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Sharing Secrets

“So, tell me all about this boytoy of yours,” Lucy needled in a tone that told Christina that she was not going to let up. “You promised me the details!”

Christina supposed that was true, more or less. When Lucy had walked in on her mid-tryst with their young pilot Connor she had agreed to go keep watch for them in return for the juicy gossip. Now, meeting up for a debrief in the lobby of their Shanghai hotel after a quick nap, the bill was coming due.

“So, it wasn’t a passenger,” Christina started, drawing out the salacious revelation.

“I knew it! It was Captain Connor, wasn’t it? God, no wonder you’ve been seeming like the cat that got the cream!” Lucy sounded impressed. Connor was shy and nervous, but also sweet and shockingly handsome, undeniably a catch. That’s exactly why Christina had taken him under her wing, helping teach the young, inexperienced stud how to please a woman. It was a secretive arrangement that was serving them both excellently. Well, it had been secretive until now.

“You’re as perceptive you are pretty,” Christina drawled back, doing her best Samantha from Sex and the City impression. If she was going to spill the details she might as have fun doing it. After all, men got to brag about their sexual exploits all the time. Why shouldn’t she be proud of not only bagging a much young man, but also having him wrapped around her little finger and frequently, quite literally, begging at her feet.

“Such a cougar! When did you get so MILF-y?” Lucy seemed giddy with excitement.

Christina took her time explaining the story of how they got together, enjoying the looks of shock and admiration on her friend’s face. She explained how they met, how she took him home more out of sympathy than lust when she saw he needed a shoulder to cry on. How that friendliness and kindness quickly turned to horniness as she saw how eager Connor was to please. As she spoke, Christina realized how strongly she felt not only about her relationship to him, but about her new relationship to herself. She finally had a man who treated her right, like a goddess instead of a maid or an inconvenience, and that made her feel amazing.

Lucy seemed to be getting a lot out of that angle to, with lots of whoops and good-for-you’s. Chrsitina had been down in the dumps for a long time following her divorce, and her friend was delighted to see that she had found a way back to her confident, in command self. She probed for details, letting out little exclamations of joy as an increasingly open and excited Christina started to share some more personal and salacious titbits. In hushed tones she described how she had quickly set him to pampering her, Connor happily doing everything from foot rubs to long, luxurious sessions of oral while she laid back and enjoyed it. Lucy gasped when she explained how they had made a deal, not just to be friends-with-benefits but for her to teach him all about sex. Her bubbly, flirtatious friend almost exploded with excitement when Christina told her how she was training him to last longer and longer without coming.

“Oh my God! You’re not just a cougar, you’re turning into a proper dominatrix!”

“Well, I don’t quite know about that,” Christina demurred unable to hide a smile. “But I’m certainly enjoying being in control.”

“I bet you are, I bet you are,” Lucy looked suddenly thoughtful, with a look in her eye that Christina found a little strange. “Why don’t we head up to my room, I’ve got a surprise to show you!”

They finished their drinks and made their way up to Lucy’s room. Chrstina was surprised when her friend hit the button for the fiftieth floor, taking them well past the budget rooms that their airline had put her up in. Lucy refused to elaborate on where they were going, but all became clear as soon as they stepped into her room. Well, less a room and more of a palatial suite.

“Free upgrade baby!”

“Oh my God Luce, this is amazing!”

Christina wasn’t exaggerating. The suite was massive and open plan, with the biggest bed she had ever seen dominating the center of the room. There was a good-sized kitchen with several bottles of complementary champagne and a huge balcony that looked out onto Shanghai’s glittering, modern skyline. Best of all, the corner of the room housed a decadent hot tub, like something from a hip-hop video. Working as a cabin crew had allowed her plenty of opportunity to travel, but this was by far the most glamorous place Christina had ever laid eyes on.

“Bubbles in the bubble bath?” Lucy cheekily suggested after Christina had finished gawping and gushing.

“Don’t mind if I do! I should go back and get my swimsuit though.”

“Oh, don’t be silly! We’ve been friends long enough to see each other naked,” Lucy scoffed. “You can also keen your panties on if you like!”

Christina had never felt very comfortable being naked around other people, although she knew that she had a great body for her age. It was less about prudishness and more about a sense of vulnerability, and perhaps a little self-consciousness around a younger, stunning, and flirty woman like Lucy. Still, she was right, they had been close friends for years now. Plus, Christina was a new, more confident woman.

“Let’s do it.”

They relaxed in the gently bubbling hot tub, Lucy seeming completely at ease with both of their nakedness. Christina tried not to stare, but she was struck by just how gorgeous her friend was. She was shorter and more full-bodied than Christina, carrying her curves with admirable confidence. Always perfectly put together, she had beautiful brown hair, tastefully manicured nails, and, as she now discovered, a smoothly waxed lower body. She didn’t come across as high maintenance though. Instead she was bawdy and carefree, with an easygoing and adventurous personality which seemed to augment her physical attractiveness. It had been well over a decade since Christina had done anything with another woman, nothing more than a brief fumble early on in college, but now she felt a sudden tingle of sensual excitement at sharing a bath with her lovely colleague.

“I still can’t get over you and Connor. I mean, you didn’t just bag that hottie, it sounds you’re training him to be the perfect man!”

“Ha, maybe, although it can’t last forever! He’ll want a proper relationship with a woman his own age at some point,” the thought of Connor eventually moving on saddened her more than she would like to admit, but Christina was a pragmatist to a fault.

“Well, maybe yes or maybe no. Some men could benefit from a bit of female leadership, and it certainly sounds like he enjoys it,” Lucy prodded her playfully. “If he moves on then you have done a service to womankind everywhere! Foot rubs on command, hours of pussy licking. . . I wouldn’t mind some of that!”

Christina felt herself blush. “Oh God, now I feel like I was oversharing, sorry!”

“No way! It was so fucking hot! Honestly, I’ve always wanted to do stuff like that with a guy.”

“You never have?” Christina was a little surprised. Lucy had certainly gotten around, sharing salacious gossip about her various conquests and often hinting at even juicier stories held in reserve.

“No, when I was younger I tried some of that stuff out with some girls I knew, tying them up and things like that. Men usually like to take the lead though, and to be honest I do generally like to let them. But there is definitively some stuff I’d like to try out on a subby little hunk some time.”

“Interesting,” Christina said, ideas beginning to percolate in her mind.

They shared stories and banter for a few more minutes, allowing the conversation to move on temporarily from sex. Soon enough, they found their glasses empty and the bottle of champagne just out of reach.

“You go get it,” Lucy suggested, a cheeky look on her face.

“No, you go!” Christina rejoined, “I don’t want to get out the lovely warm water.”

“Do you know what we need?” Lucy had a wolfish grin on her face. “A little manservant to fetch us our drinks.”

Christina knew what she was getting at and didn’t hate the idea. Still, it was taking things further than she had taken them before, putting Connor in a potentially strange position.

“I don’t know about that. He probably knows that you know, after the incident on the plane, but it’s still a lot to spring on him.”

“Come on, it’ll be fun! What young man wouldn’t want to hang out in a hot tub with a pair of sexy women? Plus, I know you were planning to see him later anyway. Wouldn’t it be cool to hang out in this lovely big suite and have a little fun before you go and have your way with him?” Lucy fluttered her eyelashes and put on her poutiest voice. “Please, don’t make me beg, mistress.”

Christina couldn’t believe she was about to agree to this, with a million reasons telling her not to do it. On the other hand, there were just as manty reasons why they should do it. It was all just a casual bit of fun, it could even be part of his training. The most important reason, though, was simply that she wanted to.

“OK, I’ll text him.”


Do You Trust Me?

Connor jumped when his phone vibrated, filling him with excitement followed by embarrassment at how desperate he was. He had been lying in bed daydreaming about Christina, waiting for her call like a dog eagerly waiting for its owner to return home. His daydreams had ranged from reminiscences of their recent weeks together to secret fantasies of what might be to come. Those fantasies spoke of a growing sense of submissiveness he felt towards her, as she became all encompassing in his eyes. His mind wandered between remembering how she looked in her sexy uniform to imagining how she would look dressed in black leather. He recalled the gentle way she stroked his hair and then thought about how it would feel to have those fingers scratch his back until they left marks. His idle daydreams about licking her delicious pussy gave way to lurid fantasies about being buried under her ass. He enjoyed her gentle, loving dominance, but knew that on some level he would accept pain and humiliation for her gladly.

It wasn’t just his level of submissiveness that was evolving. Connor was becoming hopelessly addicted to his colleague/teacher/friend, not just sexually but also emotionally. The lewd scenes in his mind were interspersed with more wholesome thoughts. The way she laughed and adjusted her hair whenever he complimented her, the way she stole fries off of his plate with a cheeky grin. How she had brought him out of his shell and forced him to be a bigger man, how she effortlessly made him feel safe.

There was no question about it, Connor was hopelessly besotted.

He rolled over and picked up his phone from the bed, shamelessly praying it was a text from Christina. He was staying in a hotel near hers and knew she had gone to her room to rest alone. She had intimated after their near-miss tryst on their flight here that she would be calling him over for further fun, but he had no idea what to expect. All he knew was that it would be on her terms, and that he would be delighted to be along for the ride.

Do you trust me? read the text. It was from the right person but was more cryptic than he would have hoped.

Absolutely, he replied quickly and unthinkingly. He didn’t know why but he did trust her, instinctually and implicitly. That’s how this crazy arrangement had started.

Good boy. Come to the Fairmont, but Suite 18.

Interesting. That wasn’t the room number she had given him before. Before he could reply, a follow-up explanation came through.

I couldn’t keep our little secret forever, not after our near-miss on the plane, but it’s nothing to worry about. Lucy has got an upgrade to a badass suite. Come hang out, it’ll be fun.

That answered some questions but set off alarm bells in Connor’s head. On the one hand, the idea of someone else knowing made him perspire. How much of their arrangement had Christina shared with her gossipy friend? On the other hand, he was a man in his early twenties. As loyal as he was becoming to Christina, the idea of hanging out with them both sent his mind going to strange, sexy places.

Beyond all of that, the idea of someone else knowing about them made the whole thing feel more real. He didn’t know what their relationship was, whether they were friends-with-benefits, a teacher and a pupil, or a cougar and a cub, but whatever they were sharing it with even one person made it far more tangible.

He decided to push that thought away. It wasn’t for tonight. Sometimes a pilot had to block out distractions and focus on the task at hand, so that’s what he would do.

I’m on my way.

***

Connor arrived at the door to find a keycard poking out of the bottom of it, as promised. He picked it up from the thick, plush carpet and prepared to let himself in, taking a moment to mentally steel himself.

There was plenty to take in when he opened the door. The opulent room, with the tasteful furnishing and expensive decorations. The glimmering skyline that put London and New York to shame. The clothes and high heels strewn across the floor. His eyes though, were drawn elsewhere.

Christina and Lucy waved at him from a hot tub in the corner of the huge suite, greeting him as his jaw dropped to the floor. They were sat close together, unmistakably topless although their breasts were hidden just below the waterline. Lucy smirked at his reaction, laughing and blowing a friendly kiss. His paramour kicked her leg out of the water playfully, pointing her slender foot towards him as if to say come hither.

“H-hi ladies,” he said, trying to muster as much suaveness as he could. Connor wasn’t prepared for a situation like this. He wasn’t James Bond, he was a shy, nerdy boy who had been a virgin less than a month ago.

“Hello Captain,” Lucy answered, voice dripping with flirtatious amusement. “I just found out that you two were friends, well, more than friends! So, I just had to invite you up to enjoy this lovely suite I got.”

“It is a nice place,” he replied, trying to hide his embarrassment.

“Don’t blame this lovely lady here,” Lucy continued, putting her arm around Christina, “I figured it out on the plane. Canoodling during a flight you naughty naughty pervs! I should really punish you!”

He shifted uncomfortably at the reminder of his rank unprofessionalism, but Christina merely laughed. She read the look in Connor’s eyes and quickly moved to shush her friend, directing her away from further mockery. Despite only knowing him a short period of time, she seemed to be able to read him like a book.

“Don’t worry Connor, the close call was my fault, but you’ve got to learn to take risks sometimes! Anyway, you can trust Lucy to keep quiet.”

“The only time I’m quiet is when there’s something in my mouth!” both women burst out laughing, clearly in a ribald mood. Connor couldn’t help but smile, their giddiness infectious.

“Come join us in the tub! There’s plenty of room and the water is perrrfect,” Christina purred.

Connor could feel himself blush. “I’d love to, put I don’t have a swimsuit.”

“That’s fine, we’re both naked in here anyway,” Lucy answered.

“I’m not sure, maybe I can just sit at the side or-“

“No,” Christina interjected, her voice familiar but firm. “Just get naked and get in.”

Connor knew he shouldn’t pass up and opportunity like this and knew he shouldn’t start of their evening by offending his hosts. He stripped out of his casual clothes with as much dignity as he could until he was clad only in his best pair of boxer shorts. He could tell Lucy wanted to wolf-whistle, but Christina’s arm on her shoulder was telling her to hold back.

“I could just come in in these-“ he began, before boos interrupted him.

“No, just get naked” Christina said, her voice going from firm to stern. “Remember what I told you yesterday.”

Connor could tell his face was now beetroot red, the embarrassment of being dressed down while dressing down shooting through his body. At the same time his cock was responding positively to her words and tone, stiffening in his underwear. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“Oh my God, he loves getting told off,” Lucy said, unable to hold back. Her tone was unmistakably amused, but had no hint of cruelty.

“What did I teach you?” Christina continued, teacherly.

“What a woman wants, a woman gets,” he replied, embarrassment but enraptured.

“That’s right, and it goes double when there are two of us. Now, take them off.”

If Christina hadn’t revealed the power dynamic in their relationship before then this exchange had certainly done it. Still, Connor felt no real shame, no humiliation beyond the temporary embarrassment. More than that, he liked the feelings that this was stirring up in him. He was proud to be Christina’s student, her good boy, and he didn’t care if Lucy knew it. In a way, he wouldn’t care if the whole world knew it. Swiftly, before he had a chance to back out, he pulled down his boxers and stepped out of them.

“Wow,” came Lucy’s voice after a moment. “You weren’t exaggerating. He’s a hottie!”

“He certainly is,” Chrsitina replied, an intriguing mix of pride and lust in her voice. “A beautiful man and a very fast learner.”

“You lucky woman. I’ve also wanted a lovely submissive man to play with, I’ve only every tried that with girls.”

Connor felt a rush of blood to his cock at her words, unsure if it came from the implication of girl-on-girl action or from him being called a submissive.

“Well, like I said he’s a fast learner and eager to please,” Christina looked at him, her eyes bright and excited. He could see so much in those eyes, both tender care and predatory lust. “Would you like to serve us both tonight? You don’t have to do anything you feel uncomfortable with, it’s just a bit of fun, but you can just show us both what you’ve learned. How well you can treat a woman.”

Connor wondered if this was a test, a trick question. But then he thought back to Christina’s text. Do you trust me?

“I’ll do whatever you like.”

“Good answer.”


Games, Rewards and Punishments

Christina had been nervous about Connor’s reaction to Lucy’s presence and their kinky suggestion but seeing his trusting face and open expression put her instantly at ease, stirring something in her heart that she would have to think about further. She had feelings for him that went beyond lust, although she knew that their arrangement couldn’t last forever.

His hard cock and blushing face, however, had awoken a different feeling in her, once which would require more immediate satisfaction. As much as she wanted to protect and nurture him, her newfound desires were coming to the fore. She wanted to tease him and make him squirm, seeing his face redden and his cock pulse. She wanted to feel his tight body under her feet and his eager tongue soothing her most sensitive areas. She wanted to show off to Lucy what she had achieved.

“You can start by pouring us some glasses of champagne,”

“Yes, Captain,” Connor quipped back, maintain his sense of humor in the circumstances.

“Ooooh, I wish we had a little butler outfit for him,” Lucy chimed in.

“I’m happy with him naked.”

Their captain-turned-servant brought them each a glass of bubbling champagne before standing awkwardly to the side. Christina was about to tell him to pour herself a glass when an idea popped into her head.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Sure.”

“Here,” Christina popped a long leg out of the water and swung it over the side of the hot tub before pouring a sliver of champagne down her leg. The light golden liquid ran slowly down her skin, sparking in the light. “Drink up.”

Luc gasped as Connor quickly caught on to the game, kneeling down to suck and lick the liquid off her legs before it reached her foot. When she poured a second time he took a different approach, lowering his mouth to her cherry-red toes and allowing the champagne to pool there before slurping it up. God, she loved having him at her feet.

“Can I have a shot? Please, please, please?”

Christina felt a small pang of jealously at the idea of Connor touching Lucy directly. He’s all mine, she thought for a second. But she pushed that idea to the back of her mind. The arrangement was, in theory, non-exclusive, and she had brought him here precisely to show him off. Plus, it’s always polite to share your toys.

“That’s up to him.”

“Whatever you like, Captain,” said Connor after a brief moment’s hesitation. His voice was nervous, but hazy with the fog of submission.

“I like Captain as a nickname, but you are still the Captain. You earned it. Call me. . . mistress,” the idea came to her in a sudden flash but felt instantly correct.

“Yes, mistress.”

“God, you’re such a badass,” Lucy said, swinging her legs out of the tub. “Call me Princess Lucy.”

They all laughed at that. The name suited her well.

Lucy’s feet were petite and soft looking, despite a life spent in high heels, with a bright white pedicure that even Christina found sexy. As Connor pressed his lips to her wiggling toes he looked up at Christina, his mistress, seeming to say all this is for you. Any jealously or apprehension she had fell away, replaced by pride and a burning desire to both pleasure and punish this sexy, submissive man.

For the next half an hour they had their boytoy pamper them, providing head, shoulder and foot rubs while they relaxed in the tub. She could see Connor blush adorably as Lucy regaled them with stories of her various sexual exploits, discussed her favorite sexy toys, and detailed her apparently famed blowjob technique in depth. They would occasionally reach out to tease Connor, stroking his cock or tweaking a nipple to keep his cock hard and desperate. It was amazing how quickly it became comfortable.

“You know, I have always wanted to peg a man,” Lucy exclaimed. “Just really go to town on his arse with one of those strap-ons. Have you done that yet?”

“No!” Christina laughed. “Not yet!”

“I’ve got one at home as well! Do you think room service would rustle one up if we asked?” Lucy was clearly joking but clearly wouldn’t turn it down if the opportunity actually presented itself.

Christina felt Connor tense behind her as he rubbed her shoulder in a way hat seemed to say I’d do anything for you, but I’d rather not do that. A pity, because the idea was deeply intriguing, but she knew not to push him too far, too fast.

“Maybe some other time, once I’ve had chance to break him in.”

“Fair enough! So, what other tricks have you been teaching him?”

“He isn’t a pet!” Christina playfully slapped her friend’s arm. “Although he would probably act like one if we wanted.”

“Hmm, let’s see about that then,” Lucy stood up in the hot tub, revealing her full naked body to Connor for the first time. He gawped as he took in her juicy ass and voluptuous curves, looking especially alluring as she dripped with water like some Greek water-nymph. Christina didn’t blame him one bit. Her friend was hot.

They both got out the tub and wrapped themselves in thick toweling robes. He may not have been a dog, but he certainly salivated like one looking at a juicy bone when he saw her naked body, always drinking her in with wide, worshipful eyes. She only allowed him a little peak before covering up. Christina loved having him naked while she remained clothed. It made her feel insanely powerful, being able to appreciate his sexy naked body while she controlled how much of her skin he got to see. After a lifetime of being ogled by men, especially passengers, it gave her a satisfying rush.

“Can I tell him what to do?” Lucy asked.

“Sure,” Christina answered. “Be a good boy and listen to Princess Lucy.”

Connor nodded in acknowledgement, his stiff prick showing exactly how he felt about their teasing treatment of him.

“Crawl to me,” Lucy said imperiously. Connor crossed the plush carpet on his hands and knees. Just as he was reaching Lucy she took a few steps to the side, forcing him to turn and follow her while she giggled in amusement. When he finally arrived in front of her she simply offered him her foot, pointing down with a manicured finger. “Kiss.”

Christina felt a tingle of excitement watching her boytoy bent over in supplication, kissing her friend’s foot with his tight ass wriggling in the air. There was something about foot worship that just got her going, the potent mixture of symbolism and sensation making it a most delicious form of domination.

Lucy said it more simply. “God, this is fucking hot.”

“It is. Come here Connor.”

Connor crawled between them for several minutes, kissing the proffered feet and providing amble eye candy for the ladies. Lucy suggested, boldly assuming that there would be a next time, that in the future they should have him do this blindfolded after a flight and before a bath, to see if he could follow their feet by scent. Christina wasn’t quite sure that would work but she didn’t discount it, particularly since Connor’s cock twitched at the humiliating suggestion.

“He has an even better trick he could show us,” Christina declared, placing her foot on Connor’s bare back while he knelt in application.

“What’s that?”

“He’s getting really good at not coming.”

“Now that’s a useful skill! I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had a guy roll over and go to sleep on me. Can you show me?”

“What do you think baby?” Christina asked, her voice suddenly tender. She didn’t want to push him past his limits.

“Whatever you like,” he answered, enthusiasm in his voice. He clearly, desperately wanted to be touched.

“I’ve got an idea for a little game,” Lucy chimed in.

“Go on.”

“How about we see if he can take ten minutes of teasing. If he can, we both fuck him. And if he doesn’t,” she broke into a wolfish grin. “Then we fuck each other while young Captain Connor here just gets to watch.”

Christina felt shocked by how explicit the suggestion was, although she knew it was what the night had been building towards. On the one hand, the idea of another woman fucking Connor did cause some pang of jealousy deep down inside. He was her toy, her prize, and in that moment she truly knew that she didn’t want to lose him. On the other hand, it was the most intensely sexy idea she had ever heard. She wanted to show off her control over him and wanted to fuck her young trophy. Somehow, their power dynamic felt secure enough that Christina could imagine him being offered any other woman in the world but still coming crawling back to her. She wanted to share him with her friend and, although it had been a long time since she had played with another woman, she was increasingly aroused by the idea of fucking Lucy either.

“I’m in. How about you Connor? Really, you can say no, no judgment from us.”

“Whatever you want, you get,” Connor replied after a moment, his voice strong and sure.

“In that case, I want to tie you up and edge that beautiful cock of yours.”

“Cris!” Lucy squealed in excitement. “You are one boss bitch!”

***

Lucy was very keen to get Connor tied up, and Christina certainly didn’t hate the idea of him wriggling around all cute and helpless. They didn’t have any rope or handcuffs, but Lucy was able to make do with some stockings and the ropes from their bathrobes.

“I was in the Scouts,” she explained, as Christina watched her deftly tie Connor’s ankles and wrists to the corners of the palatial bed. The young pilot tried to remain stoic but occasionally let out a gasp as he felt the material tighten around him. He was strong and could probably rip his way out of these makeshift bonds easily enough, but Christina could see him falling into a state of easy submission as he was tied spreadeagle. The sensuous feel of the stockings and the occasional stroke from his mistress must have felt glorious, keeping him still and compliant while Lucy finished up her work.

“So, shall we start off with a minute of touching each? Ease him into it?” Lucy had shrugged off her robe, kneeling gloriously naked on her bed on the other side of their boytoy. Christina kept her wrapped loosely around her, even without the rope to keep it shut.

“Sounds good. And remember, go easy on him, he’s still learning.”

“Easy is my middle name,” Lucy winked at her. “You go first, lead him into it.

While Lucy was setting a stopwatch going on her phone so they could keep track of time Christina leaned over Connor and whispered in his ear. “Last chance to back out.”

“No chance,” he smiled back.

“Make me proud.”

“I will, mistress.”

“You guys are too cute,” Lucy giggled. “Now, I want to tease this hunk until he comes, cries, or both. Let’s go!”

Christina started by stroking his inner thighs, drawing a delicious moan, but soon realized just how short a minute was. There wouldn’t be time for much build up if she wanted to take him to the edge. She took his balls in one hand, gently stroking and squeezing while the other wrapped around his cock. She squeezed hard one, two, three times, feeling his blood rush and his already erect cock pulsate in reply. He remained still, quiet, and focused, but she could see from his tense abs that his body was already responding. Christina was enraptured by the glistening drop of precum forming on the head of his proud and aching dick, and couldn’t decide if she wanted to lick it up or feed it to him off of her finger. She decided she should use it to lubricate the rest of his shaft so she could begin stroking in earnest, but before she could action that it was time for Lucy to be tagged in.

Lucy took her place between his legs and got to work immediately. She spread the precum down his shaft and then, evidently deciding that it wasn’t enough, spit into her own hand to provide further lubrication. She gripped firmly and moved up and down in a smooth, well-practiced motion. She seemed like she knew what she was doing, and Connor’s reaction confirmed that as he let out a little moan. Christina was hypnotized by Lucy’s elegant, skillful fingers and caught herself wondering how they might feel running along her own skin, teasing her sensitive areas.

“You’re turn,” Lucy purred as her minute ended, clearly enjoying herself.

Christina knew she had to up the ante after Lucy’s handjob masterclass, but didn’t want to push Connor over the edge too quickly. He might have developed prodigious stamina under her training, but he had also gone from being a virgin to having a fantasy threesome within a month. She pinned back his erection with one finger, exposing the sensitive underside of his cock. Slowly, she ran her tongue up to the tip, kissing the head before repeating the process. Her technique drew a long, slow moan from her boy. As her minute reached its end she took his manhood into her mouth, sucking only gently and allowing him to enjoy the warm sensation.

“So gentle! I like it, but it’s not the only way!”

Lucy engulfed him in her mouth, taking his entire length with ease. She looked up at Christina with hungry eyes as a small gagging noise escaped from her. Connor tensed even further and made some new noise, one that Christina had never heard before. It turned her on, and she found herself bearing her breast and grasping herself as she watched Lucy bob on and down on his shaft. She felt a sudden urge to spank and grab her friend’s bobbing ass, to bury her face in her pussy and see if Lucy was as wet as she was. In the moment it was all she could do to resist touching herself, but soon the minute was up and it was her turn to take centerstage.

A week ago Christina had discovered that he responded particularly well to her stroking his cock while the head was pressed against her pert breasts, a technique she decided to replicate now. Within thirty seconds he was pleading with her to slow down, telling her he didn’t know if he could hold on. His begging was deliciously sexy, but didn’t fit with the rules of their game, and she told him so.

“You should punish him for that,” Lucy suggested, a cruel smile playing at the edge of her mouth.

“I think you are right. Here, you can lick your mess up while Lucy has her minute,” Christina decided, bringing her glistening breast to his face. She had long harbored a vague fantasy of making a man taste his own cum, but hadn’t had the opportunity yet. Connor had seemed resistant when she had mentioned it in the past, but now he obeyed unquestioningly, seemingly grateful just for the opportunity to serve and worship her body. Unhappily divorced and sexually unfulfilled just a month ago, she was now starting to feel at home playing the role of a strict, dominant sex goddess. God, how far could we go? Christina thought to herself.

Lucy took Christina’s lead, placing his cock in-between her large tits and jiggling them up and down while she laughed at his humiliating task. It probably felt good for Connor, but it looked also vaguely comical and was probably far less efficient at bringing him to orgasm. Still, when Lucy spat down with surprising grace, covering her bouncing breasts and his cock with her saliva, Christina felt another bolt of electricity run through her.

“Come down here, let’s lick him together,” Lucy said, gesturing to join her in-between his bound and spread legs. As they both made to lick his proud, hard cock their tongues suddenly met, drifting over his skin and against each other. For several seconds they engaged in a strange, unpredictable dance on the borderline between action and accident before Lucy broke the deadlock. She placed her hand on the back of Christina’s head and drew her in for a quick, deep kiss before returning to his cock. For a moment they continued on with the mixture of French kiss and blowjob, before Connor interrupted them once again.

“Pleeeease, I can’t hold on.”

“Go shut your boy up,” Lucy said, continuing to lick and kiss his shaft. “And let’s make it eleven minutes, for all his begging.”

Christina found her used underwear on the floor and balled it up before shoving it in his mouth. Placing her face close to his, she looked deep into his eyes and began to whisper.

“Hold on, make me proud. Do it for me and you’ll get a lovely reward. Don’t you want to taste our pussies? Don’t you want to feel two warm cunts sliding up and down on your desperate cock? Don’t you want to make me happy?”

His eyes were rolling back in his head as he fought of waves of dangerous pleasure, but he managed to nod in agreement at her words.

“And if you don’t manage well, maybe Princess Lucy will let you suck on her panties while you watch us fuck each other’s brains out,” Christina gave his face a long, lewd lick before spinning around and straddling his face.

Lucy smiled, staring with unabashed lust as Christina’s loose robe fell open to expose her body. She moved down and began teasing Connor’s shaved balls with her tongue, allowing Chrsitina to lean forward and take his cock in her mouth while she straddled him in a 69 position. She felt him shudder and shake as she took the full length of him in her mouth, and then groan as she began to lick and tease the tip. She knew he couldn’t stand much more of this, but luckily he didn’t have to.

“Here, the last minute is all yours,” said Lucy, gracious as if she was sharing a dancing partner.

Christina took her place in between Connor’s legs, deciding what to do with him for this final minute. She could tell from his body, which she had already become an expert in reading, that it would be possible to push him over the brink easily enough. Seeing him all embarrassed by his failure would be a turn-on for sure, and she liked the idea of punishing and humiliating him in front of Lucy. Still, she was hamstrung by the rules of their game, since that would mean denying herself the pleasure of his cock. She decided to be kind and allow him to hold on, for her benefit as well as his. She could easily find some other excuse to punish him later.

Lucy took up a position at Connor head, allowing her full breasts to dangle in his face but otherwise leaving his teasing entirely to his main mistress. Christina slowly, ever so slowly, ran her fingernail up and down the sensitive underside of his dripping cock, enjoying the way it twitched desperately in response. With enough time she could no doubt have made him come like this, spurting out a frustrating ruined orgasm with just the minimum of sensation. He was able to last the minute though, with Lucy counting down the last ten seconds like a gameshow host.

“3, 2, 1, well done!” she laughed, burying his face in her chest as Christina removed her finger from his cock. She motioned for Christina to come closer and gave her a deep, sensual kiss that tasted of champagne and Connor. Christina kissed her back, wondering how this would change their friendship and working relationship, but not particularly caring.

“I’m so impressed, you have him well trained! I’m a little disappointed that I’m not getting you all to myself, but I’m also looking forward to having a shot on that big cock. I mean, if that’s still alright with you?”

“Is it still alright with you Connor?” Christina asked, removing his makeshift gag. She knew few young men his age would turn down the opportunity to fuck them both, but didn’t want to assume anything.

“What you want Mistress, Princess,” he answered. He seemed to take to his role with such a genuine enthusiasm.

“Well, how do you want to take your prize?” Lucy asked.

“Wait a minute, we said he would get to fuck, but we’re still in charge,” Christina felt a wolfish grin creep on to her face. “Let’s keep him tied up, I like him like this.”

“You. Are. Amazing!” Lucy looked at her in awe. “Yes!”

“And he probably needs some time to recover as well,” Christina shed her robe then made her way to the ice bucket, coming back with the champagne and pressing the cold bottle to his erection. He squirmed enjoyably as they laughed, and while it didn’t make his cock completely flaccid it certainly took some of the stiffness out of it.

For the next ten minutes the women lay on either side of him, placing their heads on his chest and stroking his hair while he came down after his prodigious performance. Slowly, though, their hands began to drift across his body, stroking and teasing his soft skin. Soon, he was back to full mast, evidently ready for Round 2.

“I believe the first ride belong to you, m’lady,” Lucy said, gesturing downwards. Christina wasn’t about to disagree. She kissed Connor on the face and then made her way down to his cock. Her pussy was wet from their game and the teasing, and she found herself slipping onto him easily.

Christina looked deep into Connor’s blue eyes, feeling for a moment like it was just the two of them there. She felt strangely appreciative then, of how meeting him had changed her and woken her up from her sex-starved stupor. Yes, she wanted to ride, dominate, and humiliate him, but she also wanted to spend time making him feel loved. She could feel that same energy coming back off of Connor, something that said there was more to this than sex. It was a nice feeling, but dangerous.

“You guys are adorable, but I want in,” Lucy spoke the unspoken, reminding them that they were still here.

“Get on his face, he is great with his tongue.”

Lucy didn’t need to be asked twice, quickly straddling his face so she was facing Christina. Connor’s cock throbbed inside her as his face disappeared under the sexy air hostess’s ass. The two friends shared a look as they faced each other, both smiling at this insane, surreal experience.

“Get thrusting, I shouldn’t have to put in all the effort,” Christina said, rocking her hips gently. It might be his reward, but she wanted him to work for it.

“Yeah, and start licking. Your face might be a comfortable seat, but I want my pussy worshipped as well.”

Connor began thrusting deeply and desperately while lapping at Lucy’s cunt. As fit as he was it was difficult for him to keep up for long, and Christina could soon feel his energy draining. Watching him struggling with the effort and the coordination was at once adorable, amusing and deeply arousing, but she soon found herself riding him herself. Likewise, Lucy began griding on his face, using one hand to tease her clit while she used his face and mouth to get off.

Christina found herself staring at Lucy’s bouncing tits and beautiful face, her mouth forming into a cute O shape as she approached a climax. She didn’t know if she was bisexual, not properly, but in that moment she wanted Lucy as much as she wanted Connor. She reached out and grabbed her friend’s breasts, one hand squeezing while the other tweaked at a nipple. Suddenly, without warning, Lucy came in a shuddering wave of sensation.

“Fuuuuck,” Lucy moaned, moving forward for a second to allow Connor a gasp of air while her fingers furiously worked at her clit, before crashing down on his face once more. She ground into him, his nose roughly pressed against her asshole and his tongue desperately working on her pussy. Christina could sense the power of Lucy’s climax and could smell her arousal in the air. She knew that her boytoy’s pretty face was being covered in her friend’s juices, and it turned her on.

Suddenly, unexpectedly, Christina felt Connor tighten, pulsate, and then explode. She heard a muffled cry of sorry from under Lucy’s ass as he filled her up, hips bucking desperately as his body was finally allowed to follow its natural instinct. It felt good to feel him come inside her, and even better to know that they had broken his self-control and pushed him over the edge. She also knew, in that moment, that despite how lovely it felt she was going to punish him for this.

“You naughty little fucker!”

“Oh my God, did he just come inside you? What about my turn?” Lucy asked, grinding even harder on his face to make her point before finally getting off.

“I’m so sorry mistress, princess, I tried-“

“You did so well up until now, but this isn’t good enough!” Christina put on her best stern voice, although she was secretly pleased to have an opportunity like this present itself. She wanted to punish him, and right now she had the opportunity to make a long-held fantasy come true. “You’re going to have to eat your mess out of me, while Lucy watches.”

“Wha-what?” he looked back at her with a wet face and wide, sex-addled eyes. He wasn’t saying no, he just didn’t know how to say yes in the submissive brain-fog.

“You came inside me without permission,” Christina kept her voice even and firm even as Lucy giggled in her eyeline. “Now you need to be a good boy and clean it up.”

Connor was, she knew, a good boy.

“Yes Cris, I mean Mistress.”

Christina straddled him, moving quickly before his juices escaped from her. She looked down into his bright, accepting eyes as he opened his mouth, and directed him to use his tongue to help get the process started. There was a brief look of disgust in his eyes as his cum entered his mouth, which was soon replaced with happy acceptance when she smiled down at him and stroked his hair. That he was willing to do something so debasing, so against instinct for a young alpha-male, gave Christina the most incredible rush.

It had a similar effect on Lucy, sending her into a fit of giggles. “You really have trained him well, haven’t you? So funny, so hot.”

Christina was tempted to keep going until she came, using his tired tongue until she drenched him in a mixture of both their juices. She knew that she should keep his punishment brief and focused though. After enjoying the soothing sensation of his tongue for a few moments she rolled off to the side.

“Apologize to Princess Lucy for your selfishness.”

“I’m sorry Princess Lucy, I just couldn’t hold back.”

“Oh, I get it. I’m delicious, she’s gorgeous, how could you help yourself?” she stroked his head encouragingly. “I tell you what, I’ll forgive you as long as you promise to let me peg you sometime. After this lovely lady has had a go, of course.”

“I agree,” he smiled.

“As long as I get to watch!” Christina reminded them. “Now, what are we going to do about the fact that I’m the only one who hasn’t got off yet?”

If Connor could have sprung to attention he would have. Instead he merely strained against the makeshift bindings, signifying his enthusiasm with his wide-eyed expression. He would have plenty of opportunity to service her soon, but right now Christina wanted something different.

“Lucy, would you do the honors? I think since he couldn’t hold on, he should be relegated to watching for a while?”

“Fuck yeah,” her friend almost punched the air in excitement. “Let’s get him untied so you can get comfortable on the bed though.”

They untangled the stockings and cotton rope quickly, finally freeing Connor from his bindings. He shook off his limbs a little but otherwise seemed fine, Lucy evidently knowing just how tight to tie a knot. He still looked sheepish about his loss of control, so Christina gave him a little smile and a kiss, assuring him that all was forgiven. Still, just because it was forgiven didn’t mean that she wouldn’t have some fun at his expense.

“Kneel at the bottom of the bed and watch,” Christina told him. She felt a little cruel, but he would be getting a show that most men would kill for. “And Lucy, make me come.”

“Gladly, once you say please.”

“Please, make me come,” Christina replied, loving the little change of dynamic.

Lucy directed her to get comfortable lying back on the large, soft bed. Christina felt herself become soft and pliant as Lucy kissed her deeply, fingers moving elegantly across her skin like dancers on a stage. Her doubts and worries faded away as her friend explored her body, soft lips and skilled fingers caressing her neck, hips, and stomach. She gasped as Lucy’s well-manicured finger found her clit, before slipping gently inside her. It was a very different feeling from riding Connor’s cock, precise and gentle where that had been roughly filling. Connor let out a little noise from the end of the bed, frustrated and pitiful.

“Don’t whine,” Christina moaned out as Lucy’s mouth found her nipple. “Make yourself useful and suck my toes.”

The soft bed became a cloud as Christina floated amidst a heavenly mixture of sensation. Connor’s tongue danced around her toes while Lucy’s lips gently sucked her nipple. Lucy’s finger curled inside her and found the sweet spot, bringing her to the brink and causing her toes to curl inside Connor’s eager mouth. Christina wouldn’t have imaged just a month ago that she could feel so good, so powerful, so loved.

“Fuuuuuuck, I love you both,” Christina heard herself exclaim as she came. A strange thing to say, she instantly realized, but undoubtably true in that moment. Connor continued to kiss her foot loyally while she came down from her high, shuddering out her orgasm in Lucy’s arms. She buried her face in her friend’s ample, comforting chest and snuggled in, feeling suddenly exhausted.

Christina heard Lucy offer her wet fingers to Connor and listened to him gratefully cleaning them as a perverted coda to their little game. Her friend held her close, stroking her hair and telling Connor that he could sleep at the bottom of the bed as long as he rubbed her feet for a while. She felt him curl up at the end of the bed as she drifted into a blissful post-orgasm stupor.

She woke up some undetermined amount of time later to see Lucy sleeping quietly beside her, a calm smile on her face. Connor remained at the bottom of the bed like a loyal hound, silent but awake.

“Come and give me a cuddle.”

He responded instantly, crawling up beside her and taking her in his arms. Christina felt safe and warm as he pushed up against her back, spooning her like they were comfortable, longtime lovers.

“That was fun,” she said, sleepily. Thoughts about things other than sex were threatening to push their way to the forefront of her mind. Worries about what this all meant, embarrassment at how she had declared her love at the moment of orgasm like some lovesick virgin. She tried to ignore all of that, basking in the afterglow that they all so thoroughly deserved.

“Yeah,” Connor answered, the certainty in the voice soothing her mind.

“Would you do something like that again?”

“Whatever you want,” he kissed the back of her head and snuggled in closer. “Mistress.”
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