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BIMBO TRAINER 4

It was an unorthodox request, to say the least. I stared at the envelope and fingered the gold leaf around the edges. Why someone bothered to stuff a scrawled, handwritten letter into something like that is beyond me.

A British member of Parliament and 'hopeful for Prime Minister' wanted me to train his mistress. The attempt at anonymity was half-assed, even if I'm being generous with the description. I had a suspicions as to who it was, but what the hell? There's work to be done and money to be made.

That's how I found myself in that hotel room, waiting for Emma to arrive. If it wasn't the comfort of my own home, I was used to working in much better accommodations provided by my clients. But I knew the value of discretion, especially when such a figure has so much at stake.

I stared at the framed canvas above the store-brand television, probably a cheap auction piece by some art student. The mid-level suites at least tried to have some kind of culture. Unlike my client base, the people who usually occupied such rooms couldn't really tell a difference.

The mechanical snap of the card lock broke my concentration on the random smattering of hobby store paint. I looked over and saw how nervous she was in that tiny skirt. It had to be Emma, the chicken scratch on that piece of paper said she would be the only other person with the key to this room.

The poor thing had no idea what was about to happen. Jobs like this are the only thing I don't like about my line of work. Having the wool pulled over my eyes and reshaping the mind of a girl who probably hadn't harmed anybody was not why I got into this business.

But alas, I am a man of my word. “Your boss is an irritating man.”

Emma brushed hair from her face with one hand, and then adjusted the hem of her black blouse with the other. I felt like any sudden movement would send her running. “Are you Mr. Egan?”

“Yes. And I assume you are Emma Robbins. Please tell me I got that right, at least.”

A slight blush came over her cheeks. Those my clients referred to as 'the help' usually appreciated a bit of stupid humor. And unlike the people who wrote me checks, I still regarded them as human. I could tell this one would require delicate handling.

Emma didn't bother saying a word. I stood up from the foot of the bed and took a few steps in her direction. She stopped, the few feet of the kitchenette between us. I knew this wasn't right. Despite how pleasant my work might be, I still reserve the right to refuse any job I don't feel comfortable with.

“You can help me, right?” That British accent only made her seem that much more out of place.

What fresh hell is this? Why was the student asking me for help? “I don't understand. I thought your boss wanted–”

“I don't think you understand. I'm the one who hired you.”

It was definitely a first. “You understand what I do, correct?”

“Yes.” Emma kept up that nervousness as she stepped forward. “I don't know if I'm losing my mind or not, but I need your services.”

Well bugger me. “Prove it.”

Emma pulled the money envelope from her purse. “Ten thousand dollars, American. Do we have a deal?”

“Why?”

“That's not really any of your concern, now is it?”

Sometimes I really had to wonder why people bother being so secretive with me. But I forget how easily I can control people. “Listen carefully.”

Emma's head cocked as she took another step. “What for?”

“Stop.”

And just like that, Emma stood in front of me, the top of her head barely coming up to my chin. I took a breath and looked up at the ceiling. Shitty texture work up there. This place really was a middle-class dump.

I stared into Emma's eyes and asked, “Exactly why the fuck are you here?”

“Because, it was my idea.”

Now it was getting interesting. “Is that your money?”

“Yes.”

“You're up to something,” and this is the best part about working for yourself, “but I really don't have to care.”

“Will you take the money or not?”

I snatched the fold of bills from her hand. “I consider myself hired. Everyone needs a little entertainment and mystery.”

She actually was cute in that desperate sort of way. I'm talking emotionally, not physically. Getting paid to fuck a little British chick, even if I didn't know the reason, would at least make sure I didn't waste my afternoon. As for any ulterior motives she might've had, I really didn't give a shit.

The hope in her eyes made me pause for a second. It wasn't the dead look of someone forced into this position. Emma had to know exactly what my lessons would do to her.

I turned back toward the bed and started walking away. “So who's the lucky bastard you're trying to seduce?”

“If you want to know that badly, I can just take my money back and leave.”

Determined. Feisty, even. And here I thought English women were bland as the music from over there.

“That's fine. You know that I could make you reveal what your real purposes are, right?”

Emma smiled. It damn near gave me a heart attack. “So I've heard.”

“Who the hell are you?”

“A client, and that's all you need to know.”

I knew taking Emma at face value would be as dangerous as wearing a steak around my neck in a lion enclosure. “Take a seat on the bed.”

“Why?”

The secrets behind those blue eyes had my interest, far more than my own safety should have allowed. I stared hard into them and answered, “Because you're taking orders from me. That's how this works.”

Emma nodded her head. “Right then.”

I had always enjoyed playing with fire. Taking my steps right behind her, I let Emma assume her position as I towered even higher above her petite body. I lifted her chin with two fingers and asked, “What's your game?”

“He's a monster and a hypocrite. I intend on bringing him down.”

“Who is he?”

She had a gift for resistance. “I've been told not to say.”

“And I just told you to.” I lowered my brows and focused on the inky black of her pupils. “Who are you trying to seduce?”

“James Baird.”

I knew that name. He was a rising star in the more conservative wings of the Parliament, one of those rare 'family values' politicians across the pond. An affair coming to light would burn his ambitions of being Prime Minister to the ground.

“Why would you sacrifice yourself to bring Mr. Baird down?” I hated his brand of politics, but I had no personal grudge against the man. Attaching my services to his downfall wouldn't be good for business if word of my involvement got out. “And why do you think I should risk myself like that?”

Emma's faint smile disappeared completely. “Do you think we Brits want to see our country turn into the political circus you have in the States? If he gains more influence, we'll be flooded with clowns like him.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty.” Emma brought both legs up on the bed, crossing them as she unbuttoned that blouse.

I knew she was either lying, or she had orders from someone above. No girl that young had any business being this serious about political affairs. “Since I know you don't actually work for Mr. Baird, who really put you up to this?”

She tried to keep a straight face. The last button popped loose as Emma gritted her teeth. I had to admire that iron will of hers.

“Spit it out. That stiff upper lip shit doesn't fly with me.”

“Fucking Yanks, always getting so pushy.” Emma pulled the flats from her feet and kept staring at me. “I'll talk, but only if you admit something to me.”

I pushed her shoulders back, getting a clear view of the white cotton between her legs. “You're not in a position to make demands right now, but go on.”

Emma grabbed my tie and pulled my face to her own. “When shit hits the fan in London, will you keep your mouth shut, even for my sake?”

“The fuck do you mean by that?” I gave that gray skirt a tug. It slid along her thighs with ease. I chucked it away, leaving her in nothing but white panties, a tank top, and that red polish on her toes.

Her face went grim for a moment. “I'm the fall girl. You know the press over there will brand me a whore, at best.”

“So why are you doing this?” I thought she was on a fool's errand, but the conviction behind her words had me curious.

“My own beliefs, generous compensation, and your help.” Emma threw her hands back onto the bed, inviting me to grab hold of those wrists. “The only thing in question is whether you'll shut up and do the job or not.”

I wrapped my hands around her forearms. “First off, your attitude needs to change. Second, why my help?”

“Can you really change a person's mind, totally?”

Another first. “Who told you about what I do?”

“The people who hired me. A few of them are former clients of yours.”

I choked my grip up on Emma's wrists and put my weight on them. Her soft legs wrapped around my torso. “And why would you want me to do that?”

“They promised me you're a fair man. I can be whatever you want, so long as I get a new life after this is unpleasantry with Baird is said and done.” The steel resolve in her eyes never faltered.

I wasn't sure how to proceed. Warping a girl into my own ideal was never that appealing. I had always gotten my fill from my work. “You're to report back to me after the scandal, correct?”

“That's the plan.”

But what to do? “I'm a cold bastard, but even I can't take advantage of someone like that.”

Emma shrugged and asked, “You mean you don't want to make me your personal toy?”

“It's nothing against you, if that's what you're asking.”

She dug her heels into the small of my back. “Then train me. I won't do my job if we keep talking like this.”

I gave Emma another sharp stare. “Why would you agree to be at my mercy like that?”

That hard expression began to chip away. “I never cared much for my station in life. That's all.”

I decided not to pry any further. Even though I could read her like an open book if I wanted, it was none of my business. “That's all I wanted to know. What kind of person would you like to be?”

Emma's face warmed all of a sudden. “Carefree. I may sound silly for saying this, but even a bit of a ditz.”

“Can't say I imagined that's what you wanted.”

“Mr. Egan, just do your job.”

I stared down at Emma, petite and fragile, but stoic as one of the Queen's guards. Our lips met as her tongue slipped into my mouth by the tiniest sliver. She knew what she wanted, and her argument won me over enough to justify earning my money.

Letting go of one wrist, I snaked my hand underneath those white panties. Warm and silky. I played with those tender folds on the outside as Emma pulled her tongue back and invited me in.

That's how I found myself in a Brooklyn econodump hotel, on top of a little British chick. I felt that she deserved better. Pulling myself away, I said, “Get your clothes on. We're leaving.”


I pulled into my driveway, two of my fingers knuckles deep inside Emma. She held onto my arm, gasping and moaning with each bump in the road the whole way from Brooklyn to Long Island. Fingering the little Brit in a British car felt right. But now that we were back at my place, I had a job to do.

“What kind of time limit did your handlers give you?”

Emma pouted as my fingers slid out of her. I watched that lip do a mock tremble before she answered, “I'm to be back in London in seven days.”

“Good,” I said, “I'll give you the benefit of easing into your new personality.”

“Why?”

I smiled and began to open my door. “Because there's something I like about you. Maybe it's because you've got bigger balls than any man I know.”

“Can I tell you something?” Emma grabbed the shoulder of my blazer.

“Go ahead.”

“It's about why I'm willing to let you make me a different person.” She looked down at her lap. “I'm afraid of the people who sent me to you.”

I knew British politics could get ugly, but I had no idea somebody over there was in the business of scaring aides. “And you're hoping to disappear, completely off their radar after you take your payment. Is that it?”

“I don't think they'll stop with just giving me hush money.”

Taking their money seemed even less appealing. “Let's get inside. We've got some things to iron out before I figure out what to do with you.”


It really was a sad story. Emma's father, a disgraced earl, had one hell of an honor debt to pay a few members of Parliament. It kept him out of prison and out of the tabloids, but it left Emma with his burdens of compensation. It also meant I rightfully should be calling her 'my Lady.'

But Emma hated what her father's title and circumstances meant for her. She actually wanted her mind scrubbed of any memories relating to her past. I can't say I blamed her, knowing her family wouldn't escape the threat of her father's epic tax evasion and backroom deals to hide it coming to light for decades.

She looked through my bookcases in my study as I called up an old friend and client. Alek Gorzynski was one hell of a fixer, and I knew he'd pull the proper documents out of his ass at a moment's notice for the right price. His going rate turned out to be my payment for this job, plus a few grand over that.

I dropped my cellphone on the desk and stood up from my chair. “I can have a new passport and a new identity ready by the time you fly back to London.” Emma's eyes were bright and watery as she turned around. “Be glad you're on my good side. This job will cost me some money.”

“And you'll be doing what with me, exactly?” She began walking forward, some book tucked under her arm.

“I asked you what you wanted to be.”

“But if you do with me as you see fit, would I even know it?”

I leaned forward against the table, propping myself up by my fingers. “No, and doing exactly what I want you to do would be your source of happiness.”

“It actually sounds lovely.” Emma slid the book onto an end table in the middle of the room and kept strolling my way. She was almost at my desk when she added. “I'm sure you'd have no problem doing that to me.”

If I was to take her on as my personal toy, I certainly wanted her to keep that sharp wit and intelligence. The idea of having a British ditz, no matter how cute, hanging around my house didn't strike my fancy. I appreciated her sort of refinement.

“I don't know what your new name will be yet, but we'll see what Alek can cook up.”

“And I'll be staying here for what purpose?” Emma raised one corner of her mouth.

I made my way around the desk and started unbuttoning that blouse again. “I'll only agree to it on one condition.”

“And that is?”

The last two buttons opened and Emma pulled the dark top off her shoulders. I slid the first spaghetti strap of her cami down and said, “You agree that I don't turn you into some brainless dingbat.”

She smiled and said, “Considering the alternative, I don't have much choice.”

But that didn't preclude me from turning Emma into the kind of sex fiend my clients wanted. She would be my greatest work yet, reshaped and refined into the ideal toy for the rich. And Emma would be all mine.

Luckily, what I wanted would make her the perfect girl for the job ahead. Making Emma seduce Baird would make her the target of outrage, not him. She had the looks to draw a prudish man like him in, but her personality had make a hard turn toward innocent. “Emma, listen very carefully and focus on the meaning behind my words.”

I took hold of her shoulders as she nodded her head. Staring deep, I watched as the spark left her eyes. It was something I would bring back as soon as she returned stateside.

“You can't be obvious about your intentions. Draw him in, but don't give everything up easily.”

She nodded her head and kept staring at me blankly. I let my hands rest on her waist. The first pangs of guilt started to creep up.

“When you finally do get Baird in a bad position, make sure that you get evidence.” I'm certain that her handlers had already arranged for some kind of proof of the affair to be recorded. But this wasn't just her ass on the line. I had my own reputation and clientele on the line.

My fingers slid under her white tank top. I gradually lifted it up to reveal the perky, well-proportioned breasts I'd been wondering about all afternoon.

I gave Emma the most vital instruction as I let my gaze pierce even deeper behind her eyes. “You have to act innocent and unspoiled. Don't resist, but don't follow along.” My fingers massaged her peaks to prime her for the next instruction. “Let me see how you'll behave if you think I'm Mr. Baird, alright?”

Emma immediately blushed and pulled away. Her arms came up to cover her breasts. A perfect performance for any hidden cameras her true bosses might employ.

“It's alright. Just keep teasing along. Keep dangling it in front of him like forbidden fruit.”

She stopped moving back, keeping her hands on top of that tank top. I stepped closer and pulled her hands down.

“That's good. You look like your heart's about to jump out of your chest.”

I eased the waistband of her panties down a smidge. Emma jumped at the slightest touch, asking, “I don't know if this is alright. If people find out, it would be dreadful.”

She was making me proud, going from over-eager to scared and sweet like that. “It's fine. Nobody will know.” Trying to act the part of a man like Baird was already giving me stomach cramps.

“You've got too much to lose, sir. I can't.”

I couldn't keep going like that. Pushing Emma beyond her new limits was just revolting to me. “Listen.” I stared hard again and held her close. “Emma, that was great.”

Her complexion returned to normal. “Was it convincing?”

I smiled and slid both hands directly onto her ass. She grinned, totally back to her old self. “I hated myself the whole time, and anyone watching would hate me too.”

“So what now?” Emma pushed her breasts against me and looked up.

Now it was time to recoup my own reward. If I couldn't profit off of this job financially, I needed to begin training my new test subject. “There's something I want you to watch.”


I had left Emma at my place as I met with a prospective client for the next week. He didn't seem to have the means to pay like he had said, and his wife wasn't quite up to my standards. A complete bust for the evening like that always left a twitch in my eye, but I had a grand, new experiment to return home to.

The second I was in the door, I heard Emma's light footsteps coming down the hallway. I waited, wondering what she had learned from what I'll call my 'instructional selection of videos.' But even with the best performances I could find absorbing into her mind like water to a sponge, the intent always needed training.

She had that tank top and that skirt on, barefoot like she was already making herself at home. Considering the events in the coming weeks, it was to be her home soon enough. Emma stopped just a few feet in front of me and said, “Was that really what you want to use? It seems cheap and tacky for a $10,000 fee.”

Giving her the command to memorize the movements hadn't proven itself yet, but I wanted to grade my new method. “If you think it's that bad, why don't we see if it did anything for you?”

“And let you have all the fun? That's not fair at all.” She jutted out her lower lip to pout.

That's the part of her I wanted to reinstall, if you will, after her job was done. “Then follow me.”


I had Emma pushed against my bed, the first 'project' I'd ever taken there. The desire in her eyes was undeniable. I let go of her shoulders and began sliding that skirt down as I said, “You're more than just another client's request to me now.”

“Am I?” Emma slid one finger in her mouth, then traced it down her neck. “What do you consider me?”

Was it love? Hell no, but I did feel a sense of responsibility for her. “We'll see where this goes when you start living here. Until then, you've got some learning to do.”

“I hope it's not all about sex, Mr. Egan.”

Whether I'd make her an assistant for my work, just a mindless fuck toy, or something more was yet to be seen. “That's all up to you and how you act.”

“I was hoping you'd say something romantic,” I grabbed hold of her panties, ripping them down her thighs as she added, “not something so matter-of-fact.”

“Like I said, what you are to me is up to you.”

I put my face between her thighs, pushing those panties down the rest of her legs behind me. Emma's fingers tangled in my hair immediately as she pulled me closer. My lips met her pussy for the first time, that sweet flavor matching every expectation.

Wasting no time, I felt Emma brace herself against the bed, goading me into eating her like the first meal after a fast. I set to it, running my tongue between her folds, teasing at that clit. Her fingers pulled harder.

Her voice broke into gasps and whimpers within seconds, primed and ready by my prior assignment. The want behind Emma's every move was palpable, her pearl responding with a pulse of its own. She wanted to feel it.

The sudden rush of her voice overcame my thoughts. Emma's moans cracked into screams. I ground my tongue against her with all of my effort.

With one final tug at my hair, I felt her muscles tense, her legs lock up. The force of the breaking climax shook her entire body. One ear-splitting wail announced her arrival at Kingdom Come, those thighs jittering against my ears.

That's when I knew her focus wasn't the shortcoming. I backed myself away and stood up. Emma shivered against the mattress, curled up in a ball. “Are you willing to fill whatever role I need you to?”

I gave her a moment to recollect herself. Emma shook out the last of it, struggling to push herself up.

“Well?”

Emma smiled and panted at the same time, looking equal parts sex goddess and maniac. I'd created a true nymphomaniac. Her voice was ragged, labored. “Don't you think I can make you feel the same thing?”

I started removing my clothing as she kept fighting her body's overload. As I chucked my trousers away, I looked down at her and said, “You haven't proven yourself yet. It's all been fairly one-sided so far.”

That was it. Supreme confidence could get the job done, but a drive to keep proving oneself had Emma craving my satisfaction. Her eyes got wild as she got on all fours in front of me, her mouth just inched from my cock. I felt her breath on my shaft as she asked, “But could you handle it?”

I put a toe on my last sock and lifted the other foot out of it. “Talking isn't proving a damn thing.”

Emma wrapped her arms around my waist, her chin resting against my sternum. She looked up, almost pleading. Almost commanding me. “I could say the same for you. I think you're afraid of what you've made me.”

The thought intrigued me. But that was yet to be seen. “Make me afraid.”

Her fingernails dug into my back as she pulled me toward the bed. My knees propped against the edge of the mattress, knocking me off balance and right on top of Emma. The hard scrape of ten nails into my skin matched that maniacal grin on her face.

Emma forced one hand between us, wrapping hard around my dick. My tip slid along her entrance. Emma hurled her waist down, forcing her ass up and myself inside her.

It had knocked the air out of my lungs, feeling that sudden plunge and seeing that insane pleasure in her eyes. Emma rolled her hips, beneath me, but very much in control.

Her heels dug into the small of my back as her hands pressed against my face. Her palms got traction on my stubble, giving her one more point of contact to grind herself into me. Emma's lips opened, panting with every flourish of her entire body.

I had indeed created a monster. The complete opposite of the innocent, reluctant person she would have to be before returning. And the best part is, I'd get to revel in her tainted purity all over, again and again after Emma's job was done.

She rolled her hips, undulating them like mid-sea waves. Emma knew where to push me, rushing my cock against her most sensitive areas. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she lifted herself completely from the bed.

Now on all fours myself, Emma clung like a briar, grinding her womanhood against me without regard for how quickly I might finish off. I fought to hang on through it all. Emma worked like a machine, relentless and driven to one final goal.

I felt my own climax rising, getting dangerously close. I had to fight back. Letting her win like this would only give Emma dominance over me, and I had never been one to cede my own territory. Especially this close to home.

Rising up, I brought Emma with me. She still held on, humping away, pushing my cock into her with abandon. I pushed hard against her shoulders, straining to get the slightest advantage.

Emma was having none of it. Her legs tensed, pulling her torso even harder into my own. I pushed myself back, standing with her tiny body attached to mine.

I pried her loose, finally, using all of my might to send her crashing into the bed. She took it in stride, smiling and scrambling to her knees. Her hair covered most of her face, wild and feral. “I'm not finished yet!”

The little Brit beast watched my hesitation. Like a predator, she sensed every thought going through my head. I knew I had to overcome it, grabbing Emma's arm and then spinning her around.

But what could I do with her? That kind of intensity was far beyond anything I had created before. I almost felt like she needed to be put down, or at least fucked into submission.

Having the mechanical and muscular advantage, I grabbed her other arm and then forced her face into the comforter. I mounted from behind, feeling the burning heat from between Emma's legs. My head pushed inside, driving to the hilt without mercy. No man could slay a dragon without thrusting his sword deep, with all his passion.

Emma screamed with every hard pound. I pulled harder on her arms, bashing ourselves together with a hard pop that echoed through the room. Her voice only got harsher, more blissful.

I still had more left. My feet dug hard into the mattress. Even if it killed me, I'd win against the damned demon.

My thrusts picked up new energy as Emma's screams left the human range. Her long hair flew all over, draping over her back, my calves, and her face. I didn't care. I just wanted her to know I was still in control.

I felt the first twinge of her pussy, gripping harder against my length with every rapid push. That damn thing was trying to kill me, I was sure of it. But that wasn't going to stop me.

Taking a fistful of hair by the root, I jerked her head back and let one of her shoulders slump. Emma let it drop all the way to the bed. I wasn't ready to see her right leg pull itself over my shoulder as her body turned.

Now on her side, drawing me even deeper, Emma broke my grip on her other arm, pushing herself against me with all she had. Her nails dug into my thigh, scratching for every iota of traction she could get.

That required punishment. I wrapped my hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to feel the wind rushing from out of her. It only made her more determined.

Emma pushed her hips up, granting me yet further entry. I fought to hang on, gritting my teeth, trying not to choke the life out her. But that last bit of struggle was her undoing.

The sudden flush of wetness inside her gave me what I needed. I powered through that growing tightness. My cock ripped through her pussy, striking hard at her deepest point time after time.

Emma's voice broke through my hold on her neck. The death wail of a defeated animal. It was frightening, like I had just wrestled a lion to the ground, barely holding it from ripping me to shreds.

But it was no time for letting my guard down. I saw that last flash in her eyes. It was a trap, and I knew it. A suicide switch to ensure I would be going out with her.

The hard pitch of her wailing sent a hot pulse down my shaft. I felt that orgasm come crashing into her, jolting her body with spasms. It drove me insane, past the limits of resistance.

I gave into it, a hollow tingle spreading through my guts. Defeated as she was, Emma had me in a death grip. I had no choice but to feel that burst of pleasure shoot into her, my cock tensing and overloading my mind.

That last bit of fight left Emma as my own energy drained in seconds. I got the last rush, thrusting myself to send my creamy mark of victory deep. Emma went limp against the bed as my last spurt took it all out of me.

I pulled out, feeling that oversensitivity force me to jerk. The sheer exhaustion, combined with the raw beauty of her spent body, lured me into lying down beside her.

The satisfaction in her smile as Emma rested lulled me into my own happy place. She was every bit as intense as I hoped I could make her, and more. And all from a tiny British girl who fell into my lap, willing to make herself whatever I wanted her to be.


The drive from my end of Long Island to JFK International held its own tension. Whoever spoke first might have been the winner or the loser. But Emma seemed content, accepting her imminent fate. It was hard to even look at her, knowing that the tiny vixen would come back, not knowing about her former life.

I finally pulled into the unloading lane for Terminal Four and waited for her to say something. At least two rounds of yellow taxis and black sedans pulled in and out as Emma sat there, staring off at nothing. I knew the words were in her head, but could she handle letting them out?

I rested my hand on her thigh, well below the cutoff of those khaki shorts. “If you don't want to do this, just say so.”

Emma looked at me, her eyes watering, on the verge of honesty. “It's my duty. A Yank like you couldn't understand.”

She was right. Destroying myself over the sins of my father would have been unthinkable. As honest a man as he was, a scandal for a drill press operator in a brakes factory like him wouldn't have destroyed our family name. In fact, that difference in the worlds we came from only made it harder to see Emma lose herself like this.

Emma gripped the shoulder strap of her carry-on. No luggage to speak of for the return trip. Everything else she had brought stateside was still in that tweed suitcase, propped in the corner of my bedroom. In just two weeks, Emma Robbins would cease to exist, burnt up by a flare of scandal and sacrifice.

“I wish Alek could pick a better last name, but I wanted to keep calling you by your real first name. That really limits what your fake passport can say.”

She finally pulled on the door handle. “Emma Jones is a fine name. What's wrong with sounding Welsh?”

I don't think she realized how common the name was over here. “Either way, don't let yourself get taken advantage of. Even our press makes fun of British tabloids for being too trashy.”

“In two weeks, I won't even know what happened.” She paused for a second, taking a deep breath and looking at the sky.

“Just remember what I taught you. As soon as you get out of this car, you won't remember who I am until you get back to New York.”

“And you'll manage, I assume?”

She did have a habit of worrying about my well-being. It was refreshing to me, dealing with sociopaths and cut-throats for the past decade. “I'll be fine, but I think you're a fool.”

Emma grinned and opened the door. She kept a grip on the handle, knowing that her mind would shift instantly as soon as she let go. “By the way Mr. Egan, we have a motto in my family.”

I couldn't help leaning into the passenger seat. “And what's that?”

Emma's blue eyes flashed with life as she recited, “Virtue lives after death.”

With that, she closed the door and let go. I couldn't help giving her a proud smile, even though she looked through the window like I was a complete stranger.
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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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