaving him even more desperate. “Please,” he begged again. This time, he knew exactly what he was hoping for. Donna didn’t disappoint. Another two strikes landed, one above and one below the first line Donna had left.




It was so good. Paul clenched his hands into fists, his nails digging into the soft skin of his palm.




The mix between the pain from Donna’s whip and pleasure from Neve’s wet mouth felt incredible. Neve sped up, taking Paul in deeper. Donna did a great job at matching the speed, the blows from the whip coming at an equally fast pace. They weren’t as deep or as hard, but the frequency sent sharp feelings of pain through him.




Neve’s tongue swirled. Suddenly, her hand was against his balls. Soft fingers teasing them as she worked his cock so well. Neve’s nails dug into the skin of Paul’s hips, this time sending the pain to join the one Donna’s whip left behind. He could feel his climax nearing, especially as the pain soared through him.




He strained, tensing his toes against the floor and pushing his shoulders back. The effort made him feel more in control, as if he could resist his orgasm at least a few moments longer. Then Donna moved, stepping out into Paul’s line of sight. Despite Neve’s earlier attention, Donna still looked immaculate. Not a hair or stitch was out of place.




“Tell me, does it feel good?” she asked, a smirk playing around the corners of her lips. She lifted the whip again, her movements so graceful that they looked effortless. The whip licked just above Paul’s hip, catching him hard enough to make him sway where he stood.




Neve steadied him, sucking his cock down deeper. Paul could feel the muscles in her throat as they constricted around him. “Yes, fuck. Donna, it’s amazing!” Paul didn’t want it to stop.




Another lash of the whip and his resolutions tumbled away. He moaned, emptying himself into Neve’s wet mouth. His muscles shivered, his orgasm roaring through him in a mix of pain and pleasure.




Neve swallowed every drop, like it was all she had ever wanted. Her mouth was so welcoming and so eager. Her tongue swirled around his cock before she finally pulled back, licking Paul clean. He felt spent but not at all tired. Paul could hear his breath coming in quick bursts. He glanced down at Neve. Her lips were red and swollen, cheeks colored with a rosy tint.




The way she grinned up at him, like the cat that got the cream, made pleasure twist low in Paul’s stomach. She glanced up at Donna. “What would you like us to do next?” The question came in such an eager tone. Paul loved that she, too, wanted to please Donna in any way she could.




Dropping the whip, Donna closed the distance between them. She brushed her fingers lightly over the lines left against Paul’s skin. “So beautiful,” she murmured, “and you took it so well.” Paul flushed at the praise, feeling contentment and desire throb through him in equal measure.




“Come to the bedroom,” Donna announced, holding out a hand to each of them. As they walked, Paul caught a glimpse of them in the mirror: he and Neve completely naked, following obediently as Donna led the way, still fully dressed.




Once they reached it, Donna gave Paul a push down against the bed. “You’re going to watch while Neve undresses me,” she ordered.




Paul nodded eagerly. He would’ve loved to help. At the same time, he enjoyed watching the way Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s body. She moved leisurely, possibly more for show than to tease Donna. Either way, Donna didn’t object. As Neve’s hands moved, Donna leaned into her touch, her eyes focused on Paul almost as if she was watching his reaction.




Despite having just come, Paul could feel his cock twitch. Even before Donna’s dress had come off, he could already tell it wouldn’t take him long to get hard again. And then, finally, Neve worked the zipper open, carefully sliding Donna’s dress off. Under it, her black underwear was revealed. A soft lace barely hiding anything behind it.




Neve’s hand slid over Donna’s bare side and up to one of her breasts. She caressed over it, teasing a soft moan from Donna.




“Your underwear, too?” Neve asked. Paul hoped the answer was yes.




Donna gave a throaty chuckle, which only drew Paul’s attention to the long line of her neck. “Fuck, you’re both stunning,” he said, gripping the sheets under him. His legs parted instinctively, his balls feeling full and heavy between them.




“Yes, my underwear, too,” Donna confirmed. She shimmied as Neve’s fingers skated along her skin under the material. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples hard under the fabric of her bra. Paul wanted to put his mouth on them, on Donna, anywhere.




Slowly, Neve peeled the scraps of lace away, leaving Donna completely bare. She radiated confidence, making Paul’s mouth water. “Lie back on the bed, Neve,” Donna instructed. “I’m going to let you show me how good you are with your mouth.”




“Oh, yes,” Neve nodded eagerly. Before she came to join Paul on the bed, Neve pulled Donna in, her lips finding Donna’s. The kiss they shared was hot. Neve’s tongue licked over Donna’s lips before sliding in to search out Donna’s tongue, too.




Paul held his hand out to welcome Neve when she joined him, his hand brushing over her soft skin.




As instructed, Neve lay back, settling comfortably next to Paul. She licked her lips, giving Donna a wide smile. “Come on,” she encouraged. “I want to make you scream.” Paul also wanted that! He wanted to hear Donna come. It was, after all, his very favorite sound.




Donna prowled forward, leaving no doubt as to her dominance over the bed - and the situation. She teased her fingers against Paul’s nipple as she passed, the pinch hard enough to startle a cry from his lips. Grinning, she moved on, settling herself into a comfortable position over Neve’s face.




“Go on,” she urged. “Let’s see how fast you can make me scream.” Paul shifted, desperately resisting the urge to wrap a hand around his cock. He was half-hard already, lust pounding through him like nothing he’d ever experienced.




Donna rocked forward, her whole body taut as she breathed out a soft moan. “Paul,” she commanded. “Get behind me and play with my nipples. You know what I like.”




He certainly did. Donna rarely had to give Paul instructions twice. He was behind her at lightning speed, fingers finding Donna’s nipples. They were hard against his grasp. He rolled them between his fingers, soft at first. Paul listened to the sounds Donna made, wanting to know how successful Neve was being.




It wasn’t Neve’s first time at pleasing Paul’s girlfriend. He didn’t expect her to take long to make Donna come. And Paul had every intention of helping. He tugged against Donna’s nipples harder. The sharp intake of her breath told Paul that she was enjoying it. And then Neve did something to make Donna gasp even louder.




Paul enjoyed this, feeling like he and Neve were working together to make Donna come.




The sounds that Neve and Donna made swept over Paul, making his heart race even faster. His cock filled, fully erect again, brushing against Donna’s ass as she leaned back into his touch. He growled, pressing a kiss to her shoulder and then biting down lightly. She moaned, but it wasn’t quite a scream.




Paul tightened his fingers against her nipples, loving the way her body writhed as she pushed herself down against Neve’s waiting mouth. “Yes!”  she cried. “Yes, fuck, Neve, that feels good.” Paul lapped at Donna’s skin, his tongue hot and wet as it slid up the column of her throat.




“So good,” she praised. “You’re both so good, working together.” The praise bloomed hot and sweet in Paul’s chest. He gave a low moan of his own.




Under them, Neve wiggled, her legs brushing against Paul’s. Having her touch him made Paul feel included. He pushed forward, his cock pressing against Donna’s ass. He wouldn’t thrust harder, no matter how much he wanted to. And oh, he did want to! More than his own pleasure, Paul wanted to hear Donna come.




He tugged against her nipples harder, rocking forward, more teasingly than anything else. Paul heard Donna’s breath hitch the way it usually did before her orgasm approached. His teeth grazed the skin of her neck. He pinched once again before Donna’s cries increased.




She pressed back harder against him, rocking her hips forward. Whatever Neve’s tongue was doing between Donna’s legs, it seemed to finally send her over that sweet edge. She screamed as her orgasm swept through her.




Paul held her, one hand curved around her breast, the other sliding down to her hip. His fingers met Neve’s, also offering their support as Donna flew apart between them. Her body shook, breasts bouncing and hair tumbling wildly over her shoulders. Paul loved how out of control she looked. It made such a contrast to the way she kept herself so carefully ordered all the rest of the time.




“Fuck, Donna,” he breathed against her skin. “I love you. You’re so amazing.” He let her lean her weight back against him, her eyelids fluttering as she slowly came back to herself. She reached out a hand, brushing lightly through Neve’s hair. She pulled the other woman’s mouth away from her suddenly oversensitive pussy.




Paul didn’t need to see her face to know that she was smiling. “That was amazing,” she praised. “You both did very, very well.” She rocked back, her ass brushing against Paul’s cock. He moaned, making Donna give a thoughtful hum. “Can you wait?” she asked him. Paul knew it was a genuine question. If Paul said ‘no’, Donna would make a plan so that he could come soon.




But Paul nodded behind her. “I can,” he promised. He wasn’t so desperate that he needed to come immediately. Giving Donna time to recover almost always led to more intense orgasms.




“What about you?” Donna asked, cupping Neve’s cheek. “How do you feel?”




Paul’s eyes followed Neve’s tongue as it darted out to lick over her lips. They glistened with Donna’s wetness on them. She grinned when she caught him looking. “I feel good,” Neve answered. Paul felt her words like they were adding a log to his already burning desire. One of Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s side in a manner that Paul recognized as affectionate.




“Do we get to play with Paul more?” Neve asked, giving Paul another grin. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? If we played with you more?” Paul had to swallow a soft moan before an answer even came to him.




“I would,” he confirmed. The way Neve asked, Paul could tell that she wanted to hear him beg. She’d said before how much she enjoyed it. “Please,” he obliged. “I want to fuck you. One of you. Either of you.” At this point, Paul honestly didn’t mind which. He ran a hand over Donna’s stomach, trusting that she would make a decision for him.




In response, Donna shifted off Neve, standing beside the bed and running her hand over Paul’s back. He could feel the lingering ache left by her earlier whipping. The sensation made shivers break out across his skin.




Instead of answering Paul, Donna turned her attention to Neve. “Would you like him to fuck you?” she asked.




“Oh yes,” Neve answered with an eager nod. The way she looked at him, with so much want in her eyes, made heat pulsate under Paul’s skin. He turned to give Donna a look. He would do whatever she wanted, including fucking Neve. Maybe Donna would bring the whip against his skin again. Or maybe she’d even fuck him while he fucked Neve!




The thought made Paul run a tongue over his lips, his hard cock throbbing between his legs. He wanted to do what Donna wanted. More than that, he needed to do what Donna wanted. Heat tingled through Paul, his need was so strong.




Donna’s nod of approval was enough to make Paul’s cock twitch, spreading precum across his stomach. “Lie down on your back, Paul,” Donna ordered, making Paul scramble off Neve’s body to do as she instructed. He hissed as the marks left by the whip rubbed against the bedsheets. Donna smirked, aware of exactly what he was feeling.




“You may ride him, Neve,” Donna allowed. “And Paul, I encourage you to make sure it’s good for Neve, too.” Paul didn’t have to be told twice. The thought of making Neve come on his cock was sinfully hot. “You can start without me,” Donna added, walking towards the door, her hips swinging as she moved. “I’ll be right back.”




Paul wanted to ask where Donna was going or why he was to start without her. But Neve’s amazing wet pussy was pretty great at distracting him from those questions. She reached between them to lead Paul’s cock inside her. Neve was tight, squeezing her muscles around him as she pressed down to take more of Paul’s cock in.




“Fuck, you feel so good,” she moaned, hands flat against Paul’s chest as Neve began to rock. “Come on, fuck up into me!” The demand sent pleasure through Paul. He instantly wanted to do just as he was told, thrusting his hips up to meet Neve’s body. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. Paul brought his hand up to catch one of her nipples between his fingers, giving it a sharp tug.




She moaned Paul’s name and he almost came on the spot. He gripped Neve’s hips, letting his nails catch against her skin. It wasn’t enough to hurt. The slight scratch made Neve grind down even harder. Her hips circled, making Paul whimper as pleasure raced through him. Donna had said they could start without her. Paul knew she wouldn’t be so generous about them finishing.




Paul tried to guide Neve into a slower rhythm. Her hips slammed down against him, driving them both closer and closer to the point of no return. Finally, just as Paul thought he might lose control, Donna appeared in the doorway over Neve’s shoulder. She curled the whip in one hand, flicking the strands lightly with every step.




Without a moment’s hesitation, Donna brought the whip down against Neve’s bare back. Paul felt the leather lick against his legs, and then Donna struck again.




“Oh fuck!” Neve screamed. Paul could almost feel the pain through her. The leather barely touched him. He didn’t get anywhere near as much of the sharpness as Neve would’ve done. Her pussy tightened impossibly further. Neve rocked down against Paul harder.




He had to grip her hips to stop himself from fucking into Neve with more speed. Donna brought the whip down again, this time letting it catch as much against Paul’s legs as it did against Neve’s ass. Both of them cried out loudly, the pain shooting through them, making the pleasure from everything else boil faster.




Neve’s hips rocked forward. Paul was sure he couldn’t last long, but Donna had told him to make sure that Neve had a good time. That was his first priority.




He slid one hand up from her hip, over the smooth skin of her stomach until he could brush his fingers over her breast. Neve whimpered softly, like more stimulation was almost too much. But she didn’t tell him no! Paul’s fingers teased against her nipple, rolling it and pinching it slowly, knowing how it would build up the level of sensation.




Donna cracked the whip fully against Paul’s legs, making him howl as the pain spread out to every nerve-ending. It hurt, but it was so good at the same time. “You look so hot together,” Donna praised. The words soothed over some of the sting, a glow of pride warming Paul from the inside out. “You’ve got the most beautiful lines from the whip already, Neve. Do you want more?”




Neve rocked harder against Paul, leaning forward so she’d be even more exposed to Donna. “Yeah, please,” Neve begged, before her lips found Paul’s. Her tongue was hot as it licked inside his mouth. Before Paul truly had a chance to respond, Neve pulled back with a loud whine. The ends of the whip licked over Paul’s legs. Most of it had landed against Neve’s ass.




“Oh, God, yes!” she cried. “The pain feels so good. And his cock. It feels amazing.” The compliment made Paul’s stomach swirl with pride. Having Neve praise him to Donna was a fantastic reward. Neve began to fuck him faster, like she could hardly get enough of his cock. Faster and faster until he felt her muscles tighten, her orgasm rushing over her with yet another brush from the whip.




Neve’s scream was loud. It edged Paul so close to his own that he had to bite his lower lip hard not to come. Donna hadn’t told him that he could.




His chest heaved, every breath carrying him closer and closer. Donna brought the whip down again, lashing across Paul’s thighs. The sudden bolt of pain forced his mouth open. Paul roared in need and desperation. “Please,” he begged, eyes almost watering from how much he needed to come.




Neve rocked her hips, grinding against him. Sparks of sensation stroked over Paul’s whole body until he could think of nothing else. “Please. Donna. I need to come. Please tell me I can!” Paul teetered on the edge, waiting, every second feeling like it lasted an eternity.




“You may come,” Donna finally allowed. Paul’s hips snapped up. He drove into Neve with full force, making her cry out. Paul’s hands clawed against her, pleasure wiping every other thought from his mind. He came hard, emptying himself inside Neve’s slick heat.




In response, she screamed louder, riding Paul until he could take no more, his softening cock slipping from Neve. He was exhausted, the pain from the whip feeling so much harsher now in his post-orgasmic bliss. Neve slid off him, leaning down to kiss Paul softly before she turned to give Donna a wide smile.




“Come lie with us?” Neve asked. “I’d love to make you come again,” she added. Paul felt so tired he could hardly move. Even so, he was up to watching Neve make Donna come more. Seeing Donna come was, after all, his favorite activity.




Donna laughed, setting the whip down and crawling onto the mattress. Neve and Paul made space for her between them. Donna kissed them both in turn, licking her way into Paul’s mouth before turning to give Neve exactly the same treatment.




“Well,” she purred. “I do feel a little heated after watching  you both.” Pride bloomed in Paul’s chest, melting into something even warmer when Donna settled herself against his chest. Even now, she looked so completely in control. Paul couldn’t wait to watch her tell Neve exactly what she wanted.




Donna spread her legs, welcoming Neve between them, and Paul ran his hands slowly over her body. Tipping her head back, Donna met his gaze and gave Paul a smile that made Paul’s heart squeeze tight against his ribs.




He'd known tonight would be one to remember. Donna certainly hadn't disappointed!
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