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HAREM HOTEL 3:

WE STOLE LILY

I had no idea such good fortune was about to fall into my lap. Spring had just started to break through the cracks of winter as business started picking up. Our clientele was as average as ever, but I did turn down the opportunity to claim a few prime candidates. Not every girl with a rocking body is worth keeping around. I had the luxury of being picky.

But the new normal had to change as soon as the Cardwell party checked in. I was coming down one of the staircases when I saw her checking in with an older man. Petite, cuter than a basket of puppies, and nervous as all hell. I knew this girl didn't want to be here with whoever the man was.

The guy, probably in his early-fifties, stopped mumbling and spoke to Amy like he was feeling some sort of pride. “We're here for a campus visit. Can we get a wake-up call at eight?”


I waited until the following evening to even try introducing myself. They were both gone by the time I woke up, but I knew they'd have a second night here. This Malcom Cardwell bastard didn't seem to be in any hurry to leave, judging by the reservation book.

The sound of an engine starting perked my ears up. Our guest's car was pulling out of the lot when I checked the kitchen window. My sandwich could wait.

Lauren's voice mixed with another from down the hall. The new girl was a mystery delivered right into my lap. But I had to know more about her before making my decision.

The ballroom was just across the hall. I snuck my way over to the entry and listened. Lauren was still gabbing away. “I couldn't dream of getting in a place like that. Why would not want to go?”

“My dad thinks I should be a doctor like him. It's the only way he'll pay my way through college.”

“What do you want to do?”

There was a little bit of a pause. I kept still until I saw Angela start making her way down the stairs. I put a finger up to my lip as she spotted me.

“I don't know yet, but I know I don't want that.”

“You could always tell him you don't want to be a doctor.”

“It's not like I don't want to tell my dad that, but it's complicated.”

Dr. Cardwell sounded like a dick. Angela crept her way to my side and leaned into my ear. “You're thinking about letting her stay here, aren't you?”

It was enough to spur me on. I cleared my throat and then went through the entryway. Angela stayed behind, going on about her night. “If you don't tell him the truth, you'll always regret it.” Lauren and our guest turned on the couch, shocked like I had just shot both of them. “It's your life, not his.”

Lauren cut in before the little brunette could open her mouth. “Adam, you've met Lily, right?”

“I saw her last night, but we haven't talked.”

Lily stared at Lauren. Our bubbly redhead turned to her new friend and said, “Adam's good at helping people. Why don't you ask him what you should do?”

And now my harem was self-recruiting. I couldn't help smiling about it. “Talk. I'll listen and tell you what I think.”

“Why do you care?” I loved a girl with pouty lips, especially when they tried to act mad.

“I don't have to.”

Lily pulled at the hem of that little blue dress. “What if I said I don't think it's fair for my dad to plan my life for me? I never wanted to go to Corman or study medicine.”

“You're not in med school yet. If he's holding free tuition over your head, you could always turn it down.”

Lily's eyes narrowed. “And who would pay my way somewhere else?”

She had a point, and her father was an asshole. “What's the point of a free degree if using it would make you miserable?”

“Why wouldn't I take it if it's free?”

Sharp as a tack and willing to argue. I liked this girl. I sat, putting her between myself and Lauren. “Look at me.”

She kept her stare fixed on a random spot on the wall. “Why?”

She's a follower, but she wants freedom from her current leader. Claim her so that she can discover what she wants out of life. That wisdom the girls thought I had was never from myself. I had started to realize it was the same for my uncle when he had the ring.

“Because I said so.”

It worked for me just as well as it had for Dr. Cardwell. “What?” Lily locked her eyes hard onto mine. Exactly what I wanted.

The ring was giving me power without heating up by this point. The control was almost effortless. “Figure out what you want out of life before you commit to anything.”

“And what about my father?”

“What about him?”

Her defenses had layers. “How do I find out what I want to do?”

My uncle had explained this to me when I was younger. It even sounded like something the ring would say. “You can buy the clay or have someone buy it for you, but what if they told you what to sculpt in return? Could you call it yours?”

“That–,” Lily took a breath and turned her body towards me, “–kinda makes sense.”

“Finish high school, tell your father you don't want to follow in his footsteps, and you can stay here as long as you need.”

Lily smiled and said, “I graduated last year. He almost killed me for taking a break before college.”

That answered the age question. “And I bet the past year has been hell because of it.”

Her shoulders relaxed. “You don't even want to know.”

“Well, stay here starting tonight.”

“Why do I think this is a good idea?”

Lauren put her hand on Lily's shoulder. “Maybe because it is. I started living with Adam because of my dad right before we moved here, and I've never regretted it.”


I already had an extra room ready to show her. Lauren went upstairs with us, smiling at the fact that it was next door to hers. Aside from Angela and Ellie sharing one by choice, we all had our own bedrooms.

Lily seemed excited about the idea as I opened the door. I had just finished remodeling it in the past week, so the place looked as fresh as could be. It didn't match the guest rooms or the common rooms of the house, but we all decided that ornate, Victorian styling could get a person down if you can't get away from it.

“No rent, and Amy cooks for all of us. All I ask is that you start thinking for yourself.”

“Could I repaint the walls?”

I almost let my irritation show. That shit had just barely dried. “What's wrong with the color?”

Lauren butted in. “Everyone's tired of beige. Start picking something else.”

Lily smiled at her new friend. Who was I to argue? Out of all possible problems, the choice of wall color was small potatoes.

“Fine, but it's on you.”

Don't stall.

Why the ring cut in like that, I didn't know. Either way, it always had a point. If Lily's father wasn't gone for long, I'd have one hell of a situation on my hands.

I cleared my throat and gave her the command. “Lily, take a seat on the bed.”

“Why?”

The ring pulled a bit more willpower out of the back of my head. “Because, we need to talk details.”

“Fine.” I watched her ass in that blue cocktail dress. Perfectly round, petite, and tight as you'd expect out of a barely legal girl like herself. Lauren was about to get some competition in her age bracket.

I knew exactly what I was getting myself into, and I knew there'd be trouble by the end of her father's visit. But for the moment, it was the last thing on my mind. All I cared about was getting that dress off her, or at least pulled up enough for me to get between those legs.

Lauren followed our new friend to the bed and looked back at me. “Is she one of us now?”

I loved that about her. Always willing to please, even if it meant she wasn't getting the attention. “Why don't you find out?”

Lily turned and sat on the edge of the mattress. “What does she mean?”

I let the control take hold as I said, “Relax, she'll get you started.”

My little redhead set right to it, pushing Lily back by the shoulders. Just watching was almost painful as Lauren pushed her hand between Lily's thighs and gave those pink panties a tug. The whole time, she never fought back.

Lauren had learned how to take care of women just as well as she had mastered what I wanted. I stared in awe as the hem of that dress lifted and her fingers teased at that new pussy. The sight of it all was just unbearable to leave as a spectacle.

I stepped over and reached around Lauren's waist. The pop of a button and the buzz of a zipper had her jeans loose enough for me to force them down. I took hold of the waist of her panties and slid them down as well, giving her slit a quick massage as Lily started gasping.

“Adam, I think she's nervous.”

“Is she now?”

Of course, I knew she would be. Lily seemed like the girl next door every guy dreamed about growing up. Someone so straight-laced had to have some kind of reservation.

Lauren stepped aside and out of everything that had covered her from the hips down. She took position right next to Lily and began taking care of her own pleasure. I bent down and spread Lily wide, getting a whiff of that freshly cleaned pussy smell.

The taste was just as invigorating. Lily gasped as soon as my tongue got to her clit. I slid a finger inside her, taking in all of the soft texture like it was my first time.

I don't know if you've ever eaten a girl out for the first time in her life or not, but it's always a fun experience. Lily had that classic reaction, nervously moving her hands down and resting them on the back of my head. I pushed my tongue harder beneath her hood, showing her exactly what her actions caused.

Lauren played her own fiddle to near-climax. Lily's thighs closed in on my head as I gave her the best I had. I felt her fingers wrap around every strand of hair she could get hold of.

The flavor, the sound, and the feeling all merged into one gut warming ride. Lily showed her appreciation with little moans. Lauren had herself worked up early, but that was alright. Our newbie probably needed a little coaching.

A sudden scream burst out of Lauren as I gave Lily every scrap of energy my tongue could muster. My finger teased and massaged in an ever-increasing pocket of wetness. When I thought my favorite pet had finished herself off, a final squeal out of her broke as the mattress started to shake.

Lauren had it back under control, but barely. She let out a soft groan as I felt her body shift through the bed. Lily's tension relaxed as I heard, “It's alright, he likes doing this for you.”

It was one of my favorite pastimes. Especially when that pussy was so taken care of and tender. She wasn't a virgin, but Lily had every sign of barely knowing what sex even was.

The surge in her body came on with no warning at all. I pushed another finger inside as I felt those silk thighs squeeze tight on my head. I could hear Lauren giggling through the screams, enjoying her new role as teacher.

With the force of a speeding truck, Lily's orgasm lifted her hips as I struggled to keep my mouth on those pink lips. Her entire body contorted in unison as she let out a final, ear-splitting shriek. If it weren't for those legs pressing against my head, I'd be hard of hearing today.

I pulled myself out of her playground and watched as Lily convulsed in Lauren's arms. That sheer, black sweater on my redhead matched well with our guest's hair color. That view of one holding the other as she came, naked and bald as can be from the waist down will always put me in a happy place.

Lily dropped the dress without ceremony. And there she was, a little less generous in the perfect curve department than Lauren, but girls like her had their own charms. Lily was the sort to make you think you might be going to jail for fucking her, even if you knew she was of legal age. Even those perky breasts called my name like sirens atop a rock.

The true measure of what I wanted to do to her soaked through my head like water to a dry sponge. Even though she hated him, I knew she was a daddy's girl through and through. A warm invitation of those bright eyes, the cute form of her body, and the innocent nervousness she couldn't hide only made me want to do unspeakable things to the two eighteen-year-olds in my possession.

I looked at Lauren and commanded her, “Get as naked as she is. It's not fair to our guest if you don't.”

Watching like I always did when my little redhead took her clothes off, I noticed how Lily stared eagerly. I had the beginnings of another pair on my hands, the perfect complement to the pair of blondes I also had in my stable.

Knowing that I had already seen everything Lauren had to offer, I turned my attention back to my new toy. Just the sight of how sweet and unspoiled she looked had me salivating as I worked on the buttons of my shirt without thinking about it.

A slight bit of nervousness crept across Lily space. I looked at her, not out of control, but out of genuine concern. Just glancing at her out of reassurance was enough to disarm every bit of hesitation.

Knowing that this kind of experience was a first for her, I looked at Lily and felt the ring pulse against my finger. “Your father would flip, seeing you like this.”

I knew it was exactly what I needed to say as her lips curled up at the corners. The little bit of shaking in her limbs stopped. It was like I had lit a fire in her eyes, blue, intense, and innocent like the sky of midmorning.

My hands pushed down against my jeans. My boxers went along with my pants. I put my knees on the bed and ripped everything else off of my body is Lauren finished stripping herself.

Lily stared up at me as I planted my hands against the mattress on each side her body. There was an eagerness to her face. I knew that now was the time. Trying to be gentle or courteous by waiting for her to give the go-ahead would only throw a wrench into the hormonal firestorm stripping away any reservation she might have.

Lauren pushed down on Lily's shoulders, pinning her to the mattress. I took that as my cue to spit into my palm and rub it onto my shaft. The anticipation of feeling what it would be like to part the walls of that tiny pussy made my heart skip several beats.

I eased my cock against the hot, pink flesh, knowing that tightness would keep her screaming once I got started. Lily wasn't ready for that yet, nervous as she was. I put a finger on her lips as she whimpered.

The poor girl was ready in her mind, but her body could not lie. I pressed my finger against her clit and massaged the tiny pearl. Lily's mouth opened just a bit, driving me insane from seeing those perfectly white teeth under the crimson of her lips.

Working Lily into a minor set of convulsions, I rubbed against her pussy and dipped a finger inside again. The slow increase in her wetness as Lauren eased down to meet their lips felt like an exercise in patience. But all was well, because honestly, I had begun to care about the well-being of my new members of this little harem.

Once again, I gave Lily a slight prod with the tip of my dick. This time I actually broke through the first layer of her entrance.

The grip of her pussy eased and that wetness just flooded in. I put a little more effort into each thrust, driving her up a wall so familiar to everyone else in the house. As soon as I took hold of her legs behind the knees and spread her wide, Lily let go with a long, honest moan.

Every slight movement I made had an exaggerated response from my new pet. I knew she was inexperienced, but when the canvas is blank, you can paint any picture you want. And truth be told, I had one hell of a vision in mind for her.

Lauren was on her knees next to Lily, getting herself acquainted with her new friend's body. It was enough to nearly set my nuts to fizzing. Lily's dark hair spread across the comforter as I shoved in hard.

Those lips opened for a quick little gasp. I shot back again and gave her the full force I could summon. Lauren giggled at her playmate's reaction.

But I was tired of playing games. It was time to violate that fresh, young pussy. I started railing into her body, stretching her out like a sock two sizes too small.

And her reaction was just as you'd expect. There was no way anyone in that half of the house could not have heard Lily. In all honesty, I wanted them to know exactly what was going on. The thought of her father overhearing the way his daughter was getting split like firewood made me that much harder.

Lauren was fully absorbed in taking one of those perky breasts in her mouth. One of her slender hands crept downward between Lily's legs. She was careful not to get her fingernails close to my rapidly moving cock.

Lily started to let go of her sanity. Her arms wrapped around Lauren as she gritted her teeth, still letting those cries of pleasure escape her mouth. I gripped the back of her knees tight and spread her out even further.

That's when I gave her the full brunt of what I could dish out. Lily's cries began getting higher. The poor thing had probably never been fucked with so much enthusiasm.

She needed to get used to it, fast. As I drove in, harder and faster with each stroke, it just made Lauren go at the rest of Lily's body and her pearl with the same kind of intensity.

Lily was beyond her capacity, in terms of what her body and her mind could handle. The next little set of thrusts pushed her screams into some wild territory. It only made me want to go harder.

Her pussy suddenly locked around my cock. I still kept going. The vibrations in my head from the almost-animal sounds was all the encouragement I needed.

Lauren's fingers did their own bit of magic. Lily's entire body shuddered like a hard burst of thunder. I let go of her thighs and crashed my fists into the bed around the tangle of barely legal hotness before me.

My body started to give out right as Lily shook through the most intense portion of her climax. I pulled out quickly and stooped over to catch my breath. Lauren was still going at her as I panted and admired this new bit of joy that had come into my possession.

Lauren stopped her handiwork and cupped Lily's face. “Adam likes it when you come. You should see his face right now.”

At that exact moment I heard the slam of a door outside. I got to the window and saw Lily's father get out of his car. A mixed feeling of panic and excitement filled my entire body.

“He's back.” I ran to the door and pressed the button for the lock. Despite the building coronary event in my chest, it made me want to keep fucking his daughter even more.

In fact, I liked the idea of him hearing exactly what was going on. As I took the few steps back to the bed, the fear in Lily's eyes turned me on like a spray of ether in a motor. “If Daddy finds out, he'll kill us both.”

I gave Lily a hard stare and said, “After tonight, it won't matter anymore. Let him know.”

Her eyes were full of fear. It wasn't an expression I found particularly attractive, but it had its charms. Lauren got off of her new friend and helped me pull Lily onto her feet.

That's when I spun Lily around and pushed her back into the bed. Lily braced herself with her hands and knees. I climbed onto the mattress behind her and got ready for the next round.

Despite the sheer terror wreaking havoc in her mind, Lily's pussy was sopping wet. I didn't even have to lube myself up with a quick spit polish. Not bothering to tease my way back in, I simply planted my palms against the cheeks of her ass and plunged like my shaft had jumped feet first from a diving board.

She let her right shoulder drop as she panted and stared the door. Lauren occupied herself with scooting a dresser against the door. I wrapped my hands hard around Lily's waist and heaved into her body.

I could tell by the look on her face that she wanted to say something. But the squirming, whimpering mass of teenager was too far gone into the land of bliss. I braced myself with both feet and pulled against her shoulders. Free to give her the full railing I felt that she deserved, I drove her further into the danger zone of her father hearing everything.

The rigid rod of my cock slid between the walls of that little pocket of pink. I barely made out the sound of footsteps. They seemed to get faster with each passing second.

I laid into her like Lily had just done something wrong. In fact, the intense volume filling the room and the hallway, was exactly what I wanted. The final few footsteps were so loud and angry that I knew it had to be her father.

The door boomed with every fist Dr. Cardwell beat against it. I rammed my shaft into his daughter just as hard, knowing it was driving him to the point of insanity. As Lily's screams picked up their pace and pitch, I pushed myself even further.

I don't know if you've ever felt the fear and exhilaration of nailing someone's daughter as they try to get in the room. But I can tell you one thing – nothing gets the heart pounding like a father with murderous intent on the other side of the door. It was time to run this shit into the ground.

Holding Lily's shoulders in a white knuckle grip, I slammed my dick into her body. The door was getting pounded just as hard. Every beat against the wood was another signal to pound my wood deep inside.

I looked to my left and saw that the lock was starting to give. The thought of being killed tonight passed through my mind. It gave me a second of pause as I let myself rest somewhere around balls deep in Lily.

Was I doing the wrong thing? I had no grudge against the man, other than what I knew from Lily. But did I even care? I had myself planted to the hilt in his little girl, and every squeal she let out made his problems seem less and less important.

The only true measure of how loyal Lily would be was exactly how detached I could make her from what her father might think. And what better way to make her mine and to completely shatter any control Dr. Cardwell might have over her? I had a goal now, and I knew the only way to achieve it would be to completely obliterate the image he had of an innocent, young daughter.

The surging wetness inside Lily let me know that deep down she wanted the same thing. As the door pounded like a drum, I took up the same rhythm in mockery of her father's attempts to get inside. It was obvious he knew exactly what I was doing, judging by the way his daughter's voice matched the same beat.

The lock gave and the knob crashed against the back of the dresser. The frenzied eye looking in had murder burning from across the room. I couldn't help laughing a little bit when I was reminded of a certain movie that also took place in a private inn.

But the situation was deadly serious. In fact, and Lauren not moved that piece of furniture in his way, I'm sure his hands would have wrapped around my neck just as hard as mine were gripped on to his daughter.

Lauren rejoined us with a clear look of worry on her face. She caressed Lily all over as the pop of my waist crashing against her ass took on its own sound. Now normally, I liked to finish internally. But this was a special opportunity. It's not every day you get to give some nubile little thing a facial in front of her father.

I heard Amy shouting from down the hall. I couldn't make out what she was saying, but I knew it was directed at Dr. Cardwell. The humor in the entire situation still gets me rolling.

My housekeeper finally got close enough to where I could see her as well through the crack between the door and the frame. It had gotten just large enough for the raging father to stick an arm through. That's when I heard him shout, “I'll fucking kill him!”

It bothered me about as much as it did Lily. Pussy gripped tight on me as I let her have it. Every clap of our bodies together pushed her father even further into madness. My only concern was getting her close to that glorious insanity of climax. I had one rapidly approaching, myself.

I put all of my attention and effort into making Lily squeal as loudly as possible. It had exactly the desired effect as I pushed her face into the bed. The pure chaos filling the upstairs hallway was the perfect soundtrack to the sheer glory and pleasure coming from Lily's new bedroom.

I couldn't help letting out a satisfied grin as Dr. Cardwell stared at me again with outright hate. As soon as I pulled out of Lily, he had to know I had just fucked her silly. I couldn't imagine any father watching his daughter getting pounded like that and keeping anything resembling a grip on reality.

Lily and Lauren both got on their knees on the bed. I took my waiting cock in hand and started wrenching and stroking. Lauren eased in first, giving me a few quick licks on the tip. Lily followed suit, resting her hands against my thighs, fighting with my hand for some amount of contact for her tongue.

I exploded without warning. Lily and Lauren seemed to be fighting for position as each jet spattered on those fresh, young faces. Dr. Cardwell let out a groan of pure agony.

The final spurt met Lily's tongue. That outright defeat of her father seemed to be the best gift she ever could have received. As her mouth met Lauren's, I took a seat on the bed and saw Amy shake her head at me through the door. But she was used to these kinds of exploits. Just not at this level.


I gave it a few hours. After climbing out the window and avoiding Dr. Cardwell, as my life fully depended on it, I tried thinking of a way to defuse the situation. Finally feeling safe enough to return from laughing my ass off and dicking around in the storage shed, I made my way back inside.

Clearing the front door and making my way down the hallway to my own room, I heard Lily's father behind as he said, “I really feel like dropping you where you stand.”

I stopped and pretended not to acknowledge him. He took a few steps closer. The hairs on the back of my neck started to stand straight. He will kill you if you don't take control.

“Where do you get off violating her like that and acting like I shouldn't do something about it?”

What the hell could he do about it? It's not like he could go back and keep it from happening at this point. I started to turn around as I said, “It's your own fault.”

“Excuse me? First you fuck my daughter and then you have the nerve to blame me for it?”

I'd already had enough. If he wanted to get pushy about it, I had my own ways of forcing the issue. “Did you ever think that she might not be happy living the life that you chose for her?”

“It's not your place to make that kind of judgment.” He took one more step forward.

I could tell by the clenched fists he held to his sides that this was all coming to a head. “I want you to listen to me,” I took my own step forward as the ring burned painfully the first time in months, “go back to your room, and in the morning you will leave this place and never come back.”

Dr. Cardwell's body stiffened as if he had just received an electric shock. Even in the dark hallway I could see the resistance in his eyes. “And what about Lily?”

“You'll let her lead the life she wants. Lily can stay here with us for as long as she feels she needs to.” I closed the distance between us and stood almost nose to nose with him. “And you'll deal with it.”


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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