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BIMBO TRAINER 3

My next client was on his way. God, I hated tech millionaires. Old money and Wall Street players I can tolerate. But there's no strain of arrogance quite as strong as what you find in those Silicon Valley kids. Why he had moved to New York City, I can't figure out for the life of me.

This city has a habit of chewing up and spitting these guys out. Sheltered middle-class geniuses with no experience on the streets always have a hard time adapting. And if he hadn't experienced the true nature of The Big Apple yet, I wanted to make sure to give him the introductory lesson.

Somewhere, back in that instinctive part of my brain, I wanted to bare my teeth and give him a taste of what his move entailed. If that could be part of the lesson, this would be an easy job. I waited eagerly in my study, looking out the window for any vehicle that might pull in.

The wife, however, was definitely worth getting excited over. She had just stopped cheerleading for an NFL team in her mid-twenties. Her fool of a husband really believed she'd fit the role of a corporate wife. Her complete lack of refinement would leave her as out of place as a boat in the middle of the desert. Women like that were meant for the rich men of Omaha or Denver, not in the northeast among old money.

But who was I to judge people for loving wealth and beauty? Even with all the refinement that an elite education might provide, you still had to have something to offer other people. I was certain Sara had her charms.

Those were yet to be seen. I try not to judge the wives of the clients too much before meeting them. Sometimes even the most elegant women could prove as rough around the edges as a saw blade.


As I finished reading an article in that month's issue of The New Yorker, the flash of reflected light streaked across the ceiling. I looked out and saw an overcompensating Lamborghini glide up my driveway. For a couple still in their twenties, the Becks had plenty of money to waste.

Getting up from my chair, I looped my tie around my neck. I knotted a straight Windsor as I made my way down the stairs. It was going to take more than just a fancy car and a big breasted blonde to impress me.

I got to the front door and straightened my tie a final time. I always felt it necessary to overdress when I was fielding clients at home. There was nothing casual about my line of work.

Waiting for a knock, I had to wonder why the kid even moved to New York City. If he truly wanted to play in the big leagues, it was going to take more than good ideas. Brass balls and an iron stomach weren't enough either. You had to be calculating, ruthless, and even a bit of a sociopath to even try keeping up with the true power of the financial sector.

The sound of knuckles hitting the door was far too timid. I huffed the air out of my lungs and straightened myself up. Intimidating the little prick early was just part of the game. I took one step to the side and opened the door.

They matched about as well as sandals with a tailored suit. Not in terms of looks, but in the attitude with which they carried themselves. Sara was confident, even bold. But that husband of hers was a piece of work. I took his hand in greeting as I stared into him as hard as I could. He didn't say a word.

Jason Beck defied the physical stereotype I had in mind, but the goofy earpiece and that limp handshake told me what I needed to know. He was little more than the high school geek grown up, rich and compensating for his past by going after the cheerleaders he couldn't even approach before. In some people, even overcoming adversity is a sad act.

“Come in. As long as you're here, feel free to act like this is home.” The invitation didn't extend to sleeping in my bed for eating my food, but the formalities were expected. Not growing up rich myself, it took a bit to learn the finer points of graciousness in the presence of people who would gut you for a dollar.

Sara took the lead. I had to wonder about the bathing suit underneath that dress. The straps of red, white, and blue material on her shoulders didn't match the cream sundress she had on over it. “Jason said you were a modest man. Compared to all of his business partners here in New York, you're not as grandiose. It's a good change.” 

I prided myself in not overcompensating for my background. Having come from a cheerleading past, I'm sure Sara appreciated the presence of someone else who didn't attend any part of the Ivy League.

I ushered them into the living room. Even my furnishings kept some bit of sanity. Nothing in my house was antique, as I saw no point in valuing something just because of its age. I can tell by the approving smile on Jason's face that we at least had one thing in common.

We all took a seat, Jason and Sara next to each other on the couch. I took my place on the love seat and propped one foot on my knee. As I draped my arms around the back of my throne, I looked up at the ceiling and asked, “Are you here for business reasons, or is this a personal visit?”

Sara was rightfully confused, but Jason knew exactly what I meant. “It's a mix of both. I have my own desires, but I recognize the need for learning something myself.”

It was a unique answer, I'll give him that. “What do you mean?”

“I've heard rumors about what really happens during your lessons.” The sudden spark of life from the husband shocked me a little bit.

“Does she know?”

Sara's eyes drifted over to Jason. She began to speak, but was suddenly cut off as her husband answered, “I don't know if she would have agreed to come if she knew what we were really doing.”

“Then why are you here?”

Jason pinched the skin between his eyebrows and looked down. He paused for a moment before clasping his hands together and resting his arms on his knees. Still casting his eyes away from me, he said, “Because every one of your clients I've talked to has had nothing but good things to say.”

“Of course. I take pride in my work.”

He finally looked me in the eyes for the first time. “Would you consider letting me do the physical part, while you advise? I don't mind paying three or even five times the standard rate.”

“And why is that?”

“I'm a powerful man in my industry.”

That had nothing to do with the situation, but it was cute to hear him try. The right to be arrogant is something you have to earn. “And your field makes you different from my other clients how, exactly?”

Not getting his way had to be hard for the poor bastard. Jason slumped back in his seat and stuck his chin out what he was about to throw a tantrum. He was sufficiently disarmed for me to move on.

I stood and took a few steps toward them. Jason shrunk back as his wife perked up out of curiosity. I looked her directly in the eyes, beyond the surface, and grinned. “Relax. Your husband brought you here for a very specific purpose.”

Sara's expression suddenly looked as airheaded as you would assume from a former cheerleader. I wondered exactly how much of the blonde bimbo stereotype she matched as well. Sometimes you just wanted a little mindless fun. As much as I liked the refined elegance of a wife who came from old money, they could wear on you after a while.

She kept staring at me as I said, “You can't have any objections to what we're about to do. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

I took that as license to slip the dress from her shoulders. Jason's balls finally came back. He jumped to his feet and did a pathetic job puffing up his chest.

“Sit the fuck down.” Jason did exactly as I commanded. I returned to the loveseat and leaned back.

Sara took the whole spectacle in stride and didn't even acknowledge her husband's little attempt at fighting back. And why would she? Sara had to know more about his likely inferiority complex than I could at that point.

I looked at her and had to wonder whether she was a real or bottle blonde. My bets were on the chemical route. So undignified. “Mrs. Beck, I need you to come here.”

Jason squirmed in his seat. I had never particularly been a bully, but I do enjoy knocking the self-important down a few pegs. That abrasive, blue LED on his earpiece flashed as his neck got tense.

I appraised her figure like a jeweler staring down a ring. Although Sara wasn't as toned as she probably was a few years ago, I never was really partial to a gym-bought body. It was just another way for some people to make up for some other weakness in their lives.

“Take off everything.”

Jason was beginning to settle in, knowing full well what was going to take place. I was surprised by the grace of her movements as the dress slid down her body and those breasts came into view.

I figured she was used to showing herself off. Hell, she had done it professionally for a few years before landing a twerp with a fortune. Sara pushed both thumbs under the waistband and revealed a thin little stripe of brunette. Bottle blonde after all.

“Now lie down on the table.” I kept that broad surface of mahogany clear of anything for a reason. It was perfect for giving the husband a front row seat for the show he had paid for, whether it was what he wanted to see or not.

Sara's bare back and ass pressed into the wooden slab. I thought it best to give Jason a lesson in what his wife truly wanted. Contrary to what most powerful men think, pleasing their partner is just as important as establishing dominance.

Getting down on my knees, I parted Sara's legs. She looked barely used down there, which I found surprising. But considering their year of marriage and the probable disappointment she had in Jason's performance, I shouldn't have been so shocked.

I let my tongue flitter along her slit. Parting those folds, I let my hands work on removing the tie I had just put a minor effort into putting on. By the time I got to work on her clit, I was undoing each button on my shirt, one by one.

The best results often come from a practiced hand, or mouth. I had Sara moaning and whimpering within seconds. The trick was always keeping up the same motion and rhythm until her reaction evened out. That's when you change it up a bit.

Sara's appreciation of my efforts reached my ears like a chorus of angels. The way she slowly worked her feet against my back drove me up a wall. I had seen it all, but the girl was too fucking seductive to need my lessons.

My index finger slid into her entrance as I let the other hand work on the rest of my clothing. I nibbled lightly on the hood around Sara's pearl, prompting a short little giggle out of her. The feeling of those thighs caressing the sides of my face had to be deliberate.

And what of her husband? I felt a bit confused about why he had brought her here. For a woman to get me that rock-hard, without even touching my dick, was a feat.

The slow rise in her voice required a bit of teasing. Some women surprise you with a climax out of nowhere, but Sara demanded effort on my part. It was a great change of pace, challenging my technique just enough to keep me from getting complacent.

But it snuck up on me, violently emerging without warning out of that crescendo of pants and gasps. I heard the crash of Sara's elbows against the table as she braced herself. Just a bit more, and she would be like putty 

I slipped a second finger inside as Sara quivered against the solid mahogany. Her fingers curled up in my hair, pulling me harder into her valley. I gave her the tongue lashing of a lifetime in response. She was the sort of girl who needed to learn that aggression has its rewards, especially when your partner was as primed and ready as I was.

Sara's entire body rippled with energy as she let out that final cry. I kept going, feeling the hard tremor of overload shake her like a plucked guitar string. She finally jerked away and crashed her hands into her breasts, feeling the overwhelming jolt of too much of a good thing.

I looked at Jason and asked, “Exactly why did you bring her to me?”

He didn't have the tortured look I was used to from a husband. “That is exactly how I want her to act, all the time.”

That's the problem with tech industry folks. They believe themselves superior, but when they have a problem, don't you dare suggest they change something about themselves. “Does she ever get that excited for you?”

He paused for a second and leaned back. “I'm willing to learn.”

For a button-pusher, he was full of surprises. I couldn't resist thinking better of him for that. “Interesting.”

“Why's that?”

Sara was still gasping at the far end of the table, her pussy now a good two feet away from me. Jason looked at his perfect, young wife as I answered, “You act like you know what's going to happen, you look nervous, and then suddenly you seem fine with it.”

“Every experience can teach you something.”

I had never gotten that reaction from a husband before. To say the least, Jason Beck had caught me off guard. I decided that actually training his wife, the purpose my clients assumed was my only goal, might be interesting indeed.

Standing and offering my hand to Sara, let her slide back to my end of the table. I pulled her up to her feet and gave her a quick peck on the lips. She pushed her body into mine and fiddled with my pants. They dropped like a lead parachute.

I kicked every other article of clothing off of me and sat down on the loveseat. My cock stood ready and erect. Sara looked down and turned her body. Even from behind, the shape of her was like an ideal figure, formulated in a lab based on pure desire.

Giving that ass a quick swat, I kept admiring the scenery as she asked her husband, “Can I?”

Jason stayed silent. I picked up the slack in the conversation, knowing I still had control over her actions to some extent. “Show him what you've got.”

Sara lowered herself into my lap. I couldn't resist caressing those thighs and cheeks, loving every bit of that heavenly texture. Firm, yet soft, and smooth as chrome fresh from the cooling racks.

Jason coughed and leaned forward. I couldn't tell if he was studying or reeling from jealousy. I decided to let Sara take control. The heat from her pussy was already cooking my lap.

I let him take one final look at his wife before she settled on my cock. I felt her entrance consume the tip, taking me into those warm, wet confines. I knew Jason fidgeted at the sight of it, even without seeing him.

But if the point was not to teach Sara to be a demon in the sack, what was my purpose? In all honesty I just wanted to teach the little fool a little humility. Judging by the tense silence, it was a lesson he already knew. He had just forgotten.

Inside Sara, every bit of texture felt like a gift, perfectly made to drive a man wild with sensory overload. Her voice whimpered through my living room. She was a perfect student, taking to her study with enthusiasm. Assuming I didn't have a more subtle lesson to educate her in.

I felt her take a harder line on the movement. Her fingernails dug into my knees as Sara bent her head back. The cascade of curly blonde grazed against my chest. She knew exactly what it did to me.

Sara rocked herself back to take every inch of me inside. Her performance was beyond satisfactory, with those hips bobbing and weaving like my cock was a stripper pole. I put my hands on her waist and nudged her a bit to exaggerate those movements.

She took my suggestion in stride. Within seconds I had her rolling in place and stretching her hole in every direction. The silky texture of her flesh coursed along my skin with increased intensity after every single move.

Jason sighed, his wife blocking my view of his face. It wasn't hard to imagine the usual tension. The suckers always want their wives most when another man is having his complete way with her.

Sara leaned forward and gave me a swirl. Her voice was even sweeter with a hard cock planted inside her. “Do you like watching, baby?”

Not a peep out of him. And just as well. I was used to jealous cussing.

“He's bigger. You know that, right?”

I took hold of those breasts with both hands. Not a bit of sag in them. Perfect for bouncing with that young, perky energy, despite their size.

Sara turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder. “He's so fucking little and sad looking.” She gave a hard jolt of her waist, driving my eyes back in their sockets. “Can he join? I feel sorry for him.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her back. Her question didn't deserve an answer. I raised my knees I held her tight and began thrusting from below. Sara pushed one hand down to her clit and started rubbing like it was a magic lamp.

The hot flesh coursed along my shaft. I had her screaming within seconds, every muscle in her legs pushing her feet hard against my thighs. Each shout and whimper echoed through the room in rhythm with the bounce of her hair.

The buildup finally snapped in a fit of sudden tightness. Sara's walls grabbed at my cock, trying desperately to pull me deeper and trap me there. I was having no part of it, ramming myself balls-deep into her body as fast as I could.

The quiver in her shoulders announced that prolonged, ear-ringing yelp. After that, her throat locked and her teeth clenched. She felt like a rubber band getting drawn into more and more tension each second.

As soon as her fingers slipped off of her pearl, I knew exactly how far things had gotten. Slipping myself out of her slit, I pulled her tight. Her entire body rumbled against me, struggling against my hold.

I discard the spent little minx to the side. She fell into the other side of the loveseat, her head resting against the thick arm cushion. I looked to Sara's husband as I caught my breath.

The totality of Jason's insecurity was coming to light. I wanted him to suffer and see it for exactly what it was. Sara didn't seem to mind, knowing that what she had to offer as far beyond his ability to appreciate it.

I stood and gave him a sharp gaze. “Is she everything you imagined?” I tilted my head to let the question sink in. That's when Jason's true nature came out.

“I'm not the one who needs to be humiliated.”

My head cocked a bit more. “That's a new one to me.”

“My wife. She needs to learn some humility.”

I looked back at Sara. Her body had settled enough that her eyes were open again. “Did you hear that? He thinks you need to be degraded.”

She smiled a little. The blonde toy I had borrowed lifted herself up and asked, “You think he likes trying to act strong?”

Sara knew exactly what her husband was inside. And so did I. Overcompensating only brought a person's true nature out into the light.

I pushed her against the backrest of the loveseat, pinning those narrow shoulders into the upholstery. “You're an evil little thing.”

She grinned and spread those legs wide in a way only a former cheerleader could. “Just fuck me until he breaks.”

“You hear that, Jason?”

“I heard.”

No matter how brave of a front he put up, even the grandest paper fortress burns. “I know why you married this woman.”

I felt his stare from behind. The husbands always got quiet when they knew you had them figured out. Broker, politician, or nerd with a golden ticket.

Sara pouted her lips and pushed herself a bit closer to me. “Everything you couldn't have before, you feel like you deserve. It's pitiful.”

“Blow me.”

“Struck a nerve, didn't I?”

Sara nodded and giggled. But I wasn't letting her get away without a lesson of her own. That false sense of superiority she held would bite her tight ass soon enough.

I felt like clearing my throat, but resisted. The extra hoarseness carried my intention even more clearly. “Sit back and watch the story of your life.”

“You don't know the first fucking thing about me.”

“And you're not as unique and special as you think you are. You're just another weakling who scrambled his way to the top.”

“Why would you hold that against me?”

I turned and looked at Jason. “I don't, but if you let your balloon gets too inflated, it only pops louder.”

Jason squinted his eyes and slapped his hands into his thighs. “You don't know what it's like to be better than everyone else when they can't see it.”

I never went that far into narcissism. “Every nut who thinks he's Napoleon thinks the exact same thing.” I turned back to Sara, running my fingers along that soaked channel.

He didn't speak another word. I gave his wife the light touch. But unlike Jason, I knew to carry it with confidence and authority.

With the destruction of his ego, I was ready to teach the final part of the lesson. While I enjoyed humiliating him in the comfort of my own home, I still had my end of the deal the hold up. I looked at Sara and said, “You may have a few things to learn yourself.”

“What you mean by that?” She thought just as highly of herself as her husband had moments ago.

“Don't question it. How far are you willing to go to give Jason what he wants?”

The lift in one eyebrow filled in the blank. I knew Sara didn't care much for Jason. Just another rich dick to ride until the money runs out. She probably saw him as the first of many, at least until her body gave out.

My cock teased at her entrance. I slid the head between both lips, watching them part and collapse back in as the head disappeared between those folds. “I hate to say it,” I stared deep into her eyes, “but he deserves your complete devotion.”

I didn't truly believe it, but my first loyalty is to my bank account. Sara hadn't given me a reason to pull any shenanigans like Tara Fontaine had. She was a job to complete, a mind to train.

I made her acknowledge it. The pink slit between her legs parted as I thrust deep. I looked over my shoulder and saw what looked like satisfaction on Jason's face. Both of them had some illusion of personal infallibility. I was more than happy to bridge the gap for that unhappy couple, Jason getting exactly what he wanted, Sara being reprogrammed with new wants.

Drawing up every bit of energy and strength I had, I pounded hard into Sara's body. Her entire frame rocked with each shove of my cock. Those breasts swayed in place as if to a phantom beat.

I noticed that she seemed to be liking it too much. Pulling myself out of her, I grabbed onto her shoulders and forced her onto her side. I pulled her up and guided her back to the table. I had her breasts pressed hard against the surface within seconds.

I gave my dick a spit polish and asked her, “Where do you want me to come?”

“On my back.”

It was a final lesson I was more than happy to give. Sara was used to getting what she wanted at all times. But that was about to change.

The absolute wetness of her pussy made reentry as frictionless as slipping on ice. Sara whimpered when I plugged her deep, parting her channel with a hard intrusion. Her fingers grasped wildly behind her as I took both wrists in one hand.

Fucking her like a disposable toy, I ripped my body into her as punishment. My intentions weren't exactly clear, but the tone of her screams made it clear. She knew I had a purpose in it.

I gave her a hard jerk back. Her body streaked against the surface of the table until her knees were on the floor. I mounted with my feet planted beside her thighs..

The full motion had me nearly out, then buried to the hilt with each thrust. Sara's arms failed to break free. It was like she knew she was about to lose a major part of herself. But I didn't give half a damn.

I lied down with my chest pressed against her back. The change in angle altered the pitch of her screams a few octaves higher. I would grant her that wish of a final climax, but it would have a price she never agreed to.

Driving any concern for her request about where I was supposed to deliver my load, I started thrusting harder, faster, deeper. Taking a fistful of hair, I jerked her head to the side and whispered into her ear, “He's enjoying this.”

Jason was grinning ear to ear. Seeing his wife punished for being what she had always been had to be his deepest wish. I knew guys like him, and they all had issues to work out. But this cheerleader would be his slave, not just another snotty bitch who wouldn't give him the time of day.

“You'll always be,” I gave her the hardest push I could and rested deep, “his fuck toy. You understand me?”

I drove in again. Sara answered with a hard yelp. I felt my own body ready to explode.

“That ambition you had,” she was on the verge of a catastrophic orgasm, “was so fucking hollow, you aren't worth respecting.”

My tip swelled and the skin drew tight. I pulled on Sara's hair even harder. I felt the balls of her feet against the back of my leg, shaking as her body went into convulsions.

“Take it, and serve the fuck out of him.” I forced myself to slide between those closing walls. “Be more than a pretty, but useless cunt.”

Sara let out a final whimper of resistance. It was all I needed to go over the edge. I felt the rush through my shaft, then the emptiness.

I dug my chin into her shoulder and cleared my sack again and again. Her breathing became a pant, the heat of her body steaming up the room. Just the raw energy of her body and mind giving way to my commands was such a powerful feeling. I knew there would be no return for her.

Pulling out, I gave Sara's ass a quick swat. Jason was on the edge of his seat, looking as satisfied as a man could. I stepped back and waited for his wife to react. She lied there for a moment, defeated and used.

Sara finally rolled onto her back. The creamy white fluid seeped from between those lips. The look of utter disbelief on her face nearly had me laughing.

I got to finding my clothes. By the time my belt was back on, Sara was still dipping a finger inside, letting my liquid mark of dominance drip onto my floor. I couldn't resist looking to Jason and stating the obvious.

“She knows that's her ultimate purpose now. Just another fuck doll.” I bent over and caressed her jawline. “And you know you fucking love it.”


I followed Jason to the door. Sara was already sulking in the passenger seat of that Lamborghini. Jason had one hell of a job of comforting her when they got home, and you and I know exactly what that means.

Jason seemed to as well. There was a sense of victory in his step.

He turned before leaving. “You should think about relocating to Silicon Valley. I've got lots of friends and colleagues who could use your,” he paused and looked a bit shifty, “services.”

I looked Jason in the eyes and offered my hand. “If the client pool ever dries up here, I might think about it.” His fingers closed around the back of my hand. I gripped hard, wanting to show him the value of a firm handshake.

Jason took a breath and nodded his head. It seemed my lesson of humble confidence had soaked through. In the end, I couldn't help liking the guy.

Halfway to the driveway, he turned and smiled at me. I wasn't expecting to learn something myself. “You know, Mr. Egan, there's nothing wrong with delegating the tasks you can't do yourself.”

It seemed there wasn't. I had broken his wife in, both in mind and body. Meanwhile, I pondered the true nature of my role. To say the least, it made quite a shift in my perspective going forward.
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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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