
        
            
                
            
        

    
BIMBO TRAINER 2

by

Jen Eastwood


READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. Please exercise personal discretion if you believe you may find this content objectionable. If you proceed further you accept full liability for your actions and consent to reading adult material.

The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

In summary, if you are above the age of 18 and do not find heavy erotic themes offensive, please read on. If you fail to meet either condition, scram.

JEN EASTWOOD’S AUTHORCENTRAL PAGE


BIMBO TRAINER 2

The next client was lined up. The name sounded very familiar, at least the name of the wife. I had no idea who the husband was. In any case, I was thoroughly irritated at trying to find parking in front of this massive apartment building.

Exactly who was this guy? I really didn't care. I dug through my mind trying to figure out where I've heard his wife's name or at least her first name. Her first and maiden name, Tara Fontaine, seemed like a fragment of memory from my past.

I was told to pull up to the parking structure next door to the apartment building. Nothing looked remotely like that. I tried my best at parallel parking in front of the little bodega. The bumper of my Aston Martin barely missed a huge SUV right behind me.

That's when I saw the husband. I'd met him at one of those little steakhouses in Queens, a dark affair with sawdust on the floor. He was a thoroughly unremarkable man, straight out of a casting call for a boardroom meeting. Either way, I knew he was rich enough. The desire his eyes held for his new wife as he spoke told me everything I needed to know.

That's when I saw him. How I picked such a milquetoast person out of the crowd on the sidewalk is beyond my comprehension. I rolled my window down and called out, “Morgan Jefferies!”

He looked my way. As the boring bastard broke his stride toward the apartment building, I saw the hesitation. But I was here. Changing his mind was something he should have done yesterday.

“That parking garage. Where the hell is it?”

It looked like the crowd was trying to eat him. He would disappear behind the usual uncaring foot traffic of Manhattan. I tried not to roll my eyes back in my skull. After fifteen seconds of torture, he finally leaned into the passenger side window.

“Well, where do I park?”

“You're just past it. You should have stopped about ten cars back. Pull around the block.”

I hated following orders from the husbands. Even something so simple felt demeaning.


The elevator music was revolting. All the black marble in the world couldn't make up for a jazz cover of eighties hair metal. I made sure the cufflinks on my blazer were secure as the door opened. Up on the twenty-seventh floor the decor had changed to something dignified. It already felt like a citadel, separate and segregated from the outside world.

I rapped my knuckles against the door. The gold lettering 27-K looked like actual gold, not the cheap shit you found in townhouses for yuppies willing to settle. Whether he was old money or new money I hadn't yet figured out.

The deadbolt knocked open. The door cracked enough to where I could see her. The curious look in her eye brows, the sculpted cheekbones, and that color in her eyes like a lagoon. I had put a face to the name now. I was not disappointed.

This woman had graced the wall of my dorm room in college. Even though it was now ten years later, Tara Fontaine was not yet thirty. However, the lifetime of a swimsuit model and B-list actress's career was five years, tops. Tara had her time in the spotlight. There were far worse forms of retirement than to be a trophy wife perched in a Manhattan penthouse.

“You must be Mr. Egan.” She paused for a moment. “My husband said he was expecting you.”

I didn't say a word. I watched as she turned. The past decade had been kind to her, but I didn't have the same designs in mind for this session. The chance to play out a fantasy you hadn't thought about in years brought a smirk to my face.

I pass through the entryway and into the living room. Morgan Jefferies mixed himself a martini and I noticed the nearly empty bottle of gin. For his sake I hoped he had another on hand.

Tara leaned against the bar. Any living room with such a convenient alcohol storage system had to see some heavy use. She didn't seem to have any interest in partaking herself.

“So Bryce, how does this lesson work?” Morgan had no idea, but not everything needs an explanation ahead of time. I was here to do a job, but it was one that I would have gladly done for free. I'm simply not that nice.

“Mr. Jefferies,” I stared at him with intensity, “top off your drink and take a seat at the bar.”

Tara looked on. That little dress kept her thighs on proud display. I don't know how many times I had imagined myself between them. Now it was simply inevitable.

Morgan did exactly as he was told, and it was probably a good thing for him. Every little sign of resistance from the husband always resulted in more humiliation. I decided to make this a pleasure visit instead of the usual demeaning experience for the poor bastard.

I looked over at his wife. There was no hiding the grace and elegance Mrs. Fontaine possessed. It was only a shame she had no talent beyond reading stiff lines from a script and being a hot piece of ass on camera. But such is being a minor celebrity. Even those with phenomenal gifts have to do more than just phone it in.

“Tara,” she looked at me like a child just learning what the alphabet was, “I want you to come with me.”

It was like she didn't understand. Her shoulders tensed and that expression of warm greeting faded from her face. I could tell she knew something was out of the ordinary, but the images flashing in my mind had to be far beyond what she was imagining. It was during the peak of her career that I had realized dominance suited me suited me like stripes on a tiger, all thanks to a sudden desire to manhandle Tara as I thrust myself inside her..

“Do you know why I recognized you?”

She looked tired all of a sudden. I'm sure I wasn't the first to know her name without having met her. “Was it the swimsuit calendar or was it because you saw Zombie Beach?”

It'd been both. “That's not important. I want you to listen closely.”

“To what exactly?”

That's when I knew I had her. “Do exactly as I say, and give in to the slightest bit of want. You don't have any choice in the matter so you may as well enjoy it.”

Despite the anger leaving her eyes the rest of her face became expressive and curious. It's when they verbally agreed that I knew I still had work to do in gaining their compliance. The fact that Tara's will gave in so easily had a significance I would not realize until later.

“Very good.” That's like bit of evil began gnawing at the rest of my brain. “Do you remember a swimsuit you once more during a photo shoot in Acapulco?”

Tara nodded. “It's in my closet.”

“You give men pleasure. That's how you gained fame for a short time. I'm going to teach you how to regain that talent.”

She stared waiting for my next command. I detected a hint of excitement at the prospect. It seems the life of a trophy wife was not how she wanted to disappear from the rest of the world. Luckily for her husband, it was my job to make sure she only desired one man's admiration.

“I want you to look exactly as you did on that beach.” It was exactly as I imagined her in my dark fantasy. “Prove to your husband exactly why so many men desired you. Make him feel exactly as lucky as he is.”

Tara left for their bedroom. Morgan stared at me, ignorant of the fact that he would not be the beneficiary of my commands until I had left. “That's amazing. If I had tried that myself I would be on the phone with my attorney to pull up the prenup within the hour.”

I wasn't in a generous mood. “You have no idea what this training really entails do you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I don't just make wives compliant. There is more to satisfying your husband than simply following orders.”

Morgan's eyes got wide. “What are you talking about?”

“I'm sure you wanted Tara only because you like the idea of taking someone everyone else wanted and claiming her for yourself. Is that a fair assessment?”

“You don't mean–,” his voice trailed off like he knew, “That's not necessary.”

I stepped over to the bar and grabbed myself a shot glass. Taking the shapely bottle of some imported vodka, I unscrewed the cap and poured myself a drink. I held the glass up to my face and stared at Morgan. “If I see something I want, I take it. I'm sure a man like you will understand.”

The shock of the sudden realization burst onto his face. “I thought I hired you to teach my wife,” he shook his head, “not to have your way with her.”

“If that were all I was after I would have to charge far more. Think of it as a discount, or even a trade.”

“Whatever you want, I'll have the extra money in your account by morning.”

“Don't get me wrong. It's not because I don't like you.”

“Then why?”

I grinned and then downed my shot. I slammed the glass on the table and stared Morgan right in the eyes. “Men like you to learn need to learn humility. The husband always value their wives more after they see they aren't necessary.”

Morgan tried to let out a little indignant sigh. It was always a cute display, but I have no sympathy for that kind of impotent gesture. Knowing that I was breaking their spirits, piece by piece until there was nothing left, was the true joy of this job.

“Now sit there and be a good boy. She should be back out any moment.”

As if on cue, I heard the door to their bedroom open. Tara stood there exactly as I remembered her. The crimson of her lips, the way the curls of her ponytail lied on her shoulder, and the bikini that barely hid everything the imagination filled in put me back in that fantasy.

Had it been ten years ago I would've only been able to gawk. Now that I knew I could take her as I wanted, my mindset took on the domineering role that I had imagined myself in. I looked back at her husband and said, “It's not every day that you get to without the kind of sick fantasy you would come up with a looking at such a woman.”

Morgan groaned as Tara walked towards me in those heels. They were just as strappy and revealing as her swimsuit. I let her come all the way to the bar.

I took one final, pleasing look at her and then said, “I want you on the countertop, posing like your husband is the camera.”

Tara complied like it was her life's mission. Every curve was popped in such a way as to amplify her already amazing gifts. I could almost hear Morgan's heart sink into his ass as he watched the woman he had claimed for himself obey me like I was her God and Master.

And so I had her right where I'd always imagined her. The dark crease where her million-dollar ass connected was before me as her husband stared on in fear of loss and anger at what he had brought on himself. The posed sex appeal combined with her movement. I slipped my fingers one of the straps that left the side of her hips exposed. I gave it a quick tug finally seeing what my mind had always made up.

I heard Tara giggle as she lifted her waist. “It seems like she wants to go farther.”

The skin on Morgan's throat tensed. His wife didn't seem to have any complaints as she gave me assistance in taking the bikini bottom away. I put my hand under the other side and slid it down her thighs. The number of men lucky enough to see her bare ass had just grown by one. I felt it a shame that Tara had never taken that last, desperate step of turning to porn.

I tossed away that bikini bottom and undid the clasp on her top. “It's almost like this is an unfulfilled fantasy for her.” I gave her husband an evil eye. “Let's see what else she wants to do. It's too bad for you that she hasn't laid a finger on you yet.”

Tara turned onto her back. I moved to the end of the bar and grabbed hold those supple thighs. Scooting her toward me, I noticed there was no trace of hair between those legs. Suddenly, Mr. Jefferies' bar seemed like an all-you-can-eat buffet. His wife of course, being the main dish.

I didn't hesitate. As soon as my tongue got between those lips I felt her back arch. I can only imagine the glorious sight her husband must have beheld as she began to moan. Every flick of my tongue and suck on her clit had to be driving him insane.

It didn't take long. I already knew for a fact that pleasing the camera was Tara's mission in life. It wasn't just my command that made it this way.

I started licking harder as her voice got louder. Her fingers gripped around the end of the bar, pulling her harder against my face. The desire in her movements made it all clear. It was as if she had lost her cause in life, but suddenly it was back. Her body was determined to seize this little bit of fame, if only in front of her husband and a total stranger.

Then her voice erupted into screams and whimpers. As I felt the wiggle in her torso, I knew I had Tara back in her past. That's exactly when I knew she was mine to play with as I saw fit.

One more push against that pulsing slit got her screaming. I felt the tremble of her thighs against my ears and the tension in her hold on the bar top. Just a little more.

I slipped one finger in, feeling the lush wetness that barely stayed inside Tara's oft-fantasized-about muff. Her walls closed around it as I felt the contractions. I broke my face away and slipped myself out.

Her climax burst forth like a geyser, keeping at its peak long enough for me to catch the anguish on Morgan's face. Her legs came up, her toes curling into themselves, and I knew I had even better treats to come.

I gave Tara a moment. Mr. Jefferies watched as the Mrs. quivered on top of the S.S. Liver Ripper. I took the time to remove my blazer, letting it fall wherever it may. He finally noticed my partial state of undress as his face shone with hatred incarnate.

Tara didn't seem to have the same response. I presented an open hand to her as she leaned up. She took it willingly as I pulled her back onto the floor. Her husband wasn't stopping me, no matter how pathetically angry he tried to look.

“How would you rate your wife's skills in bed?”

Morgan was having none of it. “Eat shit!”

That's when it stopped being a teaching experience in terms of skills. I wanted him to see how much desire my kind of control could force out of a woman. Especially when I can use her deepest wishes to pull a need for sex right out of her.

I caressed Tara's cheek and tilted my head. “You know you were famous because men wanted to sleep with you, don't you?”

Her lips closed around my thumb, not by my suggestion. She nodded her head up and down, the sexual appetite now burning in those aquamarine eyes. Sometimes, it really was that easy.

But now I had my own desires to take care of. I looked past Tara's eyes, into her very being. “Grab that bikini bottom. Now.”

She did exactly as I commanded, bending down as she spit my thumb out of her mouth. It was time to give my old daydream some life. It may sound strange, but my favorite part of her body had always been that slender, graceful neck. Controlling her by that and her ponytail from that shoot had coaxed many boners out of me.

I didn't bother issuing another order. I simply spun Tara around and walked her around the bar. I snatched that bottom from her hand and forced her face into her husband's lap.

“Having fun yet?”

Tara answered, “We can have some more.” I admired her willingness to please an audience.

That's when I wrapped the lower piece of that swimsuit around her neck and tangled the straps in my fingers. I used my free hand to undo my belt and drop my slacks. I didn't even bother taking care of my silk boxers. Her aroma soaking through them would just be a pleasant souvenir.

My cock was ready, finally getting the chance to get wet as that wish for control over Tara Fontaine returned in the flesh. My tip pressed against her eager hole, nudging forward until I felt that flush of wetness invite me in.

I took hold of her ponytail and pulled on both the straps and her hair. As soon as I knew her neck would bend no further, I rammed myself inside. The whimper of her voice bouncing against the ceiling was even hotter than I had fantasized about. In fact, that pussy had even more charm than my mind could conjure.

That perfect mix of tightness and texture satisfied me like no other woman had before. Like the first blowjob I had ever gotten or my first taste of truly expensive Scotch, sometimes reality just beats fantasy. I let the glory of my presence several inches inside Tara soak in, knowing an experience like this was far beyond the realm of just about anyone.

But who was I to lose myself like that? My talents had made such feats possible, and there were always more opportunities to violate the trophy wives of Wall Street's elite. I pulled back and thrust again, my knuckles white as I held my grip.

Tara's charm only grew as I felt the motion of her hips. She wanted more, and I knew it was only a cry for attention. My dick slammed into her body a third time as she planted her hands in Morgan's lap. I had her standing on her toes, trying to raise herself to draw me even further inside.

Meanwhile, Morgan's humiliation grew. I shot him an evil look again with another hard jolt into his wife. “You're a lucky man, Mr. Jefferies. You realize she'll be like this from now on, right?”

I knew the look on my face had to be one of satisfaction. I started giving exaggerated surges back and forth into his wife. As far back as I would pull, I never made it all the way back out, but I made damn sure to I thrust myself to the limits of what Tara could handle.

My hand slipped under her waist and then I lifted her feet from the ground. With all of Tara's weight balanced between myself and Morgan, she was left free to scream straight into his lap. I felt her thighs tighten around me as I started hitting exactly the right spot.

I felt that as soon as her husband started holding her hands, he was near his breaking point. It only pushed me even further. Honestly, I wanted to break both of their spirits. One a complete attention whore, the other an insecure bastard.

I wrapped my arms firmly around Tara and dug myself in as deeply as possible. Rooted all the way to the hilt, I stopped thrusting and gave her the full benefit of my length. It was almost like an expedition, hitting every surface with every inch of myself.

That's when Tara lost it. I knew it wouldn't take much more, but the intensity of her wailing was shocking. The bikini bottom had fallen to the floor, but that was the least of my concerns of the moment. I wanted to completely destroy her husband's ego and prove to him that he was out of his league.

A bawling mess of a woman is a hell of a sight to behold. Especially you're balls deep inside her. She struggled to maintain sanity enough to scream, “Oh my god!” After another frantic set of whimperings, she belted out, “That's it!”

I knew it had to be driving Morgan insane as well. I'm sure the ramped up intensity was showing in my face. It was like watching a man's ego die the most horrid death possible.

I lived in Tara's slit a little bit more and braced myself for that last little bit of effort. I know I had a hint of sadism in my actions, and I couldn't tell which one of them was losing their mind the fastest.

That final surge put Tara past her limit. The sudden quake in her torso was practically seismic. As her squeals trailed off into that orgasmic set of gasps and pants, I summoned what little strength I still had in reserve in my biceps and shot myself deep.

I felt the rhythmic pulsing of her channel and the hard lock of her body. It was exactly what I had dreamt up so many years ago. The bonus was the sheer humiliation and degradation of her husband as he sat there watching and holding her hands.

Kindness had never been one of my personality traits. I didn't let Tara finish riding out the tail end of that climax. I immediately pulled out, despite her body's attempt to lock me inside.

With all the mercy of a cat playing with a mouse, I wrapped her ponytail around my hand and pulled her back onto her feet. Her legs were still shaking, her body unstable. Tara was near collapsing as I forced her to turn around and face me.

The full glow of her orgasm was all over her face. I knew she probably had little sense of what was going on. I still held on to her hair as I marched her around the other side of the bar.

That's when I started paying more attention to Mr. Jefferies. “Stand up and watch.”

“What are you gonna do to her?”

The corner of my mouth lifted. I shot him a wink and said, “Exactly what you'll be able to do to your wife from now on. As far as she knows, this is the closest thing to being famous again that she can get.”

“What did you do? Take away everything she's become?”

“Think of it as a reset button.” Tara went along with me as Morgan stood. I never broke eye contact with him and continued, “There was a time when she was every man's ideal. I simply brought that Tara back.”

It almost felt evil, corrupting his wife in a way that perfectly matched my first true fantasy of domination. But it only made me want to claim her as my own. Unfortunately, I'm a man of my word. Morgan Jefferies had paid me for services I was more than willing to provide. His wife, still as tight and seductive as she was in her prime, was not part of my compensation.

But I still had Tara to to do with her as I saw fit until I couldn't take anymore. Shoving her ass up on the bar, I parted her legs and looked at her husband. “Would you hate me if I said I'm living out a fantasy I had a decade ago?”

Morgan's brow sank. “Absolutely.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear. Just another layer that my imagination couldn't have come up with. That's when I looked down and saw Tara's wet desire just waiting for me. A crowd-pleaser through and through.

Another little evil thought snuck into my head. “You wouldn't happen to be trying for any children right now, would you?”

Every bit of color left his face. Morgan couldn't say a word. That's when I eased myself back inside Tara, knowing exactly what his deepest fear truly was.

That's when I knew exactly how depraved I can be. The mere thought of claiming one of my client's territory like that hadn't occurred to me before. But now it only felt right.

I gave Tara at first hard thrust as her head bobbed from the force of my intrusion. She looked so fucking happy. I realized that at her peak of fame she would have done anything, just to stay relevant.

Whatever change she had gone through to lose that desire for admiration was now gone. And I was the sole beneficiary of that burning need she felt. Unfortunately for her husband, I was just cruel enough to hope my new fantasy would happen. But I wouldn't know until I read one of the social papers in another nine months.

Morgan began to lose himself to fear. I knew my control over him was breaking as Tara's voice filled the room again. I shot him a dark look, and said, “You have to watch.”

I plowed into that hairless, burning slit with renewed vigor. Even though my muscles were aching and wanting to give out, my darkest wants were making it a display of mind over matter. Tara had no complaints, keeping her mouth open just to draw in enough breath to scream each time I intruded even deeper into her pussy.

Exactly how I had enough sense to know the problems this might cause in the future is beyond me. But I knew my client base would dry up overnight if I got what I wanted, and Tara's husband remembered what I'd done.

I paused long enough to say, “Neither of you will remember any of this after I've left. But Mr. Jefferies, you will remember to wire the money we agreed to my account by midnight.”

Tara's desire was only growing. I knew that we wanted the same thing. The fact that her husband was forced to watch the show seemed to make it that much sweeter for her.

I felt that increased wetness inside of her. Just looking at that incredible body that so many men wanted, watching it react to my cock filling it to the brim, had me to the point of utmost nirvana. I tried to savor the moment, knowing that this was the sort of scene that would play out in my mind for the rest of my life.

I gritted my teeth and gripped hard on her body. I pushed Tara's legs up onto my shoulders, feeling the shift inside her body. The full traction I was getting with each draw and plunge had set her mind ablaze.

Exactly where this would stop, I had no idea. And honestly, I really didn't give a damn. The feeling of having my way with a woman I truly would've killed for, in the most complete way imaginable, made my shaft throb with anticipation.

When Tara's voice finally began to crack, I knew it was the home stretch. I summoned strength I never knew I had. Keeping her legs pointed toward the ceiling with my arms, I grabbed onto her breasts, feeling the luxurious cushion of each mound.

Knowing that this was exactly what I wanted, my body went into overdrive. I heard the loud popping of my body against the former starlet's. The room started to go fuzzy as every fiber of my being wanted this even more.

It was honestly the first time I had ever tried to do this. For some reason it just felt right. Not that Tara was complaining at all.

The high-pitched wailing that erupted from between those sumptuous lips was like hearing I had inherited all the world. Little did I know that the satisfaction would only be greater after the fact. But for the moment, I kept throwing myself into my former magazine crush's eager flesh.

I felt that hollow feeling in my sack and the surge of blood flow expanding my shaft to its fullest extent. The hard swell in my tip only made the sensation amplify to the point that I could stay silent no longer.

I remained faintly aware of Mr. Jefferies watching on in terror. But he was the least of my concerns. All I wanted in that moment was to make his wife a garden in which my legacy of power could be expressed.

With all the warning of a drive-by shooting, Tara's body hit its limit. I felt the pulsing draw in her walls, coaxing what she truly wanted. Had I thought about the possibility of what we were about to do before arriving, I would have laughed at myself. But now it was the only thing both my mind and body desired.

The final gush of internal wetness swirled against my skin as it experienced full traction inside Tara's fertile pussy. That was all it took as I felt the sudden rush inside my body. My abs tensed as my knees got weak.

Groaning and tilting my head back, the first jet of semen issued forth like a high-pressure hose on full blast. I felt Tara pushed herself against the top of the bar, coaxing me deeper, to receive the full benefit of my finale.

Her body quivered as mine exhausted itself with the second payload. The third made my body feel like wet clay. I lurched forward, collapsing my head and shoulders into her generous breasts.

With the last of my seed sputtering forth Tara lifted my chin. I opened my eyes and saw the pure gratitude in her face. Those lively and curious eyebrows that were the trademark of her face, rising in a warm expression, is a feeling from the core of my person I can never forget.


I'd finished cleaning myself up and dressing myself. The Italian marble in the powder room had streaks of white and pink that reminded me of the aftermath of Tara's final appearance between those sculpted thighs. I couldn't help grinning to myself as I straightened the collar of my shirt.

As soon as I opened the door I noticed that Tara and Morgan seemed to be carrying on the life of an investment banker and his trophy wife as usual. It was like I was an honored guest, as such people feel obligated to be gracious toward guests. I had always thought it a foolish invention among these people. But as the beneficiary, I gladly accepted their offer of a glass of Scotch before leaving.

By that point neither of them had any recollection of what had just happened. But the change in Tara's behavior was obvious. Rather than the caged bird she had become, every movement and inflection in her voice had a strong hint of the seductive.

Despite what I had done, I truly felt that Morgan Jefferies was now one of the most fortunate men in Manhattan. Even though his net worth was below that of the other powerbrokers in his league.


Exactly nine months and five days after, I was sitting in my study. Stasia, who I'm sure you remember from my last job, had gotten her visa renewed in order to take care of my place. Also to take care of me between visits with my clients.

I had almost forgotten about the time span between then and having my way with Mrs. Tara Fontaine Jefferies. But as I took the day's paper from Stasia, I had the sudden urge to check the social pages.

As I saw the names of Morgan and Tara Jeffries, it brought a broad smile to my face. The announcement of the birth of their daughter seared into my mind as another memory stemming from that day I can never forget.

I set the paper down and looked at the young Russian wondering why I suddenly looked so satisfied. She couldn't help asking, “It is good news?”

If only she knew.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HAREM RING: A BIMBO'S BARGAIN

I couldn't help myself. “Fucking beautiful.” Her pussy had an emotional pull, forcing more awe out of me the closer I got.

“She gets lonely.” Not on my watch.

Angela wriggled her shoulders free of that damn leotard. I felt the fabric slide down her chest, then the soft warmth of a mound pressing against my arm. I pulled it the rest of the way down, her back arching to help me out. I slid it off of her legs and flipped her heels off.

I took care as my fingers made landing on that delightful little pussy. Her entire body was straight out of a casting call for a sex goddess. I mean, fuck, how much better could I label her?

“You could kill a man with that body.” I let my other hand take a survey of her curves, from breast to ass. “Jesus Savior Murphy.”

I figured Angela would be used to hearing men say things like that once they had her naked. The way she giggled proved me wrong. “If you like my body that much, why don't you try me out? I promise I won't let anything bite.”

Even if something did take a chunk out of me, it would have been worth it. I slipped my middle finger inside her. Angela's eyes closed and her smile softened a bit. Her hand came up to the corner of her mouth as I pressed further in.

I couldn't stand it any longer. My back strained as I bent my face down, rolling the lips of her pussy with my tongue. Angela whimpered a little when it dabbed against her clit.

Another run against her bean and she was purring. My poor cock felt left out, bulging like it was going to outgrow its skin. Angela reached over to help, soothing my whole length with more excitement.

Angela scooted herself down, letting me get between her legs without so much acrobatics on my part. I lied down, letting her take my rod back into her mouth. She hummed into me as I did my best to outdo her.

I felt her thighs tighten around my head. After a meandering course around her entire pussy with my tongue, I pressed my finger in even harder. Her legs started twitching with every move I made.

Her time was coming, and she deserved to enjoy it. I tickled at her G-spot and lashed her clit without mercy. I felt her voice collide with my shaft, giving what she was doing to me that much more intensity.

Angela let my cock slip out of her mouth, keeping her hand wrapped tight around it as she screamed. Her thighs tensed up as her pussy lips swelled just a bit. I kept going. She wasn't getting away without losing her breath first.

Her fingers closed even tighter. It was almost painful as I gave my tongue one last burst of effort. I felt her sudden jerk, then pulled my finger and mouth away.

It left Angela a writhing mess underneath me. Her legs bowed and her feet curled. The gentle heat coming from her skin was downright invigorating.

She let out the last of her shakes. I made sure not to bump anything hard against her as I pulled myself up and stood. My new playmate was just as beautiful from a few feet higher.

“It's alright, it's not the last time that has to happen,” I said, watching the sense come back to her face.

Angela pulled her legs up, letting me see that glorious muff from another angle. “You promise?”

“Only if you promise to do something for me.”

“Anything.” I knew she wasn't lying. Hell, my ring was heating up again.

“Let me take some pictures on my phone and text them to Stuart.”

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”
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