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BIMBO TRAINER

My name is Bryce Egan. Rich men pay me hefty sums of money to teach their wives how to please them. Wall Street bankers, celebrities, and even world leaders seek my services.

But that isn't why I enjoy my work. No, I don't teach in a classroom. My lessons are up close. Personal.

You see, as much as my former clients like to brag about how I turned their trophy wives into insatiable minxes, there is always a catch most don't know about going in. I have the kind of sex with these women that leaves them changed, whether it's what the husband knew he was getting himself into or not.

I make a good living for myself doing this. None of it would be possible if I didn't have a certain means of persuasion. Since I was young, I always knew I could focus my attention on someone's emotional state, and they were like slaves to my every command.

And so I found myself on the way to my next job. I liked to call these 'site consultations,' which really meant I'd be boning a good contender for modeling, all while her husband watches in his own home. It was a benefits package no other line of work could offer.

I pulled my Aston Martin up to the gate and got ready to step out to buzz myself in. It began sliding to the left before I could undo the seat belt. It was a nice place, standard for your new money who struck it big in the markets and moved off to Long Island.

That ornate fountain reeked of someone out to make a good impression. I wasn't old money myself, but I also had nothing to prove. It was the only way to gain the trust of those born into wealth.

But this client? Roger Hanover was just a player on Wall Street. They were always the most fun to knock down a peg or seven. I used to be one of the bastards myself.

I parked in front of the concrete cupid with an endless stream of saliva issuing forth from his mouth. The landscaping wasn't doing anything to alter my impressions. The same plants you see in any middle-class neighborhood, just on a grander scale. The guy likely grew up spoiled in some subdivision.

The door stood before me, trying to look imposing. I rang the bell and rolled my eyes as it jingled out some Dave Matthews Band tune. Former frat boy, I'm guessing.

It took only a few seconds for a cute blonde in a black dress to come running. As she opened, I already knew she wasn't the wife. Her eastern European accent drove the point home. “You are Bryce, correct?”

“Da.”

My client was younger than most. Mid-thirties. They usually didn't go for the mail-order route until the forties kicked in. God, those Russian girls are fun to train.

“You have an appointment with Mr. and Mrs. Hanover.” She hadn't figured out inflecting the end of a question yet.

“Are they here?”

The little Russian clapsed her hands together between her thighs and smiled. “Da, dorogoi moy.”

I'd have to see how much longer the Hanovers had left on her visa. She knew how to charm a man. “Spasibo.”

I followed her up one of the twin staircases. Giant prints of famous art, pottery obviously manufactured but hand-painted in Mexico, and the beige of the walls further announced this was just a McMansion for the newly wealthy.

My little Rooski friend rapped her hand against a door halfway down the hallway. “Sir, ma'am.”

I couldn't make out the voice on the other end. He sounded like the client.

“He is here. Should I send him in?”

Another string of noises from the other side. As the door opened, I made out, “Thank you, Stasia.”

The housekeeper bowed her head and turned back to me. She left with a little wave and a grin as she walked past. I returned the gesture, knowing we might meet again.

Roger Hanover peeked his head out and looked at me. Early baldness even Rogaine couldn't keep under control had thinned his head to the point of a bad comb-over. Past a certain point, you just shave it or embrace your loss of the genetic lottery.

“Mr. Egan, Talia's in here waiting for you.”

Maybe is discounted the idea of a mail-order bride too early. “Is she dressed like we discussed?”

The poor fool got excited. “Oh yes.” He really had no idea.

“Alright, then.” I stepped forward and got within the door frame. She was a looker alright, even with that blanket wrapped around herself. Straight out of the waitstaff of the good Hooters in town.

“If it's no too much to ask, she wants to take things slow.” Roger's voice wasn't holding the same patience. I was guessing she let him fuck her once every month or so out of obligation.

“Of course.” I put a hand out to Talia, still wondering about her origin story.

She didn't acknowledge me. It wasn't the first time this had happened. Most of these wives wanted no part in it. Their aging husbands weren't athletes in bed themselves.

“Roger,” I gave him a hard stare and whittled through his enthusiasm, “take a seat over there. Let me talk to her.”

His body jerked at once, defying the look on his face. I always left the husband's mind intact. But that's a dirty little secret between the two of us.

Talia kept herself wrapped. I sat next to her on the couch. Pinching her chin between my thumb and index finger, I lifted her face to look at me. She kept her eyes toward the floor.

I leaned in and whispered, “You hate him for this, don't you?”

Still no answer.

“Don't worry. He won't touch you while I'm here.”

Talia's eyes met mine. They were the kind of blue you only saw in pictures of a California sky. “So what's all this about?” American as her eye color.

“Keep looking at me and relax.” Her shoulders relaxed and her expression shifted to rapt attention. I let my voice soften enough to make sure Roger couldn't hear me. “If you want revenge, do exactly as I say.”

The corners of her mouth lifted. “Okay, go on.”

I let go of her chin and leaned back. “Stand up and show us what you're hiding under that quilt.”

Following my orders beyond the call of duty, Talia stood and let the blanket fall to the ground. Her tits barely stayed within the confines of that lingerie. No way she could have been any older than twenty-five or so.

“Good. Now, walk to your husband.”

She started that way as Roger's eyes started to look hungry. I can't say I blame the man. A woman like her had to cost him at least a quarter mil' a year to keep around. Like an exotic sports car, the spending doesn't end once they're yours on paper.

“Now walk back to me, but like you want something expensive.”

Talia's legs started crossing as she walked, slowing her pace and grinning like she knew something I didn't. She knew exactly how to put on that act already.

I leaned forward and put my elbows on my knees. “Slower, and play with your nightie a little.”

She took the hem of it in her fingers and pulled it tighter up front, than twisted the fabric in her hand. As she let go, it let those wonderful breasts jump and rebound against gravity.

“Now, come over here.”

Talia strutted her way over in those open heels. I wanted to slap that ass so bad my hand started itching.

“Turn around and blow your husband a kiss. Really lean into it.”

Those cheeks were at the perfect distance as she bent over. The palm of my hand cracked against that silky skin, leaving a bright red print. Talia jerked and whimpered as she gave her husband that momentary farewell.

“Bend over on my knee.”

Roger started to look a bit concerned. I shot him a quick wink. It was enough to keep him from getting the idea too soon.

Talia's stomach rested in my lap. I pulled that nightie up enough to show that intricate thong. Another hard slap brought her hands against my thigh. She knew what this was.

One more, even harder than the last had her giggling. “Quiet.” Another smack. I let go with one yet again, stinging the palm of my hand.

Talia yelped and gasped for a breath. It's exactly what I wanted. Every girl trained in sex needs to know her pain threshold first and foremost.

“Now, stand up.” She was ready and willing to please, doing exactly as I ordered. “Stand between us and give a striptease. Put exactly how much you want sex right now into it.” As she gave me one last look before marching over, I whispered, “Between us, not that ass.”

She smiled and turned away, letting the first strap on her shoulder drop loose. Talia faced Roger and let it slide to her elbow. She turned back around and had that rich bounty cradled in her arms, threatening to fall out at any second.

“Show him, not me.”

Talia pouted for a second and turned her back to me. Roger's eyes got big as baseballs as I watched that second strap fall. The puppies were loose.

The mass of black lace slid down the rest of her arms as she put them behind her back. The thong and those heels made her whipped ass look all the better. Roger would be a lucky man. But not until I had my fun with her.

“Talia.” She looked back over her shoulder, her hands propped on her hips. “Come back over here. It's time for the next lesson.”

Roger grunted and asked, “She's never done that before, but why can't she be over here?”

She made her way back to me. I wrapped one arm around her thighs and answered, “It's not great sex if I'm shouting orders at her from across the room, now is it?”

It shut him up enough. Talia leaned herself into me and asked, “What now?”

I stood next to her and said, “Take a seat.”

She fell into the couch and sat up. The look on her face was impatient, like she wanted something. I put my legs between hers and spread them apart with my hands.

“Very flexible.” I leaned in and quietly said, “Every second will bring you closer to an orgasm, but you can't come until I say so.”

Stepping back, I got out of Roger's way. He watched in awe as his wife put her legs back together and slid those panties off. The heels clattered against the tile floor.

It was a sight straight out of a textbook on how a good wax job should be done. Talia obviously knew the value in it, knowing it was the real reason Roger kept her around. It was a pity, really, to waste that kind of beauty on her husband.

I wasn't needed for the moment. I stood back and watched Talia run her fingers between those tiny, pink lips. Her body already started jerking when she touched her clit. The buildup for that climax was going to be a god awful racket.

Talia cupped a breast in one hand, playing with herself like her body was a sensory playground. I watched her breathing pick up, rising as her fingers ramped up the action. When she took a nipple in a soft pinch, I knew she was desperate to finish quickly.

The self-inflicted bliss rose with each stroke. Talia sucked in her bottom lip and looked up at me for approval. “Harder, or I'll make you stop.”

She was even better than I could have imagined. Given her husband, I'm sure taking her needs into her own hands was a well-honed skill. Her hand shifted faster as her mouth opened.

Talia's moans started reaching her husband. I looked back to see Roger watching her like a hungry animal. I knew he wanted to have his way with her right that moment, but patience is a virtue I like to instill in my clients, whether they want it or not.

“Is it that hard to come?” She had to know I was messing with her for being unable to climax until I gave the word. If my students couldn't take a teasing as well as they could give it, what good did I really do for them?

Her legs tried to tense up, but my command wouldn't allow it. Talia wanted to scream, to release it all in one burst. She kept trying to force herself harder, the fingers on her slit nothing but a blur.

“It's alright, enjoy the hardest orgasm of your life.”

Talia's eyes closed as her head rocketed back. She moaned like a woman in labor. As her legs clamped shut and her feet curled, I looked at Roger again. He was practically licking his lips in anticipation.

My poor student rattled and shook in her own body. Talia's climax had hit her with the subtlety of a high speed crash. I left her to ride it out.

Pulling at my tie, I stared Roger down and said, “Now I get to teach her the best part.”

The helpless bastard. Talia fought for every breath as her husband watched. I started removing my blazer as his expression went dark.

“I never said you could fuck her.”

The jacket hit the floor. “You didn't read the fine print of our agreement?”

“I thought this was a class for my wife, not a chance for you to get your rocks off at my expense.”

Talia looked up at me and pushed herself off of the couch. She dropped to her knees and started on my slacks. “She'll learn best by doing, Mr. Hanover. I'm here to teach your wife, not you.”

My shaft emerged with Talia's effort. I watched it disappear beneath her blonde hair, her lips pursing around the tip. Meanwhile, that poor fool of a husband put his face in his hands.

I stroked the locks of hair away from Talia's cheeks. “That's my girl. Start off slow, give him something to look forward to.”

Men like Roger saw themselves as masters of the universe, the makers of society. But when they hired me, I always made them feel as powerless as a beggar on the street. The bonus lesson in humility for the clients was something they always needed.

His pride started to break as the head of my dick pushed against the back of Talia's throat. “I told you I had an infidelity clause in the prenup, you little whore!”

I caressed Talia's neck and stared daggers at Roger. “You won't do shit. Don't take it out on her because you can't ask the right questions.”

Put back in his place, Roger sulked in the chair, barely holding on to his sanity. He wasn't used to sharing his toys. Not that I gave a damn.

“Just,” he finally looked up at me, “don't fuck her, alright?”

I smiled and bared my teeth. Looking down at Talia, I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “Stand up. We'll come back to this part later.”

“What are you doing?” There was nothing more pathetic than a desperate man in a suit.

“Talia, what's your best position.”

My length bobbed once it left her mouth. She stood as Roger's voice went preteen. “Oh my word, Talia, don't fuck him!”

“Cowgirl.” Her voice was sweet as before, a bit more sultry from my presence between those lips.

“Sweetheart, you always told me you'd never do this! What the hell?”

The whining was always the worst part. I let Talia work on my belt buckle and pants as I looked over at her insolent husband. “Shut the fuck up!”

My slacks went down as Talia pulled at them with gusto. I pushed some hair out of her face and said, “Good. Always be that excited. You see how jealous your husband is right now?”

Roger had the face of a caged animal. I let his wife finish her job with my slacks and waited for him to speak again. If he dared to try saying a word, my control of the situation kept him silent.

I took my seat, facing Roger directly. The way his eyes looked away when I stared at him brought a smile to my face. And to think he owed me ten-grand for this.

Talia's sculpted figure got between us. That perfect skin and her gym-honed body had my shaft aching in anticipation. As she straddled my hips I put my hands on her thighs. Not one bit of give on her. No way in hell this girl was more than halfway through her twenties, confirming what I already suspected.

The tip of my cock pressed against her entrance. Roger struggled to get out one final plea, “What do you want from me? I'll double your pay if you don't fuck her!”

Double pay for not doing what I was hired for to begin with? I leaned to the side and saw his wrecked expression. “You signed a contract, remember?” I've always taken pride in doing my job, no matter what.

Talia wrapped her arms around my neck. I felt her pussy take me in, hot and wet as a shower on a cold morning. She locked eyes with me and asked, “Does it feel good?”

It did, but a string of compliments wasn't going to teach her anything. “Make it deep and slow. Men like to be teased as much as you do.”

She set right to it, spreading her tunnel with my flesh. I had her filled completely. Talia's fingernails dug into my shoulders as her body started moving in rhythm with every deep breath she took.

The girl had a natural talent, giving my length the kind of massage you could only expect when your partner is that young and interested. My pupil was doing wonderfully. “Now, pick it up a bit.”

I felt her thighs slide against mine. Talia began moaning with every roll of her hips. Side to side, front to back, and in an orbit. She already knew it all.

Enjoying the best part of my work, I let Talia show me exactly what she could do within a minute. She was hitting all the right buttons, perfect for a lunchtime quickie. Between husband and wife, I knew the disappointment wasn't stemming from her end.

Before she could get to screaming, Talia slowed it down and asked, “Is it good?”

“Perfect.” I pushed my face against hers and whispered, “He doesn't satisfy you, so it's his fault he's disappointed.”

Talia giggled and took me in as deep as possible. “You know I only married him for the money, right?”

“Obviously.”

I pushed those blonde locks out of the way and caught sight of Roger leaned back in his chair, miserable as you could expect. If the man had full control of himself, I'd be in deep shit. I winked at him again, just to drive the point home.

And it was time for Roger to learn something. “What's his favorite position?”

Talia stopped her motion, resting with me as far inside her as our bodies would allow. “He likes to be on top, but I hate it.”

“What if I made you like it?”

It had her interest. “You mean you'll do more than stick it in and do the same thing until you're done?”

The poor girl. “Lie down.” I made sure I held her gaze like a cobra staring down its prey. “You're a lot more sensitive down there than you think. Trust me.”

It always worked. When the husband was frigid as the Arctic, rewiring the wife became a necessity. The experience was usually mind-blowing for them.

My cock plunged hard inside Talia as soon as she had her back on the cushions. The sudden fill of her pussy went straight to her deepest needs. I knew just resting there would be satisfying enough by that seductive whimper she let out. But I wouldn't be doing my job if I left it at that.

I turned my head back toward Roger and said, “Effort, my friend. Your wife likes it a little rough.” Another hard thrust drove the point home for him. Without a doubt, Talia's body was getting exactly what it needed and craved.

Without regard for my own self, each slam inside her drove my student that much more wild. The balls of her heels digging into the small of my back pushed me harder. I put one hand on her waist and wrapped the other around her upper arm. The last shattering thrust drove home before I settled in and began railing her with as much speed as I could gather.

I had her screaming like a teenaged victim in a slasher flick. Every nook and cranny of her pussy constricted around me. I had to force my way through with each thrust, refusing to let Talia peak so easily. Not that she could without my permission anyway.

The urge to slow down started creeping in. Talia snapped me out of it by screaming, “Harder, fuck yes!”

What reason did I have to deny her? I tightened my grip on her arm and moved my other hand to her throat. Every rush in and out felt like an explosion of wetness and that heavenly sensation.

Talia's pussy began to lock around me, hard. I forced myself to keep going, every moan and gasp telling me I was giving her exactly what she wanted. The heat inside Talia welled up as her entire body flexed like a rubber band under tension.

I kept going, knowing Talia was near her breaking point. One hard, final thrust rocked her entire frame, those bountiful tits jerking up to meet her chin. Talia let out an ear-ringing yelp.

Trying to go any further was pointless as her body latched tight, inside and out. I snuck my thumb between her legs, rubbing that swollen clit until her hands braced against my abs. It still wasn't time.

Talia was beyond the verge of madness. Her pussy throbbed against my shaft, drawing it deeper still. As I felt another burst of heat and wetness, I leaned in and whispered, “You can come now.”

As soon as my thumb lost contact with her pearl, all of Talia exploded at once in a fury of shakes and quivers. I barely managed to pull out of that finger trap. I gave her slit a playful slap that renewed her climax.

God, just watching her was a wonderful experience. All of the pent up frustration, the disappointing experiences, and accumulated want released in one outburst. It's too bad I had a strict policy of never partaking of my clients' wives after they had paid in full.

I had to give it to Talia. She knew exactly what she wanted. “You seeing this, Roger? You should pay more attention to your wife.”

“Fuck you!”

He really was a bad sport. “She won't run off with me. The next time she realizes how much better she could have it, the guy might do more than just borrow her.”

Talia kept shivering, drawn up into a ball of skin and perfect form. “And how can I trust you after this?”

“Paying in full and by the due date goes a long way.” I knew he had the money, but I preferred getting the husbands to pay without forcing them to with my talent.

“This whole time, I haven't even touched my wife. I thought you were gonna show her how to satisfy me.”

I looked down at Talia again. “Can you honestly tell me you're not rushing home to fuck this woman every day? What the hell is wrong with you?”

His face was downright dejected. “It's never like that with us.”

“That sounds like user error to me.” Talia finally started regaining control of herself. Even when she was a human wreck, she still managed to be goddess beautiful.

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Roger's soul had to be broken. “Talia, get up.” Or at the very least, his ego needed deflating. This shit wasn't on his wife.

Talia was still shaking as she rose. I stooped down to help, knowing I couldn't be just as shitty as her husband. Her voice still held shades of climax as she asked, “Can you show him what I want?”

“You need to do that.”

Roger's voice broke the moment. “I've given you a home, security, and anything else you could want! What more do you need, you little whore?”

I stopped us as we got halfway to her husband and stared Talia in the eyes. “Go ahead, you can be mad at him if you want. Show him what he's doing wrong.” At that point, I planned on letting Talia make a social call anytime Roger was away on business. Even rules set in stone can have exceptions.

She smiled and pulled me by the hand. “You promise he'll learn?”

“He doesn't have a choice.” I pulled my hand loose from Talia's. She got right to bending herself over the arm of that sofa chair, her head and breasts covering Roger's lap.

“If you even think I'll pay you after this–”

“I said shut the fuck up.” There was no point in arguing with him. If Roger refused to pay, I had a way of making him think doubling my pay was a grand idea.

Talia pulled herself even further into her husband's lap. I planted my hands on her ass and stopped her. That pussy sat at the perfect height, matching the angle of my cock like precision engineering.

I didn't hesitate to get myself back in there. The lips of her pussy swallowed my entire girth like a hungry boa. Talia let out a little moan and then grabbed Roger by the tie.

His head went down at the tug. “Roger, why don't you ever fuck me like this?” Talia let out a whimper as I crashed hard against her ass. “That's all I really wanted.”

Determination hit me. I reared back and let loose like a jackhammer. My hips clapped against Talia, driving her into a frenzy like she had been possessed by some malevolent demon.

Roger's torment almost made me feel bad. Hell, any man who had his wife screaming in his lap as another man railed her would come away with issues. I paused for a moment and looked at his sorry ass. “You see why she gets bored? Don't just hump like it's a chore, come inside her, and then pass out.”

I knew it was too much for his fragile self-image to handle. As powerful as Roger thought he was, he was powerless to stop his wife from enjoying the hard fucking I gave her right in front of him. Every whimper and shout from Talia's red lips chipped at his very being.

But now it was time for the finishing blow. Without regard for my client, I forced Talia's hips into me with each thrust, changing the angle every few seconds to hit every sweet spot inside her. She gripped hard into Roger's pants like they were satin sheets.

Talia explained her desires in striking clarity, without even saying a word. Every blissful sound announced her satisfaction. As I pinched her clit between two fingers her voice took on a whole other tone. I knew I had her wild with the feeling when she began screaming into her husband's thighs.

I took a firm grip on her blonde locks and pulled back, hard. Her entire body rocked on the arm of that chair with every inward and outward motion. I started putting my hips into it again, plowing into her with all of the spite I held for Roger.

The wonderful chorus rippling through the room was all I could focus on. The tight confines of her pussy gripped once again. Whether I'd leave Roger a broken man or not in the next couple of minutes was the least of my concerns. His wife and her roaring pleasure were all I could focus on.

Talia's orgasm broke without a hint of warning. She fought hard against me, pulling her hair free of my hand. I kept going, feeling that pussy ripple with too much cock.

I made sure to give her clit an even harder treatment as the peak erupted. A human shouldn't shiver like that unless they're about to freeze to death. I took a quick look at Roger. He finally realized the lesson was for him, even if it was a bitter, giant pill to swallow.

Pulling my fingers away, Talia's lungs fought for each gulp of air. Her voice began trailing off as her grip on reality came back. Meanwhile, I felt my own approach announce itself with that warm, tingling feeling between my legs.

I fought it back as hard as I could, knowing each strike deep inside his wife was further breaking Roger down. My client was distraught already. Talia regained her composure enough to turn her head toward Roger as I pulled her shoulders up.

Their eyes locked as I kept fucking her, those walls feeling like home already. Talia giggled and then said, “I want him to come inside me, and you're going to watch.”

It pressed exactly the right buttons for me. The skin on the tip of my cock stretched as that last bit of growth happened. Roger's tense posture eased with defeat.

“I want to feel his hot load all up inside me. I bet he'll appreciate it more than you ever have.”

My face got hot as my breathing picked up. Every bit of friction started driving me insane. That sopping wet, neglected pussy of hers had everything I needed.

As every thrust began to feel like an electrical overload, Talia became the teacher for a moment. “You know why I want him to?” Slowing down, I struggled to hold off until I knew. “Because we just met and I don't even know his name, but he treats me like I'm more than just a plaything.”

My shaft felt like it was about to explode with pressure, and then it didn't. I let loose with a hard jet, pushing myself as far inside Talia as I could get myself. I grabbed both of her arms and pulled her back, closing my eyes mid-ejaculation.

I had to fight to hear Talia say, “God, Roger, I want to fuck him again.”

Every spurt made it harder to keep my voice inside. As I let my last load fly, I wrapped my arms around Talia's waist and fell forward. The poor bastard was silent.

As I pulled out, Talia crept herself forward. Roger curled his nose and looked at me. All I could do was grin and pant.


Roger had his arm up on the door frame of my car. I started the motor, ignoring him completely. “Was this your plan all along, you son of bitch?”

I had about half the fucks to give that I needed to take him seriously. I rolled my eyes his way and said, “It usually doesn't happen like this, but the lesson is still the same. Satisfy her, and she'll satisfy you.”

“I feel like I should punch you right now.”

“Go ahead.”

I saw his fist clench, but the rest of his body wasn't cooperating. No balls, and no control. “Bastard.”

“You still need to have my payment ready one week from today. Be glad I'm not charging extra.” Talia slipping her mobile number into my blazer's pocket was bonus enough.

Roger backed off without saying another word. I closed the door and put the damn thing in drive. Another job for the client list, but I knew Roger wouldn't be a referral. Talia, however, would be my go-to reference in case a wife ever wanted to use my services of her own accord.

And of course, I later learned Stasia only had a few months left until her time with Roger and Talia ended. Finding my willing little housekeeper turned out to be the best side-benefit of all.


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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